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:lhe r:::-r 
�hief of F orthe 

By CLIFFORD BALL 

� swift-moving, romamic story of a thief who coveted a kingdom, a1ul 
the appalling secret of an old magicia11 

T
HE crud.: stone chamber was 
lighted only by the flickering flame 
of a single torch thrust into a crev

ice in the wall. W rend1ed by the drafts 
of the dank underground dungeon, it cast 
fitful gleams over the features of the two 
figures seated at opposite sides of the low 
!·ock table occupying the exact center of 
the small enclosure. This article, with the 
two chairs supporting the men, alone 
graced H;e bareness of this sunken hole 
that had, ia a bygone age, echoed with 
the groans of tortured and dying men. 
The walls were damp with the moisture 
of eons. 

"I grant you," argued Karlk, the ma
gician, stroking his long beard with the 
slender fingers of a woman, "that Thrall 
has been a fair king. Yes. But not a 
good one." 

"Good enough for roe!" grumbled the 
other, more powerful m:tn. He struck a 
clenched fist on the stone of the table to 
emphasize his insistence, at the same time 
eyeing the black-cowled figure of Karlk 
with tiny fires of suspicion in the depths 
of his long-lashed gray eyes. 

In all the kingdom of Forthe there 
could hardly have been found two men 
of such different types. The magician 
·was of slender frame, of small features, 
and delicate hands and feet. He had 
never appeared in any other costume than 
the one he now wore-a long robe of 
ebon silk almost touching the ground as 
he walked, held by a twisted cord ut the 
waist. A black cowl covered his head; the 
heavy bea;·d and hirsute growth before 
the ea>rs left only the !lashing, malignant 
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eyes and the thin nostrils visible. There 
were many whispers to the effect that 
Karlk W;lS net really of the race of men 
and that if anyone would have the un
thir.kable courage to uncover his person, 
he would discover, not a human form, 
but some monstrosity impossible for the 
mind of mankind to imagine. 

Tbe other man was virtually naked. 
Beyond the breech-clout he wore and the 
sa:1dals on his feet his only article. of 
adornment was the slender sword dan· 
gling by his side. To this his right hand 
frequently strayed; obviously the weapon 
was almost part of the man. He had 
known the dash of steel in combat; con
vincing proofs of this were the great scars 
that crossed one another over many parts 
of his naked flesh. Unlike the magician 
he was dean-shaven, b.is hair bound in 
the back by a thin gold chain. The well
shaped sku!l gave proof that brain backed 
his brawn. Relaxed, as an animal of the 
wild rests, he still gave the impression of 
a creature ready to spring into snarling, 
ferocious battle. .He had cause for alert· 
ness, for he was Raid, prince among 
thieves. 

"Good enough!" repeated the thief. 
"\'Vhat cause have you against Thrall? 
Didn't he save }'Our accursed skin the 
time that missing guardsman was found 
out:>ide these walls crawling on all fours 
and barking like a dog? And didn't I see 
the poor devil myself before they merci· 
fully cut off his head-a head with long, 
pointed, furry ears on it? Thrall covered 
your deviltry, didn't he?" 

"An unfortunate experiment. One of 
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my servants neglected his watch over the 
-m:m. He wandered outside." Karlk 
fingered his beard reminiscently. "The 
king had my 'expeEiment' destroyed, so 
my stupid servant reluctantly took its 
place." 

Raid spat on the stones of the floor. 
"I have encountered murderers I liked 

better!" 
"You do not fear me, Raid?" inquired 

the magician, gently. 
"When I learn how to fear, I'H seek 

another profession, oh frightener of chi!· 
dren!" 

"Even brave men can be taught." 

·"On one terrible dcxy a princeu ot 
forlbe )l"gmo g captive:· 

There was a note of menace in ti1e low 
tones. 

Raid shrugged. "Don't thre.:ten me. 
I am no housewife screaming at shadows 
in the streets. I came here tonight to 
learn why you desired a member of my 
profession. If you pull any of your filthy 
tricks I'll pull that crusty beard of yours 
and maybe see more of your face." 

The eyes of the magician gleamed red. 
"Look, Raid," he said, "and see how men 
have died!" 

He extended his left hand with out
spread fingers pointing at the blackness 
of the damp walls. A second, two sec-
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onds, and still Karlk remained immobile. 
Then a pale light appeared to spread over 
the skin of the hand, the digits became 
phosphorescent and tiny blue sparks 
emerged suddenly at the fingertips. Five 
streaks of blue light ran from the out· 
stretched arm to the wall. Portions ·Of the 
age-old solid stones broke into slivers and 
rattled to the floor. 

RALD's eyes opened a trifle wider, but 
he grinned and spat again. "Defore 

you could have gotten that devilish power 
-whatever it is-as far as your elbow 
I'd have cut your ann off right there had 
you pointed it at me! You'll get no n.lle
giance from me with threats, oh wizard! 
Detter offer me wine; these accursed 
dungeons chill me more than they do you. 
What do you �:ant of me, Karlk?" 

"Not to disagree, my friend." 
"I am not your friend. You have 

none." 
"For which I am grateful. Friends 

mean compromises. I deal in bargains
and get better results." 

"What bargain do you seek with me?" 
Raid's eyes were as watchful as the beasts 
cf the jungles, and now his hand stayed 
en the sword-hilt. 

"I wish you to steal. something for me." 
Raid expelled a mouthful of air deri· 

sively. "Then why all this talk of kings 
and magic? Of course you want me to 
steal! For what other purpose would you 
summon Raid? What seek you, wizard, 
that your magic cannot obtain? Some of 
Thrall's jewels?-a stone or two from the 
Inner Temple? No women,. mind you! I 
don't deal in them. \.'{!hat is the bargain 
and what my reward.?" 

Raid expanded his chest; he was proud 
with the pride of an expert in his profes
sion. 

Kadk laughed shortly, wickedly. "Jew· 
e!s? The prizes of the temples? 1-h.! 
From the playgrounds for children un-

learnt in tl1e mysteries of the skies! I seek 
a greater prize, something so earthly my 
;mearthiy hands cannot touch it without 
the aid of your nimble fingers, oh Raid! 
I .reek the kingdom of Forthe!" 

Shocked, the notorious thief started up
right in the stone chair. Bewilderment 
strained his countenance; incredulity 
stamped horror on his features as he 
sought tb comprehend blasphemy. 

"Forthe!" he exc!a.imed. "Forthe! Why 
-none but the Seven Gods could steal 
Forthe from King Thrall of the Ebon 
Dynasty!" 

"Except Kar!k," an1ended the magi
cian. 

"Steal Forthe!'' muttered Raid. "Re· 
beltion_:treachery-miilions to bribe
for what? A powerful kingdom-aye! 
But who shall r'-lle rt, granting }'OU gain 
it? You with the blood of its peoples on 
your hands and the terror of yourself in 
their hearts?" 

The magician's voice became a whisper. 
"King Raid!" he said. 

A silent moment passed befor-e the 
agile brain of the thief encompassed the 
significance of Karlk's intentions, so ut
terly bizarre th� idea of stealing Forthe 
appeared, but abruptly the outlaw was 
himself again as his natunl daring and 
coolness won over the startled instincts 
of generations. 

"I see," he said slowly. "The bargain, 
eh? And your share?" 

"A trifling matter, oh my king!'' the 
magician mocked. "Merely the-shall we 
say?-voice behind the throne. A whis
per now and then. No interference with 
your politics, unders.tand. I am a scien
tist. Just a little more freedom for--ex
periments, a condescension in--" 

"For deviltry, which I like not! Tc> 
Nargarth's pits with you, Karlk!" 

The magician's face remained unal
tered; one would have thought the dark 
beard below the piercing eyes onlr a 
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mask. He began to whisper, insinuat
ingly: 

"Jewels of the empire, viands and 
wines from the slopes of Y goth, dancing
girls from Ynema-perhaps even the 
Lady Theine for yourself, oh fathec of a 
new dynasty!" 

The thief's head lowered an inch or so 
as he contemplated a vision. His hand 
slipped from the hilt of his sword. Rald 
dreamed a dieam of empire, as many 
powerful men had done betore, as many 
more would do in ages yet unborn. 

BELOW the golden shafts of the low
riding moon that was suspendeJ. in 

magnificent splendor far out over the des
ert sands leading to the neighboring king
dom of Y goth, the black towers of King 
Thr:tll' s palace raised forbidding fingers 
into the midnight sky. An omniscience of 
the past hovered over those ragged sky
lines; a susceptible observer might have 
imagined the flickering spirits of bygone 
kings floating to and fro among the <:rum
bling turrets, guarding the castle walls 
and casting watchful eyes over the man
sions and huts of the surrounding coun
tryside; ghosts watching over ThraU, the 
last king of the Ebon Dynasty-a king 
with no heir to carry on the ancient line. 

On the rugged rocks below the outer 
walls of the palace grounds, his naked 
body immersed to the waist in green foli
age, his brain seething with plans for the 
most daring, wildest attempt of his ad
venturous career, stood Raid, the cunning 
and intrepid thief of Forthe. His heart, 
for all his out'lvard calm, pounded a little 
harder beneath his ribs; there was a ting
ling in his blood not born of wine. Bod
ily he responded to all the oft-known 
thrills of the prowl; only in his clever 
brain (now somewhat benumbed by the 
magnitude of his enterprise) dwelt the 
shadowy doubts engendered by the past 
prescience of the magician, Karlk. 

He was too far removed from the pa
trolled gateways for guards to spy him in 
the desert moonlight, }'et he slunk towa.rd 
the walls more like an animal than a mao. 
Desert winds and the erosion of time had 
emptied many crevices between the rocks 
comprising the stone barrier. Cat-like, 
his .fingers and toes found purchase in 
these gaps, and in less time than he had 
expected he attained the summit of the 
wall. Here he paused to reach with cau
tious fingers so as to ascertain the posi
tions of certain ragged sword-blades, 
spear-heads, cracked glass and other ob
stacles embedded in the ledge to dissuade 
an intruder. Having located these, he 
pulled himself upward, pushing several 
of the rusty defenses aside as he pro
gressed, and glided across the few exposed 
feet of stone in a crouching position. The 
inner wall was even more eroded than 
the outer side; he experienced little diffi
culty in negotiating a descent. Easily he 
stood within the palace grounds. With
out a sense of sacrilege, he reflected, many 
a thief would have been before him. 

The kitchens of the palace were his 
first objective. At this hour he knew they 
would be deserted by cooks and staff. Ac
cordingly, he proceeded in a semicircular 
direction toward the rea.r of the massive 
structure of the king' s dwelling-place. 
He threaded his way through underbrush 
and gardens of flowers. Once he spied a 
carven statue so like the figure of a living 
man that he half drew his sword before 
discovering his mistake. Cursing, he set 
a foot in a shallow pool evidently in
tended for fish. This incident inflamed 
his temper, and he continued toward the 
palace with little nerves twitching in his 
throat and wrists. The discomfort of a 
soaked and dripping sandal did not de
crease his anger. 

..1\ thin piece of steel, a thieves' imple
ment expertly applit:d, soon forced the 
small kitchen door opening onto the ref-
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use pits. Closing the violated barrier 
quietly behind him, he traversed three de
serted cellars fragrant with the odors of 
cold meats and rich wines. A series of 
stone steps, moonlit through narrow aper
tures in the castle walls, led him t o  the 
upper floors and the long corridors and 
high arches of the palace halls. 

Raid, like many others born in th·e huts 
that clustered the hillsides under the pro
tection of their kingdom's castle, knew 
practically the entire plan of the struc
ture's architecture through generations of 
village people who had rendered service 
within its massive walls, servants that 
would have gasped, terror-stricken, if they 
could have observed the practical use to 
which their idle goss.ip and hearsay com
ments were being put this night. 

But the thief did not know the posts 
of the palace guards, so he trod carefully, 
dodging the thin streaks of moonlight 
from the narrow slits in the walls. Be
yond his suppressed breathing an was 
quiet as the grave. If guarding spirits 
wished to clamor in warning alarms, they 
were powerless to do so, though Thrall's 
throne was in greater danger than it had 
ever been before and the fate of the Ebon 
Dynasty was balancing i n  the palms of 
the Seven Gods, all because of a slim, 
powerful, half-naked figure stealing with 
drawn sword through the empty corridors 
of Forthe's ancient palace. 

AT A turning in the hall the intruder 
I'- suddenly halteJ and, in anima� fash
ion, hunched his shoulder muscles. The 
sword quivered in his hand like an ani
mate thing about to make its kill. Before 
him a dim shadow resolved itself into the 
figure of a man stretd1ed outright upon 
the flagging of the paved floor. He wore 
the uniform of a member of the palace 
guards. His hands were raised far above 
his head, far from his sword-hilt, in close 

proximity to a thin-necked earthenware 
bottle. He breathed stertorously. 

"Drunk!" exulted the thief. "Oh my 
king! My royal fool!" The bottle gurgled 
momentarily in Raid's hand. "Fair," he 
opined, judiciously. "Much better than 
some I've stolen, King Thrall!" 

His eyes fell upon. the carven door be
fore which the stupefied guard lay inert. 
"Perhaps," he whispered softly, "perhaps 
this is the room!" 

A delicate twitch of the door's lever, 
with an eye on the unconscious form at 
his feet, and he was peering into the 
chamber. A beam of moonlight flowed 
through draped tapestries to illuminate a 
lengthy couch holding a form undoubt
edly female; the outlines were unmistak· 
able. The shape was obvious, but the 
head o f  the figure was averted and only 
a smooth white cheek could be seen 
among the tumbled confusion of robes 
and cushions. Raid closed the door as si· 
lently as he had opened it. 

"A mistress, perhaps. Or a wench. No 
-a mistress. Or why the guard?" 

As noiseless as ever, his lean shadow 
sped down the corridor; only the appreci· 
atively lowered liquid line of the wine
container testified that the thief of Forthe 
had ever come or gone. 

At length he paused where two huge 
doors of semicircular design formed an 
oval indentation in the wall. The portals 
·were plain and unmarked by even the 
royal heraldry; but a single bar, fitted 
into protruding slots on either side of the 
entrance, was covered by a tiny network 
of cabalistic writings. Raid, stooping to 
peer at the engraving in the dim moon
light, made out enough of its meaning 
to comprehend a warning bestowing the 
curses of the Seven Gods upon the mortal 
who would dare to lift the bu from its 
niche unless bidden to do so directly bY. 
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Thrall of the Eboa Dynasty, Keeper of 
the Necklace and rightfull(jng of Forthe. 

"Faith!" exclaimed Raid to himself; "if 
ever my name is written there instead of 
Thrall's (and that is a question!) there'll 
be a pair of six-foot guardsmen standing 
on either side of this door to lend the 
gods a hand--or a sword-arm!" 

He slipped his sword into its scabbard, 
cautiously so that it would not rasp, and 
lifted both hands to the bar. Although a 
confirmed atheist, he felt a tingle in his 
nerve centers for his own daring in th us 
grasping a thing forbidden by the gods to 
hwnan hands, and a slight chill raced 
down his spine as his fingers encountered 
the cold metal. For a moment the shad
ows appeared to be dancing on the stones 
of the wall--or was it that the walls 
themselves were quivering like sentient 
organisms? 

"King Raid!" he asserted, reassuringly, 
and wrenched the bar from its sockets. 

It felt inordinately heavy in his hands, 
surprizingly heavy for a piece of metal 
hardly thicker than the sword he swung 
so lightly; his heart, which had been puls
ing in faster tempo for the moment, only 
regained its normal rate when he stood 
the forbidden barrier softly against the 
farther wall. A faint dew moistened his 
forehead. It was easy ec:.ough to shock 
the wenches of the taverns with blas
phemy against the Seven, but here in the 
dim and time-hallowed halls of ancient 
Castle Forthe their dark and secret powers 
seemed very menacing indeed. 

"Ki'ng Raid!" he repeated, and paused, 
s�artled. Unconsciously he had spoken 
aloud, and the sound of his voice tearing 
asunder the stillness within the aged and 
sacred corridors cau�ed him to crouch 
and quiver like a wild thing. An instant; 
then, superstition forgotten, he became 
the cynical thief again. He amended his 
late boast in a whisper : "Fool Raid!" 

THE oval doorway was no longer an 
obstacle . Before a gentle p ush of a 

hand the double doors swung inward. 
Rald was amazed to see the room beyond 
lit by three great torches stuck at inter
vals along the walls; so closely bad the 
portals been fitted that c:.ot a single ray 
of light escaped their edges, and his ab
rupt transition from moonbeams to fire
light left him momentari!y in biinking 
uncertaint'f. Recovering, he SlW that the 
chamber was ung uarded and promptly 
dosed the doors to prevent any unex:
pected gleams from alarming a chance 
guard. 

The room was not large; it contained 
none of the gre;;.t statues or scarred armor 
of long-dece:1sed k ings that obstructed so 
many of the public halls to rem ind a 
properly awe-stricken populace of the 
might of the dead. The walls were cov
ered with fold upon fold of black velvet 
tapestries; bare stones appeared only 
where niches held the huge ironwood 
torches that would burn, untended, for 
weeks without replacement. Opposite the 
entrance stood a low dais supporting the 
carved seats of the double throne of King 
Thrall and his royal sister, the Lady 
Theine. Here was the Inner Council 
c.l-tambcr where foreign emissaries were 
interviewed, where treaties involving 
peace and war and politics were signed. 
where only the great were welcome and 
death was the penalty for the unbidden. 

Hanging high between the cushions of 
the double throne and outlined in stark 
simplicity against the background of black 
velvet, its thousand facets pouring a bril
liance of colors in great cascades under 
the flickering beams from the torches. 
gteame d  the legendary Necklace of the 
Ebon Dynasty. 

It wa� the objective of Raid's quest. 
The Necklace was composed of a string 

of fifty diamonds, each one itself worthy 
of the ransom of a king, and the lot, in 
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their magnificent entirety, of fabulous 
value. But the chief virtue of the heir
loom lay not in its marketable worth, but 
in the legendary credits supposedly be
stowed upon it by tbe multiple blessings 
of the Seven Gods when, eons ago, they 
granted the rights of kingship to the 
Ancient One who had been the first King 
of Forthe and the subsequent founder of 
the dynasty. \XIhen the reigning king 
held serious council, or signed a treaty 
with a neighboring power, or on rare oc
casions was called upon to dispense justice 
upon an important trial or disagreement, 
he solemnly and reverently took down the 
gold-clasped chajn of matchless diamonds 
and with his own hands placed them 
about his neck. From the decision he then 
rendered there could be no appeal; it be
came immutable and final. It was the 
Necklace, apparently, that gave verdict, 
not the man or even the king. 

Hence the reasoning of Karlk, the ma
gician: Many kings had worn the Neck
lace in judicial omnipotence, until the 
people of Forthe saw the wearer as a rep
resentative of the Seven Gods; if a man 
wore it, whether or not he bore the mark 
of a crown, would not that man, by the 
very right of his having procured the 
sacred authority from a lackadaisical mon
arch, claim the right of kingship? And 
what man in all Forthe possessed the dar
ing, initiative, cunning and combined 
fearlessness and resourcefulness, accom
plishments so necessary to the undertak
ing of the theft, but Raid, prince of 
thieves? A barbarot•$ type, perhaps, but 
one who, drunk with power and recently 
acquired authority, should be easy hand
ling. A magician could never be a king, 
he knew, over people already in fear of 
evil enchantments; but a clever fighting· 
man could hold both the throne and the 
loyalty of its subjects while he, Karlk, 
pulled strings to make the puppet dance. 

A beautiful dream come true, reasoned 
Karlk., because of flawless logic. 

The thief gazed :upon destiny in the 
shape of diamonds and dreamed a dream 
of magnificence, forgetting he stood sac· 
rilegiously on forbidden ground in a cas
tle holding torture and death for a cap
tured criminal. The sparkle of the jewels 
fascinated him and he crept nearer to 
their dazzling beauty as a hypnotized bird 
approaches the maw of a deadly snake. 
For a moment he forgot Karlk and king· 
ship and power. Primarily, he was a thief 
born and bred-and here were jewels! 

THE cool voice from behind fell 
upon his ears as if the speaker had 

wielded a club. 
"Greetings, oh prowler of the night! 

You must be either a very brave or a very 
foolish man to come here!" 

Raid leaped instinctively, twisting in 
midair, and came down on his toes a full 
six feet from where h e  had been standing. 
When he left the floor his back had been 
presented to the doorway; now he con
fronted the intruder with drawn sword 
and breath hissing from between clenched 
teeth. No cat of the jungles could have 
reacted more animal-like. 

"By the rump of Nargarth!" swore the 
newcomer with feeling. "Quit jumping 
like an ape!" 

"Fa.ith!" exclaimed Raid. His hand 
had stayed his sword-point within scant 
inches of a woman's breast. "Faith!" 

"By the hounds of--" 
"Easy!" he grinned, regaining natural 

composure. "Easy, or I blush!" 
For a pair of seconds they surveyed 

each other in silence. 
Raid looked upon a bravely held ngure 

in night attire. Even the formless gar
ment, loosely clasped about the waist by 
a gold-threaded belt, could not disguise 
the curving beauty o f  a flawless shape. 
The long white robe fell in revealing 
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lines to tiny feet incased in leather san· 
dais. Her raven-black hair, unbound, 
framed patrician features before it cas· 
caded in luxurious curls to the slender 
waist. The level eyes, serene brow and 
aristocratic lips cried denial to any station 
of servitude; here was no castle wench. 

With a suddenly inspired comprehen
sion Rald knew her, knew also a gleam 
in his eyes had betrayed his recognition 
by the lift of her firm chin. On previous 
occasions he had been permitted to view 
her stately figure from a distance as the 
parade of royalty passed in the streets, but 
now, for the first time i n  his checkered 
career, he held private audience with one 
of the mighty so often described to him 
as "his betters." But, even as realization 
brought a twinge of the old awe of roy
alty to penetrate his unlawful impulses, 
the thought came to Raid that, after all, 
this �·as a woman, a beautiful and brave 
woman, and one to be desired even if she 
was the Lady Theine, sister to the King 
of Forthe. 

Thrine saw a half-naked barbarian, 
powerfully built and of challenging de
meanor, who had broken into the most 
sacred chamber of the monarchy, and her 
rage was boundless. She forgot any prob
able need of assistance from the palace 
retinue. Sacrilege hacl been performed. 

"What seek you here?" she demanded, 
imperiously. 

The sword-point poised so few inches 
from her breast had not wavered, she 
noticed, and a tiny tremor of doubt as to 
the wisdom of her adventure began to 
seep into her mind. Had it been reall)• so 
delightfully intriguing-or wise-not to 
have alarmed the castle when she discov· 
ered the presence of an intruder? Would 
the temporary thrill derived from track
ing the unknown through the black cor
ridors, without summoning her brother's 
minions, compensate her for the eternity 

of death? Nerve stimulation of any kind, 
she decided, was so care in Castle Forthe 
that perhaps the exception was worthy of 
the risk. 

"What seek you?" she repeated, and if 
her voice had become a Httle d1oked it 
was no doubt due to the night drafts of 
the long passageways. 

"Fame, My Lady Thrine! And fortune, 
too!"' His sword wavered a trifle as its 
circling tip encompassed the Necklace on 
the wall, but returned almost immediately 
to its former threatening position. 

"You would dare!" gasped Thrine. 
"The Necklace! No one has ever dared 
to think of stealing the Necklace!" 

"Therefore-fame!" smiled Raid .. Re
ceiving the lady's inspired awe, he felt, 
was the same as if an accolade had been 
conferred upon him for professional skill. 

"You must be an unusual thief," sur
mised Thrine, with half-closed eyes. "I 
have heard of one of great dexterity 
called--" 

"'Raid." 
"Men call you Rald?" 4· 

"That-·and other things!" 
"You-you"-a wave of anger became 

again obvious in the lady's tones-"you 
dared, too, to enter my bedchamber?" 

"Faith! Was that you?·' The sword 
lowered an inch or two. "I understand 
the guard now. But I thought you a-
a--·· 

"Yes?" 
"A very beautiful woman, my Lady! 

And the suggested aspiration is beyond 
your humble subject; rare jewels, perhaps, 
but-the first Lady of Forthe!" Raid 
rolled his eyeballs skyward in condemna
tion. 

"What a perfect rogue!" commented 
Thrine as if speaking to an non-existent 
third person. She was no longer afraid 
and her tones were smooth again. 
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FOR a minute thcte was silence in the 
chamber, a silence broken only by the 

slight hissing of the burning torches. 
"It appears, my Lady Theine, we have 

approached checkmate in both our enter
prises," Raid declared presently. "1 have 
the Necklace; you have me." 

"You have also a sword." 
"And you a beauty I cannot impair. 

And :\ voice with which to scream." 
"You propose that !-scream?" 
"You may decide. There may be dead 

men before I gain the city streets again, 
friends of yours you would not care to 
endanger--" 

"If
� 

I promise you safe-conduct and 
freedom?" 

"Pardon, my Lady! Even you could 
not promise safety to one who has com
mitted the unspeakable crime of coveting 
the Necklace. I came for it; I shall leave 
with it or rest these bones for ever here." 

"I will relieve her of the responsibility, 
King Rald," said Karlk from the semi
darkness of the doorway. 

"Karlk!" exclaimed the thief. 
Theine uttered a low cry. 
"King?' ' 

"If you come through the corridors and 
the guards so easily, why did you seek my 
services?" asked Rald. 

"My powers can blind the guards at 
the gates and still the watchdogs in their 
kennels. I can cause a mist over the 
torches and heavy sleep to the guarding 
spirits . But I could not raise the bar to 
this chamber, as I saw you do in my glass. 
'fhat was the obstacle, Rald. TI1e mere 
lifting of that bar made you king of 
Forthe!" 

"And thief and traitor, tool" sneered 
Thrine. 

Somehow her words and tone :struck 
Raid to the heart. He looked into her icy 
eyes and the chill of them entered his 
soul. 

"\'<le can spare the lady now," said 
Karlk:, ominously. 

His slender fingers rose to the level of 
the woman's neck. Theine guessed at his 
intent. Her fear vanished; in the face of 
certain death the dynasty's blood would 
not permit her to cringe, so she stood 
unafraid and defiant. There was no glint 
of admiration in the magician's eyes, but 
only intense cruelty and pleas::mt s::!.tisfa.c
tion. Rald, watching him, knew that the 
blue sparks would writhe and twist that 
beauteous form in another �econd. 

"\V'ait!" he cried, and was surprizcd at 
the intensity, the noisy recklessness, of his 
own voice. 

"Hold!" commanded sterner tones. 
From the shadows beyond the black-robed 
figure of K:ulk, where the forgotten por
tals swung wide, a slender sword-tip 
flickered through the air to rest at the 
magician's throat. 

"By the Seven!" swore Rald. "Docs 
none sleep in this cursed palace?" 

"Only my precious guardsmen, it 
seems!" declared the latest arrival in deep 
and bitter tones. 

The man moved i.nto the torchlight as 
he spoke, and the sudden wild glitterings 
of a thousand steel corners on his fight
ing-mail danced on the bhlck tapestries. 
His head was bare and proudly borne. 
The hawk-like features, level gray eyes, 
thin nostrils and dominant chin were fa
miliar to the thief, whose own COWlte
naoce paled. 

''King Thrall!'' 
"By your leave, my unknown and un

annot!nced guest!" The king's sword did 
not wander from its threatening position 
L>ehind Karlk's head. "Or rathe:: guests! 
\\!hat do }'OU desire now, my infamous 
magician?" 

DESPITE his surprize the black-robed 
fiBure held himself quietly. He did 

not attempt to face the king; a sword-
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prick tl1at stung the skin had warned him, 
wordlessly. One thin-fingered hand ab
sently stroked the tangled beard, and the 
heavy-rimmed eyelids were discreetly low
ered. Even the watchful gaze of Raid 
could discern nothing dangerous in the 
wizard's attitude. 

From beyond the king's menacing 
figure two burly guardsmen, eyes still 
bloodshot from deep slumber, cauttously 
approached the tense body of the thief. 
He had never been forcibly disarmed be
fore; he shrank a little as the sword and 
small dagger in his belt were appropri
ated. Theine smiled maliciously and, 
partly to his own astonishment, he smiled 
back. He admired the Lady Theine, her 
calm air and the coolness of her tongue, 
and was glad the death sparks had not 
had a chance to shatter her lovely body. 

Her smile faded. A strange shadow 
crossed her expressive features. Was it 
sympathy? 

"I have endured you a long time, oh 
Karlk!" Thrall was saying. "The mean
ing of tonight's entry is not quite dear to 
me. I mean to discover it. We wm see 
what magic can prevail against the steel 
and wooden posts of my so seldom used 
torture rooms beneath us. Unless you 
wish to speak now?" 

"My king," said Karlk in respectful 
tones, "I have ever been misunderstood." 

"You have. Human minds cannot 
comprehend men changed into half-beasts 
or men with beast-like habits. J3ecause of 
the powers you wielded I forbore a long 
time, but now, fo1· some as yet incompre
hensible reason, you have invaded a very 
private chamber of Castle Forthe, wherein 
you have no rights, and the time has come 
.for a definite easing of my mind. You 
will keep those wizard·hands of yours in 
plain sight and you will not speak or sign 
to thts underling of yours, or I cut off 
your hands a11d his head without benefit 
of trial!" 

"I am no underling!" spat Raid, wrath· 
fully. 

"Without a head, who could tell?" 
observed a guardsman. 

"Ho! And who might you be, appear
ing as you are, clad as a new-born babe?" 
demanded Thrall. 

" I  am Raid!" Even before the king the 
pride of the thief was stronger than the 
fear of punishment. 

Theine watched him as he stood be
tween his captors, half naked, weaponless, 
but erect in defense of his own integrity, 
and marveled. 

"Raid!" exclaimed Thrall. "I've heard 
of you. So have my guards." His eyes 
flickered over the two abashed men 
guarding the captive, both of whom were 
now wide awake and intently watching 
the least movement made by the man 
between them. "Hitherto they never 
seem to have been so dose to your person. 
My guards, you understand, have such 
strenuous tasks to perform, their minds, 
as well as their bodies, become fatigued 
with the passing of the day. From the 
drinking of wines and the entertainment 
of the kitchen maids they must seek their 
much-deserved repose." 

With flame-colored cheeks the two 
guards stood at attention. Raid grinned 
at each of them, and the fires mounted 
even higher beneath their skins. 

"Truly enterprising fellows, my king! 
You can perhaps pe.rceive why I follow 
tny less exhausting profession?" 

"I beg a private audience, oh king!" 
broke in Karlk in a humble voice. 

"Later, wizard." said Thrall, curtly. 
"Frake," he commanded, "see that my 
two guests are bound tightly to prevent 
their roving inclinations from leading 
them astray within my walls." 

Hasty footsteps were heard as three 
more men in the livery of the king's 
guardsmen entered, with eyes wide before 
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the tableau. Speechless, they waited for 
orders. 

"I wish to extend my hospitality in 
greater measure," continued the king, 
"when I have returned from my duties as 
temporary captain of the guard. My for
mer captain appears to have obtained a 
stronger wine than any of you-by the 
circumstantial evidence of his absence. I, 
myself, will make the rounds this night, 
before a handful of beggars from the 
city's gutters decide to take Forthe!" 

SPURRED by the king's anger and 
shamed before his sarcasm, the guards

man Frake, with hastily procured twine, 
venomously bound Raid's wrists so tight
ly that the thief was forced to set his 
teeth to abstain from wincing. The ma
gician was tied likewise, hand and foot, 
but handled in a respectful manner not 
accorded to the other prisoner. In the 
opinion of the guardsmen the slight fig
ure of Karlk was far more dangerous than 
the formidable bulk of the fighting-man; 
it was evident by the clumsy efforts they 
made to bind the former without touch
ing his person. 

"Go, my sister, to your rooms,"' or
dered Thrall. "I wilil leave these miscre
ants here until I discover what other sac
rileges they may have committed, or if 
there be accomplices in the gardens. Per
haps I may even be so presumptuous as to 
awaken a few of my guards and inquire 
if there is a pilgrimage being made 
through the palace grounds!" 

As Theine passed through the doorway 
in the wake of the wrathful king, she 
glanced hurriedly over her shoulder at the 
supine figure of the thief. Raid, tightly 
secured, lay with the manner of a. man 
reposing on his honestly earned couch, 
his head pillowed against the velvet of 
the wall. Outrageously, he winked. 
With a strange mixture of emotions Lady 
Theine swept in ropl dignity to her 

rooms, pausing only to break the w1ne 
bottle by her door over the slwnbering 
guard 's head. 

In the chamber of the double throne 
the two prisoners looked at each other 
and then at the gleaming jewels upon the 
wall that were to have given one power 
and the other a kingdom. 

··we are both to blame," Karlk an· 
nounced presently, in his curiously effemi
nate tones. "I should have sensed Thrall 
behind me before his weapon touched my 
neck. Yon should have run your sword 
through the woman's body at once, and 
seized the Necklace, before you conde
scended to argue." 

··I am a tl:id!" protested Raid, angrily, 
"not a murderer!" 

"Many have died for a throne before," 
said Karlk softly. His beady eyes were 
searching the thief's features, penetrating, 
it seemed to Raid, his very thoughts. 

"Man y - and quite a number were 
women! ' '  

For the first time in his careless career 
Raid was stung by a feeling of patriotism, 
a sense of dutiful homage to the crown 
that protected the city and countryside, 
including himself. from the depredations 
of mountain bandits and greedy rulers of 
neighboring domains. 

"I am of Forthe! I could not slay the 
sister of our king!" 

"Ha!" TI1e magidan shrugged weary 
shoulders. "I must learn, in dealing with 
men, that they are prone to sentimentality. 
I have ·studied so far above mankind that 
my thoughts are in the clouds while in
sects destroy my sandals. Even a thief has 
scruples!" 

"If I had a S'lvord I'd have your ears, 
also!" murmured Ra,d, thoughtfully. 

The next instant he sustained a shock 
such as he had never experienced before 
in all his varied existence-which had 
been wide, indeed. Karlk had been lying, 
as motionless as himself, against the 
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opposite wall where he had been placed 
after being bound by the guards. His 
hands were tied behind his back, even as 
Raid's, in a most uncomfortable manner. 
Now the wizard squirmed, moving into 
1 more upright position, and from. the 
folds on either side of his black robes, 
from the spaces below his armpits, ap
peared two tiny, white·-furred arms. The 
extraordinary appendages were only a 
foot and a half in length and terminated 
in small, child-like hands with short nails 
and pinkish palms. Except for the white 
hirsute growth they m ight have been the 
paws of a monkey. \X1ith nimble digit5 
they began to pick en Ka.rlk's bonds. 

Raid swore fiercely in amazed horror. 
It was one of the few times in his life he 
ns to feel the numbing cold of stark 
fear in hi� veins. 

"There are many things about mys·elf," 
txplained the magician, placidly, "that no 
man has ever known. By force of circum
stance, you are now perceiving one of my 
-ah-inhuman qualities. I do not like 
to revert frequently to these characteris
tics; the task becomes a strain on even my 
abnormal mentality. But you must agree 
that the situation demands a. drastic 
M�edy." 

Nonp lussed, Raid watched the u.nhu
man fi�gers pluck apart the cords until 
Karlk's hands were freed. Once their 
ttsk was completed they disappeared 
swiftly into the black garments and the 
magician's more natural fingers loosened 
the ropes about his ankles. 

"I fear," he said, standing somberly 
before the thief, "I shall have to leave 
you here for the while. You obviously do 
oot approve of the methods to which I 
have been restricted_ Thrall must die
yes, and Theine also! That the death of 
the reigning royalty was necessary to my 
project I knew from the beginning; no 
member of the Ebon Dynasty would 
voluntarily surrender the throne while 

there was breath in his or her body. 
Neithe.r kingdoms nor dynasties are 
founded without the spilling of blood. 
So they die. Later, I will return-so that 
you and I may talk. Meanwhile you wilt 
observe the Necklace and contemplate the 
power it can bequeath you." 

With a swish of silken robes the Thing 
that was known as Karlk vanished 
through the doorway, leaving a stillness 
broken only by the slight hissing of the 
torches and the heavy breathing of a 
semi-stupefied thief beneath the double 
throne. 

RAU) did not medit:1te long. His 
t�·10ughts were already too jumbled 

to reach any definite decision. A single, 
blank glance was all the famous Necklace 
received ; the knowledge of the Lady 
Theine's peril submerged all thoughts of 
Thrall, the kingdom of Forthe, or the 
fabulous jewels. Diamonds, after all, 
were only stones, and Thrine was flesh 
and blood; therefore, far more perishable. 

It took him fully ten minutes to hoist 
his tightly bound figure upright by clutch
ing at the tapestries with benumbed 
fingers and digging his he.::ls into the tiny 
crevices of the stone floor. Only an able
bodied man at the height of physical fit
ness could have accomplished the feat. 
At last he stood, panting and perspiring, 
b�neath one of the hissing torches. 
Taking a deep breath, he flung his bowed 
head up and backward. The abrupt 
motion caused him to lose his hard-won 
balance, and he fell full-length and some
what painfully back to the pavement. But 
the torch, knocked from its niche, fell 
also, and landed with a shower of sparks 
that singed off an eyelash before the thief 
could twist his head. Luckily, it did not 
go out. Ra!d murmured an almost foe
gotten prayer. 

A short while bter he cast the coeds 
from his ankles and chafed a pair of 
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badly burned wrists. It had not been an 
easy matter to hold his hands, so awk
wardly fastened behind him, over the 
sputtering flame. If his hand could only 
hold a sword! 

Aye, a sword ! The empty scabbard was 
a mockery. \X'ith supple tread and cau
tious ears he left the chamber of the 
Necklace with its treasure, still untouched, 
on the wall. Castle Forthe held plenty of 
swords; all he must do was find one with
out an arm behind it! 

His wish was instantly, but ominously, 
granted. A few paces down the dim cor
ridor, in a curiously crumpled position, 
lay the body of a guard. A shaft of 
moonlight from an interstice crossed fea
tures distorted in violent and horrible 
death-pangs. Rald shuddered as he re
membered the blue sparks and their su
pernatural force. The dead man's blade 
was half drawn; the thief appropriated it 
in a single cat-like gesture. Somewhere in 
the dark halls of Forthe was a Thing 
without the need of a sword, but Raid 
felt courage flowing into his heart 
through the chilled steel in his hand. 
Despite the blisters on his palm he 
clutched the hilt as a drowning man 
grasps at a rescuing timber. 

From somewhere, out of the darkness, 
came the half-muffled cry of a woman. 
The slender thread of alarm in :Raid's 
spine flowered into a network of nerve 
pulsations spreading into his heart re
gions. Thrine! The voice was unmistak

able. Blindly he blundered into stone 
walls as he encountered a sudden turn in 
the passageway; recovering, he realized 
his senses had been blurred by the inner 
urge driving him forward. He sought to 

conquer his impulses . A cool head and a 
strong sword-arm were needed in Forthe 
this night. 

An unexpected twist of the corridor 
revealed to his eyes a high, unfortified 
archway of stone leading into the palace 

gardens. Beyond, and converging toward 
the aperture, were the numerous torches 
carried by the guardsmen as they beat the 

foliage in vain for lurking assassins. 
Near by, at the very base of the short 
stairway leading up to the arch, King 
Thrall advanced before a picked dozen of 
his retinue. Evidently, the monarch of 
Forthe was returning to question the ap· 
prehended culprits. 

But the king was in no position to see 

what was so dearl}r visible to the thief. 
Between Raid and the wavering gleams 
of the torches, just far enough within 
the castle archway to be concealed in the 
shadows from those without, crouched 
the figure of Karlk in an attitude unrnis· 
takably threatening. His face was toward 
the approaching soldiers led by Thrall; 
the thief knew a king was walking to his 
death. On the floor, at the wizard's feet, 
a bound figure attempted to warn the 
innocent victims with wild outcries that 
only ended in faint mews behind the 
cloth thrust into her mouth. A dynasty 
neared its end under the thief's gaze. 

An animal-like snarl was stilled in 
Raid's throat. With unreasonable incon· 

sistency he ignored his own capture of 
Lady Thrine such a short while ago, 
when he had held his sword-tip to her 
breast:; Karlk had dared to lay hands on 
this woman! 

If the magician would have but tslanced 
over his shoulder he would have seen the 
torchlight glittering on the naked steel, 
but his eyes were occupied with the ad· 
vancing soldiery. Slowly his fingers rose 
to their chest levels. 

SOME sixth -sense .of premonition awak· 
ened in the king . He paused with one 

foot on the top step, a hand on his sword, 
and sought to peer into the obscurity of 
the passage. "Who is there?" he asked, 
as the guardsmen halted uncertainly be
hind him. 
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"Your destiny, oh Thrall!" laughed 
Karlk. "Can you die !ike a king?"' 

Thrilled with his supremacy, obsessed 
with revengeful hatred of the dynasty and 
its ruler, and seething with concealed fury 
over his recent treatment, the magician 
was oblivious to any po:;sible danger from 
his rear until the swift patter of racing 
sandals warned him-too late. Even 
then, he half turned from his proposed 
victim before the bright steel, swung in a 
mighty arc, struck down to shear his right 
arm from his side and sheathe itself deep 
in the .ribs. Shrieking, he fell, to writhe 
on the stone flags. 

Raid looked at his sword. It was no 
longer bright. "Da..-nned wizard!" he 
said. 

"Wait!" cr!ed Thr3!1!, as several guards 
converged about the thief with :ready 
swords. "There is something here I do 
not understand! Surround him but do 
him no ha.rm-yet!" 

Grimly, the king slashed Thrine's 
bonds and extracted the cloth from her 
mouth. In a second her lithe form was 
upright and within the circle of menacing 
�tee! about the prisoner. Gaping in be· 
�·ilderment, the men lowered their 
weapons. 

"Raid saved your life, brother! All 
your lives, I think!'· 

"Aye!" groaned the dying magician 
through clenched teeth. "W'ith his own 
sword the fool dethroned himself!" 

"If ever I seek a throne again,'' 
growled the thief, "I'll do it with steel 
md not: with magical death from accursed 
hands held on helpless men! You prom
ised me a cleaner triumph, wiza.rd! \'V'hy 
did you not let me fight as a man 
lhould?'' 

"Karlk is not a man!" excla.imecl Lady 
Thrine. 

"No-not as you fmow men," agreed 
bid. He shuddered, thinking of the 
weird scene in the room where he had 

been a prisoner. "Perhaps he never was." 
"Of course he never was! Tear off the 

disguise!" 
King and thief and awed guardsmen 

stared at the Thing weltering in its blood 
on the stone flags. No one made an ef
fort to touch the dying form; the horror 
and chill of intense malignancy pen
etrated! the nerves of the boldest. They 
stared in silence, but no man moved. 

' 

"Must I perform my own tasks? " de· 
manded Thrine, imperiously. 

Her answer came from Karlk alone: 
"No, my Lady! You discovered my se· 
cret when I seized you, did you not?' ' 

Weakly, with fumbling fingers, the re· 
maining hand grasped at the shaggy 
beard, and a cry of amazement arose from 
all s:lve Thrine as the entire mass of hair 
came off to disclose the pale, oval fea· 
tures of a woman.' The convulsive effort 
threw back the black hood, and long, 
raven-black ringlets fell forth to spread 
about the ashen cheeks. 

"By the Seven!" swore Thrall. "A 
woman!" 

"Partly," answered Karlk. The wiz
ard's-or witch's-eyes were beginning 
to glaze. "And - partly - something 
else." 

One of the slender, wh!te·furred arms 
came f rom its concealment beneath the 
dark folds and dipped into the spreading 
pool of blood. The guardsmen cried out 
in amazed terror; one dropped his torch 
and fled. 11uine shrank against Raid's 
side; only the instinctive habits of royal 
self-control kept her on her feet. 

"Be not so horrified, Thrall!" admon
ished the tortured lips. "Your own regal 
blood, from the veins of an Ebon prin
cess, flows on the stones this night!'. 

"Blasphemer! What distorted brain in 
a dis:figured body gives you such 
wild--" 

"I have lived many times the life
period of man,.. interrupted Karlk. Her 
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voice was gentler now; more in keeping 
with the femininity of the patrician fea
tures. "I saw your grandfathers born, oh 
king, and I cursed them, one and all, as I 
prepared for this day, upon which I have 
so badly failed. Trusting, as I did, in a 
mortal man to lift the bar from the sacred 
chamber of the Necklace-! allowed my 
own tool to turn its edge upon me. Oh 
Nargarth, guardian Demon ! To lie here 
helpless while the powers I hold drain 
out of me with my life-blood-strength 
it took centuries to garner!" 

"Why? Why covet my kingdom?" 
asked Thrall. "There are many others." 

"But I am of the Ebon blood! I l::le
Jong, in part, to the double throne! 
Remember, in your legends, when the 
great white apes of Sorjoon were so 
numerous, before the outraged people 
hunted them down to death from the 
high crags whereon they dwelt-how at 
times they even dared to assault the city's 
walls and drag off screaming wretches to 
their ghastly feasts? On one terrible day 
a princess of Forthe became a captive. 
She did not immediately-participate in 
the cannibal orgies. She was - my 
mother." 

KARLK's voice grew momentarily 
weaker; the stunned listeners bent to 

catch the low whispers as her choked 
breath struggled in the distorted form. 

"The nether arms-are miniature repli
cas of my father's. You understand.?" 

Thrine moaned and clung to Raid's 
bare forearm, forgetting he was a thief 
and she a royal lady. 

"I cursed all men-all human races! 
I was a monstrosity unfit for existence, of 
no class or race. I fl!ed the apes as I fled 
mankind. l hated every living thing, for 
none was like me. I was alone. ]n my 
solitude I learned from the demons of the 

forests-and the mountains-they did not 
shun my deformities! If you enter-my 
house-you will see the results of my 
well-learned lessons, oh Thrall! I hope 
they drive you mad!" 

"No man shall enter the accursed 
walls," muttered the king. "Your house 
will be burned and the remaining stones 
ground to dust!" 

"My - poor - experiments! 1 had 
planned-many more. Remember-the 
one that barked? Ha! And he with the 
pointed skull-who giggled?" 

Thrall half raised his blade to smite 
the prone ape-woman, but malicious, 
rasping laughter held him transfixed. 

"No need, oh king-and brother! My 
day is gone-the tide ebbs. Would that 
-I might-wreak some evil fate upon 
you-ere Nargarth' s  minions come for 
me!" 

A cold wind burst forth suddenly amid 
the quiet night breezes, swirling through 
the passageway and tugging at the torch 
flares so hard that several were extin· 
guished. Icy, unseen fingers appeared 
to wrench at their clothing. Thrin1 
screamed. As abruptly as the chilling 
gust o f  air had come, it departed, leaving 
a numbed cluster of humans and a curi· 
ously shriveled and for eYer silent ThinE 
crumpled on the stones. Karlk and all 
her ambitions had passed to the Outer 
Void. 

Foe a long minute the king and his 
guards remained i.n statuesgue poses; 
then Thrall, his warrior spirits gaining 
ascendancy as they were freed of super· 
natural awe, uttered a mighty roar. 

"Raid! My friend! My brother! J'U 
make you a baron! For this night's work 
you'll own the richest farms of Forthe! 
1'11-t.l!here i.r Raid?" 

Thrine laughed, shakily, and pointed 
W. T.-1 
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to the shrubbery of the g:ndens . Clusters 
of foliage were still quivering from the 
hasty passage of some moving object. 

'"Rald!" shouted the king. TI1cre was 
no answer; the leafy tangles stilled and 
�came motionless. "I meant h im no 

henceforth. Pz.radoxically, though a thief 
he is still an honest one. Now that we 
are in his debt he will not take advantage 
of it. r know men !" 

Thrine laught;d. 

l harm-nor punishment, though he de
sired my throne. Why--" 

"You may be wise in the mwner of 
honor an1ong kings and men, oh ffi)' 
brother, but how little you know of their 
hearts! Some day-Raid will be back!" "He chose to go," said Thrine, com

placently, "so he went." .. After fleeing? Back? For what?" 

"Well, we need have no fear of his 
prac6sing his profession in the castle, 

··o king without eyes ! For me, of 
course!" 

Virgil Finlay 
Upon his Drml•ing for Robert Bloch's Tale, "The Faceless GoJ" 

W. T.-2 

By H. P. LOVEO�AFT 

In dim abysses pulse the shapes of night, 

Huogty and hideous, \vith strange m!ters crowned; 
Blad< pinions beating in fantastic tlight 

From orb to orb through soulles� voids profound. 

None dares to name the cosmos whence they course. 

Or guess the look on each amorphous face, 

Or �peak the worJs that with resist!ess force 

\XIould draw them from the halls of outer space. 

Yet here upon a page ot;r frightened gbnce 

Finds monstrous forms no human eye should see; 
Hints of those blasphemies whose countenance 

Spreads death and madness through infinity. 

�That limner he who braves black gulfs alone 
And lives to w!ke their alien horrors known? 



By PAUL ERNST 

Littell wanted to escape from prison, but the aftermath of his escape 
was fat· worse than the prison itself 

H
E HAD to make the break soon . 

He would die in here if he 
didn't. He was used to fine food, 

good clothes, luxuries; used to women in 
evening gowns, and cigars at fifty cents, 
and soft becls and softly upholstered cars. 
He couldn't stand the harsh and terrible 
life of prison. He bad to get out of here 
soon. Please God it would be no·w, to· 
night . . . .  

\Veil, it wo11/d be tonight! \�7asn't 
everything all ready for it? Then what 
was he worrying about? 

Alfred Littell stood by the small barred 
window of his cell. But it wasn't barred 
any more-at least not as the architect 
had designed it. The center bar was out, 
neatly sawed at top and bottom, just now 
removed. The way was clear from this 
grim cubicle into the prison yard. 

Littell shivered as he looked out. 
Plenty of reasons to shiver. One was that 
he was stripped to the skin, and the night 
was cold. A naked plump form in the 
dimness, he shrank from the breeze seep· 
ing in. Another was the sight of th:tt 
prison yard; brilliantly lighted, surround
ed by a twenty-foot stone wall whose top 
was set with towers at regular interval:;. 
In the towers were guards with machine· 
guns .-cady to mow down anyone mad 
enough to try to cross the yard and! scale 
the walls in the glare of the searchlights. 
A third reason was-the stuff which was 
supposed to enable him to cross that yard 
and scale that wall u.nharmed. 

Fantastic stuff! Incredible! Given to 
18 

him by Harley, who hated him as few 
men have ever learned to hate. 
. It was because Harley hated him so, 

that Littell had snatched at the possibili
ties of truth in the mad business. From 
no other man would he have accepted 
such a remedy, nor have dreamed of try· 
ing it, no matter how desperate his urge 
to escape from prison. But Harley's 
hatred made it plausible. 

He had heard of it in a roundabout 
way, .from a ccllmate he'd had a short 
while ago when the prison was over· 
crowded. 

"Old Doc Harley says he has a sure 
way of crushing out of here.'' 

"How?" 
"He won't tell. But he says it's cer· 

tain." 
That was all. Littell hadn't permitted 

his interest to show. But he had thought 
a lot. 

Doctor Harley was a brilliant man. 
Before the judge had sentenced him to 
twenty years and Littell to life, he had 
been a famous bacteriologist and biolo
gist, a man of great intellect. The wonder 
""as not that he had discovered a way to 
break jail, but that he hadn't discovered 
it sooner. 

There was the guarded talk in the 
prison yard a few weeks later. 

"I hear you've hit on a way out of here, 
Harley." 

Harley's eyes were contemptuous gear, 
.ice as they rested on Littell's face. 

"You slinking rat!"  
For his was a hatred almost sublime in 
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"He would simply atcmd there, bleDding 
with the trees." 

its scope. That, Littell knew, was because 
the plan he had evolved had not quite 
succeeded. A little slip. One any man 
might make. And it had seemed a risk 
anyone would take, when the stakes were 
mnside.red. 

Half a million doHars! That was the 
heritage Littell would have split if the 
murder of his ward, Elizabeth l'vfoore, 
had gone undetected. And God knows it 
:;hould have succeeded. Littell could still 
glow when he thought of the subtl·ety of 
the plan. 

The sub-microscopic germs of ps ittaco
sis, a thing most people couldn't even 
pronounce, Jet alone understand. Dread 

virus of the parrot disease that could kill 
like a flaming sword, but subtly, undc
tectably. A virus obtained through Doc
tor Harley, eminent Government author
ity, whose daughter had secretly disgraced 
herself to such a degr�c that Harley COtJid 
be bhckmailcd into anything through fear 
of her exposure. Death for Elizabeth 
1v!oore; half a mil lion dollars almost in 
the hancl. 

And then they had been caught. 
"Don't keep thinking it was my fault 

we were tripped up," he said urBC?ntly. 
"It was just bad luck--" 

"It isn't because we were caught that I 
could cheerfu!Jy sec you burned at tlle 

19. 
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stake. It's because you found the one way 
to force me into the hellish· business in 
the first place. But I suppose you wouldn't 
understand that. You abysmal scum!" 

T ITTELL had to take it. If he didn't get 
.L out of this place of stone and steel 
and brute·faced guards soon he would go 
mad. And in Harley lay the possibility, 
accord ing to his cellmate. 

He had looked furtively around to 
make sure none could hear. 

"MacQueen says you have a way of 
escape." 

The gray ice of Harley's eyes had light
ened at that. He had laughed, long and 
loud, for the first time since the walls of 
the penitentiary enclosed him. 

"Ssh!" Littell had said frantically. 
"'You' II attract attention--" 

'What of it? So you heard about that, 
did }'OU? And you come crawling to me 
for further details. To me! That's good." 

Words, laugh and look had stung like 
whips. But Littell would have taken any· 
thing with the possibility of a jail-break 
jn sight. 

"You have a way out, Harley?" 

"WouJdn't you like to know!" 
That was all for that day. 
Littell kept after the hawk-eyed man. 

He believed Harley did have a way out. 
Prisons aren't built to confine minds like 
Harley's. 

But for maddening day after madden
ing day, Harley only laughed at him 
when he cringed up to him in the prison 
yard. Then had come the day when he 
looked at Littell with savagely thoughtful 
eyes. 

"By God, it would serve you right if I 
told you." 

Quick! Catch him up on it! 
"\Vhy? Is there a catch to it?" Littell 

had fawned. 
"A catch? That's a weak word, sewn. 

There's hell in it such as a brain like 
yours couldn't comprehend." 

"But what is it, Harley? \'{That's your 
way out of here?" 

For answer, only the maddening laugh 
that drew the eyes of guards and other 
prisoners alike. Drew their eyes, and also 
answering grins. For all there knew how 
Harley loathed the big soft man with the 
paunch who had killed a girl with the 
virus of psittacosis. 

''I'll bet it isn't sure after all, Harley." 
"You know damned well it is.'" Har· 

ley's amused, icy eyes drilled Littell's 
bloodshot brown ones. "You know I've 
got brains enough to figure a way out." 

"If it's sure, why don't you use it your· 
self?" 

"I told you. There's hell in it. Person· 
ally I'd rather stay here than face the con· 
sequences of that particular escape. " 

"Consequences worse than-this?" Lit· 
tell had chattered hysterically, staring 
around at the grim yard. 

"Decidedly worse," nodded Harley, 
icy, amused. 

"\Vhat?" begged Littell. "What are 
the consequences?" 

"Wouldn't you like to know?" 
More maddening days. And then Lit· 

tell had hit upon the method of prying 
Harley's secret from him. The brain that 
had thought of parrot's disease as a mur· 
der method was keen enough to find a 
way out here. It lay through the man's 
hatred. 

"Maybe your way of escape would be 
painful, or something. But what do you 
care? I'm the one who would be facing 
these consequences you talk about. And 
you certainly aren't interested in sparing 
me any grief." 

Hatrley's ·laugh had not �:ung out, for 
once. Again that bitterly thoughtful look 
had slid into his gray eyes. 

"Maybe it isn't as bad as you think," 
urged Littell. 
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"I don't think-I know." 
"I'll take a dunce. And you can find 

out from my reaction whether you could 
try it yourself." 

''I have tried it-enough to get a hint 
of the aftermath. Just a little as an ex
periment. I tell you, prison is better."' 

"Let me judge that for myself." 
"By God-it u·ou/d serve you 

right--" 
It had wo.::kcd, slowly but certainly. 

Harley had come around, not, Littell 
knew well enough, because he was will
ing to help him, but because the brilliant 
doctor saw a way of revenge. 

Harley had told him. And the thing 
he told had made Littell question his 
s�nity, at first. 

"You know what a chameleon is, 
scum?" 

"Sure. A little lizard that changes 
color to match whatever it's resting on." 

"Aren't you the cunning rat! Yes. A 
lizard of the genus Chamteleo. I worked 
with 'em in the Government lab. 1 iso
lated the hormone which causes their 
pigmentation to change color. I went 
futther. Just before you forced me into 
the sweet-smelling scheme which deserv
edly sent us here, I reproduced this hor
mone synthetically, with common chemi
cals." 

"Well?" Littell had said, frowning 
perplexedly. 

"\Vell, rat. A chameleon could crawl 
out of here pretty easily, couldn't it? If it 
took on the color of these stone walls, a 
guard wouldn't see it crawling up one of 
them, would he?" 

The thing was so hntastic that it had 
taken a little while for Littell to grasp it. 
But long before the next yard period, he 
�as burning and shivering to talk to 
Harley again. 

"You mean you've got some stuff that 
11•ill make you invisible if you take it? So 
you can walk out of here?'· 

''Not invisible, scum. The color of 
whatever background. you have, that's all. 
And it's not too perfect." 

"What is it? A sort of drug you swal
low that gives you chameleon qualities?" 

Harley had nodded, eyes savage, bit
terly undecided. 

"But my God, Harley, that's tremen
dous! Why don't you use it?" 

No answer. 
''Those mysterious consequences of 

yours?''  
A slow nod. 
"The hormones are odd things, Littell. 

\.'{/e have isolated many of them, and 
some we can reproduce. But they're of 
the stuff of life, and still essentially un
known. This particular one does some
thing to you besides making your skin 
pigmentation change to match your back
ground. Some terrible freedom of the 
mind, perhaps. Some sixth sense which 
opens up-and which should for ever 
remain a blind spot." 

"I don't understand." 
"Neither do I, rat. But there yott are." 
"W bat does it do besides changing 

pigmentation?" 
"You see things." The icy gray eyes 

were staring at Littell's face--but obvi
ously not observing it. 

THAT was all Littell could get out of 
him. You saw things. It was a way 

out of prison. But its aftermath was sup
posed to be horrible. 

Littell went to the prison library and 
read all he could find on chameleons, 
particularly Chamteleo vulgarh. The fac
ulty that lizard possesses of changing 
color, he was informed, was due to the 
presence of contractile, pigment-bearing 
cells placed at varying depths in the skin. 

Hel.!, the human body didn't have con
tractile cells. Or-did it? Pigment-bear
ing, yes. He knew that. But were they 
contractile, whatever that meant? Was 
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human skin so made as to react to such 
an agent as that described by Hade>J
assuming the man hadn't been simply 
amusing himself by working up his hopes 
on a hoax? 

The more Littell studied it, the less he 
could determine. And of course he dared 
ask no one who might know. You don't 
advertise an escape. 

"Have you got any of this stuff in here 
with you, Harley?" 

"No, scum." 
"Then how--·· 
"It could easily be made. The ingre

dients could be gotten from the prison 
hospital. Potassium manganate js the 
base." 

Littell didn't sleep nights. Harley was 
grimly kidding him! Or was he? Human 
flesh -wasn't like lizard flesh! Or, in re
spect to contractile, pigment-bearing cells, 
was it? You couldn't actually break jail 
by taking a drug! Or-could you? 

What was the secondary effect pro
duced by Harley's drug? What horror 
lay in the thing that the man wouldn't 
use it himself, and was bleakly amused to 
offer it to the fellow prisoner whom he 
hated most on earth? 

Littell shuddered away from the mys
tery, .and decided to forget the whole 
thing. And then, in the dining-hall, he 
tried to sneak meat from the plate of the 
man beside him. It took a lot to support 
that soft paunch of his. The man beat 
him up till he was a quivering, groaning 
mass before the guards could intenrene. 

''I've got to get out of here! I've got 
to! I can't stand it!" 

He sought again the man who loathed 
the ground he '\valked on. 

"Harley, I don't care what your drug 
does to a man. I don't care what the 
aftermath is. Let m e  have some. There's 
a hack-saw blade in my cell, stuck with 
chewing-gum in the angle·iron of the side 
rail of my bunk. I can get out of my cell, 

if there's a way for me to get across the 
prison yard and up the outer wall after 
that. . . •  Harley, give me some of that 
drug." 

"You fool!" 
"Maybe I am a fool. But I can't stay 

here any longer." 
"You know I hate you. Yet you'll take 

a concoction from me and swallow it, 
after I've told you the results are such 
that I wouldn't think of taking it my· 
self? .. 

"I've got to get out of here!" 
Across the yard, the man from whom 

Littell had tried to steal food snarled at 
him. Littell's soft flesh crawled witb 
memory of the beating he had taken. 

"I've got to get awa)'!" 
Then the day when Harley, with fero· 

cious mockery in his eyes, slid a little vial 
of blood-colored liquid into his hand. 
Harley ·�;�:as occasionally called to the 
prison hospital to help with cases that 
batHed the regular physician. It had been 
easy for him to get what he needed. 

"Here you are, scum. Escape-if you're 
fool enough to take it. But remember, 
there are some things worse than the pen· 
itentiary. '' 

"Nothing could be worse! I'll risk what· 
ever may happen to me-afterward." 

There were directions, delivered like 
the vial: in bitter mockery. 

"\"V'ait for a foggy night. This stuff 
isn't perfect. And it goes without saying 
that you must take your clothes off and 
go naked. Otherwise the guards would 
be tre1.1.tcd to the spectacle of a seemingly 
empty suit of prison denim walking across 
the yard. The drug doesn't act on hair, 
either, but the prison hair-cut takes care 
of that, I guess. You're actualJy going 
through with it, Littell?" 

"I am. If I'm caught, I'll get solitary 
for a little while, that's all. They can't 
extend a sentence when it's already life." 
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"You keep overlooking the main point, 
rat. That is, the aftermath of taking this 
hormone." 

"You'd love to see me lose my necve 
and stay in here for the rest of my life
with a way out in my hand, wouldn't 
you?" flared Littell. "To hell with. your 
aftermath!" He didn't have to take Har
ley's lip any longer. He'd got what he 
wanted out of him. "And to hell with 
you-no, no. I don't mean that." 

For it had suddenly occurred to him 
that Harley could still spoil the thing. 
All he had to do was speak to the warden. 

But Harley hadn't spoken to anyone. 
And this unnecved him, too. The man 
actually wanted him to do it. Escape
this way-must be horrible indeed . . . •  

H ORRIIlLE or not, he was going 
through with it. So now he stood 

in his cell, by the window with the bar 
sawn out, shivering in the cold night 
breeze, naked and ready to go. He had 
swallowed the contents of the little vial. 
Rather awful .pain. Convulsions. Then 
clear-headedness and a sense of giddy 
lightness. He looked eagerly down at his 
naked arm. Had the stuff really worked? 

The arm stood out white in the dim
ness, perfectly apparent. He knew an 
awful moment when he was convinced 
that the whole thing was only an elabo
rate, ccuel hoax aftec all. Quite in line 
with Harley's hatred of him. 

But wait. His body was supposed to 
take on the coloring of his background, 
and he was holding it out in empty air. 
He had got up from his bunk, walked to 
the wall, and laid his arm against it_ 

And cold sweat broke out all over his 
naked body. He could still :;ee it, white 
md distinct against the stone. 

He bad fallen to tl1e cold floor on his 
knees, with his face in his hands and his 
breath whistling out of distended nostrils. 
A grim jest of Harley's after all. , , • 

The guard for this cell block had 
walked past, light flashing carelessly in. 
The rays had fallen squarely on Littell .. 
He had waited dully for the guard to 
order him back to his bunk, for the rays 
to flash higher and reveal the bar h e  had 
sawn before swallowing the blood-red 
fluid. And the guard had passed on with
out saying a word. 

It was all right, then. God in heaven. 
it was all right. He could see himself, 
but somehow others couldn't see him. 
The effect of the drug must have included 
the pigmentation of his eyes in some odd 
way that let him see that which others 
could not . . .  

What had Harley said? "You see 
things--" 

He shoved that out of his mind as he 
stood naked before the window. Fi:rst get 
out of here. Then worry about the conse
�uences brought in the train of the draft. 

The fog outside whirled more thickly. 
It was: thin at best; only wisps here and 
there. But Littell hadn't had the patience 
to wait for a foggier night. H e  drew 
himself with difficulty through the all
too-narrow aperture opened by the re• 
moved bar. 

It wasn't till he was hanging outside 
the cell window that the most fearful 
thought of all occurred to him. 

What if that stuff was only colored 
water? What if the man who hated him 
had gone to these lengths to build up in 
his mind a baseless dependence on its 
powers? What if he really hung here as 
a human body in full view of any guard 
who cared to see, instead of as a chame
leon-like mass melting into the back
ground of stone? 

That would be a sardonic joke w 
Harley. To stuff him full of scientific 
poppycock, placing him here as a helpless 
target for machine-gun bullets. 

The necves of his back crawled as he 
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hung there against the wall with the 
floodlights full on him. He could fairly 
feel slugs tearing into him from the 
watch towers. Of course he was visible. 
The guard who had flashed his light on 
him must have seen him after a!l and 
have passed on indifferently, thinking he 
was praying. He wa� going to die. . . . 

But no slugs came. He hung there for 
what seemed two full minutes, with the 
light strong on him, and no shots sounded 
out. 

He dropped. It was fifteen feet to the 
yard pavement. Strong chance of a 
broken leg. But he had not dared to 
make a rope of bedding. That ·would 
show against L'le wall, even if he did not. 

He stood blinking, with the dazzling 
lights on him. He couldn't seem to see 
fog wisps at all, now, though they had 
been apparent from his window. Those 
lights! Surely, surely he would be seen. 
Then fog shreds swirled once more. 

HE WALKED slowly across the court
yard toward the high outer wall. 

Perhaps if he walked like that, instead of 
making a dash for it, he would be hailed 
instead of shot at on-ce. 

But still no slugs came. And he began 
to thrill wildly with a sense of achieve
ment. He was going to make it! Harley's 
drug was all he claimed it to be! There 
was no chance of a mistake now-no 
living thing could have crossed that yard 
as he was crossing it, unless it was hidden 
by the chameleon-like power of taking 
on the absolute tint of the paving·stone 
over which he moved! 

He looked up at the ncar<:�t tower. 
Distinctly he could see the guard in the�:e, 
gun slung across his arm. The guard 
wasn 't looking rjght at him, but he was 
gazing in his direction, and he made no 
si�. 

Littell got to the wall, keeping aS much 
as possible in the thin fog swirls tliat 

danced slowly over the courtyard almost 
like slowly dancing wraiths. 

The wall was made of rough stone. A 
glance could tell that a desperate man 
might ascend that wall, clinging fly-like 
to the slight roughnesses. That didn't 
matter. The warden didn't worry about 
the walls. Not with those towers spaced 
on them, and the vigilant machine
gunners. 

He'd worry about them from now on, 
Littell exulted, as he clung with grasping 
fingertips and bare toes for his fir:st step 
up. There were going to be a lot of 
escapes over these walls. For he had it 
already worked out in his mind. He 
.would pay Harley for the formula of this 

stuff, and then sell the drug to other 
prisoners who wanted to break out. 

He had started his slow and painful 
ascent between two towers. But the 
roughnesses making ascent possible slant· 
cd toward the tower on the left. Littell 
began to know fear again as he drew near 
that tower and the top of the wall at the 

same time. He had come a long way, in 
powerful light, without being seen. But 
Harley had admitted that the drug was 
not perfect. 

He searched over and over again for 
possible handholds away from the tower. 
But the only ones offering a chance were 
inevitably in that direction. . . 

"Hey!" 
The voice of the guard in the neat 

tower rang out as Littell had his hands 
over the top of the wall. Littell froze 
the.re. heart hammering, sweat freezing 
on his body. He caught a ragged sob 
behind closed lips before the sound could 
betray him. To get so far, and then be 

caught . . . .  
He- hung there, as motionless as-as a 

chameleon in the light. But no chattering 
shots followed the challenge. Only awful 
silence in which Littell could fairly feel 
the gaze of the guard on him. Then, 
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from the next tower, came a voice: 
"Wha.t's the matter, Pete?" 

"I thought I saw something move on 
the wall," said the near guard. "Looked 
like a guy climbing. But I don't see it 
now. Guess it was the fog-or else I'm 
nuts." 

For minutes Littell hung there. Then 
nearing exhaustion warned him that he 
must move again. He wasn't made for 
this kind of thing. He wasn't trained for 
it. His body was soft with fat living on 
the income from Elizabeth Moore's for
tune, which he had handled till she was 
twenty-one. 

He drew himself slowly up to the top 
of the wall, lay there till he saw the near 
guard look in the opposite direction, and 
then rolled across. There, he hung by 
his hands and dropped. An even longer 
drop than the one from his cell window. 
But he was free! Freel 

He could have shouted and sung. But 
he did neither. He ran. He ran till his 
lungs were bursting, through the outly
ing street of the· small town in which 
the penitentiary was located. He had to 
get clothes, now, and get away from here 
before the cell block guard sauntered by 
on hi:s next round and saw an empty 
cell. . . . 

A WOMAN was coming toward him 
along the deserted sidewalk. Littell 

abruptly slowed his pace. He hadn't seen 
her before. She must have turned sud
denly out of one of the houses lining the 
street. The walk had seemed empty,. then 
-there she was. 

He started to race across the street, 
then remembered the fantastic thing that 
protected him. 

He stepped to a big tree beside the 
walk, and leaned ag:�.inst the rough bark. 
He would simply stand there, blending 
,_.ith the tree, till she had passed. 

She came closer, walking slowly but 

evenly. In spite of his knowledge of the 
way he was shielded, Littell shrank back 
against the tree bole. 

She came up to where he stood, and 
stopped there. She half turned on the 
walk till she was facing him. .And she 
looked! squarely at him. 

Looked squarely at him. And sau; him! 
After ten terrible seconds Littell knew 
that. There was no mistaking the com
prehension of her level gaze. 

And then he saw who the woman was, 
and all else was lost in that tremendous 
realization. Scream after scream strug
gled to his lips and burst soundlessly 
there, unable to tear free. 

"Murderer!" said the woman. 
And her face wa.1 the face of mur

dered Elizabeth Moore! 

"IT BEATS me," said the warden, stand-
ing with the cell block guard and 

the prison doctor in Littell's cell. "He 
had the bar all sawed and ready for an 
attempted escape. And then he commits 
suicide by swallowing that stuff. What 
did you say it was?" 

"Strychnin, mainly," said the doctor. 
"I suppose he got it from the prison 
hospital." 

"All ready to try to crush out, and he 
takes strychnin," repeated the warden. 
"Maybe he took one look at the way the 
yard was lighted, realized he hadn't the 
guts to try a break for the wall, and 
downed the poison in a fit of despair." 

''Maybe," shrugged the doctor. "But 
what I'd like to know is why he took all 
his clothes off before doing it. What on 
earth did he have in his mind when he 
did that?" 

The warden grunted and looked at the 
flaccid body on the lower bunk. In death 
as in life, Littell was the opposite of at
tractive. 

"Stir-simplel I suess. Anyway, who 
cares?" 
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Whistling Corpse 

By G. G. PENDARVES 

A grippi11g weird tale of the sea-of t l:�e thing that walked in th� 
fog-and the tenor that stalked 011 board an ocean liner. 

"

W
HY, Steevens, whatever is the 
matter? You look as if you'd 
seen a ghost." 

"And if I haven't, it's by the mercy of 
Providence," replied the chief steward, 
"though what we may see before this trip 
is ove.r is something I don't want to think 
about." 

Mrs. Maddox stared. She'd been stew
ardess on board the S. S. Dragon for the 
past five yea.rs, worked under Steevens 
all that time, and knew him for the most 
even-tempered, easy-going creature that 
ever sailed in a ship. She felt a nasty sen
sation of goose-flesh and clutched her 
bundle of clean white towels a trifle more 
tightly in her arms. 

"Good gracious me! Well, what is it? 
You're ,getting me all in a dither!" 

"They've- they've opened Number 
14!" 

She frowned, biinked, and several 
towels slid unnoticed to the floor. 

"Not the 14? Not 14 on deck A? 
No!" 

Her voice rose discordantly, and Steev
ens was recalled to his duty by its sudden 
stridency. 

"S-s-s-sh! D'you want the passengers 
to hear? They're going down to dinner. 
Second bugle's sounded." 

They were standing in one of the linen
rooms, a narrow slip near a main com
panionway. Mrs. Maddox turned a white, 
stricken face. 

"Tdl me, quick!" 
"Captain's orders! This is his first!: com

mand. He's young, thinks he knows 
26 

everything. Isn't going to keep a first
class stateroom locked up on his ship. I 
heard the end of a row him and the chief 
was having. Mr. Owen up and told him 
as the owners knew all about it. And the 
Old Man said he was going to show the 
owners there wasn't no need to Jose 
money every trip." 

"Steevens!" Mrs. Maddox looked sud· 
denly far older than her fotty-eight years. 
"If I hear that whistling again I'll-I'll 
lose my reason and that's a fact." 

He had no comfort to offer. The man's 
cheerful, weathered face wore the same 
look of dread as her own. 

"You can't tell the cap'n anything. 
But wait till he hears it too!" 

"And when he does"-she turned on 
him with a fury of demoralizing fear
''what good's that going to do us all? 
It'll be too late then. The door's opened 
now and it's out again • • .  it's out!" 

FIRST-CLASS passengers were making 
their way to the dining-saloon for the 

first meal on board. The S. S. Dragon 
had left Liverpool landing-stage only two 
hours ago; so people straggled in without 
ceremony, tired from the bustle of em
barkation, agitated about the preliminaries 
of settling down on board; the majority 
either wound up to a pitch that sought 

· relief in floods of talk or preserved stony 
silence that would have done credit tO 
tombstone effigies. 

Mark Herron, a boy of ten, traveling 
in the captain· s care, stood in hesitation at 
the entrance to the dining-saloon. One 
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of the passengers, a Mr. Amyas, put a 
friendly hand on his shoulder. 

"Coming in?" 
Without hesitation now, Mark smiled 

up at the brown, wrinkled face with its 
piercingly black eyes. 

"Waiting for someone, eh?" 
"No.'' The boy's voice was as attrac

tive as his slate-gray eyes that concen
trated so eagerly on anything or any
one that attracted his attention. His rough 
shock of brown hair and equally rough 
brown tweeds made him look somewhat 
like a very intelligent, well-bred dog. 

'Tm traveling alone," he confided. 

"H• kD•w at last what :lecu of the 
lllduaowr;a xneant." 

'Tve been ill and Captain Ross knows 
Dad and told him I'd be better for a sea
trip. I'm going to Java and back on this 
ship." 

'The gipsy-black eyes twinkled. "That's 
my program too! We'll keep each other 
company-cl1? My name's Amyas. And 
you're--?" 

"Mark Herron, sir." 
"All right, then. Now, let's plunge 

into the jungle and see what we can catch 
for a meal." 

The little man made for a table over 
on the port-side, one of the smaller tables 
where some member of the staff had al· 
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ready begun his meal. As Mark and his 
new friend approached, the man looked 
up. rmmediately he sprang to his feet, 
welcoming hand outstretched. 

"How are you, Amyas? I'm delighted! 
Who's this you've got in tow? A stow
away?" 

Mark was introduced to the ship's doc
tor. Mr. Amyas sat down. The boy stood, 
looking with bewildered frown at the 
third and only vacant place. 

Doctor Fielding laughed. "What's the 
matter? Something wrong with that 
chair?" 

The boy's face grew red. He looked 
from the doctor to Mr. Amyas with em
barrassed reproach. "Oh-but--" He 
glanced apologetically at the third place, 
then ruoved hastily to a table near by and 
sat down there. 

The two men stared at Mark. Covered 
with confusion, he was pretending to 
study a large menu-card. 

"Must think we want· to be by our
selves .. " 

Mr. Amyas got up and crossed over to 
the boy's table. "Come and join us. What 
d'you mean by refus.ing to sit down with 
a friend of mine-e!h?" 

Mark glanced back at the other table. 
His face cleared. He went back with alac
rity and slipped into the empty place. 

"T think he was angry," he looked from 
one to the other of his companions' blank 
faces. "He's gone out without any dinner 
at all. .. 

Then, as they continued to regard him 
with expressionless eyes, he laughed. 

"!s it a joke, or something? That man 
didn't think it funn}', anyhow, when you 
wanted me to sit down on top of him ." 

"What was he like?" The doctor's 
voice held a sudden arrested note of 
breathless interest. 

"Didn't you notice him?" Mark mar-

veled. "Such a queer man, too! A yellow 
sort of face, very lined and cross, and 
he'd black hair-like the Italian organ· 
grinder who comes round with his mon· 
key at home." 

"Did you-did you happen to notice 
if he wore a ring?" The doctor seemed 
quite amazingly :ntecested. 

"Yes. A very big one, rather dull and 
funny-looking! I thought he must be a 
foreign prince. like the ones in the pa· 
pees, you know. Going off somewhere 
because they'd taken his throne away. 
That's what he looked like." 

Doctor Fielding put his arms on the 
table, leaned forward, regarded the boy 
with a strange look of awe. 

· 

"Look here! You're the kid the cap
tain's looking after-the great Arthur 
Herron's son?" 

Mark nodded, his face glowing at the 
admission. 

"H-m-m! Captain Ross said you were 
a bit of a wizard yourself with your pen· 
cil. You can draw?" 

Mark nodded again with calm con.li· 
dence. 

"Could you, by any chance, draw from 
memory the man you saw sitting here?" 

The boy smiled and pushed aside his 
soup-plate. He turned the menu-card face 
down, dug a pencil out of a pocket and 
set to work. Both men watched intently, 
Mr. Amyas interested in the peculia.c mix· 
ture of child and artist, the doctor wholly 
absorbed in the portrait growing under 
the small, an1azingly sure hand. The 
table steward removed three plates of cold 
soup and put three portions of fish down 
with bored resignation. He hovered with 
a dish of potatoes, caught a glare from the 
doctor and went to bestow his vegetables 
elsewhere. 

Mark handed hi.s sketch to Doctor 
Fielding, who regarded it long and frown· 
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ingly. Finally he got to his feet. His face 
was grave. 

"Sorry! You'll have to excuse me. I've 
-remembered something urgent." 

He went out of the saloon with an air 
of absent-minded haste and took Mark's 
sketch with him. 

"Oh! Was it a prince, d'you think? Is 
he going to look for him?'· 

Mr. Amyas discussed the possibility. 
then led the conversation to other things. 
The two hit it off famously and went to
gether, afterward, in uproarious spirits 
to the billiard room. 

THE coolnes5 in Captain Ross's eyes 
bordered on contempt as he looked 

up from Mark's sketch. Doctor Fielding's 
lean, clever face and tired eyes showed a 
deeper weariness as he met that look. 
Captain Ross was one who admitted no 
breath from the chill void of eterruity to 
penetrate his materialism. It was a solid 
wall about his thoughts. 

The doctor's own mind, ever exploring, 
seeking, experimenting, found no small
est d1ink whereby to enter, yet he must 
lttempt it. If he failed, if Captain Ross 
rtmained unconvinced, then the S. S. 
Dragon would become a floating hell. 

"If the boy saw this man," Captain 
Ross tapped the menu-card with impa
f,ent gesture, "then the man must have 
been sitting there ... 

"I did not see him, sir. Mr. Amyas did 
10t see him. The steward did not see 
him." 

"But the boy did! He's not a liar-1 
happen to know that. If he told you he 
s1w the man, he J;d see him ... 

"And I repeat - this man," Doctor 
Fielding indicated the drawing, "died on 
this ship a year ago and his body was 
commi.ttcd to the deep. I saw it done." 

"All right, then. ln that case there is 

a passenger on board who bears an ex
traordinary resemblance to him. That 
doesn't pass the bounds of possibility. 
Your idea of a revenant does.'' 

A knock at the door interrupted them. 
The first mate, M.r. Owen, entered. 
Steevens and Mrs. Maddox followed. 

"Ah!'' the commander's frosty blue 
eyes regarded them quizzically. "You 
three, 1 understand, were on this ship a 
year ago when Number 14 on deck A 
wa.s scaled up?" 

"Yes, sir," replied the first mate. 

The other two made mufBed sounds of 
assent and endeavored to exdunge glances 
while presenting blank, respectful faces 
to Captain Ross. 

"D'you recognize this, Mr. Owen?" 
The chief bent over the table to exam

ine Mark's sketch, then straightened him
self with a jerk. His .ruddy face was sud
denly a sickly brown. He averted his eyes 
from the sketch as from something that 
shocked him profoundly. His voice came 
with a queer uncontrolled jerk. 

"Yes, sir! It' s-it's him/" 
"I must ask you to be more explicit. 

Him?'' 

"Vernon-Eldred Vernon! Where . . •  

how--?" 
He stopped, and thrust shaking hands 

deep into his pockets. Captain Ross 
turned his scornful, impatient glance to· 
ward the steward a.nd stewardess. 

"Corne on! Come on! Let's get this 
farce over!" 

Timidly the pair advanced and peered 
reluctantly at the card thrust before their 
eyes. 

"Well? Speak, can't you! Is this your 
old friend, Vernon?" 

"God save us-yes!" muttered Steev· 
ens. He fell back from the pictured face 
in horror. 
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Mrs. Maddox gaye a terrified squawk 
and clutched him by the arm. 

"A�r�r�r! A�r·r-r! It's him again! Take 
it away! I won't look at it! A-r�r�r--" 

"Be quiet," barked the captain. "Take 
her over to that chair, Steevens. You two 
have got to stop here while this affair is 
settled once and for all." 

He looked from one tense face to an
other and his eyes sparkled with temper. 

"You all agree, it seems, that this boy's 
drawing resembles-who's the man?" 

"Eldred Vernon, sir-the late Eldred 
Vernon," replied the doctor. 

"Eldred Vernon, yes. The man who 
was murdered on this ship in May of 
193�." 

"The man who murdered Mr. Lack
land, sir," softly corrected the first mate. 

"Murderer, or murdered, it's all one 
now. The point is, he's dead." 

A deep, unassenting silence ansv.:ered 
the statement. Four pairs of ey·es ex
pressed complete unbelief in it. 

"A pretty Jot of fools I seem to have 
on board! What iJ this mystery? Doctor 
Fielding, will you have the goodness to 
make a clear, sensible statement of the 
facts? The facts, I said, mind you. I 
don't want a fairy-tale packed with super
stition and ghosts." 

"Did you read the log for May of 
1935?" asked the doctor. "And did the 
owners explain their reasons for leaving 
Nwnber 1 4  sealed up?" 

"Yes, to both questions. But don't 
forget that my predecessor, Captain Bra
kell, was a very sick man when he entered 
up that log. The owners had the facts 
from him-a sick man's delusions! I 
attach no value to them. I said as mud1 
in the office at Liverpool, gave my opin
ions. They understood that I proposed 
to run wy own :.hip in my own way. I 

will allow no tomfool nonsense to inter• 
fere with it." 

The doctor's face showed a stain of 
painful color. 

"You are very much mistaken, sir, in 
thinking that Captain Brakell was ill 
when he entered up the log. He was a 
very sound man, sound and sane and 
healthy. His mind then, and to the end 
of his days, was particularly clear. He 
was :a man of enviable courage and 
strength and determination. Otherwise 
he could never have done what he did." 

There was a stir and murmur of assent 
in the small, brightly lit room. 

"Captain Brakell collapsed only on 
reaching port. He brought his ship home 
first. He brought her home with that 
devil, Eldred Vernon, imprisoned in 
Number 14." 

"You mean Vernon didn't die during 
the voyage, after all? You have already 
told me you saw his body rommitted to 
the deep." 

"I repeat that I did. But Eldred Ver· 
non's devil lived on-an audible and vis
ible thing." 

"And I repeat that I don't believe a 
syllable." 

Again color painted the doctor's sallo�· 
face an angry red. 

"Words mean nothing," he answered 
curtly. "Words mean nothing. Captaio 
gave his life to make his ship safe. He 
was heroic, I tell you. Faced terrific odds, 
and won by sheer strength and goodness. 
He cornered that crafty devil, Vernon. 

He couldn't destroy him-that was be
yond �:vcn hiJ wisdom, but he managed 
to imprison h!m, to make his ship safe. 
And you--" 

Hr:; BROKE off, remembering he and 
the captain were not alone. There 

was an awkward pause. Captain Ross $d 
with broad, well-kept hands folded oo 
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the table before him. Aggressive unbelief 
depressed the corners of his long, firm 
mouth. His upper lids drooped quizzi
cally over cold inquiring eyes. Doctor 
Fielding sighed, paused as if to marshal 
inner reserves of strength, then began 
again on a new flat note of narrative de
void of emotion. 

"The whole thing started with an af
fair between Guy Lackland and Eldred 
Vernon 's very young, very lovely wife. 
Kathleen Vernon. It blazed up tropically 
swift and hot. Lackland was attractive, 
l'ery! Nordic type. In love with life, v .. ·ith 
himself, and above all with Kathleen Ver
non. Brilliant, ro!l;cking youngster. Ir
responsible as a puppy off the lead. And 
whistled like a blackbird." 

A stifled groan escaped the stewardess. 

"It was a characteristic that features 
largely in my tale, sir, Lackland's whist
ling. Dancing, swimming, deck-games, 
strolling round-you could always keep 
track of him by that trick he had of whist
ling. But there was one tune he whistled 
for one person alone-a sort of lover's 
signal. The tune was Kathleen 1\llavom·
neen." 

Mrs. Maddox engulfed herself in a 
large, crumpled pocket-handkerchief. 
Steevens rubbed a bristly chin. The first 
mate shifted his feet as if the deck had 
rolled beneath him, and his throat muscles 
worked convulsively. 

"Her name was Kathleen, as I said. 
She was a dark, fragile, exquisite thing. 
Lonely and unhappy. Afraid of her hus
band. Ripe for a lover. And she fell for 
young Lackland hard. Inevitably. I never 
witness·ed anything more heart-breaking 
than her passion for him. Like seeing a 
brilliant-tinted leaf riding the peak of a 
monstrous tidal-wave. Swept past all bar
riers. The pair of them-lost to every
thing but youth and love-the glory of it! 
Tragic yotl,llg fools!" 

· 

Captain Ross made no audible com
ment. His set, obstinate face spoke fath
omless misunderstanding. 

"Eldred Vernon was a good fifty. A 
lean, secretive, silent man. Intellectual
repellently so. His brain-power was ab
normal. His reasoning faculties, will, 
concentration were terrific. He'd devel
oped them at the expense of every other 
quality that makes a decent, likable hu
man being. There was dark blood in him, 
too. His swaying walk, a peculiar way of 
rolling his eyes, the lines of jaw and skull. 
Unmi:;to.kably negroid. The boy shows it 
in his sketch here." 

Captain Ross glared at it and grunted 
noncommittally. 

"The ugliest thing of all was his jeal
ousy. It's a poisonous quality in anyone. 
In Vernon it was satanic. He never inter
fered, though. On the contrary, he ar
ranged to throw them together quite de
liberately. \'o/e didn't begin to fathom his 
motives, but the whole situation made our 
blood run cold. There was none of the 
ordinary scandal. The affair was too seri
ous, everyone felt scared. I spoke to 
young Lackland; so did others. One or 
two of the women warned the wife. Both 
of them laughed. Eldred Vernon laughed 
too. It sidetracked the pair of them, the 
way he laughed! She vowed her husband 
didn't care two straws what she did as 
long as she left him alone. Incredible! 
Everyone was afraid of what Vernon 
would do except the two most con
cerned." 

Doctor Fielding dropped his cigarette, 
which had burned down unsmoked be· 
tween his fingers. 

"The inevitable crisis came. She gave 
Vernon a sleeping-draft in his last whisky 
one night, then went along to Lack
land's. stateroom, Number 14 on A deck. 
Waited for a moment. Heard him in
side, moving about, whistling-whistling 
Kathleen l'tfa;,ourneen." 
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"And how," interrupted Captain Ross, 
"do you come by this chapter of your 
melodrama?" 

"She told me-later." 
"You had the lady's confidence, 1 see! 

Perhaps after Laddand went you took 
his--" 

"She was dying." 

TI1e doctor's voice and steady eyes did 
not waver. He went on like an au
tomaton. 

·�sHE went into Number 14 to find-
.her husband! He was laughing, si

lently, doubleJ up, tears of mirth on his 
face. He tied her up and gagged her, 
laughing all the time. Told her Lackland 
would be late. He'd forged a note in her 
writing, sent it to Lackland asking him 
to wait, to come to Number 14 at mid
night. not earlier on any account. Vernon 
had counted on a lover's obedience to any 
whim. He was right. 

"I..ackland came on the stroke of 
twelve. Vernon was ready for him-with 
a knife. In the struggle, Lackland got a 
grip of the other's throat. Vernon thrust 
home. In his death-agony, Lackland's 
hands tightened, fastened like a vise. 
Vernon was asphyxiated. A steward 
found them both dead, lying locked to
gether at Mrs. Vernon's feet." 

The bleak austerity in Doctor Field
ing's eyes checked comment. 

"That's all of what you would call fact. 
Mrs. Vernon died-brain-fever in the 
end." 

"And they were all buried at sea? All 
&luce of them?" 

Captain Ross looked not wholly un
sympathetic. 

"Yes." 
"Then I know the whole thing from 

start to finish at last.'· 
"No.. !t is nnt fini$hed yet, sir. Ver· 

non knew the secret of perpetuating him
self in the physical world even without 
his body. That had been lowered over the 
side and I saw it done. But Vemon him· 
self-his malicious powerful ego-has 
never left this ship ... 

The captain's softened expression was 
instantly combative. "I've listened to your 
story, to the end-to the very end! Thank 
you, doctor. I've no time to speculate on 
ghosts. Once and for all, I don't believe 
in the supernatural." 

He turned to the others. 
"Before we break up this meeting, have 

you anything to say? Mr. Owen?" 
The first mate was a Welshman, viva

cious, sensitive, emotional. 
"The doctor's not told you half, sir," 

he burst out. "You don't know what a 
hell the ship was for days and night5. 
God, those nights! Up and do·wn the 
deck-up and down, whistling-if you 
could call it whistling." 

'Whistling what? And what whis· 
tied?" 

Mr. Owen was past being daunted by 
the captain's glance. 

"A high, queer sort of sound, siF. No 
tune or anything. Went through yow 
head like red-hot wire. What was it! 
Don't ask me, sir! It doesn 't bear think· 
ing of." 

"Exactly. That's my complaint against 
you all. You refuse to think. This absurd 
legend of Number 14 would never have 
existed if you'd thought, and investigated 
Anything more?" 

··r-we-there was the fog, sir! And 
Steevens here saw--" 

''I'll take him in turn. Fog?" 

"Ye�, sir. Fog or sea-mist. The whist· 
ling seemed to come from it.·· 

\'V'ith a quick, irritable gesture, Captai.l 
Ross turned to the steward. 

W. T.-2 
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"Well? \Y/hat's yom little contribu
tion?" 

"It's true, sir. You'll know for your
self soon. The whistling and all! Some
thing crud! Drove you wild, sir! Aye, 
and that N;;mbe-r 14! Locking the door 
wasn't no use; no, nor bolting it neither. 
Chips did his mortal best. But every 
morning it ,..,.as burst open, and the bunk 
-covered thick with dirty foam! The 
smell of it fair knocked you down, sir. 
Like something that had rotted in the 
sea." 

Mrs. Maddox was obviously beyond 
giving verbal support to these statements. 
She sat shivering, white-faced, tears drip
ping down her large, pale face to the 
starched bib on her apron. 

Captain Ross get to his feet. 

"Thank you, Doctor Fielding. Thank 
you, Mr. Owen. Steward! Report any 
complaints about Number 14 on deck A 
to me, if }'OU please. The passenger who 
is to occupy it is Colonel Everett, a per
sonal friend. He is aware of the facts. 
I've told him of the deaths that occurred. 
The rest interests him even less than me.'' 

"One moment." The doctor foUowed 
him to the door. "I shall tell your friend, 
Colon-el Everett, the exact nature of the 
risk he is running." 

"Do! He will laugh at you. He shares 
my views of what you call supernatural 
phen01m:na.'' 

"You are exposing him to hideOt.J$ 
peril. It's murder, sir!" 

Captain Ross looked bored and put his 
hand to the door-latch. 

"One more thing." The doctor's man
ner was that of a lecturer making his 
points. "Eldred Vemon marks down his 
victims methodically, and in every case 
he gives twenty-four hours warning, a 
signal of his intent to kill. He whistles 
Ka.Jhleen Mavottrneen. Last May, !before 

W. T.-3 

Captain Bra.kell was able to seal up the 
door you have opened, five pas$engers 
heard th:;.t tune. .Each one died in twenty
four hours." 

"Logged as dying of virulent influenza. 
I gather the owners suggested }'OUr sub
stituting influenza a:s your diagnosis in 
place of ghosts?" 

"It was heart-failure from shock." 
"Quite. \Veil, Captain Brakell :and I 

had the same end in view. But we went 
about it differently. He calmed down his 
passengers by going through a ceremony 
of sealing up Vernon's supposed influ
ence. I see more wisdom in letting sun 
and wind and everyday iife penetrate 
Number 14. After this trip it wilt be a 
chamber of horror no longer. I'll have no 
locked-up rooms on my ship. And any
one who goes round encouraging a belief 
in ghosts will lose his job and needn't 
apply to me for references." 

1'Gooo morning! Good morning �" 
A brick-red, large gentleman at 

the captain's table, engaged in adding a 
top-dressing of toast and marmalade to 
previous strata of ponidge, fish, and sau
sages, spared an inquiring glance for a 
limp roung man who slid into a seat next 
him. The young man had butter-colored 
hair and looked as if serious consideration 
of vitamins had been omitted f ror,1 his 
education. 

"Why 'good'? he moaned. "I've been 
kept a.wake all night." 

The brick-red gentleman was surprized. 
"Eh? What? I slept like o!d Rip Van 
Winkte." 

The limp young man unfurled a table
napkin with the air of one who drapes 
a winding-sheet about him. 

"China tea. 1·his brown toast and 
bloater paste." He lifted an eyelid to a 
hovering steward. Then, to his neighbor: 

"Perhaps you're married or live by 
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:\ fire-station. I mean," he explained, 
"whistlings and shriekings and stampiags 
just lull you to sleep! You on deck 
A? No! I'm in Number 18. There's a 
damned nuisance of a colonel in 14. 
Kept up an infernal racket last night." 

"Pipe down, my lad, pipe down! He's 
a friend of the captain!" 

"Well, he's going to have an 'in loving 
mem01y' label on him soon! Never had 
sud1 a night." 

A tall, straight ramrod of a man stalked 
in, made his ·way to the table and took 
the vacant place at the captain's right. 

"I say!" ble�ted lhe butter-haired one. 
"�'hat's the great idea of practising your 
tin whistle all night? You may think 
Number 14's sound-proof. Is it? All 
you've got to do is to come outside and 
listen to yourself!" 

Colonel Everett drank down a 0..1p of 
coffee almost at a gulp, murmured some
thing about the shortage of reliable 
nurses, and gave an order to the steward. 
A good many faces were turned toward 
him. Other accusers gave vent to their 
rancor. 

"If you're the oCCt,;.tpant of Number 14, 
sir, I think it was damned thoughtless
damned thoughtless of you'" And: 

'Tm not one of the complaining ones, 
but the noise you made was unbearable. 
}.{y husband got up five times and 
knocked at your door. And you simply 
took no notice!" And: 

"Are yotl the person in Number 14? 
I was just telling the captain that it's dis
graceful. After all, one does expect some 
decency and quiet in first-class. My two 
children were awake and crying all night. 
No wonder! Such an uproar! Why, even 
!iteerage couldn't be more rowdy." 

"What is all this: about the noise in 
your stateroom]" asked Captain Ross. 

"Someone's idea of a joke."' Colonel 
Everett's face and manner were grim. 

The captain frowned at him and spoke 
under his breath. 

"Were you pickled when you went to 
bed, Tom?" 

"Don't be a fool! You've known me 
ali my life. I never take more than four 
whiskies a day." 

"Then why didn't you hear all the 
din?" 

"Dunno! Unless I'm due for malaria 
again. I felt deuced queer when I woke. 
Dizzy. Couldn't get the hang of things. 
Feel half doped now .. .  

''Hm-m-m-m! Perhaps you are
doped! This fool notion about Number 
14 being haunted! Some maniac's trying 
it out on us. I'll put him in irons. who
ever it is. I've given fair warning I'll 
have no more of their pet spook on my 
ship." 

Colonel Everett thrust his face forward. 
His eyes glared. His lips stretched in an 
ugly grin. His clear emphatic voice 
changed to a thin dry rustling whisper. 

"What are you going to do about it?" 
Captain Ross's fork dropped with a 

clatter. He met the evil, malevolent stare 
hardily, but his face grew white to the 
lips. Quite literally, he was unable to 
speak. His thick black brows met. W:u 
this Tom Everett? He didn't recognize 
the man he'd known so long and inti· 
mately. Those cold eyes-hating, defy
ing him! This was a stranger! An eoemy! 

A voice broke the spell-a boy's voice, 
eager, confident, friendly. 

"How queer! I thought that was Colo· 
nel Everett at first. He seemed to change. 
It's the man I drew last night. The prince 
in disguise, you know." 

Colonel Everett drew back, looked 
round him with a frown. His face and 
eyes were blank now. He seemed rathet 
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shaken, like a man who'd been just 
knocked down and winded. 

Captain Ross felt a sudden vast relief. 
\Vhat an ass he was! Good heavens; he'd 
actually felt af:aid, afraid of good old 
Tom Everett! The poor fellow was look
ing ill and shaken. Distinctly under the 
weather. He signaled to Doctor Fielding, 
who came round to the head of the- table 
and put a hand on the colonel's shoulder. 

''Come along with me; I'll fix you up. 
You've had a rotten night, I can see." 

Dazed, swaying on his feet, Colonel 
Everett allowed the doctor to guide him 
out of the saloon. 

IN THE big, perfectly equipped kitchens 
the breakfast episode was discussed 

with terror. 
"I tell you he looked as like him for a 

minute as makes no difference." The 
steward who waited on the captain's table 
\\'as telling his tale for the eighth time 
for the benefit of those detained on duty. 

"One minute he was the colonel and next 
minute he was him.' The Old Man no
ticed it and all! Looked as if he'd been 
and swaJiowed a h'asp." 

A brand new roung steward spoke up. 
'Who's this him when he's at home?" 

"Someone you've not met so far, my 
cocky . .And when you do, you won't crow 
so loud." 

Mrs. Maddox, trying to drown her fear 
in floods of dark brown tea, intervened. 

"And how's he going to know if no 
one don't tell him? Nay! I'm not going 
to take his name on my lips. Someone 
el5e can do it-that hasn't heard nor seen 
what I have on this ship." 

Mr. Amyas and the doctor talked in a 
corner of the deserted dining-saloon. 

"He went along to the smoking-room. 
Revived as soon as we got outside, and re
fused to go back to bed." 

"Hm-m-m!" The little man pulled at 
his short, pointed white beard. "Coi.tld 
rou hear wh:tt he was saying to the cap· 
tain at the breakfast ta.ble?" 

"No. I saw enough, though. 'Wh::.t 
the boy said was .right. He fllrt.r Vernnn 
for a moment." 

"Undoubtedly, Color.el Everett rt: Co!o
ncl Everett will soon cease to exist." 

The doctor shivered, turned a strick'n 
face seaward. Remembrance of last ye:u':; 
horror surged back with every movem<!nt 
of the restless, sunlit water. 

"Eldred Vernon's taking possession of 
the colonel's body as one would a hou�c. 
He's moving in," continued Mr. Amyas . 

. . .  It's barely possible that if the rea! owner 
knew what was happening to hi:n he 
might defend his habitation, dri\'e out the 
intruder, but I doubt it. Evidence proves 
Vernon to have unique power. History 
has only produced two others on his scale. 
There is the Black Monk of Calcley Is
land, who has guarded his treasure there 
since the Tenth Century. And there is 
Lord Saul, a terror and a mystery since the 
days of Attila, who tried to kill h�m by 
fire and by the sword, and failed. Lord 
Saul lives to this day." 

"Vernon was bound and safe!)' im
prisoned once. Can ' t  we do it again?" 

"You forget. A year ago Vernon was 
newly divorced from his body. He was 
taken at his weakest, before he'd learned 
the laws, the possibilities of life in a new 
element. In twelve months he's learned 
them, so effectively that he's almo�t 
achieved his great necessity-a human 
body." 

"Surely that will limit him? A dis
embodied force is more awful th:l.Il the 
wickedest of men." 

"No. He'll gain the freedom of two 
worlds. He can operate in or out of his 
stolen body. And he can use the will and 
ener8Y. of the dispossessed owner for his 
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own ends. It's a tremendous prize. He'll 
rank high in hell ... 

"But-how d'you know all this? You 
speak as if--" 

"It's a long, grim, unnerving tale. 
Made an old man of me when I was in 
my twenties, experimenting, like the mad 
young fool I was then, in occult research. 
Some day, if we sutvive, I'll tell it." 

"Isn't there the barest chance of saving 
Everett? Can't you make him believe?" 

"That's what I don't know. I can only 
guess. It's one of the things that doesn't 
go by rule of thumb. Every crisis val'ies. 
But there is a moment--" 

THEY were interrupted by a scream, 
sounds of running feet, a second 

scream. Mr. Amyas turned, ran lightly 
along to deck A with the doctor at his 
heels. An excited group of passengers 
was collecting there. The first mate ap· 
peared. Inside the open doornay of a 
loung.e stood Steevens with several other 
cabin stewards. They appeared to be 
holding an agitated council of war. 

The fi.rst mate addressed this twitter· 
ing Ettie group. "What's all this?" 

"Si.r! It's Number 14. We saw--" 
"Get inside. I'll come along." 
He returned to the startled passengers. 

"Nothing much." His smile was reassur· 
ing. "One of the stewardesses! She's had 
hysterics again. Husband died a few 
weeks ago and she's gone to pieces 
over it." 

"Very neat," commended Doctor Field
ing. "We'll come with you to see what's 
really happened." 

Owen nodded. His eyes and mouth 
looked strained. Outside the dosed door 
of Nwnber 14 a huddle of white-coated 
stewards waited. 

"lt"s what it was before, sir," whis
pered Steevens. "The bunk was covered 

with iit. Foam-dirty gray foam-inches 
thick! Right over the bunk, pillows and 
all. And the smell-my Gawd!" 

Owen stood rigid, one hand on the 
door-latch. Mr. Amyas saw him shudder, 
caught the loathing on his face as he tlung 
open the door and went inside. Doc· 
tor Fielding and Mr. Amyas followed 
quickly. All three looked instantly at 
the bunk. A pall of dirty gray foam 
covered it, like the silt of a monster tidal 
wave; the air was foul with the odor of 
stale sea-water and things long dead. 
Doctor Fielding scribbled a few words in 
his note-book, tore out the leaf and gave 
it to the first mate. 

"Take that to the captain-at once!" 
Thankfully the man escaped. A stew· 

ard called after him. 
"If he wants this bunk mnde up he'll 

have to get another man for the job. I'd 
sooner jump overboard. I'm not going 
imide 14 again! He can put me in irons 
-but I won't-I won't--" 

The first mate vanished beyond read1 
of the man's hysterical outburst. No one 
paid any attention to it. All eyes were 
lixed on Doctor Fielding and Mr. Amyas 
standing inside. 

"Quick !" cried the doctor. "Out of 
here!" 

Next moment, both were in the pas· 
sage, and the door fast bolted, but not 
before they'd seen the blanket of gray 
foam ripple and heave as if water surged 
beneath it. And as the door bat�ged to, a 
sudden shrill whistling began-like the 
sound of escaping steam. Footsteps ap· 
proached, a firm, soldierly tread. Colond 
Everett's tall straight figure advanced 
down the long corridor. The whistling 
ceased abruptly. 

"What on earth� Are you playing 
'Clun11ps'? And why outside my door?" 

The colonel's eyes, friendly and puz· 
zled, turned from t.":le doctor's haggard I 
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face to meet the speculative watchful gaze 
of Mr. Amyas. He put a hand to his 
head. 

"Better follow your advice after all, 
Doctor Fielding. I'm beginning to 
feel--' "  

Then, with appalling suddenness, he 
changed. Voice, face, manner took on 
the feral primitive hate of a jungle beast. 
He loomed over Mr. Amyas. 

"You're one of the clever ones, you 
think-spying round, adding up, working 
out your little ideas ! T haf s puzzled you, 
I'll swear!" He jerked his head toward 
the closed door; a wicked flare of laugh· 
ter leaped in his eyes. "Go on worrying 
-I'm enjoying it! You'll not get me 
caged up there ag;�.in, though. I'm out/ . . •  

and I Jlay out/" 
Todd, the hysterical young steward, 

gave an odd, sighing cough and slid to 
the g£ound. Steevens dropped beside 
him, unfastened his collar, held up his 
head. The rest ran for it, bolted in panic, 
their feet thudding along the narrow pas
sage like a roll of drwns. 

Under Mr. Amyas' s steady look the red 
glare died in Colonel Everett's eyes, his 
convulsed features relaxed. He steadied 
himself by a polished brass handrail that 
ran along the wall. 

"I thought-! thought someone called 
me," he said. "I feel a little dizzy!" He 
looked vaguely from Mr. Amyas to the 
unconscious Todd, then to Steevens. 
''What's been happening here? What the 
deuce is wrong with everyone on this 
ship?" 

"Colonel Everett!" Mr. Amyas was 
profoundly serious. ''Will you put preju· 
dice aside? Will you be persuaded that 
you are in danger? Will you believe that 
this room is more poisonous than a rattle
snake's lair?" He gestured to the closed 
door behind them. "Have you been in 

since breakfast? Nor WeU, it's taking a 
risk, but it may convince you." 

He opened the door. 
"Well?" the colonel fro'll.·ned. "What 

is it?" 
But Mr. Amyas found no answer. 

There was nothing to say. There was 
nothing to see except the bunk with its 
tossed bed-clothes-the flowered green 
curtai.ns Buttering at the open window
the white enameled walls splashed by the 
sun with golden light. :Mr. Amyas closed 
the door. The three men faced one an
other in the corridor. 

_ "Is there any explanation for all this?" 
The colonel, very large and indignant. 

stood with a frown. He was answered by 
a shrill, fierce whistle. It seemed outside 
the room now. Todd, who had recovered 
consciousness, glanced up, and fell back 
in a dead faint once more. Steevens cow
ered against the wail with mouth gro
tesquely open. He pointed at Colonel 
Everett. 

"Look! Look! It's him! • • •  a.h, ha 
ha ha ha ha! • • .  it's him!" 

The doctor and Mr. Amyas shuddered. 
"You'd better look out for yourselves," 

came a savage whisper. "You'd better 
not interfere. Nothing can stop me. I'm 

0111!" 

A twisted mask of a face leered into 
theirs. 

"Look out for yourselves!" 
On this last sneering menace, Colonel 

Everett's hand opened the door of Nwn
ber 14. He went inside. The door 
slammed to. The whistling shrilled 
louder . , . higher • •  , higher . . • •  

�'FoG, sir! Been drifting round for a 
couple of hours. I noticed it as soon 

as my watch began." 
Captain Ross glanced down from his 

bridge toward the poop. There--alfllong 
coils of tarry tope and a mass of can-
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vas, iron, life-buoys, and other carefully 
stowed gear-a patch of white, woolly 
fog wavered and drifted. The captain 
snatched up a pair of binoculars and 
looked long and earnestly. 

"Go down and see," he ordered. 
The third mate saluted and went. His 

face was white as he turned to obey. Cap· 
tain Ross watd1ed while he made his way 
to deck B and theace to the poop, saw 
him go forwa::d, hesitate, peer at the 
eddying fog. Suddenly he threw up his 
hands with a startled gesture and turned 
to run. 

"Good God! It's after him!" 
Captain Ross gripped the rail under his 

hands as he spoke, and leaned over to 
watch with eres almost sta1ting out of 
his head. Stumbling, running, turning to 
look back over his shoulder at the thing 
that steadily pursued, the mate zigzagged 
an erratic course. A woman's shriek was 
heard. 

An instant later, pandemonium rose 
on deck B. Men and women struggled 
from their deck-chairs. Some, entangled 
in rugs, tripped and fell. Some were too 
paralyzed by horror to move at all. Deck 
stewards, serving tea-trays, let theilr bur
dens tilt, and the crash of breaking china 
added to the uproar. 

1l1e third mate ran with open mouth, 
his hands making queer flapping move
ments, his eyes wild with terror. The fog 
rolled up behind-closer-closer. A long 
white wisp of it seemed to blow out like 
a tentacle, toud1ed the mate's neck, -curled 
round it. The man yelled, put up clutdl· 
ing fingers. His cry died on a strangling 
sob. 

Captain Ross roared out an order 
through his megaphone. The mate was 
down on his knees now. Over him the 
fog cirded and hovered. Several of the 
crew came running; they were, so far, 
more in awe of the captain than anything 

else on board. They picked up the mate 
and carried him off at a run, vanished 
down a companionway. 

Captain Ross let out a great breath of 
relief and put down his megaphone with 
an unsteady hand. The cloud of fog was 
blowing down deck again. Now it was 
drifting round the poop. And from it the 
captain heard a high, keening, intolerable 
whistte, rising, falling, rising again to 
torturing shrillness. 

For minutes he stood watching, listen· 
ing. At last he set a double wr.td1 on the 
bridge and went below. He knew at last 
what fear of the unknown mear.t. He 
knew at last that his ignorance and obsti· 
nacy had put his ship at the mercy of 
something he could not understand or 
control. 

"'t.{urder!" The word hammered and 
clanged through his brain. '"Murder! 
That was the doctor"s word. Said I was 
sending Tom to his death!" 

Passengers huddled in groups, whis· 
pering, crying, cursing, utterly demora· 
lized as he made his way through the 
luxurious lounge toward the dedc A cab
ins. He knew it would be wise to stop, 
to reassure them, to check the panic that 
was running like wildfire in their midst. 
He knew also that he couldn't do it. His 
brain was numb with shock. He couldn't 
console these terrified people. H e  was 
terrified himself, sick and cold and stupid 
with terror. 

He groaned as he hurried to Number 
14. The door of the room stood wide 
open. Sunset light painted it blood·red. 
Its silence was horrible. A taunt-a 
threat-a prelude to disaster! He saw 
Mr. Amyas look in. 

"\'<'here is he? w·here is Tom Everett?" 
Mr. Amyas did not at first reply. He 

looked intently at the captain's altered 
face; then: 

·'You know-at last?" 
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"Yes, yes! I've seen--the Thing , •. ., 

the damned whistling Thing!" 

Mr. Amyas nodded. "I was there. I 
ran down to look foe the colonel while 
you were watching the mate. The cabin 
was empty then. I'm afraid we're too 
late. He's gone." 

"Gone!" The word burst from the 
captain's white lips. He seized his com
panion's arm. His eyes were tortured. 
"Overboard?'' 

"No! No! It's worse than that. El
dred Vernon has become a permanent 
tenant now." 

Captain Ross frowned in a fierce effort 
to follow the incomprehensible statement. 

"I mean that Vernon has taken. pos
session of your friend-body at1d soul.' 
Colonel Everett appears to be in the 
smoking-room at this moment. In reality 
he's no more there than you or I. Vernon 
possesses him. Vernon is walking and 
talking in the body of Colonel Everett." 

"But Tom-Tom, himself! Where is 
he, then?" 

"A slave in bondage. In bond3ge so 
long as his body is possessed by Vernon. 
Suffer.ing the torments of the damned. He 
is still able to think, to feel, to remember, 
but he is helpless. Vernon has over
powered him, taken his house from him. 
He's like a prisoner lying gagged and 
bound in some dark cellar of it." "Go on, Mr. Amyas, go on!" The 
other's voice was harsh with grief. "What 
will happen to my passengers-my ship 
-to all of us, now? .. 

"I do not know. I can only guess. But 
I think not one of us will live to see land 
again. Your ship may be found-some
time-somewhere--a de.relict, a mystery 
like the Marie Celnt.e/" 

"Tht:re must be a way out. There must 
be a way." 

"Oolr. by destroying Eldred Vernon,"· 

"How? How? D'you mean kill"-a 
look of awful enlightenment dawned in 
the captain's eyes-"you mean-1 must 
kill-Tom Everett?" 

"I don't know. I don't know." Mr. 
Amyas's brown face showed a network of 
lines and wrinkles. ···1 can only recall an 
affair I was once concerned in-an exor
cism and a sacrifice-to drive out a devil." 

"--to drive out a devil! Tell me 
what you know!" 

And in the haunted silence of Number 
14 Mr. Amyas told it. 

�·c oLoNEL EvERETT! Colonel Ever· 
ett!" Mark called after the tall 

.figure just stepping from the smoke-room 
to the deck outside. "You promised to 
tell me tha.t tale about your tiger-hunt 
after tea." 

The man paused on the threshold and 
half turned back to the boy. Mark, dash
ing across to him, drew up with a start 
about a yard away. 

"I beg your pardon. I thought you 
were-" His serious slate-gray eyes 
flashed to the man's face, then to his dark 
green necktie, his collar, his gray tweeds 
--even his sports-shoes didn't escape the 
quick, keen scrutiny. 

"I-have you borrowed the colonel's 
clothes?" 

The boy's clear, surprized tone seemed 
to ring out like a bell in the room. 

''Bottowed my own clothes! I am the 
colonel! What's the idea, Mark? Is this 
a riddle? Or, are you giving me an intel
ligence test?" 

The boy stood absolutely stilL Quite 
suddenly he drew back, a look of horror 
dawning on his pale, intelligent face. 

"You're not the colonel. You've got 
black hair and your skin is yellow and 
you're older-much older. Where is Colo· 
nel Everett? I want him." 
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M:::n v;ere looking at the pair now, 
peering over the tops of their papers; 
gla:1:::ing up from writing-tables. Desul
tory bits of taik now ceased altogether. 
Everyone seemed suddenly aware of a 
crisis of peculiar signi6c:10ce between 
Mark and the man in gray tweeds. 

The latter looked dc\\•n with cold 
venom. 

''Don't make a little fool of yourself!" 
His low voice reached Mark's car alone. 
"If you ever say such a thing .again to me 
I'll-prmish JOU. No good running to 
your Mr. Amyas either; he won't be able 
to interfere much longer." 

He went out quickly, leaving Mark 
staring, shivering, sick with fright. The 
glint of those cold eres! The hate in that 
low-pitched voice! 

"\What's wrong, kid? What did he 
say?" A good-natured young fellow close 
by drew the boy over to a group in a 
comer. "Queer sort of man, that Colonel 
Everett! He's a bit annoyed with all of 
us today. Liver or somtthing!" 

Mark's white, drawn face did not re
lax. He shivered convulsively, tried to 
speak, failed. One of the group rose 
with a.."l exclamation, glass in hand. 

"Look here, old man." He put a hand 
on Mark's shoulder, held the glass to his 
lips with the other. "Take a sip of this 
and tell us what it's all about." 

The boy drank, choked, dropped his 
head down on his knees-a huddled 
frantic heap of misery. 

' 

"Better get the doctor. The little chap's 
ill." 

The good-natured young fellow went 
to one of the doors, collided with two 
men about to enter. They were Mr. 
Amyas and Captain Ross. 

"Jll? Mark?" 
They listened to the young man's hasty, 

confused explanation and hurried to the 
boy. He looked exhausted and was lean-

in.g back with half-closed eyes, his 
features t'lvitching, his delicate hands 
clenched tightly. 

It took Mr. Amyas !:orne minutes to 
ge:t a word out of him. Captain Ross 
\Vaited with a pinched gray look on his 
::ltered face. 

"He was-awfully, au•fully angry! As 
i f  he ·wanted to kill me!" Mark gasped. 
"It's that man! It's the pr;nce! He said 
he was Colonel Everett-he's wearing his 
clothes-so I thought at first--" 

Captain Ross exchanged a sombN look 
with Mr. Amyas, who was supporting the 
boy. 

"Oh! Oh! There he is whistling for 
me! And I don't like it-1 don't like it!" 
Mark clapped his hands over his ears, 
dropped them again in bewildered fright. 
"It's in my head-the tune! Oh!-oh! I 
wish it would stop. It's-beastly!" 

A strange silence fell on the rest. To 
no one but the boy was any whistling 
audible. The good-natured young man 
winked and touched his forehead signifi· 
cantly. 

"Oh! Oh!" wailed the boy; "it's tl1at 
funny old song-my nurse used to sing it 
to me. Kathleen 111.avo11rneen/ Oh, can't 
}'OU make it stop?" 

Mr. Amyas lifted him to his feet, put 
an arm about him. Above the boy's head 
he met the captain's eyes again. 

'Til get the doctor to give you some
thing so that you won't hear it any more. 
Come along to my room. No need to be 
afraid of anything. You're quite right
that wasn't Colonel Everett. Come along. 
I'll explain. You'll be all right in a few 
minutes." 

The last red rays of the setting suo 
flashed on the boy's face as he and his 
companion crossed the room and went 
out. 

"What the deuce!" The good·naturtd 
young man stared at the doorway through 
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which the two l1ad vanished. "Not the 
colonel! Is the boy a bit toud1ed? He 
seemed such a bright lad, I thought ." 

Captain Ross glowered. 
"Brighter than all the rest of us put 

together, it appears. That was 110t Colo
nel Everett." 

"Good lord! \V'hat! You don't mean 
it! I'd have staked my last shirt--" 

"Not Colonel Everett," repeate.d the 
captain in grim, heavy accents. "I don't 
think it's any use to warn you, but keep 
clea.r of him-if rou can!" 

He stalked out. 
"Raving!" a young man in flannds 

drawled. "There seems to be something 
that breeds lunatics on the S. S. Dragon. 
What is at the bottom of all this? \l{Thist· 
ling and hysterics! Joke's wearing thin. 
I'm fed up." 

A stout, quiet man, playing patience, 
voiced his opinion in the manner of one 
accustomed to authority. 

"I advise you to take Captain Ross se
riousl}'-and literally.' '  

The flanneled one attempted to register 
world-weary contempt, but his smooth 
young face betrayed! him into sulky re
rentment. 

MR. AMYAS returned. He stood for a 
moment with !his back to the light 

in a doorway, his black eyes raking the 
room-very quiet, not a hair out of place, 
and yet he gave an impression of most 
desperate haste and disorder. 

"Has anyone seen Doctor Fieldin,g?" 
A chorus of anxious voices answered. 

No one had seen the doctor lately. Was 
the boy bad? They'd go and search. The 
quiet, sleepy atmosp!here became charged 
with electricity. Some dashed off t-o nod 
Doctor Fielding. The remainder pressed 
for information. 

"Heart," Mr. Amyas stated briefly. 

"He's collapsed. Seems to have had a bad 
shock. Ah, here's Fielding--" 

"Yes. It's the boy. Quickly!" 
The passengers saw a look of under

standing flash between the two men as 
they hurried away. 

"Mystery! Crime ! Adventure!" the 
man in fhnnels sneered. "Victim guaran
teed every two hours." 

"You rather underestimate the time." 
The stont man was putting away his pa· 
tience cards. "However, optimism is a 
privilege of youth." 

"Ob, go to heW" said the flaoneled 
one. But he said it under his breath, and 
only the trembling flame of the lighted 
match in his unsteady fingers made re
sponse. He walked toward a doorway. 

"Er-look out for fog." 
The 9uiet man stowed away his pocket

pack. His tone was perfectly casual. 
"Fog' \"'7hat d'you mean-fog?" 
"Ran into some just before tea, I heard. 

Perhaps I should say-it ran into us." 
"I know there was a hullabaloo. The 

mate got hysterics! But you don't suppose 
1 think--" 

"No! No!" the 9uiet man seemed 
really shocked at the idea. "Of course 
not. I know you don't." 

The young man violently disappeared. 
The quiet man sat back in the attitude of 
one who awaits news. Several of those 
who bad rushed off to find the doctor now 
returned. They seemed worried. 

"Fog?" inquired the quiet man. 
"What the devil makes you harp on 

fog?" one of them in9uired. 
"I was on deck B before tea," was the 

reply. ''I've seen that sort of-fog, be
fore! In North Borneo. Lived out there 
twenty years. It's apt to--er, hang about. 
like poison-gas. More deadly, though." 

"Well, you're rigiht, as it happens," a 
muscular man in a Fair-isle sweater con· 
ceded. "There's a rum patch of fog or 
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mist or something drifting around near 
the wireless room. I heard that everlast
ing whistle going strong and thought I'd 
do a spot of investigating. Almost ran 
into the fog. Could have sworn the whis· 
tling came from it." 

No one questioned his impres:;ion. He 
went on with increasing embarrassment. 

"Don't know what came over me. The 
thing looked_:._well, I funked! Legged it 
back here as fast as I knew how!" 

"Very sensible," approved the quiet 
man. "My experience has been that it 
only--er, functions in the open air, for 
some reason." 

In a cabin dose by, :Mr. Amyas and the 
doctor looked down at Mark's quiet, un· 
conscious face. 

"He'll do for a few hours. That stuff'll 
make him sleep. Only question is whether 
we oughtn't to let him go-now--easily! 
Seems damnable to bring him back to 
face that devil again. The boy k110WI. 
And he's beard the death-signal. Why 
let him wake? Why let him face tomor· 
row? What d'you say, Amyas?" 

The other nodded. "I agree. He 
mustn't come back to that. How long 
will your stuff hold him? Four or five 
hours?" 

"Easily. More likely seven or eight." 
"Five will take us to midnight. We'll 

leave it until then. Captain Ross is send
ing out s. 0. s·s. Going to transfer to a 
home-bound ship, if possible. Best give 
him another injectjon at midnight if no 
ship answers us-in time." 

No need to harass the doctor before it 
became necessary. Mr. Amyas, therefore, 
did not admit that he had no hope of 
their S. 0. S. messages getting thro.ugh. 
He'd seen what the young man in the 
Fair-isle sweater had seen. More! He 
had looked inside the wireless room. No 
operator wa.s there. A cloud of fog hung 
over it. It was not hwnaoly possible for 
any man to sit in the place with that 

shrieking menace in his ears. There was 
no chance of outside help. The fight must 
be lost or won on board within the next 
few hours. 

He looked down at the helpless, 
doomed little figure, turned towa.rd the 
door, stepped back for a brief farewell. 

"I promised you a gift in memory of 
this trip together. You shall have it
before midnight, Mark." 

APAL.E, chill twilight lingered in the 
sky. Electric lights shone from re

flectors on deck. TI1e sea ran smooth, 
gray-green below the ship's steep sides. 
Mr. Am)·as looked about him with quick, 
bright eyes. Passengers-those not de· 
moraljzed by fear, those who hadn't seen 
and didn't believe in fogs and foam and 
fantasies-were below, dressing for din· 
ner. Those who did believe were dress· 
ing too. It didn't get you anywhere to 
encourage thoughts of that sort. A 
good dinner-dancing-lights-music
they'd forget it soon! 

Mr. Amyas caught sight of the third 
mate making for the captain's bridge. 
Lights were on all over the ship. He 
thought how brilliant the S. S. Dragon 
must look, foaming on through the dark 
water, gleaming, illwnined, swift. What 
passing craft would guess she was a ship 
of the damned? That she was bearing 
hundreds of souls to hell? That on her 
long, white, level decks, behlnd her 
lighted port-holes, in luxurious cabins and 
beautifully decorated saloons, horror 
stalked, biding its time? 

His eyes followed the thin] mate. He 
was staggering uncertainly. He climbed 
up to the bridge with painful effort. The 
strong lights flooded him, showed a 
ghastly, twisted face of fear. He spoke 
with Captain Ross. Bad news, evidently. 
The captain's gesture was eloquent. He 
dismissed the otlicec, turned away, and 
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stood frowning. Mr. Amyas went up to 
him. 

'That dcvil's got us, all right." Cap
tain Ross turned fiercely. "Five men 
driven from the wheel this last hour. 
That jnfernal whistling fog! And 1 find 
it's the same with the wireless. He's cut
ting us off completely. What's the use of 
waiting, Amyas? I tell you it's madness 
to let him comer us like this. Every hour 
my ship's more at his mercy. Tom Ever
ett is dead-murdered-! murdered him! 
It's Vernon, not Everett, walking round 
now, mocking us, des�roying us. I'm go
ing to shoot him. D'you hear me? It's 
time to do something. My ship will be 
helpless soon - driving blind - lost! 
There's only my first mate left to steer 
now-until that cursed whistling Thing 
drives him off too!" 

"Only till midnight!" the other spoke 
with strong entreaty. "Only a few hours 
more! I know your friend is still alive. 
It will indeed be murder if you shoot him 
now. At midnight, I swear to you, Ever
at will be himself again. For a few min
utes he will be the man you've always 
known-and loved." 

"How d'you know? It's only a guess 
in the dark. And even if we wait--even 
if Tom does come back, he may not tell 
me how to destroy Vernon! You're only 
guessing all along the line. Why should 
Tom know this secret that you don't
and I don't? No! I must shoot that devil 
while there's a chance. It's monstrous
it's madness to Jet him destroy us inch by 
inch." 

Mr. Amyas looked at him and said no 
more. He'd been afraid of this. The 
strain was inhuman. It passed the line of 
what could be endured. He turned to 
leave the bridge. Queerly enough, his 
submission touched some secret spring 
that protest and entreaty could not reach. 

"Come back! Come back! Help me, 
Amyas! I can't watch here alone." 

IN THE huge, handsome main saloon, 
unobtrusively reserved in gray oak and 

clouded-green upholstery, groups of card
players wo'rked in isolated quartets, tense, 
serious, absorbed. Mostly elderly and 
middle-aged. The younger set was danc
ing. To this sanctum,. Colonel Everett en
tered, stood observant, bright cruel eyes 
raking the unconscious players. 

He walked, his accustomed firm deci
sive tread, now curiously sinuous and 
smooth, to a table where the Marchmonts 
and the Hare-Smiths were engaged in a 
long-drawn interesting battle. \'qealthy, 
autocratic, exclusive, they represented a 
high average of breeding and brains. 

"I shouldn't risk that." 
Colonel Everett stabbed a finger down 

on the card which Mrs. Hore-Smith had 
led. 

"Dummy," he went on, "has only 
queen, seven and three of dubs-ace and 
ten of diamonds-nine, live and two of 
hearts-and knave, ten, five, four and 
two of spades." 

Four amazed, resentful faces were 
raised to meet the colonel's hard glare. 
1\U. Marchmont picked up the cards he 
had put face-down on the table and re
versed them. 

"You're right. Very clever. I've seen 
it done before-in Siam. Perhaps you'd 
reserve your-er-tricks until later!" 

Cold maljce leaped in Colonel Everett's 
eyes. 

"Reserve my-er-tricks until later!" 
he mocked. "Later! You gibbering, con
ventional puppets! There won't be any 
later for you. After midnight I rule here! 

-Even now--" 
Mrs. Marchmont, very handsome, very 

haughty, cut him short. 
"If you must talk, go elsewhere. Other

wise--" 
"You don't want to talk?" 
"Nor to listen." 
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He nodded and made a quick, insolent 
gesture. His eyes showed a gleam of 
wicked white. 

"Then don't talk. Play!" 
The two couples, with strained, altered 

faces, resumed. In silence-in absolute 
silence they played. Colonel Everett sat 
back smoking, his long legs crossed, one 
foot wagging in perpetual motion. Not a 
single word escaped from any of the play
ers. They sat stiffiy. They moved hands 
and arms only. Their eyes sought his-
read in his evil, mocking glance what 
cards to put down. Colonel Everett 
played out a ·whole rubber thus, merely 
using the Marchmonts and Hore-Smiths 
as physical mediums. And they knew 
what was happening to them. Their wills 
impotently battled his. 

The rubber finished, Colonel Everett 
stood up and waved a hand that seemed 
boneless at the wrist. 

" I t  is not everyone who would respect 
your wishes so perfectly, Mrs. March
mont. Well, we've had enough bridge 
now.··· 

His sinister, sidelong glance collected 
eyes all over the room. Inexplicably to 
themselves, the players looked up simul· 
taneously. 

"We'll go and watch the dancing for a 
time. This game begins to pall." 

He sat down, lighted a fresh cigarette, 
waited. Group after group rose from the 
tables. Well-fed. expensively attired sheep 
ready for the slaughter. They threaded 
a decorous way to the entrances and 
passed out of sight. 

Colonel Everett rose to watch them go. 
Lucifer, Son of the Moming! So had he 
towered in dark lust to rule! 

0 N THE dancing-floor, color flashed 
like gorgeous birds among a forest 

of black coats. Musicians combined in 
assaulting every primitive urge possessed 
by man. Ordin:uy lights were turned off. 

The dancers swayed through shafts of 
green and purple, blue, red and yellow. 

At Colonel Everett's entrance the shift· 
ing floodlights died. Brilliant white lights 
sprang to life from every bulb in the 
place. The dancers laughed. A buzz of 
talk reverberated. Dick Redlands glanced 
up in annoyance. The most beautiful girl 
on board was sitting out with him. He 
adored her. He was letting Wanda know 
about it :�nd she seemed not uninterested. 
What fool had turned on the electric 
lights? 

Wanda's grave, wistful, profoundly 
gray eyes turned to the doorway where 
Colonel Everett's evening clothes seemed 
to invest him with quite regal dignity. He 

bowed to her across the dance-floor and 
advanced. 

"Look here, Wanda! You're not going 
to dance with that boWlder." Dick lost 
his head in sudden, plunging, name
less fear. "It's impossible! He's: . • • 

he's--" 
"'\Vhat is he?" 
Dick was unable to say. The girl's 

black head with its narrow wreath of 
peads was turned from him. Her fingers 
lay unresponsive in his clasp. Her quick
ened breath fluttered. the gauzy petals of 
a flower at her breast. 

"Wanda!" he urged. "No! Don't 
dance with him. There's something 
wrong-he's a cotter-a--" 

The colonel was bowing low before 
Wanda now, dra'ill•ing her to her feet, 
melting into the dance with the girl's 
supple figure held dose. Dick stared 
after them. He was afraid-damnably 
afraid-and he didn't know at all what 
it was he feared. But his eyes followed 
the girl. Her face was turned to her part· 
ner's shoulder; his lips were dose to her 
ear, moving, moving in ceaseless talk. 

" . • .  but it won't last. It can't last, 
your beauty! You are only a she11. A 
lovely. painted, fragile shell. Mter to-
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night all your beauty wiU be gone. You'll 
be dead. Have you ever seen a body :that's 
been in the water for a day or two? For 
a week? For a month? Very revolting 
indeed . Bloated - swollen - oh! most 
natt�eating. And the fishes--" 

On and on went the horrible whisper
ing voice, painting its hellish pictures, de
stroying her body-her eyes-her hair
giving her loveliness to hideous death 
with sure, unrelenting strokes. And, 
gripped in his iron arms, she had to lis
ten. Her imagination flared to torturing 
life a:; all ability to struggl¢, to cry out, 
failed her. ' 

"There are so many creatures of the sea 
that will come starved to rob you of this 
beauty you love. It would be a waste of 
time for your latest adorer to go on wor
shipping at your shrine. He shall see you 
day by day as you rot-and rot. I heard 
what he said. He shall live-and regret 
his living!'' 

Dick, watchful, not with anger. cold 
with terror, held in his place by baffling 
rontrd, saw Wanda's profile as she passed 
before him-suffering-tortured. 

Next time the pair came round, the 
oolonel stopped, led Wanda to her scat, 
set her in it like a doll, then walked away 
in the direction of the band. Dick found 
himself unable to move a finger. 

Music struck up again. An old tune. 
No one got up to dance. No one moved 
at all. 

Colonel Everett stood as one crowned 
and robed with authority. Slowly, as if a 
heavy, jeweled cloak dragged at his heels, 
he turned and walked away. 

The band played with maddening repe
tition. On and on wailed the sad little 
melody . . . Kathleen A1avourneen 
on . • • and on , . • and on. . • •  

ON ONE of his half-hourly visits to 
Mark, Mr. Amyas saw a tall, hate

fully familiar figure standing outside the 

room. Colonel Everett's face, barely re
cognizable now in its dark, lean wolfish· 
ness, confronted him with a grin. 

"Very conscientious! Well, make the 
most of your time. You won't be sick· 
visiting muc.l, longer. I'll take the boy 
off your hands soon-very soon. "  

11-!r. Amyas opened the dvor and dosed 
it softly, abruptly in the other's face. He 
fe!t better for the small act of defiance. 
After midnight! . . .  He choked back the 
cold. numbing sense of defeat that threat· 
cned, and crossed m•cr to the bunk where 
Do<.tor Fielding watdlCd. 

'Tve something to say to you," he be
J;·ill in a low, url!eot voice. "No use tell
ing you before__:-:"1 wasn't sure of Captain 
Ross. And it's a remote c.:hance anyhow. 
However--" 

He explained briefly. 
"I see." The docto:r looked up. his eyes 

dead fires in a worn, .ravaged face, '"It all 
hangs on whether Everett knows, and if 
he doe� know, whether he will have the 
chance to communicate his vital knowl
edge. The only certain factor in the crisis 
is that Everett as E .. ·crett does momen
tarily take possession of himself again." 

His companion assented. 
"I admit my knowledge is limited. But 

I'm staking everything on it. And I have 
persuaded the captain to this point of 
view. About Mark--" 

"Yes. If Everett speaks, Mark won't 
need the second injection. Very well. I'll 
wait for fifteen minutes after midnight. 
Then-if no message comes--1 will use 
the needle." 

The corridor was empty as Mr. Amyas 
went out again. 

"I don't know," he confessed when he 
regained the bridge, "why the infernal 
fog leaves us alone up here. Vernon is 
reserving his powers, leaving us to the 
last-his strongest enemies. There must 
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be laws and be..rriers i n  every state of ex
istence, and Vernon must be prevented 
from touching us-yet!" 

"My .first mate's given up now, driven 
away," the captain informed him. 
"There's no one at the wheel. Luckily the 
ship's heading north, right out of the fair
way. No danger of a collision. We're 
going dead slow, too. Three more hours 
of this. Three more hours! My God, 
Amyas, if Everett doesn't come-doesn't 
tell me!" 

"He will come." 

"But he may not know. He may not 
know." 

For the hundredth time Mr. Amyas 1'e
assured him. For the hundredth time 
Captain Ross turned to pace up and down 
the bridge, his ears tortured by the inces
sant, insistent whistle, rising to maniacal 
fury, then dwindling to thin, distant, un: 
earthly piping. He had tried stuffing his 
ears with cotton-wool. It was useless-
worse than useless. It increased the tor
ment; his brain had felt like a hollow 
tube; the whistle shrieked through it, red
hot, searing as a flame. 

And up and down the · long, bare, 
gleaming deck below, to and fro, drifting, 
shifting, a horrible, seeking, wraith-like 
thing of fog loomed, hovered, eddied, 
wavered to nothingness, re-formed once 
more. 

And northward through the dark sea 
drove the ship-haunted-lost-blind ! 
her slow, discouraged heart beating in 
heavy rhythm. Northward to her doom. 

ALMOST midnight. On the bridge Cap-
1"'\. tain Ross and Mr. Amyas kept 
watch. Almost midnight. A new moon. 
Hard, bright stars. No wind. And the 
low continuous wash and ripple of fol
lowing seas as the S. S. Dl'agon drove on 
her unguided, crooked course. 

In Number 14 on deck A, its occupant 
moved with quick, uneasy steps. The 
sinuous grace, the wicked, glancing eyes 
were changing. Something of fear, of 
doubt, of grief showed every now and 
then, !ike a star's dear shining between 
dark douds. 

"It's ve::y far off-very far off." His 
voice was crisper in spite of its note of 
anxious, painful doubt. "I can't remem· 
ber-1 don't even know what it is I must 
remember." 

A sudden convulsive shudder took him. 
A sudden darkness dimmed and blurred 
his features. His head went back with a 
jerk. His hands grew taut with fingers 
that clenched and crisped like talons. 

"Fool! Fool! What am I doing? What 
am I thinking? Almost midnight. A few 
short minutes and I will pass through. 
The door stands wide. I will pass 
through." 

He glared at the tall figure reflected in 
the long glass of · hjs wardrobe, leaned 
forward as if speaking to the image mil· 
rored there. 

"In a few more minutes I possess you 
utterly. Body-living human soul-all 
mine!'' 

The face in the glass returned his glare, 
grew gray and wavered. Its harsh and 
wicked lines smoothed out. Thought, 
emotion, effort showed in the mirrored 
face - stirring- changing it as wind 
changes the face of "?Jater. 

"No! No! Stay here. You shall not 
go! I command. I command. I rule you 
now." 

But the eyes in the mirror did not 
match the voice. They were steady, reso
lute, brave. And a new voice answered 
the challenging words. 

"I am Tom Everett. I am myself . .And 
I must speak with the captain of this 
ship." 
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He turned from the mirror. AU soldier 
now-squared shoulders, erect, decisive, 
disciplined. He moved toward the door; 
his hand was on the latch when his body 
was torn and wrenched a.s if by torture. 
He fell agaiust the wall. 

"I must-speak--" 
His voice grew thick and indistinct. 

His hands made blind, arrested move· 
ments. He lifted his feet as if he stood 
in quicksands and fell with a choking cry 
and hands at his throat. Stubbornly he 
dragged himself upright, dragged open 
the door and stumbled into the corridor. 
Moving more stl'ongly now with every 
step he took, he made for the deck above. 
From the bridge Captain Ross saw him 
coming, he().rd a faint calling through the 
night. . 

"Captain! Captain! Are you keeping 
watdt?" 

"Here! On the bridge! Here, Tom, 
here!'' 

The colonel moved swiftly in reply. 
He seemed to slip his fetters, came run
ning. Next moment he had gained the 
bridge and stood with clear gaze on his 
friend. 

Mr. Amyas fell back. It was between 
these two now. 

"Tell me! Tell me quickly! I am 
ready. I will give all I have-body and 
soul, to save you!" 

Everett looked deep into the agonized 
face confronting him. 

"Yes-1 see you are--quite ready." 
A sluill piping sounded far off-drew 

nearer-nearer. 
"Now!" cried the colonel. 
He thrust a thin, long knife, trophy of 

1he East, into Captain Ross's hand. 
"We must go together. We must 6ght 

)lim together, afterward! Will you ,come 
with me?" 

Below, the decks were blotted out. Fog 

rolled up . . , blind white world of ter· 
ror . • . dosing in with the whistling, 
tearing sluieking of the damned. 

Captain Ross took the knife, grasped it 
strongly. Understanding, then profound 
triumphant joy illumined his wom face. 

"Ah! Now I see the way! Wait for 
me, Tom! Together . . .  yes! . . .  to
gether!" 

He flung up an arm and struck with 
sure, strong aim. Everett fell, the knife 
deep in his heart. The captain pulled his 
sharp blade free again, stood up. One 
trerr.endous shout-thunder-clap bellow· 
ing above the wind's shrill s9ueal. The 
bright blade flashed again, sank to its hilt 
in the caotain' s own broad breast. • 

As he fell, stars and moon and {oamtng 
sea were blotted out from Mr. Amyas. 
The night was filled with the howl of 
cushing winds. Blackness descended. The 
ship sp:.m crazy aad demented under him. 

1n mortal terror he heard the thrashing 
roar of battle all about him. His heart 
grew colder than his icy hands. A world 
of yelling darkness where aU the winds 
of hell tore loose. 

But louder than winds, high above the 
devilish tumult shrilled the whistle, cease· 
less, shrieking its menace, its everlasting 
hate . . . .  

Utte.r silence. Siience, huge as the 
empty dawn of time. A wide, sweet sense 
of freedom .filled the universe. 

The watcher stood, breathing the clean 
salt wind, blessing friendly stars and 
moonlit water. 

He woke like a dreamer and looked at 
his watch. Five minutes-only five min· 
utes that agony had endured after all! 

He knelt by the quiet dead, profoundly 
sleeping, utterly at rest. They were freed 
as Mr. Amyas knew himself to be. The 
dark soul of Eldred Vernon was de
stroyed. 



Ho"\.vard Pl1illips Love craft 
By CLARK ASHTON SMITH 

Lover of hills and fieids and towns antique, 
How hast thou wandered hc::nce 
On ways not found before, 
Beyond the dawmvard spires of Providence? 
Hast thou gone forth to seek 
Some older bourn than these-
Some Arkham of the prime and central wizardries? 
Or, with famillar felidre, 
Dost now some new and secret wood explore, 
A little past the senses' farther wall-
\Vhere spring and sunset charm the eternal path 
From Earth to ether in dimensions nemoral? 
Or has the Silver Key 
Opened perchance for thee 
Wonders and dreams and wodds ulterior? 
Hast thou gone home to Ulthar or to Pnath? 
Has the high king who reigns in dim Kadath 
Called back his courtly, sage embassador? 
Or darkling Cthulhu sent 
The Sign which makes thee nO\v a councilor 
Within that foundered fortress of the deep 
Where the Old Ones stir in sleep, 
Till mighty temblors shake their slumbering continent? 
lo! in this little interim of days, 
How far thy feet are sped 
Upon the fabulous and mooted ways 
Where walk the mythic dead! 
For us the grief, for us the mystery . . . .  
And yet thou art not gone 
Nor given wholly unto dre<Un and dust; 
For, even upon 
This lonely western hill of Averoigne 
Thy flesh had never visited, 
1 meet some wise and sentient wraith of thee, 
Some undcparting presence, gracious and august. 
More luminous for thee the vema! grass, 
More magically dark the Druid stone 
And in the mind thou art for ever shown 
.As in a wizard glass; 
And from the spirit's page thy runes can never pass. 

W. T.� 



'lbn!pUy the ftaidet'a ship illlsh� awa:y. came dartln<;r 
down at them.'' 

Jf:ider of the Spaceways 
By HENRY KUTTNER 

. If startling tveird-stientific story, about the l•·lntaJtic m1d horrible entity 1h,11 lay ' Ji.�e ,t cmmic ·llf'tmpire on the hideous Night Sid� of Vemu 
.1. The R.ard.t1· S!rikej 

D 
AL KEN'X-'OR T.!-'1 �,·,\s coliecting 

the nectar f1'v111 hi:; c!ysia p!:!.nts 
and swearing quietly :t:; be 

10rked. He was persp!ring in spi te of 
k rai11, for it _was the ste-tdy wa-rm dciz-

W. T.-4 

zle that falls constantly on the sunward 
side of Venus. Thank heaven, he would 
be free to return to earth when the col
lection ship came to pick up his elysia
b;..:.t the ship was not due for :t v:ce1c. He 
bent the tiny deaJ-white cup of a bell
shaped elysia flower, and a single drop 

49 
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fell into the transparent tube he held 
r�ady to re-ceive it. 

Kenworth had scarcely a gill of the 
fluid to show for a year's toil on Venus, 
but it was a good yield, and would be 
worth seven work-units when pl::;.ced on 
the market in N'yok-fifteen thousand 
dollars, by ancient reckoning. The al
most magical properties of elysia as a 
super-nerve-tonic made it invaluabJe, for 
it could be grown vnly on the scattered 
islands of the Greitt Sea of Venus. 

The televisor whistled shrilly from the 
dome-shaped building that was Ken
worth's home. He screwed the top on the 
tube of elysia and went to the house, 
swung in through the door. He clicked 
the button that vacuum-sealed the room 
and released a welcome stream of pure, 
cold air. Then he 1touched the tdevisor 
switch. 

On the �creen a face sprang out in 
sharp detail-paper-white, streaked with 
crimson. The boyish features were twist
ed with pain, the dark eyes torture-filled. 

"Dal!' '  a voice croaked from the re· 
ceiver. "Dal-the Raider!''  

Ice gripped Kenworth's heart as he 
recognized the boy-Jene Tren!-on, who, 
with his sister, farmed an e!ysia g?.rden 
thirty miles away. The-Raider? Scourge' 
of the spaccways, ruthless pirate of three 
planets and their moons-why w.as the 
Raider on Venus? \Vhat was Jene whis
pering into his transmitter? 

"He-he's seized the collection ship! 
1-didn't know-gave him my elysia
then--" The boy coughed blood, 
clutched at his thro-at. He went on swift· 
ly, weakly. "He saw Thona! Took her
he--" 

TI1e boy toppled. His face c�me rush
ing np at the screen, eyes blankly shut. 
Kenworth was suddenly aware that he 
was shouting into the transmitter, mouth-

ing frantic questions. The boy's eyes 
opened, stared into Kenworth's. 

"Save her-Ken--" 
His eyes closed. Blood seeped from 

his mouth as his jaw fell. 
Keoworth �aw that he was dead. 
A warning throb came from the tele

visor. Kenworth sprang to the door. fiWlg 
it open. Against the gray clouds, dim in 
the rain, a black OYal grew larger-the 
collection ship, swiftly descending. And 
within it-Thooa Trenton and the Raid· 
er! 

Kenworth found a gas-pistol-a stub
by, flat weapon that was dangerously ef· 
fcctive at dose range-and a ray-tube, 
deadly, no longer than a pencil. He went 
back to the televisor and manipulated a 
di?.l. The screen went blank., was sudden· 
ly shot with a whirl of racing, blended 
colors. 

He spoke quickly into the transmitter. 
"Emergency ether-call! This is Dal 

Kenworth, son of President Kenwo;:th of 
the Americas. The Raider is on Venus. 
He has seized the collection ship and is 
landing on my elysia farm. He has a 
hostage on board. Send fighting-ships at 
once. I'll try to hold him here." 

Kenworth moved the dial, toud1ed a 
switch. Immedi�tely the screen lighted 
up, showing his own face. His voice 
came from the transmitter. 

"Emergency ether·ca!l! This is Dal 
Ken worth--" 

Satisfied, Keoworth shut off the tele
visor receiver. That message would con· 
tinue to be sent out into the ether until 
the sending apparatus was shut off or de
stroyed. And as soon as the :;hips of the 
Interplanetary Patrol received it--

HE TURNED to the door. The collec· 
tion ship, looking like a fat black 

cigar, was settling toward a cleared spaa 
beyond the elysia fields. .As he watched 
it, a door io its liide- swung open, and 1 
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man appeared in the portal, beckoning. 
ICenworth hesitated. It would not do to 
ause suspicion - better to behave as 
!hough he suspected nothing. He moved 
toward the ship. 

The warm, sticky rain was unpleasant 
after tile brief respite of the a�ir-coolcd 
bouse. Anger was mounting within Ken
worth. Jenc-the poor kid-shot down 
witbout a chanc:e! \"/ell. the Raider 
would meet with a different reception 
�re. 

"Got your stuff?" the man in the por
tal hailed. 

Kcnworth nodded, scrutinizing him as 
he approached. H e saw a dean-shaven 
ftcc, strong- jawed, twinkling-eyed, 
burned almost black by the direct rays of 
IIU!I in airless space wher.::: even polaroid 
!�ass was insufficient protection. The full 
,ips, twisted in a smile, betrayed a ccttain 
!aldonic amusement. But this was not the !bider, not the hawk-faced, cold-eyed 
11a11 whose portrait was on the news
boards of a thousand space-ships. 

Kenworth decided to play a bold hand. 
Jlbis man would be as anxious to avoid 
lUSpidon as was Kenworth. The pirate 
ltood blocking the doorway with his huge 
bulk, his hand extended. His voice was 
low, deep. 

"Let's have it,'' he said. 
Kenworth took a small flask from his 

lOCket, and then, ltesitating, tluust it 
lilck. "Let's get the other matter cleared 
1p first,"' he said. 

The pirate's cold eyes flickered. 
Kenworth looked smprized. "Didn't 

Lanna tell you?" he .:tskcd. "Isn't L:\Jlna 
here?" 

"No. H�was called to N'yok on 
mrgent business." 

Kenv1orth nodded. "I see. '\X'ell, it's 
!bout that umeported clysia farm . . I've 
kx:ated it.'' 

He saw the oth·er hesitate, and pt:essed 
bis advantage swiftl�'· "Let me come in 

-I'H show you the spot on your d1art. 
And you can give me the receipt for my 
elysia." 

Taking his host's assent for granted, 
he moved forward. The other stepped 
aside. Kenworth knew that his gas-pistol 
was hidden from view ben;::ath his jacket, 
but he took p;tins to let his hands swing 
in plain sight. He had been in the ship 
before, knew the way to the control room. 
He went there S\vift!y, conscious of sharp 
eyes on his back. 

Seated at a desk was a slender man, his 
hair iron-gray, dre,;sed in the conventional 
flexible black leather of the spaceways. 
He stood up quickly as Kenworth entered. 

Kenworth held himself rigidly in check, 
knowing that he dared not give the Raid
er a hint of anything amiss. He stared at 
the other briefly, and then nodded. 

''I'm Dal Kcnworth," he said, and 
tossed his elysia vial on the desk. "I can 
show you where that lost elysia farm is-
1 spoke to Lanna about it.· ' 

The other Jid not answer. His eyes 
probed into Kcnworth's, black and cold 
:l.S glacial ice. His face was austerely 
handsome, tanned as black as his com
panion·s, and seamed with harsh lines. 
Kcnworth had never seen a face so im
passive, so capable of concealing all emo· 
tion. 

At last he spoke. "Good. Lanna told 
me of it... His voice was flat, toneless, 
yet with a curious crispness. He dipped 
his words oddly. 

Ken,worth nodded, turned to the chart 
table. He r�n his finger over it as t:.."l,ough 
searching. 

"You may have a fight on your hands," 
he said casually. "The chap's been trying 
to smuggle his elysia �ff Venus. Only two 
men this trip? I'll come along if you 
want." 

He examined the chart, his heart in his 
mouth. Behind him came the ll:tt, cold 
voice of the Raider. 
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"That's all-just twq, Am and I. But 
we can handle it. Gas .him out if neces· 
sary, or use the ship's ray-tube. Thanks 
anyw.ay." 

About to answer., Kenworth felt some
thing touch his leg. He glanced down
and jumped back, soppressing a cry. The 
Raider chuckled, and the other man 
echoed him with a gusty laugh. 

"Never seen an octan before? Guess 
you've never been on Mars." 

Kenworth grinned, although he felt a 
Jittle thrill of repugnance go through him 
as he stared dowo at the octa�that 
strange hybrid of Mars, where so many 
originally submarine creatures had 
evolved to land-dwellers as the oceans 
shrank. Once, millions of years ago, the 
octan's ancestors had dwelt in the Martian 
seas. Emerging on laoJ, they had even
tually becoming dwarfed to the size of 
small terriers. The thing's round body 
was covered with a growth of short, red
djsh fur, and perched atop it was a globe 
of a head, with two unwinking, baleful 
eyes set above a parrot-like beak. Its 
limbs were tc::ntacles - eight of them, 
furred, and lined with the atrophied 
remnants of suckers. Although Ken· 
worth knew that tbc octan was tamed, not 
dangerous, he could not st.:.ppress an in
voluntary shudder. 

THE octan moved toward him, scut
tling like a spider on its tentacle

limbs, and then paused, as though sens
jng his dislike. lt gave a .shrill whistling 
cry and ran back, climbing a leg of the 
desk and cmud1iog atop it. 

Kenworth saw that the two men were 
watching the octan. His chance, tl1en, 
had come, and if the Raider had spoken 
the truth, there were only two on the ship 
-besides the girl, who no doubt was a 
captive. He snatched the ray-tube from 
his jacket, drew the gas-pistol with his 
other hand. 

"Up!" His voice cracked like a whip
lash, peremptory, challenging. 

The big man snarled a surprized oath, 
made a hasty gesture-and paused, lifting 
his hands. The Raider's hands were al· 
ready in the air. Frightened, the octan 
leaped from the desk and scuttled from 
the room. A little feeling of apprehension 
went through Keaworth. But what harm 
could the repulsive creature do? 

The larger man said, "What's this? 
You can't--" 

The Raider interrupted him. "Don't 
bother, Arn. He knows who we are." 
Yet Kenworth s<:nsed puzzlement in th� 
Raide.r's eyes. 

Kenworth saiJ, "\.'Vhere's the girP 
Thona Trenton?" 

The Raider smiled slightly. ··she's 
safe, in a compartment aft. I took her 
because of Arn. He's a faithful lieuten· 
ant, and deserves some reward-and he 
said that he wanted her." 

Kenworth felt rage rising within him, 
fought it down. He said coldly, "You'll 
take-'' 

The Raider interrupted. "You should 
not have let the octan go," he smiled, 
amnsement in his eyes. "Ruthlessness aod 
logic are the only laws by which one can 
live. And it was not logical to let the 
cctan g�the creatures are more intel· 
Iigent than most people think. Surely you 
did rmt think I'd fall into your trap and 
tell you how many I bad on tbis ship! 
Vakk�use balf·strength only. Thett 
are things we must learn from our guest." 

And the Raider, his hands still held 
high, nodded, his eyes intent on some ob
ject beyond Kenworth! 

2. Flight 

KENWORTH was in a quandary. He 
dared not turn, for the Raider migbl 

be waiting for just that opportunity. 011 
the other hand, if there was an eneflll 
behind him--

· 
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He pjvoted very slowly, keeping his 
weapons aimed at Aro and the Raider. 
He caught a flicker of movement out of 
tl1e corner of his eye-and leaped back, 
swinging the ray-tube. 

He was teo late. A paralyzing shock 
went through him- the half-strength 
energy of the ray-tube-and the weapons 
dropped from his nerveless hands. He 
crumpled, fully conscious, but unable to 
co-ordinate his movements - suffering, 
actually, from a severe electric shock. Arn 
sprang forward, snatched up the gas
pistol and the tube. 

The Raider chuckled. Another man 
came into view-a l\1artian, seve:� feet 
tall, bl!ge-chested, with arms and legs 
thin as pipe-stems, his round face, with 
its tiny mouth and bulging eyes, like some 
ludicrous mask. 

�'Good!" the Raider said. "Good, 
Vakko. As for you, Arn-you would do 
well to learn from Vakko." 

The Martian giggled shrilly, apparent
ly deJjghted. He piped something Ken
worth •could not understand, and at the 
Raider's nod lifted Kenworth easily and 
laid him on a leather couch. There was 
surpriziog strength in those slender. brit
tle-seeming arms, with their thick growth 
of red fur. 

The Raider gave a command, and Am 
hurried away. Keoworth tried to move, 
but there was no feeling in his body. The 
effects of the ray, he knew, took some 
time to wear off. The Raider came close, 
stating down into Kenworth's eyes. 

He said slowly, "You should be thank
ful I told Vakko--half-strength!" 

Arn returned, and at his side was a 
girl - gray-eyed, dark-haired, whose 
beauty was scarcely marred by the traces 
tears had left on her cheeks. As Ken
worth recognized Thona Trenton he 
made ao effort to speak, managed only 
an inarticulate aoak. The girl 1iew to his 
side, 

•· Dall \'V"hat' s--are you--" 
"A little ray treatment," the Raider 

said gently. 
Thona fiashed a fmious glance at him, 

looked down again at Kenworth. She 
said, choking back a sob: "They've killed 
Jene, Dal!" 

Kenworth managed to nod. Too late 
he saw his mistake. The Raider's eves 
narrowed, aad he exchanged a qu

.
ick 

glance with Am. 
"How did you know that?" he �ked 

quietly. 
Then, realizing that Kenworth could 

not answer, he spoke to the Martian, who 
knelt by Kenworth and began to massage 
his body with his slender, powerful fin
gers. Life began to flow back into Ken
worth's veins, ha.�tened by Vakko's min
istrations. After one or two attempts he 
found his voice. 

"It's all right, Thooa," he told the girl, 
with an assurance he did not fed. 
"There's no danger." 

"And how does he know that?'' the 
Raider asked, apparently of the bare wall. 

He snapped his fingers suddenly, 
sprang to the televisor. As he clicked it 
on, Kenwcrth's face appeared on the 
screen, and his voice rang through the 
room. 

"--farm. He has a hostage on board. 
Send :fighting-ships at once. I'll try to 
hold him here." There was a pause, in 
which the harsh breathing of Arn was 
plainly audible. Then the voice from the 
transmitter resumed. "Emergency ether
call! This is Dal Ken worth, son of Presi
dent Kenworth of the Americas--" 

The Raider waited for no more. He 
leaped for the control board, barking 
orders at Arn, who raced from the room. 
The ship quivered, lifted. The Raider 
fmgered buttons, swung a lever. .Ab
ruptly the televisor screen weat blank. 
Kenworth knew that the space pirate had 
.rayed the house, destroying the televisor, 
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THON.\ was stCU"ing at Kenv;orth. 
"You're - President Ken worth's 

son?" 
He nodded, flu:;hing. "1--yes, Thona. 

[ didn't tell you-1 thought it might
make a difference." 

"But-why? The son of President 
Kenworth on an elysia farm!" There was 
amazement in her eyes. 

"As a matter of fact, it was a wager. 
A chap and I got into an argument-a 
commander of the Interplanetary Patrol, 
an old friend of my father's-and he bet 
me that I was too soft to raise a crop of 
elysia. Lord knows it's no easy job!" He 
lowered his voice. "l don't think I could 
have stuck it out, Thona, if I hadn't met 
you. Now don't worry. The Raider won't 
dare--" 

"J •:on't dare?" Tlw Raider stood over 
them, his eyes glittering in his mask-like 
face. "I won't kill rou-no. Neither of 
you. I'm tempted, I confess-but if 
worst comes to worst I can always bar
gain. And the son of President Ken
worth--" 

He paused, while Kenwor.th cucsed 
himself for revealing h.is identity. 

Arn came forward, frowning. He ges
tured to the controls, said something 
under his. breath. The Raider nodded im
p3tien.tly. 

Am said, amazement on his duk face, 
''Yo�·ce going to do it?" 

"Yes. They'll expect me to leave Venus 
to escape. We can't take the chance of 
going b-...ck to our mvn ship-and I won't 
go into space in this !e:t.ky boat. Nobody 
will expect us to go to the Night Side." 

Thona. gasped, and her hands flew up 
to her meeks. Even Kenworth paied. 

Am said unbeliev.<iogly, "We're going 
-to the Night Side?"' 

Kenworth unde-rstood his a.pprehen
sioo, shared it. Ship·s stayed on the �un· 
ward .side of Ve11us. There was a mys· 
tery �ut the Night Side-the half of 

Venus turned perpetually away from the 
sun, blanketed by thick douds and 
shunned by the wanderers of the space
ways. There had been a time, long ago, 
when expeditions had set out to explore 
the Night Side. They had never re
turned. They had gone into the enig· 
matic blackness armed with huge ray· 
tubes and gas-projectors-and had van
ished. 

Of the Night Side only one thing was 
known-no one had ever returned from 
it. And it was to this ltidden land of 
eternal blackness that the Raider was 
guiding his ship! 

Kenwotth revised his opinion of the 
Raider as he saw Arn turn away without 
another word. The Martian, watd1ing 
Kenworth with ray-tube in hand, said 
nothing. The octan scurried into the 
room and rubbed against Vakko's legs, 
and he reached down absently to strol•e 
it. It shrilled its pleasure. Kenworth felt 
Thona shudder against him. 

"Keep an eye out for ships," the Raid
er commanded, and Arn nodded, went 
to the control board. 

Ignoring Kenworth, the Raider picked 
up the little vial of el}'5ia from the desk. 
He unbuckled his leather jacket, fumbled 
with a thick, tubular belt he wore about 
his waist. It was transparent, filled with 
the pale elysia fluid, Kenworth saw. The 
Raider added Kenworth's gill of the 
liquid to his own stock. 

"It's a fabulous fortune," he said pleas· 
antly in his toneless voice, meeting Ken· 
worth

.
's gaze. "Curious that people are 

willing to pay so much for--emotion. 
That's what it is." He eyed the belt 
ruminatively. "Pure emotion. A scientist 
once exphined its ·action to me, but I 
couldn't understand him, except that it 
seems to step up the emotions-the pleas
urable sensations. 

"Elysia!" he went on almost dreamily. 
"It's well named. Back io the Twentieth 
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Century men used morphine and-what 
;was it?-cocaine--to allay pain and ex· 
cite pleasurable sensations. But they were 
drugs, and harmful. One drop of elysia 
will give a man days of almost unendur
able ecstasy-and the· feeling will last for 
years, wearing off only very gradually. 
.And a larger dose will kill." He slapped 
the belt, chuckling. ''It"s lucky I'd col
lected from most of the farms befo.:-e you 
intervened, Kenworth.''  

.Am said, "We're near the Twilight 
Zone now. The--" He broke off, 
snarled a lurid Martian oath. "T h' gaddtt.' 
A ship-two miles off! Coming this 
way!'' 

17' ENWORTH sat up hastily. The Mar• 
.&. tian moved closer, his ray·tube ceady. 
The octan tried to climb up Vakko's leg, 
but he kicked it away impatiently. 

The Raider went to the controls. He 
touched a button, and the televisor screen 
lit up, showing the outtine of a ship, 
torpedo·shaped, bearing the insignia of 
the Interplanetary Patrol-three circles, 
intertwined. 

''Interference!"' the Raider srud quietly. 
"Blanket their signals.'' 

_ 
Arn growled assent. On the edges of 

the screen a .Bickering nimbus of pale 
light grew, darting and writhing inward, 
oddly reminiscent of the sun's corona. 
Kenworth knew that the Patrol ship could 
not now send a message for aid. He 
prayed that su.ch a message had already 
been sent. 

Thana touched his. arm. He turned to 
bet. 

"I thought-hostages-----" she whis
pered, her mouth dose to his ear. 

"Maybe later," he murmu�d in re· 
sponse. "Right now he wants to make 
his getaway. We're being kept only as a 
last resort. He must be pretty sure of 
himself." 

The Raider's ears were pcetematuraJir 

quick. Without turning, he said in his 
Jlat voice, "I am. Quite sure. Watch the 
screen, and Jearn how spacemen fight!" 

3. Battle-and EJcape 

THE conflict began. Strange air battle 
of the Twenty-thjrd Century! Sound

less struggle of deadly rays guided by 
trained, quick-thinking minds! As Ken
worth watched the swift, deft movements 
of the Raider and his lieutenant, he be
gan to understand the reasons for the 
space-pirate's reputation. For the Raider 
wa� playing with the Patrol ship, playing 
with it so deftly that the attacker did not 
realize its own impotence. And Ken
worth knew that the ships of the Inter
planetary Patrol were not manned by 
fools-no! To command a Patrol slUp 
was a high honor-and one not easily 
gained. Yet the diabolical cunning of the 
Raider had the Patr·ol ship at his mercy-

Toe flickering rays still nimbused the 
screen, dimming and flashing out ag:;tin 
as the clashing rays of the two ships 
flared-invisible rays of paralysis and 
death! The heavy armor that plated the 
ships could resist a certain amount of 
raying, but if a ship remained in the path 
of a bealll for more than a few seconds, 
the ray would penetrate the armor �d 
reduce the crew to a state of helpless. 
paralysis. Kenworth saw that the Patrol 
ship was not using the death-rays, no 
doubt because the Patrol Commander 
knew or suspected the existence of the 
Raider's hostages. And the Rruder, too, 
was using l1is rays at half-strength only. 
Kenworth, an expert at space piloting, 
cursed under his breath as he watdaed the 
Raider send his craft through a breath
taking series of whirls and d.ives. He 
realized that when the Raider decided to 
strike, he could almost instantly ray the 
Patrol ship out of existence. 

But why was he delaying? What was 
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he planning? There was no hint of his 
intentions on that gawtt, immobile face. 

The mad spins and lurches of the ship 
did not discommode· the passengers, due 
to the artificial gravity field existing with
in the craft. But, v:atching the madly 
flaring screen, Ken,vorth s�-�.w the .Patrol 
ship s!ip aside and vanish, saw the jag
ged peaks of a mountain range come 
rushing np. dim in the grayness of the 
Twiiight Zone. The ship was falling! 

A voice boomed through the cabin. 
"Surrender, Raider! Kill your rays!" 

A tight smile flickered over the Raid
er's face. He said in a swift aside, "Arn, 
keep the interference on." 

Arn grunted, little beads of perspira
tion standing out like jewels on his space
blackened face. Kenworth fdt Thona 
huddle against him. For a moment a 
thrill of fear went through him, but a 
glance at the screen was instantly reas
suring. The mountains seemed to be 
stopping their mad mard1 toward the 
ship, slowing down. The Patrol craft 
lurched into view. Abruptly it began to 
recede in a series of curious little jumps. 

Kenworth knew that this was illusion. 
The Raider was fleeing, and the screen 
darkened steadily, with the puii'Suing 
.Patrol ship a black silhouette against the 
pale gray sky. The titanic mountains of 
the Twilight Zone dimmed, faded to 
darkness. They were entering the Night 
Side. 

The Ra.ider dicked o,·er a switch. The 
dc:ad blackness of the screen lightened, 
showed the Patrol ship. But there was a 
curious lack of perspective, of color. It 
was a shadow-picture, two-dimensional 
and unreal. Ultra-violet rays were re
sponsible. All space-ships were equipped 
with them, Kenworth knew. InvisibL: 
light, making a strange shadowland of 
the blackness! 

And now Kenworth realized the Raid
er's plan. The nimbus of light still flick· 

ercd on the screen, and the Patrol ship 
could not summon help, for the Raider's 
interference mechanism blanketed the 
other ship's signals. The Raider might 
have destroyed his attacker in the Twi
light Zone-but that would have !eft the 
Patrol ship's wreck to attract attention. 
pointing a definite finger of suspicion 
toward the Night Side. Pretending to be 
crippled, the Raider was luring his enemy 
into the hidden blackness of Venus-and 
there he would strike! 

Kenworth began to search the room 
with his eyes, mtthotlically seeking sev· 
eral devices whidt he knew should be in 
the control chamber. A plan was forming 
in his mind-but he would have to act 
quickly. Luckily he had been in the col
lection ship before, and it was not long 
before he saw a rack of small tubes on 
the wall, tubes that resembled the paraly· 
sis-ray projectors, but: which were in real
ity light-tubes. And light would be vital
ly necessary on the Night Side-if they 
could escape from the ship. 

Kenworth located, too, a shelf on 
which a dozen sma!l packages were piled 
-parachutes, made from the incredibly 
tough filaments spun by the Cave Spiders 
of Mars. He put his arm unobtrusively 
around Thona, drawing her close. She 
looked up inquiringly. 

He prisoned one of her small hands in 
his big one. Then, his eyes on the Mac· 
tian, he pressed his thumb against Tho· 
na's palm, released it. Vakko did not 
move. His bulging eyes stared emotion
lessly at Kenworth. Using the Inter
planetary Code--adapted from the archaic 
Morse--lvhich every citizen had to learn, 
Kcnworth began to give Thona a mes· 
sage. Dot-a brief pressure-dash-a 
longer one--

"\V/hcn I give the wOl'd, get light-tubes 
and p�uachutes." S.•Niftlr he ind icated 
where they were. 

Thona's eyes did not flicker. The an· 
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swerin� pressure of her warm .fingers gave 
Ken worth the me�sage, "I understan<L .. 

Now they were far into tbe Night 
Side, racing through the blackness 

from the Patrol Ship. Another S·creen 
bad been put into operation, for the 
Raider did not care to cr�h blindly upon 
an uncharted mountain peale But at this 
height there was little danger of such an 
accident. 

Kenworth watched the Raider, and 
took the opportunity to send another mes
sage to Thona. 

"Now!" the Raider said, the word 
coldly metallic. He touched a lever, flung 
over a switch. 

Arn growled, "Good! Then we can 
;get out of this-darkness." 
1 The Raider said nothing. On the screen 
!tl1c Patrol ship grew larger. Rays leaped 
out-invisible, detectable only by the re
u:tions of delicate indicating i<1struments. 
.Tite Raider's face grew intent, like a 
jmask cut out of black stone. 
' The Martian's eyes flickered toward 
'the scr·een. 

Kenworth moved. !.ike an uncoiling 
spring he shot toward Vakko, smashing 
against the Martian's pipe-stem legs. 
Vakko toppled. The ray-tube was jerked 
from his hand, went spinning across the 
room. He screamed in an oddly piercing, 
shrill voice. 

Thona was running across the .room. 
The R:1.idcr swung about, and as he 
moved a grinding ccash rasped through 
the ship . The pirate wheeled, his fingers 
darting lightning-like over the controls. 
His momentary inattention l13.d almost 
lost him the battle with the Patrol ship. 

"Am.'" His command stopped the big 
lieutenant, brought him, too, lnck t-o the 
controls. "Get the Patrol ship!" he 
mapped. "Quick! Then--" 

Kenworth had counted on this. In the 
crisis, the final batdc between the two 

ships, the R:tider would need both f..rn 
and himself :1t the controls-would not 
dare turn to face a lesser peril, knowing 
that a moment's inattention would mean 
disaster. Already there \\':lS a w:t:-ning 
tingling shuddering thwugh Kenworth's 
body-the first taste of the PatriJl !>hip's 
paralyzing rays, lancing through the pro· 
tecting armor! 

He snapped a vicious blow at the Mar· 
tian's pouchy chest, and Vakl;;o shrieked 
his pain. But the deceptively sle!lder 
arms did not relax, and, cur�ing, Ken· 
worth drove blO\v after blow into the 
l\:[artian's body. He beard a shrili pip
inP., and felt $Omcthing wllio across his 
ey�s. Tentacl�s wound abo�t his head, 
and a vicious beak stabbed at his face. 
The cctan! 

He put all his strength into a sledge· 
h:u:nmcr blow that smashed bones in the 
Martian's cbest. The binding arms re· 
laxed, and Kenworth kdped to his feet, 
tore away the o<.tan's tentacles. The par
rot-like beak snapped viciously at his 
hand, and the thing squealed in futile 
rage. He flung it from him, turned. 

He had a flashing glimpse of a mael
strom of titanic forces racing across the 
televisor screen. The Raider was st ill at 
the control board, his fingers darting to 
and fro. Arn was on his feet, plunging 
toward him, gas·gun leveled. 

Thona was gone. Kemvorth spun. 
leaped for the doorw:�.y. Something 
popped near his head, and a cloud of 
greenish gas sprang into existence, writh· 
ing as though alive. He got through the 
door, holding his breath, and sww1g it 
shut. A precious moment was wasted 
while he sc:.uchccJ for a bolt that was not 
there. T1ten he turned and went r:1.CiP..g 
along the conidor. 

"Oa.l!" It w;ts Thona's voice. "Dal-· 
here!" 

She wJ.s stanJi,,g by at1 open oval of 
empthl�ss through whid1 a blast of rae· 
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mg wind screruned. She made a quick 
movement with her hand, threw some
thing out of the ship. Light flared. It 
was a light-tube, hurtling downward, 
lighting the dead blackness of the Night 
Side. 

Kenworth adjusted the parachute Thona 
handed him, saw t11e tumbled surface of 
land far below. He heard Arn shouting, 
and a gas-pellet burst against the wall. 
But the greenish vapor was instantly dis
sipated by the rushiog blast. Kenworth 
seized Thona's hancl and they leaped to
gether out into space, 

A WARNING tingling sent fear darting 
.J.'"1 through Kenworth. Away from the 
protecting insulation of the ship, the 
paralyzing rays were bathing them. 
Realizing that this would happen, Ken
worth had determined not to open the 
parachutes until they had fallen beneath 
the range of the rays. But would tfle fall 
be swift enough to save them? Would 
they become paralyzed-unable to open 
the parachutes? 

The tingling ceased; in the whit'e flare 
the ground rushed up at them. With a 
word to Thona Kenworth touched the 
stud that opened his parachute. The two 
'chutes blossomed togethel'. 

Above them the· ships whirled and 
spun and dived in mad conflict. Abrupt
ly the Raider's ship flashed away, came 
darting down at them. Kenworth could 
guess what was in the Raider's mind. His 
hostages were invaluable--he dared not 
lose them. But to la.od and recapture th� 
two meant laying himself open to the 
Patrol ship's attack. 

The Raider Bed, was lost in the dark
ness. The other ship slanted dowo. Ken
worth. could guess, too, what lay in the 
mind of the Patrol ship's commander, 
Like the Raider, he wished to land, to 
pick up the two refugees. But he woold 
realize that th� moment his ship touched 

the soil of Venus, his defenses down, the 
Raider would come swooping out of the 
shadows, his rays working deadly havoc 
before the other ship could be lifted 
from the ground. 

The landscape swayed, rocking as they 
drifted down. Now the light-tube was 
dying. Even the tempered metal of the 
tube had been unable to withstand the 
impact. But the light had served its pur· 
pose. lt had revealed the landing-place. 

Rock. Great plains of rock, fantastical· 
Iy colored, with here and there small 
patches of the dull gray soil of Venus. 
Over -all lay a silvery sheen, the brilliant 
sparkle of frost. An icy chill struck 
through Kenworth. The Night Side, 
twned perpetually from the sun, would 
naturally be cold-but the wonder was 
that it was not colder than this. Then he 
realized the solution-the dense atmos
phere that blanketed the Night Side from 
the utter chill of aicless space. 

They touched the ground, rolled over. 
Kenworth helped Thona up, brushing 
white frost from her garments. He hesi· 
tated, glancing arouod. 

Thona, completely invisible as the last 
traces of the light died, groped closer. 

"Dal!" she said, a curious note of fear 
in her voice. "Dal! Do you feel-some
thing strange?" 

4. Spawn ()f DttrkneJS 

KRNWORTH knew what she meant, Yet 
the sensation was utterly unreal, fan· 

tastic. It was like a queer sensation of 
movement within his brain--provoking 
some half-forgotten memory-now evad· 
ing him, now swimming into view--

He had it! Once, in N'yok, he had at· 
tended a council of telepathists, that small 
group of scientists who h:td devoted thei.r 
lives to experimenting with telepathy. 
And it was there that Kenworth had ex· 
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perien-ced a sensation :Similar to this in
explicable mo.tion within his brain. 

Remembering the theories of the teiep
athists, he threw his mind open, made it 
blank, receptive. But no message came. 
Only breaking in through the darkness 
came Thona's voice. 

"Dal! W here are you?" 
Shaking his head, he looked ar-ound, 

blinded by the darkn.ess, realizing that he 
bad unwittingly moYed forward a few 
paces. As he answered, a little cay of 
light flickered on, an.d in its light he saw 
Thooa near by, holding a .light-tube in 
her hand. At his surprized glance she 
smiled, and said, 

"I managed to get two of them." Then 
she so.bered. "Whatt is this-sensation? 
1t feels as though something's pulling at 
my brain!" 

Kenworth sta1ted. That had been his 
Gwn .sensation, exactly. And, indeed, 
undei' its guidance he had moved for
ward. 

He told Thona of the telepathy theory. 
"The scientists have .often conjectured on 
the possibility of a .race existing w.ithout 
oral speech, speaking by thought-impulses 
done. It's not as fantastic as it seems
indeed, they've proved the possibility ·O>f 
telepathy." He took the light-tube from 
Thona, adjusted it until only a faint glow 
shone out. "·We'd better move, Thona. 
If the· Raider destroys the Patrol ship
&S I think he will--he'll be back Aml he 
�nustn't find us here." 

A shadow fell on Thona's face. "But 
how can we get back? It's impos�ibl�. 

Dal-it may be thousands of mites even 
to the Twilight Zone!" 

'Keoworth smiled v.rith an assurance lu: 
did not feel. ''We can make it. It'll be 
quite a walk, but-have you your food 
tablets?" Every citizen was requir-ed by 
law to carry a pad(et ,of these concentrated 
food pellets, and Thona pulled a fiat 
metal rontainer from her pocket. 

"Wi1at about water, though?" She 
answered her own question as tbe light 
gleamed on the frost-rime on the l"'cks. 
' 'The ice-of course. Dut what about 
direction?" 

Kenworth glanced up, but the stars 
were J1iddcn by the thick cloud-masses. 
He switched off the light, waited for his 
eyes to grow accustomed to the darkness. 
Then he touched the girl's arm. 

"There. Thona. See?" Abruptly he 
realized that she could not see his point
ing finger, and fumbl�d for her he3.d, 
felt the soft curls beneath his fingers. 
He turned her head slowly. "Do you see 
that glow--\'ery faint, though-far away 
on the horizon?" 

"No . . . oh, y:es. But it's scan::ely 
vi:.ible." 

"Doesn't matter." Kenworth hesitated. 
A little warning premonition went 
through him. The light was strangely blue
tinged to be the daylight of Venus. But 
what other c:<planation could there be to 
this light on the Night Side? 

"\X' elt, come on," Thona said. But 
after a few steps she paused, staring at 
Kenworth. He nodded. 

"Funny. I felt it, too. That-queer feel· 
ing in my head is gone: I wonder--" 

But it was useless to conjecture. Haste 
was necessary, and for a time the two 
hurried on in utter silence, climbing over 
jagged rocks, slipping more than once on 
the frost-rime that lay like a fantastic 
arabesque m•er everything. It "i'''as cold, 
but no colder than a N'rok winter, and 
the exercise of wlllking warmed them. 

Tm'Y had been walking for almost 
hvo hours, by Kenworth's wrist 

chronometer, when they saw the· stra."'ge 
white thln:g. It lay like a great pale pa-n· 
cake neady two feet in diameter, on a 
flat smface of grayish soil. For a space 
about it there was no frost on the ground, 
and a·s the two approached they could 
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feel a faint, gentle warmth radiating from 
the thing. 

It had only one feature, a branch-like 
arm projecting vertically from the center, 
about a foot long. And the creature
whatever it was--was not immobile. It 
pulsated gently. 

"Careful," Kenworth said. "It's a plant 
of some sort, I think." 

"It's alive," Thona commented. 
Kenworth moved forward, touched the 

spongy, rubbery surface of the thing. The 
pulsations continued undisturbed. 

"Curious," he said. "But oot much 
help. "\Ve need a guide, not a plant." 

He turned away, dlecked himself at 
Thona's astonished exclamation. 

"Look!" She was pointing at the plant. 
Kenworth stared. 

The vertical branch projecting up from 
the white pancake was no longer vertical. 
lts tip was bent at a right angle. 

"It's--pointing,'' Thona said. 
"impossible! How could a plant--" 
The branch move-d slowly until it was 

again upright. Then it bent down again 
-jerked for all the world like a pointing 
linger! 

"It's pointing, Dal." 
He was not convinced. "No • . .  but 

flowers turn with the sun sometimes, 
don't they? 'Il;is may be something simi
lar--" 

From the gloom came a startling sound 
-a sharp, sudden bark, abruptly chopped 
off. Kcnworth whirled. It came again
a l1oarse shouting. And it repeated over 
and over the single word: 

"Dall Dall DaJl" 
The two stared at each other. As the 

voice paused Thona whispered. "The 
Raider?" 

Kenworth shook his head, frowning, 
p112:Zled. He took a step in the direction 
of the voice, noticing that it was there 
that t&e plant-bra.och was poiotiog. Thona 
kept dose to him. 

About fifty feet away they came out 
into a little plain of gray soil, ringed 
with garishly colored rock. The place was 
quite warm, Kenworth realized with 
amazement. In the middle of this cleared 
space was another of the strange white 
plants;-.but far different from the orig· 
ina! one. 

TI1is was huge. A dozen feet in 
diameter, dome-shaped, with a score of 
long branches shooting up from the 
thing's center, it lay pulsating and throb· 
bing with life. And as the two watched, 
the plant began to rotate like a great 
turntable. It turned very slowly, until on 
the surface facing Kenworth and Thona 
appeared a group of odd appurtenances
organs, apparently. A small puckered 
orifice reminded Kenworth of a mouth, 
although it remained immobile and silent. 
Ringed about it were six bulging white 
domes. The whiteness vanished mo· 
mentarjly from one of them, and Ken
worth saw a black shining surface. Then 
the pale skin covered it again. 

Had the plant--eyes? 
"What is it, Dal?" Thona asked shakily. 

"I don't know," he said. "Plants have 
evolved coosiderably on 1\iars, I've beard, 
but never to this stage. I wonder if the 
thing can-understand us." 

The puckered orifice on the plant's sur· 
face twitched convulsively, and opened. 
From it came an ear-shattering beUow 
that made Thona cry out, clapping her 
hands to her outraged ears. Kenworth 
took a step back, his eyes widening. And 
still the hoarse yelling kept on, rising and 
falling like the hooting of a siren. Ab· 
ruptly Kenworth realized that there was 
a definite sequence in the shouting. The 
thing was yelling-words! 

l7ENWOR.TH stopped his ears with his 
.& fingers, and su.ddenly the yelling 
faded, became articulate, Wlderstandable.. 
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"Can-un-der-Jtttn'! Can-rln
'der-uan' !" 

Thona touched his arm. "He-it
says be understands!" 

Kenworth "-'as not so sure. "I don't 
know. Some automatic reflex of repeti· 

tion, perhaps," he said, shoutiog to make 
himself heard above the tumult. Sudden
ly the bellowing changed. 

"NO--rep-i-ti-Jhrm! CaiJ-un
Jer-J ta11' !" 

"Yc gods!'' Kenworth said. "Tnc 
thing's intelligent!" 

And yet-why not? On Mars plants 
had evolved, under careful training had 
shown faint gleams of intelligence. And 
certainly there was a tremendous gulf be
tween an ordinary plant and thi5 incred
ibly developed plant-monster. Kenworth 
realized abruptly that he had seen no 
animal life on tlH: Night Side. Free from 
the vegetable kingdom's natural enemies 
-grazing animals, destroying mankind
why could not a plant develop through 
the eons into an intelligent creature, just 
as man had evolved through uncounted 
millenniums? 

And the thing un<juestionabiy was in
telligent. The hooting died aw:ty, and in 
the si�ence Keoworth increased the bril· 
liancy of his light-tube. Again came that 
thunderous bellov<ing. 

"N o-11o-no--n o.'" 
The lids prote-cting the thing's eyes 

twitched. Strong lights, to this being of 
eternal night, was painful - n:tturally 
enough. Ken worth adjusted the light 
until it was a very faint glow. He said, 
"How is it you speak our language?" 

Surprizingly, the thing shouted, "Tel
epathy!" 

"What?" Keoworth could scarcely be
lieve Ibis ears. This amazing mo:1st�r of 
an alien planet! 

"Read words-in mind- Kenworth 
mind - Thona rnind - pictu res-
woe$-'' 

Thona said to him, "But we don't 
think in words, Da!, We think in pic
tures." 

"No, Thona. You're wrong. Really 
our thoughts are a combination of words 
and images. This thing seems to be read
ing the words in our minds, and seeing 
our thou.ght-images, seeing what the 
words stand for! It's possible-indeed, 
the only way tme thought-communication 
can be established. Those N'yok 5Cien
tists told me--" 

The bellowing roared out again. · ·sc� 
word-sounds - pictures - }'CS. Undc·.r· 
stand." 

"Sec, Thona?" Kenworth said. "It's 
fantastic-but scientifically logical." 

He turned to the plant-creat-ure. "\What 
are you? I mean--what sort--" He 
stwnbled, paused, and the shouting inter
rupted him. 

"Plant-no. Evolved plant-yes. Livc=d 
here a!ways." 

Ken"tvorth asked curiously, "Are there 
many of you? Do rou mean you've livc=d 
-a!waysi�' 

Arbitrary timc-desjgnations would mean 
little to the creature, he thought. But the 
plant caught his meaning. 

"Not-like this. Not many-no. Grow 
-grow--" The thundering vo:fe 
paused, apparently puzzled. Then it re
swned . •  

"Other plant-you saw. Me. 
Part of me. Born-born-rooted to me . . 
1-dic, yes. It Jives, has-babies." 

Thona could not repress a giggle. Evm 
Kenworth chuckled. Babies! Yet that 
was the thought the plant had read in the 
hwuans' minds-babies, indeed! 

Yet Kenwortb realized what the crea
tme meant. The first plant-thing they 
had seen was the offspring of the great 
plant - connected, apparently, by an 
underground root. In time the mothtr 
plant-if one could use that term of a 
sexless, or rather bi-sexual vcgetabl� 
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t\'Oulcl die, and the other would become 
independent, have "babies" of its own. 

1'hona said, "If it can read our minds, 
why d0c; it have to t:1.lk to us-audlibly?'' 
She spoke directly to Kenworth, odd!y 
:!\'Cr�e to aJdrcs�ing the plant di rectly. 
But the thing bdlo'·'·.::d an a.ns;ver. 

"No - your m!nds already -getting 
thoughts. Not fmm me. Cannot-me
cannot break in.'' 

Tho:u turned a white hce to Ken
worth. ''Did you hear that? It says our 
minds are alrc::.dy---" 

Kcnworth nodded, remembered the 
strange feding he h:�d had directly after 
the esc�p� from the Raide.r. "I don't get 
any thoughts, though, " he said slowly. 

"Not--thought�," the plant bellowed. 
"Com01and-u.rge---pull. Drags you to 
-to-thougbt-givt>r." A branch bent, 
pointing. ''Light-res, blne light-you 
go thct·c." 

"Then it i�n't the daylight after all," 
Kenworth said. 

Thon:t's lips were trembling. '"\'o/e'!l 
keep away from there, Dal. If--" 

The shouting br0ke in. "No keep 
away-cmnot. Drag� you there. Dragged 
everything ort-on-Night Side there-
long ago. Only mc----pl:lnt:; like me
rooted--" 

The branche:; gro,;;·ing from the phnt· 
thing's center t>vitchcd, stirrr:J . Th·:y 
�vrithcd apart, oddly like tentacles. One 
of the phnt's bulhous eyes flickered op·::n 
momentarily. 

AnJ without w.aming the mons:·cr 
struck! 

5. Power of Thought 

THE bl"anches--no longer stiffly erect, 
but pli3nt. writhing-came racing 

down to Thona and Kenworth. Tbey 
curled about the two, lifting them from 
i:he2r feet. Kc�-.wortb felt his ribs crack 

as the pl�.nt-tentad es tightened about 
him. Dimly he heard Thona scream. 

He struck out at the binding brandtes 
as he was lifted, realized that he still 
gripped the light-tube in one hand. A 
sharp pain darted through his teg. He 
saw the tip of a tentacle bering into the 
flesh-saw the pallor of the pbnt change, 
becom� rosc:�te, crim.son. The thing was 
sucking blood from his veins. 

Once Kcnw01th l1ad seen a mouse 
caught by one of the giant pitcher-plants 
of earth. Now he realized what the 
mouse must have felt, helpless, drained 
dP; of blood by the vampire plant. He 
struggled frantically - uselessly. Held 
high above the dome-shaped body of the 
creature, he was powe:·k-ss to harm it
.l&ld the tentacles were tough as steel. 

Light! The thing feued light! As the 
thought flashed into his brain he knew 
that tbe plant read his mind. A tentacle 
loosened, made a swift dart for the light· 

tube. But already Kenwo.rth had made 
the adjustment that sent a flcod of blind
ing brilliance glaring out from the cyl
inder. 

Creature of the dark-to which light 
was a blinding agony! The thin mem
brane over the plant's eyes was little 
protection, and as the glaring radiance 
streamed out Kenworth felt the tentacles 
::tbout him contract, twist in midair, and 
loosen. He slipped through them, fell, 
gripping the light-tube desperately. Rub· 
bery flesh gave beneath his feet; for a 
momwt he fdt the pulsing body of the 
monster beneath him. and then he leaped 
aside. 

"Thona!" he ca\lcd. 
A faint cry bmught him to her side. 

She la.y on the gray soil, where she had 
been th!'own by the agonized plant. Ken
worth picked her up and sprinted to 
s:t.fety. 

But the pl.lnt wa..� no longer :1 menace. 
Its tcntadcs lay like a mat of white vines 
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ever its eyes, protecting them from the 
�lare. Beyond the reach of the monster 
Kenworth put Thona down, anxiously 
felt for her pulse. 

She was unhurt. The soft soil had 
broken the force of her fall. ln a mo
ment she sat up, terror in her eyes. 

"We're safe, Thona," Keoworth said, 
conscious of the bitter irony of the words. 
And, echoing him, came the sound of a 
flat, metaliic laugh. 

''Quite safe. And thanks for the light. 
I'd never have found you otherwise." 

Kenworth wheeled, just as the great 
bulk of the collection ship grounded near 
by. Framed in the open portal was the 
Raider, his dark face immobile. In his 
hand was a ray·tube. 

"Don't move," he said quietly. "I can 
paralyze you in a moment." 

'I1lona whispered, "T."'e Patrol 
ship--" 

"I destroyed it. Come!" 

Thona and Kenworth exchanged hope
less glances. Then, shrugging, Kenworth 
moved forward. Satisfaction gleamed in 
the Raider's eyes. 

There came a swift ru�tle of .move
ment from behind !him. He staggered, 
nearly fell. Racing out of t."-Je ship came 
the octan, shril.ling its thin cry. 

It scuttled p:1.st Kenworth and went 
flashing away. Kenworth clicked off his 
light-tube, anJ, thrusting it in his pocket, 
leaped for the Raider. He stumbled over 
the threshold of the ship's portal. Light 
flared. 

The Raider stood almost beside him, a 
light-tube in one hand, a ray-tube in the 
other. He jumped back, keeping the ray
tube leveled. Kenwortn, tensed to spring, 
realized the £utility of such an attempt. 

"Get in the sh.ip." the Raider said 
coldly. 

VAKKO, the Martian, came to the por
tal. He fluted a question at the 

Raider, who gestured into the surround· 
ing gloom, said something in his flat 
voice. The Martian }l(�itated - and 
turned his hea.d slowly, listening. Then 
he, too, took a step forward, another step 
-and raced away in the track of the 
octan ! 

''Vakko!" The Raider's voice ·�:vas per· 
emptory, menacing. He swung the ray· 
tube away from Kenworth, paused. 

The Martian was lost in the shadows_ 
Arn came out of the ship. He paid no 

attention to the ethers, but simply wa.lkcd 
off into the gloom, his pace steadily ir;
creasing. 

Thona tumed. She began to follow 
him. 

The Raider wa� behaving oddly . He, 
too, stood in an attitude of listening. 
And throbbing within Kenworth's br�in 
c�me that curious sense of movement 
that he had already experienced. And 
this t�me it summcned. 

It Gtllecl-bedmncd! He felt himself 
sw•a)'ing toward the shadows where the 
others had vanished. He saw the Raider's 

face, astonishment in the black eyes , sav.r 
light-tube and ray-tube drop from the 
pirate's hands. What had the plant-thing 
said? "Thoughts . . . command . . .  drags 
}'OU to thought-giver." 

Like a great wave, blackness engulfed 
him! 

THUD • .  thud . . .  rhythmic thud-
d ing . .  of racing feet . . .  slowiy 

Kenworth foHght back to consciousnt:ss. 
He saw bobbing figures outlined against 
a strangely blue glow before him, heard 
hoarse breathing. At his side w2s the 
Raider, gaunt face expressionless, n.ln
ning e;:asi.ly. But why were they running? 

Realization struck home to him. 'Il1e 
darkness that had shrouded his mind 
lifted. He saw his surroundings. 
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He was in a crater---"v.lSt, with dist:lfil 
jagged walls that marched like a great 
.ramp. It was lighted by a blui:;h radiance 
that .carne from a mound in the crater's 
centeli-a strange rnound, glistening and 
heaving \'cry slowly .. 

The bobb}ng figures aheM paused. 
Ken�/orth saw the ciongated silhouette 
of the M:trtian, sa'N Am's bulky body, 
the sl;m .form of "fbona. He came up 
with them. stopped. The last tra.ces of 
the fog !iftc:d from his mind. 

He caught Thona in his arms, fearful 
th2.t 'Sh� might race away again. The 
Marti.m poin�ed, and Arn growled an 
�}ath. 

The racing fonn of the oct:m was still 
moving swiftly across the crater's floor 
toward the glistening knoll. 1t raced on· 
ward, .flung .itself on the mound-:U1d 
was .cnguifed! It dis.a2peared in the shin· 
ing, cadi:mt sur.f:lce. The blue glow 
brighto.:m:d bridly, faded again. 

Kcnwor.i'h heard the Raider cursing 10 
a dull, hopeless znonotone. 

Am ·sai� v.·.ith a curious catch iu his 
gruff voice, "\X'lut-is that .thing?" 

The Raider said, ' 'Don't you remember 
the Ko.rla crater? On Mars?" 

Am paled beneath his space-burn. He 
said, ".But this n.eature-" 

"ls larger. Yes. A hundred ti:mcs lar
ger. But it's the s:�.m� kind of being." 

"WJut .do you mean?" Kcnworth 
broke in. "Do you know what that
creature-is?'· 

As the Ra;Jcr ghnccd at him Ken· 
worth realized that the man w,'l.S an 
enemy, and stepped back involuntarilr. 
But the other mad�· .no .hostile JTIO\'e. 

"I knov:," the Raider said. "Yes. And 
I know we'll all be- dead very shortly." 
He shmgged. "I sa>v one of these once 
in a M.u.tian crater. It's alive-but a life· 
form entirely alien �<> us. It's unicellular. 
I had a scientist in my -crew then, and h.: 
exp�:tined it to me. Said .it might 'have 

come on-<>r in-a meteorite, .as the cra
ter seemed to indkate. Or it might .have 
evolved . . .  .it's an ameba." 

Arn said slowly, "There wasn't a ltv· 
ing thing-nothing but plant:> and trees 
-for miles a.roun.d t:he Korla crater." 

'· A·nd that thing was small - very 
smil.U. Yet we felt its .influence." 

"Telepathy!'' Kenworth said. "It seat 
out thought-impulses to cpture us . 
but an ameba?" 

"Yes. It's a unicellular creature 
Janna told me-an alien life-form, de� 
vdoped along lines w1familiar to us. It 
has no need to se-ek food-it draws food 
to it by mc:,ms of its powerf\ll thought-
CCi11:nands. Vakko!" 

Blit t1lC }.Lutian ""as gone-racing 
across the cn�:1.ter floor toward the glisten� 
ing mound. They watched, bs-cinated, as 
Vakko approached the creature-and was 
engulfed. A thin. scream came to them. 
Then silence. 

"What are we waiting f(}r?" Ken�·orth 
snapped. "Come on!" · 

But he did not move. Astonishment 
showed on his face. 

The Raider laughed grimly. "Because 
we can't get away. I've been trying . . .  
the thing's holding us with its thought· 
commands-dzagging us to it, one by 
one!'' 

6. !11 the Crttler 

DESPERATEl.Y Keov:orth struggled. 
He could move, he found, .but only 

in one direction-toward the shining 
blue mound. He could almost feel the 
thought-commJ.nd:; pressing a bl:lnket 
upon his br.1in, slowing his movements, 
pulling at him-like a sna·ke hold-ing <1 
bird with its h}'pnotic glare, d rawing it 
doscr to the gleaming fangs! 

He felt Tbon:t move, struggle to 
escape fmm his arms. He s:�.id sharply, 
"Thon.1!" 

W.T.-4 
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A film seemed to be over h.:!r eyes. 
Abruptly this vanished, and she stared at 
him fearfully. He held her clos.er. 

The Raider said, "Janna-the scientist 
-wa.s quite enthusiastic - wanted to 
study the thing closely. He nearly did for 
us, too. Luckily I set the controls on the 
1hip before I lost consciousness. When I 
recovered we were nearly p:tst Phobos. 
And that was scarcely a tenth as large as 
this creature !" 

i\rn �aid, "The ray-tubes--" 

"�'e tried them," the Raider re
minded him. "Don't you remember? We 
couldn't hurt it. Even the ship's ray
tubes failed. Janna said th� thing built 
up some sort of resistance that shunted 
off the rays. The powers of such a crea
ture!" he cried, and for the first time 
Kenworth heard emotion in the Raider's 
·vo[ce. "It's destroyed all animal life on 
the N�ght Side!" 

Arn moved forward swiftly. The 
Raider ran after him, seized his arm. 
For a moment the two moved together 
toward the crater's center; then the Raider 
released Arn. Perspir:1tion clewed his 
gaunt face as he turned b:1.ck, but he 
could not retrace his steps. He stood fac
ing Kenworth, his mouth a tight line. 
Abruptly he pointed. 

Kenworth turned, saw a faint glow in 
the sky, far beyond the crater's rim. 

"There!" the Raider said. "My light
tube. I dropped it by the ship. If we 
could escape, we could find our way back 
by that--" 

He turned, shrugging. Arn wa� quite 
close to the blue mound now. His arm 
was outstretched, and Kcnworth caught a 
glance of light on mct:tl. Arn was raying 
the monster. 

Usek:ss! A little sparkle showed that 
the tube had fallen from Am's hand. 
He sp!·ang forwarJ-and was engulfed! 

W.T.-5 

The blue light brightened. Spadding 
threads of radiance shot through the 
mound. It pulsated more swiftly. 

The Raider looked over his shoulder. 
"Janna said it-eats--not so much for 
food as for-emotion. It can draw its 
food from the soil, like a plant, he said. 
He thought it gets some sort of unearthly 
pleasure from what it devours." 

Incredible . . .  and yet-mankind's de
velopment was both mental and emo
tional. Why could not this ameboid thing 
have developed its sense of emotion at 
the expense of intelljgence? A mindless 
entity, sending out its thought-commands 
by instinct, as a pitcher-plant exudes its 
luring fluid to attract victims . . .  it was 
possible, Kenworth knew. The blue light 
had flared brighter when Arn was en
gulfed than when the octan or the Mar
tian had been-was that because Arn's 
brain v:as more highly developed. had 
given the creature more pleasurable sen
sations? 

Th� creature was as far removed from 
an ameba as man was. On earth the 
ameba had chaneed, evolved from a uni
cellular being to a creature of many cells. 

But if the cell had not divided? Its 
evolution would have been far different! 
And an ameba had no intelligence, had 
but the urge of hunger. Might not a 
creature descended directly from a single
celled ameba be an entity living for sen
sation alone, its hunger urge taking the 
place of all other pleasurable sensations? 
Sex? The thing was sexless' 

But that the monster could be ac
counted for scientifically did not lessen 
its deadly menace. For suddenly Thona 
tore herself from Kenworth's arms, went 
racing toward the blue mound. 

For a moment Kenworth stared, un
moved. Then he sprinted after her, 
shouting her name. Could he c:1tch her 
in time? 
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Not twenty feet from the mound he 
seized her, held her tightly. She fought 
him furiously, and he was forced to 
prison her arms to her sides. She kicked 
him, but his tough boots saved him from 
injury. 

And now within Kenworth's mi!Od the 
blackness began to grow again. The 
thought-command grew more powerful, 
usurping his brain. He fought frantic
ally, but still the summoning call dragged 
at him. He began to move toward the 
blue mound, still clutching Thona to him. 

One half of his mind seemed to hold 
aloof, watching, while the other part, 
obeying the thought-summons, dragged 
him forward. Helpless bird moving to· 
ward a hungry snake's fangs! His breath
ing was harsh in the dead st!llness. 

HJS foot struck something, the ray
tube Arn had dropped. Somehow 

he bent over, scooped it up. But Thona 
pulled free, moved toward the waiting 
mound. It was nearly twenty feet high, 
pulsating, shot with glowing veins. Ken
worth managed to lift the tube, although 
he felt as thot1gh he was lifting a!1 im
possibly heavy weight . 

But he could not ray the monster. 
Thon:a was in the path of the beam. 
Moreover, Arn had tried the ray's power, 
and had failed. The monster had dragged 
him forward inexorably. 

1l1•e thought flashed into Kenworth's 
mind, and he acted swiftly. He touched 
the button on the tube that adj usted the 
ray to half-strength, sent that paralyzing 
beam darting out. The blue mound was 
not tmubled; but Thona stopped, crum
pled in a limp heap to t!1e grounJ. Para
lyzed-unable to obey the monster's 
thought-command! 

Kenworth turned the tube, sent its 
beam tingling through his body. Ice 
gripped him. He fell. 

There was a queer numbness in his 
head, and the sense of movement within 
his brain grew more pronounced. But he 
could not move. He was safe-until the 
effects of the ray wore off! 

He looked for the ray-tube. It was be· 
side him, and he knew that when the 
paralysis wore off he could seize it, send 
the ray through Thona and himself again. 

But eventually the tube would become 
exhausted. Death had not been avoided 
-it had merely been postponed. 

Pacing into view came the Raider. Al
most at Kenworth's side he stopped. 
Veins ridged his fo<ehead with the tre· 
mendous t:ffort he put forth. H e  re· 
mained l*e an image of stone, and Ken· 
worth saw sweat running down his gaunt 
cheeks, dripping from his chin. 

The terrible, silent battle went on. 
Still the Raider fought, glaring straight 
ahead at the blue mound. 

It was a conflict that codd have but 
one ending. Suddenly the Raider moved, 
made a hasty clutch for the ray-tube at 
his feet. But before he touched it he 
stiffened. His mask-like face turned to· 
ward the mound. 

The Raider stood up. 
He took a few slow steps-and rl!Shed 

forward. A hoarse bellow of defianct 
roared out from his throat. He leaped 
upon the mound! The shining blue sub· 
stance surged up around him in swift 
:uneboid movement, engulfing him. 

For a moment there was no change in 
the monster. Then, very sudden!}', the 
blue light brightened. The sparkling 
veins gleamed coldly brilliant. The thing 
pulsat<::d more swiftly. 

The blue light shone brighter. TI1e lit· 
tie veins were like white-hot threads of 
metal, and the pulsations became more 
rapid. TI1e mound surged up! It rose 
into a great pillar of blazing blue ligb� 
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nd a core of intolerable brilliance began 
o shine within it. It throbbed and 
ockcd with ecstasy! It shuddered with 
nfinitc pleasure! 

And Kenworth remembered - the 

-I] sial 
A year's supply of the drug, gathered 

'rom hundreds of farms, had been in the 
ube-belt about the Raider's waist. A 
lrop of H1e substance would last a man 
or months. What had the Raider called 
t? "Pure emotion . . . days of almost 
mendurable ecstasy." 

And the belt had held a year's yield 
1f elysja! 

Throbbing, the mound rocked, bb.zing 
1diance poured from it. The core of 
ight in the pillar was incandescent, fl

_
am

og with cold fire. It streamed out blmd
ngly. 

And the light snapped out and van
!hed! 

Utter darkness filled the crater. Flash
ilg light images still played on Ken
rorth's eyes, but these faded swiftly. He 
ilinked experiment:Uly. 

The paralysis was leaving him. The 
:ay-tube must have been almost ex
busted. Life flooded back into his veins. 
He fumbled in a pocket, found the 1 ight
llhe he had thrust there just before the 
�gulfing blackness had blotted out his 
enses. He heard Thona stirring. 

"Dal!" Her voice was frightened. He 

clicked oo the light, saw bee on her feet. 
His eyes widened as he stared past her. 

For there lay the blue mound-no 
longer blue, no longer-living! Pale and 
translucent it lay in a shapeless pile, and 
within it Kenworth saw the filaments
black threads now. 

Thona said, unbelievingly, "It' s 
dead!" 

Kenworth echoed her. "De:1d. The 
elysia did it-the Raider saved us, Thona, 
though he didn't know it. The creature 
lived on sensation-but there's a limit to 
everything. A dozen drops of elysia will 
kill a man; and that tremendous dose of 
the drug simply burned out the thing's 
life! It was like sending a billion volts 
of electric current through a copper wire 
-it burned out the nerve-tissues. It's 
dead, Thooa!" 

Her eyes were very bright as she 
looked up at him. He drew her close, 
flung out an arm toward the crater's rim 
where a pale glow shone in the sky. 

"And there's the light-tube the Raider 
dropped. It'll guide us to the ship." 

For a brief space they stood silent, two 
tiny figures lost in an immensity of black
ness that pressed in from all sides-like 
the race of Man, on three little worlds 
lost in the vastness of infinity, staring 
out into the unknown. Then, together, 
they began to walk forward-symbol of 
man-unafraid-conquering! 
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By THOMAS P. Kl:-r.LEY 

� stranf(e weird not•cl of a utJt!c of doom 011 the ll'�' e.rt Africrm corrst-an 
tmbdiev,tb!y fascimzti1?g !ale of an Englisb girl <111d hef Ar,Jericm1 

JWel:lhe,;rt, and rbe rtlllttzing jllte th,:r bt'fell thew 
The Story Thus Far 

SHANGHJ\IED to a my�terious fort
ress on the: \X' est Af ricm coast-the 
Castle of Gloom - Neil Bryant. 

your.g An�ericnn, together with th� lovdy 
Clrol Terry and the:: latter's brorbc:r. Bob, 
are taken to its age-old throneroum. 
whtre. a.mid ranks of guarding bLH.k sol· 
dic:rr, two hu1�un head:; �mile on them 
from bov, l-; nf �to;)e-Atmn, bc.tuteous 
princes� o[ old Egypt, and Ka�amour. l:1.st 

f t.hc Pharaohs! 
Here the 'iurprizcd Terrys karn they 

a�c: the descendants of tl:e gre:�t Quee-n 
H:.tshepsut. who ruled F.g;·pt thirty-four 
hur'ldred rear� a�o. In the tale of K.ua· 
mour they hc:!!r how the Queen lk·d be· 
ft'lre th{' rc:b·_ l linus !tordc� of Thothmes 

of their months of wnndering, and the 
journe}"s end by the waters of the great 
sea-they h.:.d sp<1nr.ed the Sahara Desert. l 
He tell� of lite building of the :!ged 
fortre�s. of his long centuries of study 
th:tt he might unite: once m,)re the- bead 
of the Princess. :1s well as his own, each ' 
to a 'valking body in whose veins stiil 
flowed the ropl blvod of Egypt. a forrnl 
appropri:t��· to their st:ttion. Then. �� 
b.:;t, of how the re�1ui red knowledge bad 
become hi�, to concluJe ·with the words: 
"And that, oh �;angers, is why }'Ott hal't 
been summoned! "  

The s1ory cont�nlles : 

12. PrinceJJ. or Jf? futt? 

HI,  of ltc:r dtalh ir: .l lc,ndy C:lVC near a� Tll!; last of the· Ph::traohs had tole' 
Cw;re, ar.d At!T'�·s O\\'n <.:.cape f lom the .1.. .!!._ his enthralling story, we three: pris· 
rc:l'>el k:u-ler in the cnpttal city of M:cm- onc;r� s.1t like .stone imaRes, hscin:.ted. 
nhis. while w1: watched thc bod iless hc·:1J of 
· They learn uf the wise Saccus nne! his Knramnur. The unbelievable antiquity1 
Gr,lden Oil of eternal lif'!; how the prin- rhe g!orious hi!;torr of the talking head 
(C�s (t( rgypt :tnd K:tr:tmour made ready forbade any answc:r:ng retorts or prot(o;ts. for the c:-:-pcrimcnt that '''�'uld rertder The rnnb of t:uarding soidiery wen 
them immune to the <"tnturi( � ;  of the 'luiet and motion lc�s . Doctor Zo!a ::.!om 
separ�tiug, of thc:ir head:. from their haJ sccmcJ ::live. nud altcrnatc:ly his C)'f! 
bodies. an,l t!wn at the:- supn:mc mnmeat. rc�tc·d upo11 t;,;, ::� tl to�1gh to nut<.: the el 
w!.erl their li fc:less fc·�ms v:cr::: to b.: fccts c:[ hi� ruler·� words 
plungcJ into the Ynts that

. 
wouiJ "i'c:·h:tps, oh Prince," he drawled i1 strengthen them for the ages, o! t!Je :tr· h is �oftcst tOt1C·_ "perh:tps the stupi( 

row that flew into the lo'' er to bury itsElf islanders an: �till in some douH as t( in the brc:ast of S:trcus. your me:tning. Allowances mu�t he mad. 
Their narrator tells of the R:,ght of his for their Jisgu�ting ignorance, Son of. Rt 

una}! army from the oocoming Thothmes; Recall you that they were even unawan 
68 Tl"" 6Wrr)O ..... -.... lrl WJ!..Ull) TALES tur .ltl8:t. 
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as to th(·ir ancc!'try; oblivious to that 
greatest CJf all honors. Truly the bodies 
have descended from the anciwt world, 
b:Jt the br.1ins hold not its wisdl1m. The 
le:�rning of o!d Egypt has long since de

patted from the minds of the fair race." 
The d:uk htad looked at Carol, frown

ing. 
"Dut wrely. you rnu:.t have: known that 

you are descended from the great H.lt
shepsut; that your di�tant f::thers had 
been kin�s in the halls of Kemi, five 
thou�and �re<HS L·dore Troy was found

ed?'' 

"And how was she to knov.·?" demand

ed Bob Terry. "You you:;eif have <td
mitted in this cock-and-bull story that the 
Queen ruled Ej,') pt over thirty·iour u·n· 
turies ago. No on<: can truthfully trace 
his ancestrr to such di�Lant antiqu1ty-it's 
riJicu!ous . . .  

' 'Your mother was Eg:, pti:lll . . .  remind· 
ed Zol:l. 

.. And rours French," countered the 
Englishman. "But does th:lt nt:n:ssarily 
relate you to Joan of Arc?" 

"Bah! th:1t is ali beside the point." 

"This then wo• the dreod pit •o fear� by the inmotes ol the c;ru;llo." 
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"D.::.nmed if it is! That i; :.It rig11t to 
the point, and you know it.'' 

"D:::si�t!" commanded the ,.J"i'k hcJ.d 
ste-rnly. "Such condcKt i� hoth u��lc.;-; 
and :mproper bdor� tbe l.!.:it of t!1-:: 
Oekbcperkere.'' 

Hi.; eyes flashed to�nrd the ddia.1t 
Terry. · •y ou ar:: wrong, young st;o..:1· 
gee, in thinking tint o.ncestr}' ca.J'Inot be 
traced to such a distant polSt. 1 have fol· 
!.:>wed yours most caref ul!y. Ah. how 
well w:lS I informed through the cen· 
turie;;-my secret spies ever w:ttching 
your forefathers as I labored and hoped 
for the great d<!y when I might have need 
for them! And you think I do not know 
rour d�p:�.rted? Listen : 

''The s�cond son of Hatshepsut's child 
Norfrusc, a rash, impc.tuom y.:>Uth, fled 
from the gre:�.t palace with a dark-eyed 
concubine of Crete, the favorite of his 
father. the Phar:10h. Making their way to 
distant Jerusalem, his de�ccnJants re· 
maincd in that ancient city till its dc
stwct:<)n by the armies of Nebuchadnt:Z
z.u, some nine hundred )•ears bter. Prom 
Biliylon to Olmascus, from the grelt 
w::�l!s of Troy to distant N ineveh, the 
children of the mother Queen w::�ndered, 
t.:> t·etu.r'l to their homcl:1nd in the reign 
of the Ptolemies. 

"Not alw.1ys was the blood of the 
Oddu::perkere in lmwry :1nJ comfort. 
The river of time brought m:my change:; 
of pa.;ilion and station; jeweL' and silk-; 
for �11me gencr::�tions, poverty anJ hunger 
for the :>ilwrs-evt'r swaying from the 
bighe>t to the worst, with on !}· their 
cour;.�,ge :md l inC":tge eternal. 

"Often your forefathers foug1>t as com-
1�1cn foot-sokEcr; in the armi�s of Pcrsi.1 
and C:!.lt:u.,w�-:trchers for H::tnnib:ll, 
w:ttri,)rs f()r Xerxes, st ingers who per
ished on ?-.hntho:1's phin." 

For a mcmcnt he J'lused to !'i:L:ih h:s 
age-o!J eye.� upou us. T!.e11: 

"Yes, bold yo·.���·. T kc:0\'1 well your 

blood. I have too long w:ttch-:d to err a 
this supreme moment, Undoubtedly, yot 
are the c!c�c:.;w:lant of th'-! gre:!t Hat· 
shep5ut. " '  

Bob Tcr�y g::t•rc a gcjture of imj).lticnc.e. 
• And suppo,ing that I a!'n-it could 

1c1ean nothing to you. Egypt's glory has 
gone. \Y/e now l:v::- in a different ag�. a 
nc"" environment. Must one be dragged 
from his home lib: a <:o.rnmon felon, sim
ply because his anCC$tors may have been 
sav:>.ge rulers thousand; of years ago)" 

" '!t could mean nothing to me?" cried 
th� dark head in .surprizl:!. "You SlY that 
it could mean nothing to me! Then, why 
would you suppo�e I have had your blood 
trKcd through the ages? \Y/hy should I 
secure the sen·ice; of Doctor Zola, the 
grcate�t surgeon of th<;: day, to assi�t me 
in this great vent�re? Why did I build 
this fortress over thirty-four centuries 
ago?" 

Carol Tc;:ry staggcrcJ to her feet. 
"We do not know! \'Ve do not know!" 

she wailed. "Words, ·;o.·o!'cls - always 
words and yet r;o mcJning. Ten d:1ys of 
mental hell !u\'c p.tssed, but still we uo 
not know jtOur purpose. Tortl!rc-kiU if 
you must-but f,>r GoJ's s.1ke, tel! us 
v:by?" 

And before 1 could spring forward to 
cat-:h her, Carol Terry had �lipped to th� 
fl00r in :1 SW00:1. 

T HAD l ifted her to the ch:>.ir, whe:1 tl�e 
.fi.. \'vice of tbe Ph.tnoh spoke again. 

"!t is jmt :1.> well. Wh.1t is to be .>aid 
1.•: ill l!O doubt f:t!l h.trd on the tender cars 
cf the golden ont>. Gi\•e her your att;!n· 
tion, Doctor. while I speak to the sullen 

"To the tuwcr of surg�rj?" :l�Y.ed Zola, 
a� he held th..: girl's limp body in his 

Th� d�.rk 1·.:-.t.l p,xiJ�J. and when the 
Fr�•!danA-u Jisappt:J.CCJ with his burden., 
kt·�ed his J trk ey.::., once more upon us. 
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"As to the rest, I �hail be brief. From 
the blood of the Oekhepe:kere I have 
come. It is to that ropl Eneage which I 
shall now rc.tt;rn. I am to be f r('(-to 
live, to laugh, to walk once more." 

lbe voice sank to a trembling whisper 
of desire. 

··1 will be free-to congucr!'' 
Had 1 gon�:: mad? \'{/as all thi� some 

wild hallucination or a grim reality? The 
bodiless ruler contin�1ed: 

"Yet I must return only as a Pharaoh: 
a true son of old Cgypt in whose veins 
!till flows the blood of the mother Qu�en. 
You, pale F.nglishm:m of the outer world, 
have the 1:-,ody I mu�t own. It !s--" 

His dark c.yc:; t'Jmed upon me. "Are 
you the intrud<>r? You arc he. of whom 
I was told? You were not st!."nmoned. 
nor are �·ou a royal one?" 

For the first time I spoke to Karamour: 

"My being here :� thrc-�:gh no f:!t..:!t of 
my own. The lyir:g fic.nd } ou cal! Doc
tor Zoia caused rPY mplurc as he did like
wise to rr.y CC'm?;;r.•or.�. \'\(fe """rc be
trayed through dtceit md--· ·  

"Then what .is to be said is not fer 
your ears. It is b('Sl thnt rou be chained 
and h!:ld t i ll �orne ne::r-by hour. when 
yot:r fat�:" will be decided. 

"Ban�um!" he called to a ncar-by b!ac��. 
"take tl.at c.uri<Jn to the: Jungc:ons to be 

hdd tili summoned." 

"But cucfnlly." crier! the beauty {rom 
the �tone bo,.,.-1. "No harm must come to 
him if }OU wOt,ld k<:�p r

,
o�r eyt:s.--:-Fea� 

not, man of t:�c nc;w 1<1nc. she -"F�•>:c· to 
me. "1£ the cle,·cn Gee!, hut �m:le en 
the grc-:\t L·xpc:riml'nt, your re1c3.S(! i-. !:>nt 
a rr.a�ter of bot1rs Tnt!y. } ou h:n-<· fonr.d 
favor in the cres (,£ At!"ll." 

Why did tht swarthy fl.ce of Kar�r.-.our 
1 stare :;.t me with :1 look of b::.tred? 

A tall negro came forward. 
"Go with him. old fellow," put i:"1 

Terry, as I made ready to resist the black. 

"\Y/on't do any good to try a scuffie
hundrcd to one against us." 

"Resistance is a folly we punish 
�cvcreh•." warned the Pharaoh. 

And so it was that I submitted to be 
led from the golden-floored thro'leroom 

of Kar:unour. Truc. a struggle:. howe,·er 
t:seless, might have been more heroic, but 
io the e-nd 1t woulJ have been all the 
san1e. 

At the g:e;�.t folding doo;s I paused 
fer one last look :�t that weird as�.cmbly. 
to hcbold ali er,·s 11pon me-the: watch
ing soldiery, the stern Egyptian m0n:trd1, 
and sm:ling Bob Terry, who waved a 
brave f.trewell. 

But At rna: The cy<.'S of the Pr;nccss 
had hecn turned toward me in an cnco:t>· 
aging smile; a friendly beam int;:�dcd to 
dispel any fc'lr nr forc.hoding tb:�t m:ght 
have becn mine. Yet, now as l halted 
::nd faced hu, for :: fleeting in>Llnt the 
lon:!y face harJene.J. Two exqui�ite 
bro,�s raised slight!}·, and then came the 
one swift t�esturc that has ever been the 
world's o!Jc:;t. No h=<ughty g!:lrc, r.o be
!.ieging look of wordle�s appeal or the be
guiling smile of the coquettl'-but :1 
win!<; a quick lowe: inr, of a long-l.tshed 
lid that needed no words to wmplete its 
appare:1t purpo�e:: the mec.nint.: �.igm:l 
that ba� a:Hmuuu!J init]<oitr s;llle tilt 
d�wning of time; the ·•!:c-old prt,f<..·s�ional 
�if'"! of the f.rst D,t Jg!::l'r ot Swc.-tnes<;. 

V_Y !'I rl i·1 Ll·� 'rrong l1and� o< two �tal· 
K:!!. , . .  :rt bl.lc'·s, I wa� roughly husrlcd 
,:own a long Cflrridor that led to tJ,e gap
ing t�·trance or a subtcrrar.can pa<s.I,ge:. 
Hc:re " ailed ::uother. a d.,rk, tow(;rin,g 
/\raG Ctf � 3r-like ' is.1.�-:. who'e cu:' ed 
!>''ord ht:ng from a heavy belt. 

As we drew ne:uer, the tdi m:1n sr:-.iled 
and Sj)Oke som<: unknown worJs to the 
blad<s that caused thcm to laugh louJly. 
Grasping a lighted torch from a niche, 
the grim swordsman motioned us to fol-
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!o..,•, arlJ l�d ti:e w1y down a V.tSc .;·�tt-.'5 
of tir:1e-worn steps. \Y/e made our falter· 
ing w·x; e-;er farth::r into the earth. A 
d:ttnp colJness told of ot:.r great dist:-'"1-.:c 

\X·'c halted befvr<! a sturdy wooden 
door, securely held by massive iron bars. 
Stopping only to unlock and push the 
shrieking obstacle aside, we entered a 
low-ceilinged Ylult th,lt was destined to 
be my prison. 

The floor of the foul-smelling pit w�;; 
co\·ered with a h:trd, moist sand.  Mightr 
iron rings were �cl in the stone walls. To 
the:;e o;verc f:t;;tened heavy chains, ar:d at 
the far end of several of the chains were 
the attached forms of whitened skeletons. 

One of these the Aub kicked ruthless
ly aside. The large padlock was then 
opened, and the chain that had so recent
ly hdd the gleaming bones of one long 
dead, was clasped around my ankle. For 
:r. whiic the three talked in an unknown 

tongue. Then they left, taking the light 
.... -ith them. 

l \'-"llS :tlone without hope of succor; 
.tlone in the deep dungeon of an .1ncient 

c:1st:e. with only drying bones of dead 
men for companions-men whose hor· 

ribie fate I m!ght so soon be c.11led upon 
to share. 

For twelve long lrours of mental tor
m�nt and >vorry I remained in the black 
pit of Karamour. Leaning :tgainst the 
rocky w:1lls of the dungeon I thought of 
the strange words of the Pha:-aoh : "You 
p.de Euglishr!lJ.n of the outer world, iuve 
the bodr I mu3t own. Once :tgain m:1y 
{ become whole." 1 �ought their mean
ing, but in vain. \\'lhy did he n-:c:.l us? 
Supposing there w:tS some possible truth 
to th:tt impossible tale, how cou lJ the 
Te.-rys heip him from hi.; hopeless pre
dicamem? \Y/hat could the Englishman 
d:> thJ.t wo�1ld be Q[ ar..y :lS$i�tancc to him? 

My reveries we:·e suJden!y broken bi· 
:t light, hesitant tread on t.�e step� be-

ronJ. Mf ncrv·�s gav.� <1 sharp t>ogie at 
t:1e sou!l<.l. �las it the noise of the Arab 
�>vodsmr..n coming to le-.1d me to some 
teaiblc doom? Could it be some hor· 
r:ble beast whcse k<::::n sce�t had dete.:�ed 
my presence, that was now entering to 
destmy me? Turning my !•e-J.d toward 
thc sound, with St!·:lining eyes I awaited 
my t�nknown visitor. There wa:; a pause i 
b�yo!1d the Joorw.1y, and tben 1 h.:ard 
the heavy breathing of one who had come 
both far and fast. The door w:1� pu;hed 
stowlr open to shriek in di$mal pr otest 
ag:1inst this un:tccustomed disturLance, 
01nd with flaming torch held h igh, the tall 
form of Captain Alexis BarakofT entered 
the foul dungeon. 

THE cruel smile that habttually lit his 
dark face had vanished. Instead the 

bearded features showed only a fright· 
cned excitement, as his restless eyes wan
dered incessantly to the surround;ng 
blackness . 

"You are still alive!" he whispered, 
with an. effort. 

I nodded. He s ;vung his torch arot;nd 
to light every corner of th:tt dreary 
dungeon . 

"Not a pretty place, l'vfomieur. These 
gruesome pits have been haunted by the 
ghosts of tortured men for over three 
thous:tnd year�. Ghostly blue lights 
flicker at frequent intervals, while the 
.great vaults are filled with a hideous 
l:mghter." 

An agonized scream sounded fJ.r aihl'l'e ' 
us. 

' 'PJ-y no attention to lhat, Bryant, hut 
listen to me, .ls you value j'Our life." lie 
knelt quickly beside me, his bearded f:u:.c 
but :m jnch from mine. "An:;wer my 
�1ue:>tions truthfully. You will  find it to 
your advantage if  you do so. Softly 
though-eYen the pits of K'lramour have 

t'lf$. C:tn you hear m�?" 
"I hear you.'" 
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"Good! N•)W, first of :11!, H! me. i; :t  
true wh'!.l f have hc.ud 2.oi 1 say-t!::tt 
you ar� ,l t!"\�·1. of great we::l!:h?" 

(nstinctiv ... ly I knew th:lt the truthful 
answer of "llo" would not only be h:J.Im
ful, but ''ould d;scoura3e th::! Russio1n 
from further confidences. 1 must not r�
linquish this unexpected hope. 

"I have money," I answered, feig:1ing 
skepticism, "a gr�r deal of it. But why 
speak of that now?" 

t'\ smile of relief stole over the beard
ed featur-es. 

"You wish to be free?" he asked. 
"1 don't relish the idea of starving 

here." 
"Then Jistrn," came the low voice. "I 

have been sent to return you to your 
former room. It is tht:re th:\t he.: iuteuJ� 
you sho:;ld shy. The great devil is mad
dened with jO}' at his new-found free
dom, and has actually become gracious. 
Oce:ws of his ancient wines h.we been 
brought from the cellars for his war
riors; two sbves have been given over to 
the tortures that make a gal:l holiday for 
the trihcsmen. For once their vigilance is 
lax. It is at sud1. a time that we must ::tct. 

"Tonight 1 leave for Havana to take 
on another consignment of guns. It 
shodd be a simple mnttcr for you to 
Jrop from the balcony and C\'ade the 
nigllt guarJs . They will be h::tlf drunk 

1 :mywly, celebrating their nuster's release. 
Once free of tile castle, rou could e::tsily 
follow the coast line for :1 mile to the 
south, c)t)" 

"It should not be lt:>.rd," I agreed. 
··a will not be hard. Nor is it difficult 

for mo.: to have the y:-.cht ha lted and :1 small 
buat CU'-''�d ashore to piu< you up and 
bring rnu J.bouJ. Yes, it could be done. 
and r might consiJer doing it, though 
my risk i:; .\ great en e." 

•·\Wh.1t do you wish in return?" I 
ask::d.  

"\XIi1:1t i�  your frwc.lvm worth to you?" 

l could scJ.rce �uppr�.;5 :1 sm!!.::. Even 
in t.: � �ge-old pit5 o[ an Egypt:.ln Pb.
cao:l, l'.":trice and srted w::!re r·�v�!cnt. 
\Xli•.h a.n effort I looked into the watch
ing eye� of th:: c:;pcct1nt Rt:.Ssiln. 

"I will par you wt>l!, Clj)t:;.!n B.:.r::.· 

koff." 

'"You will pay me ft"e t:10>.L<a.t"ld 
pour.<ls ::tnd not a ruble Jcs�. The venture 

is worth twice the amount, but my kind 
heart ever goes out to the unfortw1ate. 

"Oh, the t.:ansaction is a sirr.pl.:! one," 
he continued. "Once ::tbo:ud the yad1t 
you c:1n wire your AmeriCln b::tnkers a.1d 
have the amount w::ticing for us at 
Havana. None need ever know of our 
little businc�s afl:1ir, and it wi ll be easy 
for you to p.-ocure passage from the 
Cuban port to your ow11 wuntry. Th?.t 
is the price of your l i fe and lil-erly, :...tc�
sieur Bryant. Do rou :tgrce?" 

"Agreed," 1 answered. 
Tho.: Russi:tn b<:nt forward, and wit;, 

hi3 r<:ady key opened the leek that he!J 
me. 

"De careful," he cautioned. '"ThJ.t 
damned Usanti is everywl:ere, :�nJ re
ports his hearings to the Pharaoh. 

"St::tion yourself at the window to
night, :md shortly after nine, ·when ruu 
see the lighlerl yacht stc:�m cut :1:1J le:tve 
the harbor-.Kt. A small boat ''- i l l  be 
waiting for you a mile up the be:Kh. But 
come, alr::ady haYe we debyed too long. 
There must not be the �light::;t sus
picion to arouse their <:ve.- skcj>ticJ.I 
minds." 

\Xh: haJ started for th:: st::tirs, w!1en I 
suddenly halt..::d. 

"On:! momen�. Tbc plau for my es
cape is :>!I '"'�II �nd good, but what of my 
corno:�n:ons?'" 

My dem:md vis:bly �.nnoyed th-:: C-'ll1· 

mandcr of the St.!;· of Egy1�1. 
"\\'ell, wlut of the:-:1?" 
"A gr::::tt d..:ll. \v' e n:u�t arrmg>! to 
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take them with us. I certainly ca.:1not 
leave without them." 

· ·so-not so loud, not so loud!" he 
htssed. "You do not realize yow dan
ger. Spies are everywhere. No. we can
not take them-the risk is too great. 
Yon mu�t come alone. Besides-well, 
perhaps they would not care to come with 
us anyway. 

An nnaccountablc chill of horror swept 
over me at his words. 

"\'llhat Jo rou mean?" I whispereJ, 
t•1ming quickiy toward him. ''They have 
not bce:1 harm�d? 1"hc'Y are .still  alive?'' 

'J1le bearded Russian stared sh1pidly at 
me. 

" ' Answer r:;c�" I shoute-d, :ill awful 
fea.r rising at his silence. "\'Vhat has been 
done to them? Are they alive?'· 

Tbe man raised his hands in a fright
coed, imploring m:1.nner. 

"For God's s:tke, lv!omieu,., be quiet!'' 
he :;obbed. "He will have us thrown into 
the pit! Oh, rou do not know him. Yes. 
yes, your friends are :dive. They are sti l l  
alive. but-- " The sudden appe-arance 
of a descC"11din:; bhck cut sho�t his words. 

The fc::llow's appru�ch had (X:(:f'l noise
les�. A short, sickly·lookiag, rc·pulsivdy 
ugiy figmc, !:is bk:ud:;!,ot eyt>s lookeJ 
susp1ciouslr at our sl=•rtied f.-lee$. 

"The grc:!t Pharaoh has coP1m:1nded 
that l cor.d:.!ct the prisoner to his quar
tr-rs, Cnpt:�in B:;.rakoi'f," he whined in a 
shrill voice, "ar.d for roa to rcpo:-t to him 
r.t once. " 

The Russian gan· a feeble Mi1Jie. 
"Of course, Usant!," he f.lltel'c·,i . " \Xfe 

-1-we were just k:!vin�. Y t-s. of 
course. Co:ne, Bryant. . .  

A$ w e  mD<.mleJ the �teDs, the e•cs of 
Eara.koff �ign:thl n �wdt w:trni�g of 
silence. The man's fear of discovery was 
:.lmost pathetic in his struggling efforts 
for a bearing of indifference. For my 
part, I said nothing, but that our plan· 

ning had entire-ly escaped the ears of the 
black, I was doubtfuL 

On reaching the great corridors above, 
the Russian walked hriskly towarJ lhe 
distant hall of pillars; while I, following 
the tiny black, was Jed once more to my 
allotted room. 

1 3 .  J Talk with A!:na 

STANDING on the tiny balcony that led 
from my .luxurious chamber, I couJd 

look far over the terrace i.>elow where 
:.tood the swarthy raiders of Karamour. 
Numerous white- robed Arabs, standing 
singly or in sm:dl group!>,  smoked their 
strong tobac.:o as the}' talked in the lonely 
gardens. Intermingled with the chatting 
guest� �vere sevc-;?.1 Negro sl:lves, their 
naked blade 1:-... od!c:s .\ stron.� contra�t to 
tl1c snowy g?.:·ments of the i·Jlers. who 
silently served in tiny curs rhc thick, hot 
coffee so loved J,y the d:1rk �ons of the 
desert. 

A litt le apart from tJle 1;c.-neral group, 
three old sheik� looked aJtcntively nt a 
tn.l!. ridlly robcc.l man, wbo�c ringing 
voice aud imperal1ve gestures sho>.ved 
him to be one of importance. Far bdow, 
in the lazy sr�. the Stm of Egypt appeared 
�s � white dot on ;; ,.,.oild o( blue. 

\vhat purpose could h:t•:e hrm1ght the 
war-Ek<: horde to this fair Ede•l;. The 
cJ.re·free laughter anJ friend!)· manner of 
the bbck� showed that the: ca�tle luJ not 
succwnbed to allJck. l haJ he:uJ no 
shouts uf wnflkt, nol' did the giant· sol· 
diery of the thronc:room issue forth to 
repel the invaders. Plainly they were J!
Hes a�:d follower� of the bodiless r,1lcr. 

As I stood watch:ng the shouting horde 
of muscular nomads, a d!tli, hmi1iar no!se 
�ounded far to the north . High in the 
lonely Sahara sky floated the dark outline 
of a tiny airpbnc, moaning Jism:�lly. 
Nearer :1nd nearer it came, till directly 
ovet the castle it circled the giant for-
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ltr.:::n, zovming lower as though nuki:1 s  
N!l•ly to l:tnJ. 

As the lirst sot:nds of the appro;.�hi�s 
plane reached them, tbe Ar::>.b5 bpsed 
into a watchful silence. Dark hwds 
shaded scuching eyes, while muscular 
brown fingers toyed nervously with 
wicked-looking knives. Could it be an 
enemy, or had some lost flyer entered this 
forbidden territO!"'f? 

Now, however, as the ship drew ne�tr· 
cr and a painted wbite skull appeared or> 
d1e \meier wings, all doubts v:tnished. 
The wrrtching Arabs broke into hoarse 

. cheering. Plainly tbe newcomer was both 
1expected and welcome. 

As the pl:tne disappeared to find its 
landing-field behind the palace, the com
manding figure shouted a brief order to 
his cohorts. Instantly the wild horde 
rushed from the gardens to greet the 
grim-omened -Ayer. 

Among the last of the stragglers I 

noticed the running figure of the gro
tesque Usanti. Did his presence there 
111ean that I was unguardeJ? Quickly J 
made for the door, to find a deserted cor
ridor without. The land[ng plane had 
1!emporarily gained the attention of the 
Clstle's inmates.  This, then, was the ideal 
noment to search for the m issing Terrys, 
md knowing my time to be l im ited, I 
>tol� quickly do\\'n the silent h:l.l!way. 

It  was a weird sensation. thi� treaJing 
fue unknown corridors o( a P!uraoh's 
ta.st!e; a. mighty fortre$S whose great 
foundation.� h:td b�·en dug �orne foartecn 
bundreJ y.:ar� before the traged}' on Cal
rJr}'. It see:ned as though I h:td sudden
ly been transpbntcd back through the 
cer:tu�ies to a far di�t:mt day wh,:n the 
world was you:�g. 

At tbc hr cnJ o( the: h::.ll ;t giUed \door, slightly apr. led t·) a brge cham
ber, simib:· to my own. lnlo thi� spacious 
1room I mlJc my quiet w:l.y, to find cau
ci:m unnecess:try. The abode W:I.S empty. 

A sm�.ll J0or at lhe rit;ht led to a ti!lY 
b,dcony, fzor:1 v.itich l could s<::e the 

sho��t!n:; Arab; s\v:trr�.1!ng a;o;..;nd th� n0\V 
lanclcJ pl2.r.e. There tnust have hC>�n a 
hundred of them, tali, pow:.>rbl men, 
who pulied and laughed good-m:.tl.ireJ:y 
at the small bedraggled figure tlut Je
scended from the? cock-pit. 

The flyer rccci v c:d their roug!-1 ;:ttm
tions smilingly, a:�J �hook lunJs with 
several of the comp:1ny. Then, leaving 
the blacks to unload the many tiny bt"own 
package� from the ship' s  intcriN, the 
laughing horde made it:l slow way b.1ek 
to tlte fortress . 

The marble walls around m.:: had been 
rC?ccntly sltaded to a golden hue. That 
the room belonged to one oi high st ltion 
was evident by the costly furni�hin,g.; and 
elaborate wearing-apparel in the clothes
press. Perh:tps it was the quarti:rs of the 
Pharaoh himself. But all this brought me 
no nearer in my qur:st, and T ·was about to 
leave the chamber when my t:yes were 
widened by two almost simultaneous dis
coveries. The first \\':lS a loaded pistol 
lying on a small stand near the Joorwa)•; 
the other, a full-view portrait of Carol 
Terry that stood on the massive dresser. 

The richly colored photo, undoubted!>· 
a recent one, showed the pretty girl in a. 
smiling, h appy mood. Underneath iu her 
handwriting I knew so well were the 

words: "\'V'ith all my love-Carol ."  
Each hour but nJded to tbC' mysteries 

of this ho:-riblc cast!<: of gloom. The 
bodiless Phar.1o!1, the wondrous Princess; 
hunun� ·who had �ecn and known the 
glories cf the P'l'l. Shouting fanatics 
who thirsted for battle; the :trrival from 
the .-;ky; and now the portrait of om:. who, 
L:ntil her recent C.lplt:re, had ncv..:r been 
within :1. thousand miks of this anci..:nt 
�tn1cturc. 

As I stood silent and perplexed before 
the startling find, loud voic:s in the 
halls below told that the sw:J.rthy com-
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pany had entered the palace. Quickly 
pocketing the pistol, ! stepped out into 
the still deserted corridor. At the stair
way, lu�avy ln:-aJing told of the ?.scend
ing guards. The hallw:ty would soon 
swarm with armed sentries. and knowing 
further searching to be:: meless, I quietly 
entered my own room. closing the door 
behind me. 

The venture had not proven worthless. 
J had seen the landing of the desert fiyer, 
discovered the puzzling portrait of Carol 
Terry; and behind the l:uge pict.tre over 
the bed, destniCtive anJ re::tdy. W:tS the 
secreted pistol, waiting for the ti:nc when 
I should need its powc1 { ul assistance. 

T .'11 E that a ftc moon a gentle knock 
L sounded on rr.y doer as a musical 
voice asked softly. "May I enter?" 

The frail obstacle '"'as pushed aside. 
and a vision of loveliness stood in the 
doorway. Two indescribably beautiful 
long-lashed eyes rolled beneath a waving 
mass of b!ack h�ir. Siightiy parted rtd 
!ips displayed a perfect row l'f teeth, 
while the rail, shapely body, rich!}' ap· 
pardcd in :; lov:-n'� gown of shimmering 
white s:ttin th:H rcve:-.,lcd the fHll. outline 

of her lnvel;- brea. ts, mu\ c:d with the soft 
<:a5e of :; tigre�s. 

Instantly I recognized the \·. ondrous 
f catures I had seen in the thr,·mcroom. 1t 
was she whose lon:!y hc::1d had .:;r.lctd th� 
massive stor.e how!, \\hose eternal his
lory had been to!J by the· Pharaoh. Atr.1::. 
Princess of Egypt! 

"You are �urpri2ed. Codes� it now. 
ro'l really are surpriz.ed." 

l had risen at lhe <·ntr.H1Cc of HatsiK:p
l'ufs lovely daughter. 

"Surprized1" I gasped, s:nilin;;lr. "I-
1 am amazed." 

The beauty laughed g:�yly. anJ seat;ng 
herself on a plusiJ-covcrcd bend1, crossed 
�hapely legs as her dar/. tj'('S smiled into 
mine. 

"But you need not remain standing." 
Her manicured hand motioned to a chair. 

' 'Is it not the proper thing to do?" I 
had asked. 

"\V./e can dispense w ith formalities. 
Ju;;t be your natural sdf-I kuuw I will 
enjoy it." 

·'In that case, you will find me curi
ou�. 

"Curious? And why that?" 
Seated on a d1air. I koked long and 

earnestly at the superb creature before 
me. Last night l had gazed at those same 
exquisite features when it was only a head 
that had spoken and watd1ed me. And 
now there �at an enchantress whose body 
would have put to shame the form of a 
S.!lome. 

"Princess Atma. th<:re is one-there 
are two things I l"'o'O<dd like- very much to 
kno�·. I wonder if it would seem rude 
for me to ask them.· · 

The wondrous smile deepened. 
"And what are these so vit.1l!y impor· 

tant questions?" she parried. 
H1,pcfully T continued. 
"\�hat ha� become of my companions, 

and where aic they now? Jt is only right 
1 should know. W/ e were dragged into 
this horrible business together, but r fed 
respt�n�ib!c for them. �

Also. how is 1t 
that T sec you as you now arc, whe:1 last 
night it was only a--" l paused. un· 
certain of my "\'cords. "Ok you mu�t 
know what I rnean.'' 

· ·or cours!.' 1 du. ,-.nd "·ill rcac.lily 
amwcr yoc�r tjucries-at least o:1c of 
them. Your friends �re �::tfc--th�r I 
promise yot:1 I talkcJ to them but a 
short whiic ngu. a.1J had their own f1S· 
surance ns to their welfare. Tt is needle� 
t·o he a!arm(.d or worr!ed. Your other 
que-stion mtJst go unanswered for a short 

I time. Later on, perhaps, when certain 
changc::s have been effectc:d. you may be 
told.'' 

"But it all seems so impossible." 
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"And best, perhap�. when not thousht 
of. No;· she continued as ! would have 
remonstrated; ' ' for the present rou must 
be sati�fied with wh:1t I have told you." 

Her firm voice told the fol ly of insist
ence. 

"The knowk·d� of my comp.111 ions' 
sr.fety is a pleasant one, and I thmk you. 
Princes�. for that consol:\tion. As to the 
othcr-1 await its a!l;;wer ,,·ith patience," 
and I �milc:d at my lon.ly ,·j�itor. 

"[t i� well. You will  know all in good 
time, I promi�e. But come, td! n1c of 
yoursdf, of your countr)'-th:�t grcs.t land 
1 have �o yearned ro �c-c." 

·nKrc wa,; a world nt lonp:n,g in her 
word�. :tnd the dark cyt.·s lookt.·d scarch
ingly at mc, as thou.sh to lind in my fe-.l
turc� the auS\\<:r lo h<.r curio�ity. 

"I am afraid you would lind 1t very 
di�appointing. It i s  0:.1ly it� Jbtancc th'<t 
lends ffi< ha.ntmcnf B!::lck srw1ke, cle:�f· 
t.ning noises and wil'!'lj' hig!t huilditlg'i 
would �c::rcC' r:uke 3 rk':!Sl'll" chan;;C' 
from the Hw: �kies and p<::.ct.-f,;l qu;tt of 
your o,·m lo••d)' land." 

The J,,•rp}l!n of the as<.s :;hook her 
he:td in a cll�(!'fd ncs.!ti�e. 

"No. l ,,.o,dd iO\'L :: . "!he r.�:w lana�. 
cspcciallv l'.m<:rica. han: f.t,Ltn:;tc.; me. I 
t!�ri:t ar the �torie� of its C(JO! ,  i r : r•h m,1un
tnins. tts hreut citi"s :tnJ c.tg•�t r ecl:le55 
people. 1 ban: dr::amed ch�u•.rg!l the: ye.1r� 
of 1t� gildd l:::.Jls of plca\urc, t!tC' c::<· 
clu�ive club� ::r:d racin£; at·tc�. p,;g:t:-.tic 
hncr� cn!c-rin,lj its h:;rbor� of a miliiun 
light . .;. Tdl me of t!.csc r.oan;· wonders." 

"Of wu r:-.�, if )"C >U wi�h it; }<.:t it sc:ems 
r::.thcr nct:Jk-:;s. So �ccur:�te i� your Je
!lcription, it wot.:ld ::.ppc::r �.s thOLIJ::h you 
yourself had bt:-cn there. ' '  

"Ah, those n r e  only rncmorie� of " :Oat 
l h.tve hc:.lrd. No, T ha' e not yet tr:n·eled 
to the new worid, though the (by is not 
distant whtr. c!t:tt dream will be r<Y.llized." 

And so for a lor.g hour I told the 
Egyptian Princess of the new lends that 

lived an(! loveJ bc·JOnd the hot desC"rt; of 
thtir strugg�cs for �nprcmacy, the many 
marvelous inventions uf the recent yeus. 
:1.s wclf a� a brief outiinc of Lhe lcadin; 
figures tl .at gov(.rnl·d anJ worried ;; 
h:ua.:.s<:d people. 

Durmg Ill}' l<ngth·: J<:�cr•ption Atr."ta 
had stan:J ::t me i11 v. iJc-lp:d f.l,tin .• ;icn. 
Phinlr her lw::.It l,:tJ Jtst. rtc.j the !ur;,! 
of the pyr:uniJs. . 

"Oh. it i� ju�t :t..' I ko(l\' it would bt'"' 
she cxrh:irn"'d wh<.-n I had cndt:d. "Ex
:Jctly lil:e the countless bV<>I<s I have· read 
and r .. el"lOrizcJ thrOlt_gh the 1\':titing: 
)'(.<!� . .  

"'You re:Jd English a� wel l as 'Pt:Jk 11! 
"I r c.tcl and �:pc:tk a! l  l.tngu:;g("�. I 

le�trocd tltc:m to J.<:lp p;t�s d1<.· Jrc:�rr ccn4 
turics. AIOI""!l, of all llum.t�:,, J uw <k
cipha the tw:) cxi�ti.1g �croll� of tht" 
Uzusil:.i, the o�igina! p;durc- l.mgu:tgc ot 
the fir:.t ydlow men who came fro.n the 
moon, d[.;!tt ti:omand }'C:tr� ag1>." 

i" 1.: UH h;•' e lt,ot.:(·J l!;c .su rpt'iz.C' I f e[t. 
J.. "1 httl it i, r:ut! !t '" rc::llr true-
that u·i!J unbclicv:�Dlc tale thlt was tc:J 
to t:s in the throncroom !" 

... n�e Prmcc of EBn-'t ha,; not lie<i." 
"But it'!>-ic'$ unthinkable! You a•e 

so young---so \'cry }'Otm&: ilnd yet it is. 
�r..iJ you have known the Pharaohs." 

,J\.:_..ain th�t �,L,\' tt<.hing !;i�l;lc. 
" I  have �ttn manr of the famou� pe,� 

pie of ht�t..>n ," .she admt:t(J. "Thothrr,•_o;: 

JIJ, tnj' O V. ;"I  i J !u::trtOU' n1l•Cill"r. ,>� wei! : �o  
the \\ isc: hi:.tfJI'i:tn ('�ic;:t, r.f.lnttho. T,;e 
great Aic-xand-:r h:>.s ki�scd mi' lips as be 
pledged hi� undying "'--''"!. e,.[ love. No 
Arab t-ver thirsted fur t!tc :.'vcc::t wells "" 
I yean,cd for my rc:I;:::N.' and tire strong 
arnu or 1 £anniL>zl. .!..l:dkis too--" 

''Bnlki!>? · 
"The Queen of Sht-oa," �-xplained 

Atma. "Scmc fiv�:. hu!IdreJ years aftu 
our horrible imprisonment, wh ispers of 
Kar::.mour·� great knowledge and w<>n-



,73 WEIRD TALES 
ck': fuf oil ,: ·:-ached h�r itl Jr itanc c� :l.or. 
t�,2 c;ty b:;·ond tL-: h•J!:" l:iH5. l-I«:�d:t.1;1 t� 
j.;)!18 caraLln th.lt C'.;.::ra:n::i h.:; f:.tf!1CU 
tr�:"i.;t�r�_;, tbe t;til!1 .. i1aired r�:er c�unc to 
rhj� gn::-;.t .fortrc,.;r;, aski:1g of the Pri:"":c� 
t::.� :1nointmen� of life d·�r;!:tl. 

' "!(.1r.1.n1our at t!1at tio1c h:1d not per· 
fe,;:t.:d his gold-::n e::xir to the �>oint of 
emb!!;1g perpetu:!l ni:;t-:nc;:. The oil  it
�<:lf, ·while bencfici::il, Co!l!J not gr.lnt im
mort.IHty without the :1iJ of cert.tin un
known chemicals. l-Ie told his visitor that 
she m:J·,t w:tit til l f urthcr years of $tuJy 
b.d givc:1 him lh� rcydrcJ wisdom, Gut 
thts JiJ not ple:15e the Queen. Knov,.ing 
ti1J.t the oil wQu[J only preserve tile fc<�
ture; :lS they wen: :•.t the time of its u�.::. 
and f('Jring o!J ag'-' bdorc the :luid 
�·:ol!lJ be rc3dy, the SJ.b�.1n. �:hv d;,.J not 
like th.:: thoughts oi ee�rul !if .. • �'$ :1:1 
JgeJ wvman, and h...-ar;ng tlut K.l<.t-
1':10Ul'.3 secret pr:-.yers to Osiris wou!J 
:;.,·,,tkcn from Jeat:, · ·; �lecp all v:ho Ji.:J 
by t!\e bitter drug·;, Jr.tnk of �he fat.tl cup 
of E::ib. Thus. dring while stili }'Ottng. 
sh� could ·,,·J.it with content for the gre:lt 
hour, assured ti1at when perfect::J, anJ 
h.wing been called b.trk anJ anoi.1td 
with the golJen oil, she would pJ.ss on 
do'hn through the centuries while still in 
t!;c a:;>pcar:m::e of }'O'-lrhfu[ gl.lmor." 

'']:jut t ! :'-' Quo?�!! uf ShdJ:: i�  still J�·.l,J," 
I r-:mincled. 

"A1�d :tiways wiil i>c. Shortly after h }r 
d�·mi�e. Prince Karamcur p�rfcctcd tllc 
right ingredient for the oil, as his ex· 
p::ri.ncnt with Zc:u, tll-: Que.:n' s gi:u:t 
guarJ, so s.1tisfa::to: ily pro\'.:J; t!iuugh it 
w::ts not t ; l l  ti1irty ccr.tmiL·s htc; t�1:1t he 
achie·ted his supreme: t1 il!i:1ph. B�:t :t> fur 
raising tl!c: JeaJ-it is u:1ly un� uf the 
ma.:;y myths of the ancient world.'' 

"L\nd you?" I ask::·d. "Are you to lx: 
}'Oung :1nd beautiful tltrou,gh the ag::; to 
cor:1e?' "  

The royal Egyptia:1 hughcd g.1y!/'· 
' 'S:tcred at of Bubashs!" she cri�. 

··o·�t  ;-ou arc inquisitive. But we will talk 
no m.;,-;: of tl.:: Old Wodd's charJ.d�rs. 
L::t their m.;:morics, like th·:tr boaes, rest 
undish.:rb-::J.  I would rr.udt r:!tiler hear 
you. Tell me of the many pleasures of 
roue wadd. J'.h, yes," 5he added qui.:k!y, 
"yolir dis!ikes--! would kr.ow of them." 

"AnJ rou 1:-:u.ve said t!-!·.lt l a.n inquisi
tive." I 3r:1ikd. 

"CuriO$ity," she laughd, "-.1 fctr!i
nine trait \hat must always be forgiven." 

· 'And so we find a Pr�n-.:css with a 
f:tult)" 

",\ PriiK..:.,:s with rnan;: faults, pl'!!ups; 
nor do I wi:-;ll to correct them." The mu· 
sica! vuice paused slightly, :tnd then she 
added: "And could you gues.; my latest 
f.til ing--on�: taught me by til..: Twentieth 
Centctry?" 

"'Not il'! a th·:>usar.d }'�:tr,;, ' '  I had 
an;wcred. 

"You wish to know?" 
"With all  my heart." 
"Slang,'' she whispcrcJ in rmxk seri· 

ousness. "Those cute little w;>rds tint are 
�o short, yet hQid a v!or!J of m�ming." 

"S-sl.t;rg!" I g.1op�d. · But where 
COLdJ }'OU ha·;:;: poss:oly k.trnCd it?" 

"From a very interest ing tc:lcher. 
Billy \.Vas an A:11crican s:1ilor that desert
ed at Tangier. He h.td dr!fteJ down th� 
co:.tst .mJ �lurub!t:d ;;n this we�ywaal pl..:cl' 
by chant:.:. For two long y .. ':lrs he w�s 
here, and never a day p1sscd thJt we c!id 
not spend hours togeth�r. Ch.tJ.:tu! bet ht: 
.,.,·as a darling; a burning. imp:�ticnt Jar· 
ling, with his blue eyes a:td �oft fair hair. 
Oh, so g:ty, so C:lreless and eager! Not 
like tl�;: hn:c·;,>me ftJOls ,)f t!1is ancient 
pbce. who t:tl!.:. only of Egrp,·s lo.-t giorr 
and uf iJmplc lung J.::td. u� liv.:tl only 
to love and l.1ugh." 

Th.: erc-s of AtrrH sp:<:kk-d as she 
sp):�. 

"He [cil v.-ildiy in b·r.:: " ith me. Jnd 
t.l!kecl cnly of th..:! fuh.:re and our escape. 
A:ways he to!d what we should do when 
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1 had become whole. For countless hours 
he amuseJ me with his pleadings of love. 
and then i:� a �:�y mood he would dance 
and sir:g the n'OSt ridiculous �vogs ti!l I 
was we-ary with l::ughtc:r. Oh, ro•• �houid 
have hear,! him," she msi�tcd. 

··And he has left?" 
''None c:::ver kaves this castle of death. 

Some �l'Y ls1u�t have on:rht"J.nl us ;mJ re
ported it to K:uamour. T r.cvc:r knew, or 
bothered to a�k. One day he: disappeared 
-that ��as all." 

TI1e calmnec�.s with wh<ch �he spoke 
the wore!:: horrift""d me. 

"So you mu�t not be �hocked if I use 
the slang of } Our country." 

"On the c.u:otr:�.rr, j would like it," 1 
?.n:;wereJ Jf} ly, aw;ue of a ' ague fear of 
this weird < r<::lture. 

TH£ gr�.r �.!�ac!es of c. vent ide hac! now 
�tok-n :�crc�s Lhe �ky. Alrc-.ldy couici 

be fi:!t the fir:.t c.:>vl i.Jrcczc: th:1t an
oounce:d the qu:ck coming of the tro?ical 
night. High a!->ove us in the: spiral bel
fry. the e:ve:-ning hdls ,-. ere tolling the 
lonely hour of uu�k. 

Jo.fy la�t iUl<wer had pk::<cd the roy;tl 
be:mlv, anJ 3he now kar.td �lightly to
ward me. H�Cr curving hody gluwed with 
the fk:ming warmth of Afri..:a. H<:i love
ly fan• "' as t<:rnptingly clo$C to mine. The 
fragrancc.· of :t J{'licatc perfume WJ.S v.•aft
ed to-:-. ard rr.o:. A �oft siF,h csc.tped her 
perfect lips; and then, \\ ith a thritl tb:H 
burneJ l:ke dancing fLtr.!es, her ivory fin
gers r::n through In}' hair. 

"I am _!.!Oinr, to li:.e � ou," c!rne the 
soft whi�r·�·r. "I :!m f.. >:ng t...> I !-::� ;·o 1 
ve:ry m�1d1. and }'Oll w.ll tp.li<klr ie.1rn to 
c:tre for me. �,'e will h.�..-e ·wo:1derful 
hours togc.·tl:c:r--just }OU ::nd 1-,-.onder
ful, harpr hours. I must leave ycu no,·•. 
but Gl.rry }'Ollr meffiOf}' with me always. 
Kar:unour departs at $unrise for a three
day inspection o( the J!:scrt trib�s. taking 
his savage raiders with him. There will 

be but a few slaves !eft at the ca.�t!e. 0:1ly 
some faithful servants who�.: t•mgue:. ar-e 
t:vc:r silent-and ourselves! ' '  

Her voice W :!.S  eager, (:Xpt:ct:<r:t 
"Tomorrow night, when the moon 

hangs low over tlte? waters, I will ha•;e 
Zena bring you lo tbe beach, whe:n: I w.ll 
be waiting. '\V';u you come?" 

Lkc one entrano.:d, J tuuld ht:t nod. 
· ·1 wiil instruct the slavts to al !o" l ou 

complete f recJom, lvfr. 13ryant," came 1 .. r 
dear voice, a.� �;he: ro�c. "You will he at 
lil:x:1ty to come :md r,o fmm the g.::
dellS as you choose. To:1ight J(<�r;Jmol'r 
will send for you, but have no fe:: . .  r 
hav�e seen to your sJfc.:ty." 

At the uoorw:1y L!H. end1o!ntrcss h:rncd 
St!ddr.n:y, in :t 1 cck!�.:�3 wid�·-c}'C:J m:HH�t:r. 

"Rememhcr th�.:n," she: ·., hispcrcd 
eagerly. "T(Iml);-ruw night u!1 th<: beach 
_, .. e meet-a!onc-ju�t rcu and I. AnJ 
'�hen we do--" A snap of lttr fir.&er•, 
the roll of hcr eyes, accomp:lnie:d tl.e 
uC'xt t\\ o shup!y :l.t\.cntcJ words: 

"Oh, Bo!!Jr!" 

1 4 .  The }11.:tia of Knrt:mom· 

EAflLY thd evening I h:1t! bken my 
snlit a.ry watch upon the: t;ny h:•lcony 

that 1;ave a view cf the lightc·d pcht in 
tt1e h5rbor below. The one fo1 iom hOi'C 
of freedom dt'p<:nc..!ecl on ri'T ,·ir-;iianc•.'. 
but loJ;[; b<:for:: t!1·: .umu!ntc-.-1 time :.ct t-·J 
t!1c Ru�:.ia·! .,., hi� !.o'n'r of dcp.:rt1:rc. tl:� 
J,;dtl)�:� l.i�.1rti b.'d come Lo c:>;.Oit rn<.
ot::.L :·�Jre l<> tl.c tl:�c:a:room. 

tn ti:(? ,�,;r.cat rr::-,·ptton h.!ll lolled some 
fifi}' A reb hrnchmea of the Phar,wh, 
1;:im �ncl •:ik:1t in the sh:!ci.>\\'S of the 
pill;u-_;, S11t t!!c�� nch!y rob::d me1: wen� 
.:11 chieftains. Pl.1iniy. wme important 
Jn<.diog could be <:xpectcd. 111eir <lark 
<:yes watched my every move with aa 

ominous silence. 
The Princess Atma had told me that I 

might expect a summons to the throne-
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roo;�. P�rlurs it would men.: anothe� 
lct�,gth}' oration by the bod!!(;.;� Kara· 
m<:>ur. (f so, I woutd doub�l�ssly meet my 
f ;lbv: prisoners. 1 kmgeJ to ��� Carol, 
to talk to her, to bear from h::r o·;,rn iip.� 
t�J.t sh!: w.t:i �till unharmeJ. 

?r<:�ently we were joined by the gar· 
r:..: !·.>u:i Zol.!. T!1e sleek Frenchman, im· 
c:u-:!.l:.�tc in w!Jitc flannel;, scemeJ in ex· 
c:l!ent spitits as he bughcJ and chatted 
wit!1 the guards .tnd tribesmen. How 1 
ha�ed that cultured fiend! 

.�t ler!gth his ,-,andering g.tze fell 
upn me, and with a loud exclamation of 
p�c�surc h.:: :;trode quickly forward. 

"Ah, L'\lon .. iem, b;.1t this is a surprlze! 
A giorious treat for us undeserving mor· 
t1.ls. A� well as the leading sheib and 
trilx"Smen. :Monsieur Bryant honors us 
w:th his pr<:sence. He wishes to be a wit· 
r.e.;; duri;1g the process of justice? Or can 
�� b� that he i> a bit :1larmcd :t> to wh;:t 
f:..�c might befall an accomplice of treach· 

efj ?" 
A Jis:nterestcd yawn I::Jd no effect on 

tb� mock politeness. 
' 'The brave Momieur could ll.lrdly con· 

sidcr himself dealt with unLtirly if a sen· 
t.:nce of tv:enty lashes or the loss of one 
cy� wa:; inflicted on his own person. 
A fter ;1! 1, his conduct on the S.t.�; of F.gyp: 
w .w hardly· thn.t which wou ld C.lUoe his 
co·.mtrymen to cheer. .. 

[ looked sq�::lre!; into the mocking 
flC{:. 

··some d::.y we ne going to b:: ,tlone," 
l told him softly. ".r\lonc, wher� then: 
will be no surroun,liug gu.1rds or �wo.:Js· 
m-::1 to l'Ut you ::tl ::tn .tdvant::ge. \\7c wiil 
the.'1 see if  your conduct j, such t!ut 
it would c:1u�e cheers. Cheers, Doctor 
Zo!a-ot will it be jeers?" 

The booming cr:1sh of a giant son.; cut 
short whatever retort he might have 
gi\'{'n. As tho ugh aw;;.iting this d::::tfen:ng 
signal, the massive doors at the far end 
of the hali \\'ere sudd.:mly flun5 op�n 

f•om �v:thin, and w<! 11:crc ushered into 
t:.r1c gr'O'J.t th�oDcroor:1 of .t:uamour.  

On. either side of the o::�•onnous cha:n
ber were long tio:rs of S'�:J.ts. Towar:,:l 
the,;,;: we were motioned by the btack 
door�1.:-n, to s!t in 3. str�incd, sjJ.ent sus· 
pc:1se; and presently from a d�.rk pas· 
sagew.1y bryond the throne, a tall figure 
emerg�d from the C:J.vemous ckpths be
neath the roum . 

.-\s he came into the brilliant glare of 
the ch:�ndeliers. with a thrill of horror I 
r�cognized him. lt wJ.S he-the dark 
crud head that had talkeJ from the great 
bowi-Karamour, the mJsterful Prince of 
Egypt1 

Silently lh<! inmates of lhe room stoo::l 
at aW:ntion, while the athletic li.sure 
mu•.J.nteJ the jewel·inbid sc:tt be:1·:;�.th the 

cc.nopy. 
"Followers of Kar.tmour." he beg.u1. 

' 'you see before you th� blood of the 
Ot:kbeperkere, a survivor of th:tt goiden 
age that w:LS Egypt's-the Eighteenth 
L>yn.t>ty. Surdy the God; in gr.mting my 
rebirth have given sufficient proof that 
Osiris smiles on our pl.1ns of eternal su· 
premacy for the earth's oldest civilization. 

''This morning after lhe early �:tcritices 
in the temple, :ts I stood on the high 
to•Ncr of Horus to greet the rising Ra, I 
w:LS once more assured of the great cause. 
' Destroy all others but the chosen,'  whis· 
peced the desert winds. 'Sh}' if you must, 
but make Egypt supreme,' cooed a snow· 
whit-: do·:c tint descended from the blu:.:. 

s�m!ly this was the dcpa;:tcd $picit of 
Den-Sc:tu:tl. i'.nJ then, :u I waited and 
th�illcJ at tl:cse heavenly omens, the 
fb.min3 God himself wrote fi,·e golden 
word; i:-1  the sky: 'for You .-\n Eternal 
1-:: ingdom.'  " 

The \I'J.t:.:hing Ar.dJs, impresseJ by the 
wi!J word�. noJJt:J in silent assent. 

"$0:nc .;ix mo:Jth� ago }'OU v;crc sunl· 
mon..:J tl• thh great fortres�. At that time 
I kr:<:c,\' the end of tb<: great curse was at 

W. T.-S 
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hand, and awnited only the arrival of the 
pale people from the island to free n:e 
from the J iving dead. Now I h:tve agam 
become whole, :10d with that change 
comes also the hour to strike. 

"Sheik Arbul Ben K:tden!" 

APORTLY Ar:tb, his leathery slcin black
ened by many years under the hot 

Sahar:1 sun, stepped forward. 
"Your report of the north,'' demanded 

Karamour. 
Sheik Arbul Ben Kaden bowed low. 
"The words of the messengers have 

met with a response far beyond our wild
est dreamings, oh great one," he 
answered solemnly. "The hot sands of 
Igidi sw:um with imparient warriors 
awaiting your commands. Kufra desert 
lives but for you, while the ten thousand 
swords of ncar-by El-juf 'viii be drawn 
only in the service of the oldest ruler." 

The Ph:traoh nodded approYingly. 
"You have done well, loyal follower, 

and have earned an eternal resting-place 
in the Valley of the Kings. May the 
smile of Osiri5 be always with you. And 
you, Ad1met Eldcod?" 

An olJ sheik came forward. 
"From the far-off Lybian desert, to 

Tana's blue waters in distant Ethiopia, 
the stalwart sons of the old world would 
resume the rule of the Pharaoh." 

"And the Sudan-the Anglo-Egyptian 
land of the ancients-what of t11at?" 

"EI-Obeid down to warm Uganda
yes. A protesting few to be slain at 
Omdurman; perhaps a feeble resistaJlCe 
at the Lado. and the white Nile is won. 
lnland to the lonely water� of Lake C.haJ. 
your voice is ever Jaw." 

Sheik Arbul Ben Kaden spoke again. 
"\Xford has come to us from that sunny 

land across the water. Again it brings an 
urgent message from the one who lives 
only in the past anJ would restore the 

W. T.-G 

ancient glory of his country. He would 
join us." 

"You mean--' '  
"Yes, oh ma.�ter, the powerful--" 
The Pharaoh gave a shudder of disgusc. 
"Dark pits of Jzual!" he exclaimed. 

"\Well do I know the thoughts that ever 
possess his ambitious mind. It i� no ion· 
of Egypt's lost grandeur, or of Karamour 
and his cause that p;ompts the decision. 
He would un ite with us solely to gain 
that land which borders h:s own foreign 
possessions. Restore th�: anticnt glory of 
his country, you say. Bah! Egypt had 
known f.fty centuries of the Phlraohs 
while his land was still a wilderness 
Nay, we have no need for such as he in 
the ranks of the chosen.' '  

"And tomorrow, oh gloriolL'; one.'' 
spoke a stout chieftain. "\V/e leave then? .. 

"At d:nvn,'' came the reply. ..Far t•> 
the south, away from the spying C}'CS of 
the unbelievers, to a point already desig
nated, we go to test the blue fluids sent 
us by the mad one of Moscow. A slight 
experiment has already given us great 
hopes. but we would test them more 
fully. I f  their po•;vers indeed be as greJ.t 
as he would Juve us believe"-a �u�kle11 

light of triumph leaped to the d:trk face. 
-"the world is ours!" 

A hoarse yel l rang out from the Arabs 
at the shouted words, anJ with one ac

cord the curved swords of the swarth,· 
horde were un�heatheJ and l ifted high 
in barbaric salute. 

Karamour had risen and was w:�tching 
the cheering cutthroats \'lith the wild 
eyes of a maniac, while the :�g:ie body 
�hook w ith suppressed emotion. Prcsem· 
ly the Ph:1raoh raised a hand for silc:nce. 

"Tomorrow, then, we ride south, but 
tonight our hearts must be made heavy 
with the dread that another of the chosen 
might have proven false. J have calied 

you, therefore, to hear the plea of one 
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charged with that always unpardonable 
crime--treason!'" 

Karamour turned suddenly toward me. 
"Stranger of the new world, I have 

given my pledge to the Princess Atma, 
who, influenced by some strange whim, 
has asked that you be granted clemency. 
Thus you are to be spared from a trial 
that might result in your death. 

"Your cotlduct since i.tnprisontrlent has 
been unwo::thy. Aboard the Star of Egypt 
a mutiny was incited by you. Your com
ing was not desired, and now you help 
to tempt one whcse loyalty has lung L�l:'ll 
waning. Twice have you been spared; do 
not tempt fate a third time. On my re
turn from the desert I will have further 
words with you. Till then, though you 
are allowed liberty of the palace and sur
roundjng gardens, I warn you to use 
discretion." 

The thin lips tightened. 
"Do not be deluded with this kindness 

as a lack of vigilance. For three hundred 
miles the sands arc patrolled by my men. 
To escape means capture, and capture 
means death ! Remember those words." 

Four black guards bad appeared in the 
doorway dragging a resisting figure 
rougbly to t.hc throne. A death-like pal
lor shone on the blood-smeared features 
of their victim, but it could not disguise 
my fellow plotter of the pits, Captain 
Barakoff. 

The Pharaoh glared hard at the man 
before him. 

"Dog." he growled, "it has been said 
that you are an unworthy follower. How 
answer you this d1arge?" 

The Russian grinned in an agonized 
manner. 

.. 1-I have done no wrong, master," 
he faltered. 

"That I intend to find out-and quick
ly," came the grim reply. "You have 
been strong in your claim of innocence-

let us now hear the words of your ac
cusers. 

"Doctor Zola!" 
The Frenchman, ever ready to welcome 

attention, came forward from the rows of 
waiting Ar:ilis. 

"What say you against the loyalty of 
this man?" dem=dcd the Pharaoh. 

Etienne Zola bowed low before his in
quirer. 

"You "tvill reca11," he purred in his 
softest voice, "that I have always been 
suspicious of the prisoner. His bad rec
ord in the Czar's army, as well as his 
avarice-his love of money was well 
known on the west coast. Always desir· 
ous of protecting my Prince, I kept a 
careful watch, and not without result." 

The physician produced a letter which 
he opened and held before him. 

"Captain Barakoff,'' he continued, with 
a sneering look at the unhappy wretch, 
"'wrote this letter, which I had intercept· 
ed, to his beloved in far-off Archangel. 
Its contents conclusively prov� his treach
ery. I will read a--" 

Karamour wa\•cd an impatient hand. 
"Its wording is already known to me. 

.What of the slaves' report?" 

UsANTI, now called, told of hearing 
Barakoff offer to free me for a cer

tain sum. He admitted the amount had 
escaped him, but readily recalled the dis
respectful manner in which the Russian 
had spoken of the Pharaoh, as well as his 
plan for halting the yacht while a boat 
would be rowed ashore to bring me 
aboard. Evidently the black had won· 
drously sharp ears, or else our voices in 
the quiet of the dungeon must have car
ried fa!i:her th:xn we thought. All in all, 
it was a damning denunciation against 
one already doomed. 

As Usanti ceased spea.lcing, a brief 
silence fell on the grim assemblr. AU 
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eyes were turned upon the tall figure who 
stood before the Pharaoh. 

"What do you say against the word of 
the slave?" asked K01ramour at length. 

"He lies, great Pharaoh! My heart was 
-and is--ever loyal to the cause," came 
the answer, in a weak, halting tone that 
plainly told his guilt. 

"But the proof-what have you to 
show that would m:l.ke me believe tbe 
slave's words to be false? Speak quickly� 
though your trial is just, it should be 
brief also. Haste-your proof against the 
charges." 

"1 did not plot with the captive, oh 
master. The sole purpose of my descent 
to the dungeons was to escort him to his 
former quarters, as you yourself had 
ordered. Believe me when I say my heart 
is ever true to the Pharaoh. In all the 
hosts of Karamour, there is none more 
loyal than Alexis Barakoff . . Ask the cap
tive-ask Bryant; he will tell you--" 
and the man's eyes turned appealingly 
toward me for a confirmation of his lie. 

Kammour leaned forward like a strik
ing serpent. 

"Usanti's words," he hissed. 
"But lies, only lies!" cried the Russian. 

"He has fiend ishly condemned me to 
raise himself in your fnvor; he would lie 
to kill your faithful followers and sur
round the court wit"a slinking parasites. 
I have said or done no wrong, and well 
he knows it. He is but a miserable de
formed wretch who has always hated me 
and seeks my ruin." 

"Might he not have a just cause for 
such enr:1ity?" asked Zola. 

"Just cause-no. He entered my quar· 
ters once and I punished him for it. He 
has never forgiven me." 

\"V'as the wily Barakoff to win his way 
to freedom? 

"Treason is a grave offense," the 
Frenchman reminclt:d him. 

"I have always thought it so." 

"You persist then in your denial?" 
"I persist in dcrlying an nntruth." 
"None other has ever accused the black 

of untruths." 
''None other h::s ever :1ccused me." 

"But the letter, my captain," Zo!a pt:t 
in quiddy. "\�ould you sa;; Usanti wrote 
that also?" 

Again that hesit:mt, condemning gulp. 
"I-I do not know." 

"A lie! a lie l11at ccmes from the 
depths of your black heart!" thundered 
Karamour. "Oh miserable creatun:, you 
have betrayed the trust of your ruler; 
broken your vows to lhe great cause. The 
countless centuries of Jove and reverence 
that would have kept your name sacred 
have been forgotten in that greed fer 
gold. There is but one sentence for sucl1 
treachery; but one puni•hment befitting 
that ever unpardonable crime: 

"The Pit!" 

A scream of terror rang out from the 
doomed m:m as the judgment w:ts pro· 
nounced. 

\Vith a 9uickness that told of long 
practise, the dread sentence was now car· 
ried out. In the center of the gre::t floor 
an iron ring had been securely fast<::ned. 
A stout chain was now run through the 
ring, and with three bl�cks htgging h:w.i 
on the iron links, a portion of the floor 
was sl0wly raised to disclose a cun!lingly 
concealed pit some six f c:t square. 

A nauseating odor aro$e from the dark 
interior, a damp, smothering smell, made 
more terrible by the loud. l>lood-lingling 
::queals th::t accompanied it-sharp, angry 
barks that brought a sickly pal ior to the 
sun-tanned faces of the Arabs, while the 
black guards cast nervous glances at their 
ruler. With one ac.corJ the entire assem
bly moved forward to that awful hole of 
9eath. 
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Rats! Huge, dirty, horrible rats! Bound

ing, famished crcatutes of an enormous 
size that brought a shudder from the 
watchers, leaoed and snarled in that ter
rible pit. The slippery sides of the ten
foot depth prevented them from emerg
ing, though the rodents were co::stantiy 
:o.ttempting the hopc>less c!lmb. Sharpened 
spikes had been <:!(iven into the bottom 
rocks, while the brilliant lights above 
plainly showed the twi..::kling eyes, the 
red maw� and sh :ttp teeth of the rolling 
brown m,1ss. This then W? . .> the dread pit 
so feared by the inmJtc:; cf the castle. 

The sneering Zola could not resist the 
temptation of a final taunt at the con
demned man, \v·ho, now stripped of all  
garments and with naked arms lashed 
firmly to his sides, stood looking in wild
eyed terror into the pit into which he 
would so soon be plunged . 

"Three hundreJ of them, Captain! 
Three hundred with sharp teetl1 and no 
food for two davs! You will find them 
appreciative of your company," '  the fiend 
laughed. 

Of all the heartless gathering, the 
physician alone seemed unperturbed. 
White-robed Arabs, wide-eyed and nerv
ous, looked silently on. The four black 
jailers were visibly affected by the awful 
din. Even the Pharaoh was somber and 
serious as he silently motioned the slaves 
to continue. 

A long chain was now firmly at
tached to the legs of the Russian, who, 
despite his pleadings, was swung head 
foremost and quickly lowered into the pit. 

At the appearance of the nude body, 
the snarls increased to a deafening roar. 
Squealing rats, now standing upright in 
anticipation, awaited the gleaming flesh. 
And even as l dosed my eyes to turn 
from the horrible scene, the scre:uning 
Yictim w.LS hurried to his awful destruc
tion. 

15 .  The Enchantres.r of Sin 

THE swarthy hordes of Karamour left 
:1.1: dawn. As the sun rose, I stood on 

the balcony w.1td1ing the Arabs mount 
their splendiJ be�ts and form a long 
line behind :l. white horse held by a wait
ing black. 

There was no �houting or carefree 
laughter now. .'".II mi1th and 1:eveiry had. 
been replaced by tib·btcning jaws and de
termined f:J.c�·s that well showed the des
perate ride expect:;:d by these Jcsert no
mads. �'ordless, they held the eager 
steeds and awaited their lead�r. The 
lonely wa5te of water in the west formed 
a sparkling background. 

W'hile I watched the mounted horde 
with wondering silence, a tall figure 
strode from the gartlens to the \vaiting 
horse. It was Karamour. 

1\s the lithe body swung into the sad
dle, his gaze fell full upon me. Instantly 
the d:u-k face lighted. 

"Remember well my warning of last 
night, oh stranger," he shouted. "To 
escape mems capture, and capture means 
certain death! "  

1ben, with a wild whoop and a com
mand to the Arabs, the last of the 
Pharaohs set spurs to his horse and 
dashed over the sand dunes to the south, 
while behind him, their long white robes 
fluttering in the morning winds, came hi' 
savage band of cutthroat followers. 

As the last of the Arabs rode into the 
distant blue, a peal of feminine laughter 
rang from the towering turrets, a long
drawn-out laugh of scornful derision t.'lat 
was followed by a foul oath. 

Late that afternoon I had put my new
ly proclaimed liberty to usc, and de
scending the great stairs, casually passed 
the two guards at the terrace door to 
saunter out into the gardens beyond. 

I wandered t.Iuough the delightful 
faif';land that had been transplanted to 
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I the sandy wastes of the African co:l.St, ad\ rniring the stately trees, the elaborate 
! ClfVings on the bcod1es and spraying 
1fountains, as well as the brilliantly 
plumed birds th:J.t waccd the well-kept 
sward. Soft music from the radio in the 
rustic summer house at the cliff's edge 
but lent an added end1antment to the 
surroundings. The gudens of Karamour 

'combined the luxuries of the oew world 
; with the splendor ami beauty of the old. 

!THAT night, under the rays of the 

I, tropical moon anc.l a million blazing 
stars, I was guided by Zcoa to the wind-l ing steps that leu from the gardens of 
Karamour to the sandy bea.ch bc!O':\'. 

I There, �tanding in the shadows of a grace
ful palm, ·with thJ? lighted castle on the 
cliffs above, I awaited the lovely Anna. 

For a long hour I had kept my lonely 
1vatch, expecting momentarily the ap
pearance of the Princess on the steps 
above, when my attention was drawn to 
a pearl-white figure that swam thmugh 

l the w:�.ters far to the left. With steady, I Si..lperb strokes, the swimmer cut through 
the silvery surf, to emerge, wet and drip
ping, a tall, shapely girl, whose nude 

1body sbone like ivory in the moonlight. 
"Atma!" 
Standing on the wet sands, tbe cool 'winds caressing her, the lovely face 

tumed dreamily toward the stars, stood 
the glamorous daughter of the ages, a 
ilark-eyed Princess from the mists of time, 
whose tiny feet bad trod the great halls 
of the Pharaohs. 

Ah, the weird beauty of that moment! 
Even now its memory comes to haunt 
me--a picture from the past; a vision 
that might well have been the lonely Eve 
by some desolate sea nt the earliest dawn 
of history. High overhead from the sum
mer house near the cliff's edge, came 
strains of soft music; dreamy, melodious 

· airs, artistry of today. But the glorious 

ftgure that swayed in the starlight had 
danced and strained her lithe body to the 
cr:J.Shing of mighty timbrels, thirty-four 
hundred years ago! 

Slowly the royal Egyptian made her 
way up the be:1ch, stopping only to don 
the waiting garments that by on a sand 
dune near the surf. Then in the scanty 
attire o( long ago--golden hrcast·plates, 
fii lny fouc·slit skirt and cob:a-ensigned 
head-band-the girl came unhcsitating!y 
toward me, her features wreathed in a be
witching smile. 

"1 swam fat out to sea," came the 
musical voice. "Oh, it was sud1 a long, 
long way! No sound coulc.l reach me 
from the distant shore. the low sand 
dunes had disappeared. Even the lighted 
castle seemed small aod distant. I was 
alone in a vast world of silence. Alt, it 
was wonderful, lying out there in the 
dark waters, to be rocked by the rolling 
waves. For an hour I drifted and dreamed 
in the staclight. Once a great ocean 
liner, a sparkling mass of golden lights, 
passed far to the east, but they did not 
hear the lonely cry of Atm:1. Perhaps I 
might have forgotten the world and 
swum on thus for ever, had I not known 
the young American would be waiting 
for me." 

Together we sat oo the dark cloak the 
Princess had left in the sand. 

"'And now you are tirec.l after that long 
swim." 

Atma had sat in a posture of ease be
side me, so close that 1 could feel the 
warmth of her half-naked body. At my 
question she drew back where she could 
better see my face. 

"Tired?'" she repeated, and then she 
laugi1ed. "You think a little swim would 
tire me?'" 

I smiled at her apparent sucprize. 
"Then am I to believe it ha.s not?" 
"It could never tire me-physical ex

ertion seldom does. \'V'hy, once when I 
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was a little girl and the royal troops of 
Egypt beat back the Hyksos beyond 
Thaubasium, I danced the steps of vic· 

tory from sunset till dawn in the great 
halls of the Moon Goddess. Nay, if I am 
to tire, the cause rr.ust be other than 
weary muscles." 

"Mental boredom, perhaps?" 
The girl shrugged her graceful shoul· 

ders. 
"It is possible," she admitted. "But 

no, no-it is not that. J am weary of this 
cast!e, of thi:; country. I dread that con· 
stant talks of Egypt's lost glory-of the 
many gods and their terrible ;;.nger at 
our wrong doings-of anything connect· 
ed with antiquity. I am tired of--of 
him !" she whlsoered. 

Her eyes looked at me in a strange, be· 
seeching manner. 

"Surely you will understand," she 
went on in an earnest tone. "I wish to 
be free, to be away from all this. The old 
world no longer appeals to me; I would 
know of the new, to see the many things 
the eager Billy told me-spacious dwell· 
ings-evenings at the lighted theatres in 
wraps of ermine-graceful dancing in a 
pol ished ballroom. Ah, it is what my 
heart calls for-it is what J should have." 

Her beautiful face was close to mine, 
waiting, I knew, for a confirmation of 
her words. 

"But is that not impossible?" I pro· 
tested. "A daughter of the Pharaohs 
tO---' '  

"Oh damn the Pharaohs!" cried the 
Princess of Egypt hotly. "Must l always 
hear th:1t loathsome word? Am I to stay 
for countless years in these ancient halls, 
hearing only the chanting of Egypt's lost 
glory? It is the new lands I want-their 
delicious thrills-their pleasures! 

"Do you not know the awful centuries 
I spent imprisoned on that great bowl of 
stone-the ages that passed while I was 
but the living dead? Can you realize 

what the torture of three hundred yean 
would mean to one who could but hope 
and yearn once more for the joys and 
loves of her maidenhood? No, no, you I could never know. You are a man of the 
cold Twentieth Century, to whom the 
pulsing warmth of the eternal passion 
must for ever remain a mystery. 

"But J, who have thirsted through t�e 
ages, know its fires, and am free once 
more for that glorious ecstasy." She 
added after a slight pause: "Free to laugh 
and live as of yore. Free to enjoy the 
many pleasures so long denied me. Free 
to care, to--to love." 

Her voice sank to a low whisper. 

A TMA was looking at me in an eager, 
I'1.. expectant manner. One slender arm 
had encircled mine, ;md her supple body 
leaned closer. Parted red Jjps were near 
my own . A wild rush of madness swept 
over me. Pulses pounding, hea1t thump· 
ing, I yearned to cover that perfect mouth 
with smothering kisses till she would lie 
helpless, panting in my arms. 

We were alone! We were alone ! Daz� 
with the fragrance of her hair, I could 
feel her loveline-ss tremble with desire as 
her lips btushed mine. It was as though 
this one moment had been snatched from 
al l  Eternity, to carry us a billion miles 
beyond the planets and the suns. Onl9 , 
with the greatest effort could I dra�· 
away. 

"But Karamour-he will never con 
sent to your leaving here. This-this is 
madness! He would not forsake the land 
of his father, nor would you leave with· 
out him." 

"Why do you say that?" she cried. "He 
means nolhing to me-never bas. l have 
always felt a strong dislike for the love
less fool who thinks only of the past and 
Egypt's forgotten grandeur. Nay, I have 
planned my fl ight too long to let anythin8 
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prevent it, and never was the time so ripe 
as now. Listen : 

"Karamour has ridden into the desert 
to test liquids-some wild dream of a 
crazed scientist, that he thinks will render 
useless the man-power of other nations. 
I, of course, !mow that it is but a hopeless 
dream. The great guns of the new coun
tries will quickly crush both him and his 
feeble power; yet we must let the fool 
find that out for himself. 

"But you and I-why should we stay 
here to perish miserably with the rest? Is 
it not wiser to flee these ancient halls and 
spend the years in the pleasures of the 
new worlds, than lie as whitened skele
tons amid the charred castle ruin?"' 

"And my friends-you could arrange 
to haYe them come ';vith us?" J asked 
quickly. 

Atma hesitat::cl a moment before re
plying. 

"Yes, we can do that," she answered 
fmallr. "Leave with them when the 
plane returns the day after tomorrow. Of 
course, the tiny ship will make two trips 
necessary, but as it is only some nine 
hours' journey from here to Tangier, it 
could be done." 

An escape! An escape, and return to 
the lands we loved and knew! But this 
royal daughter of the Nile-did she 
realize the strangeness of the new world? 
Could she know and understand the 
countless changes that had taken place 
since her tiny feet trod the Bower-strewn 
halls of old Memphis? 

"Wait," I cautioned. "You are going 
to find the new world strange in more 
'l'.'ays than one. True, it has all the lux
uries of which you speak, as well as many 
more. Each, however, demands its price. 
Money is as essential to the modern land 
as an unerring sword arm was to the old." 

Atnu laughed softly. 
"Tbc answer to all that lies but a short 

distance in the desert," she murmured, 

"and it is ours for U1e taking. Tomor
row night, while the castle sleeps, we will 
take three blacks and ride to the ea.�t. 
where, in the eternal ha!ls of night that 
lie below a forgotten valley, we can soon 
load ourselves with unthinkable riches." 

As the girl cea.�ed speaking, a soft 
melody from the clif."s WOVe C'?.USed her 
to turn quic.kly. The radio in the su1nmer 
house that had been playing soft, un
known music, suddenly began a melody I 
knew well, a lovely, tantalizing air, that 
seemed to breathe the glamor of old 
Egypt-the weirdly throbbing Vi1ion of 
Salome. 

As the ftrst dreamy notes reached us, • 
an eager thrill ra11 through the supple 
body of the Egyptian. Now, with the 
case of an uncoiling serpent, she rose to 
ht!r love!}' ht!ight. Only for an instmt did 
she pause to smile at me, wide-eyed and 
glorious; and then, with a slow, exctic 
grace, the long-limbed Princess began the 
dance of the centuries. 

It was fascinating. Soft, rolling mus
cles played beneath the ivory surface. A 
perfect body swayed enchantingly. Slen
der arms encircled U1e shapely head, 
while the beautiful face, beaming through 
a mass of wavy black hair, seemed lost in 
wondrous dreaming. 

As though in rhythm with the dancer 
swayed the tropical palms. The sparkl ing 
ocean seemed motionless and quiet. A 
mellow moon hung low; while high 
above, the blazing stars flashed their light 
to illuminate dimly the beauty of that 
whirling siren. 

J watched as one entranced. For me, 
at least, time had ceased to exist, and I 
had been drawn back across the void to 
behold a swaying vision that had en
slaved the hearts of men ages upon ages 
before the dancing Salome roused the 
passions of King Herod. \X!eird music, 
that strange, C-'<otic ringing-was that the 
crashing of ancient timbrels from the 
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roliing fogs of time? High overhead 
amor.s the stars, those hazy shimmering 
outlines - were they the disapproving 
frowns of Pharaohs from the dawning? 
And surely my wonderment was seen by 
the Egyptian, for high above the blaring 
bla.5ts her silvery laugh came to me. 

Higher rose the quickening music. 
W ilder, faste1· became the dancing. The 
flashing breast·plates-the fluttering gar
ments! Her tiny feet seemed sca rcely to 
toud1 the sand; the flying body was but 
.1 whirling ivory mass. And then the bar
baric air rose up n.s a great roa.r, to stop 
with a crash that sent the dancer hurliug 
herself with complete abandon into my 
outstrctd1ed arms. 

I drew the yielding body quickly to me. 
"You are glorious," I groaned, "so 

maddening!}' glorious!" And raising that 
perfect head, 1 kis�d the red lips of the 
most beautiful creature this world has 
ever known. 

"Kiss me! Oh kiss and love me!" she 
whispered. "My veins flow not with the 
ice of the girls of your world, but a de
siring thirst that grows more burning 
with each passing second!" 

Her wh ite arms pressed me closer. 
"Kiss me! Crush me, stronger, tighter, 

till I die witl1in rour arms! This moment 
of bliss must never end-we will make 
its joys eternal. Again! Agai � ! "  she mur
mured. "Oh eleven sinful gods, again! 
\X1e are ::!lone, beloved. we arc alone! The 
star:; for ever hold all secrets. The sleep
ing world is far and distant. My eager 
heart cries wildly for you-:md the night 
is long.'' 

16. Sbeba's Trertsllre 

THE following night I rode far into 
the desert with the Princess of Egypt 

in sea;ch of the fabulous wealth of which 
she had spoken. 

1 was now hopelessly in love with the 

beautiful Atma, m:tdly obsessed with a 
passion that obliterated all else but her 
dlarm. The amorous moments in those 
perfect arms had erased all memories of 
Carol, or any responsibilities I should 
have felt for the imprisoned Terrys . 

I no longer planned escape, either for 
myself or for my friends. Ambition, like 
reason, had gone. Gone also was the long· 
planned retribution. The caresses of the 
dark-eyed siren had taken both manhood 
and will-power, to leave but a character· 
less weakling, who would lie, stc:tl-Qr 
i f  need be, kill-but to bask in the 
glamor of her love. 

Only vaguely had l been told our des· 1 
tination, and now as I swung to my sad· 
die in the dimly lit courtyard, I observed 
among the three mounted blacks desig· 
r.ated as om: follower$, the hideous dwarf, 
Usanti. 

The keen eyes of the treacherous imp 
roved incessantly, as though fearful that 
some sign or move might escape him. 

I leaned toward Atma, who, dressed in 
riding-breeches and open-necked shirt. 
with a heavy automatic pistol strapped 
arotmd her slender waist, sat carelessly on 
her horse beside me. 

"That black-the short one. It was he 
who betrayed Ba.rakoff to the Pharaoh," I 
whispered. ··oo you think it wise to take 
him with us?" 

An expression of merciless cunning 
crossed the beauti ful face as a long-lashed 
eye winked slyly at me. 

"Of all the palace guards, these: three 
alone I trust not. The hidden vaults of 
tre:1sure must for ever remain a secrc-t"
hcr lips smiled slightly-''tbat is why 
they ride with me this night." 

As she .finished the strange words, the 
Princess of Egypt brought her sharp whip 
down on the horse's haund1es and dashed 
out into the night, while I and the three 
horsemen followed behind as best we 
could. 
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For two miles we rode sharply to the 
east in a lonely waste of sand into which 
the horses sank fetlock-deep at nearly 
every step. The barren, uneven country 
was cut into numerous ravines, lumpy 

, stretd1es and shrubless little hillocks that 
showed dreary and foreboding in the 
moonlight. A hard wind had enveloped 
us, sending the tiny grains of sharp sand 
to cut our lips and faces, while the 
horses bl inked and whinnied in helpless 
misery. Yet, with the persistence that the 
thought of riches will always inspire, we 
plodded patiently on behind lhe spright
ly �teed uf uur dauntless leader. 

On reaching a cluster of palm-trees, 
Atma turned northw:trd. The country 
becan1e wilder as we advanced. Distant 
mountains showed on the far horizon. 
and from out of the blackness would 
come the cries of prowling desert crea
tures. 

Silently we continued over the desolate 
wastes, once to pause at a tiny oasis, and 
several times to seek brief respite from 
the blowing sand in one of the nwner-

! ous ravines. At length, after three hours 
of steady travel, we entered a deep valley 
from which many boulder-strewn gorges 
diverged . Here Atma halted her splen
did beast and beckoned me closer. 

"The second pass to the left!" she 
cried. "It is the one we seek. I have too 
often heard its description to be wrong. 
We will dismount here and tether our 
horses to these ttccs. Instruct Usanti to 
bring the long rope he carries-we shall  
need it  in our climb. The boulder is  a 
high one and the ascent to its summit 
hard and dangerous." 

Stopp ing only to tie the we-ary hor�es. 
we presently entered a. narrow gorge 
which led to the left from the valley. 
Here Jay a. narrow passage. On c·ithcr 
side the bl:tck cliffs shot upw.trd to the 
stars. Sneaking fonm of prowling jack
als slunk through the tl.ukn�ss. Stunted 

trees steed as lonely sentinels, while 
numerous large boulders, white and 
gleaming, were strewn on the bed of 
what in prehistoric times had been :t 
mighty river. 

Standing somewhat apart from the 
other rocks was a huge granite boulder. 
Toward this we were now led. The�e, in 
the shadow of its frowning height, Atm:t 
turned to face us. We had reached Ottr 
destination. 

THE dark-eyed Princess looked long 
at her travel-stained followers. 

"We are about," she began, addressing 
the three wondering blacks, "to descenrl 
deep into the earth, far down near the 
pits of hell, through ancient corridor, 
built by men whose bones have long since 
lutned to dust." 

Standing in the moon rays that flooded 
the rocky pass, a slender riding-whip slap
ping her open palm, with an amused 
smile the Egypti:l.n watched the rolling 
eyes of the bla('ks. 

"You will come, Usanti?" 

The dwarf stared at her in silent mis

ery. 
"You mangy dog!" she snapped. 

"\'Uhat is there to fear? \XIhat crazy 
superstition holds you bad; fron1 the 
riches that lie within?" 

"The spirits of the departed, oh mis
tress," whisp�red one. "They will be 
waiting to tear us asunder. They will 
choke us v.-ith their ghx;tly breath, and 
feed om bodies to rhe crawling lhings 
lhat lie in the gloom of the deep pits . 
Always have we heard of the terrible 
.mgcr of the tomb gods." 

"You miserable fool!" cried .-'.tnu. 
' 'The dead are dead; tl1ey can neither help 
nor harm you. Their powers have long 
vanished, nor are lhere any spirits or 
ghosts to avenge them. It is all lies-the 
�tories you may have heard about the 
angry gods who ''ill destroy the dcsecra-
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tor of ancient tombs. All myth�nly 
lies and myths." The silvery voice rose 
higher. "But the pit of Karamour is no 
myth, nor does Atma lie when she says 
your lashed bodies will be lowered to the 
hungry inmates of its bottom if you fail 
your Princess!" 

The blacks shifted nervo:.tsly but said 
no words, whiie I could but look in 
amazement at the fearless beauty who 
spoke so scornful ly of the gods and leg
ends she had been reared to respect and 
fear. 

"But this hidden tomb of which you 
speak, ' ' I asked. "Where i.s it, and whose 
sarcoph:;.gus lies within?' '  

The girl pointed upward. 
"A most unusual place for a most un· 

usual ruler," she replied. "Lying on the 
summit of this great boulder is a flat rock 
that, once removed, will reveal an open
ing within. Descending, we will follow 
a long corridor to a gilded door, behind 
which lie the riches and preserved body 
of BaUds, Queen of Sheba!'' 

TI1is, then, was where the famed treas
ure of antiquity lay hidden; the fabulous 
'\vealth that for thirty centuries, in legend 
and in song, had lured adventurous 
spirits from the far-off corners of the 
earth, and caused the hot sands to he lit
tered with their blead1ing bones. 

"Out here, so far from her homeland?" 

Atma nodded. 

"Awaiting her restoration, a.s promised 
by Karamour. Awaiting that which can. 
never be. But come-time passes. We 
must ascend the boulder.' '  

TI1ere was a noticeaiJle lack of enthusi
asm among the blacks, but finally a tall, 
muscular fellow hesit:mtly volunteered 
the climb, and after several attempts, suc
ceeded in r::-aching the summit. Once 
there, he threw down an end of the long 
rope he had carried, and bY, means of this 

crude ladder we at last stood on the high 

peak. 
Now the fiat rock wa.s d islodged to 

show a gaping pit beneath. Again we ad· 
hered to the slender rope, and leaving a 
sentinel to guard the summit, with flam
ing torches the four intruders stood in the 
age-old corridors of Balkis. Holding high 
the feeble lights we groped our way 
through the blackness. Down a long hall 
that had been hewn in the living rock, 
a mighty pa.ssageway untroddcn for over 
thirty centuries, we slowly advanced, and 
the grotesque carvings that showed in the 
gloom appeared as the angry eyes of the 
departed. 

To thiok that ·within these winding 
halls had once been carried the body of 
her who had borne a child to Solomon; 
lhat th� long-dead hands which had hewn 
this forgotten vault might have been 
raised in salute to David. Twice we 
passed the silent blackness of intersecting 
corridors, and once stepped carefully over 
the grisly remajns of a faithful guard, be
side whose moldering body lay a sword 
that could well have been the one called 
for by the great Jewish King in his judg
ment of the two sorrowing mothers and 
the child. Along the rocky floor were 
deep deposits of dust, an indication that , 
the passage had long been unused. The 
granlte sides converged as they rose to the 
top of the shaft some ten feet above us. 
Securely hidden in the very bowels of the 
earth below that lonely valley, the silent 
corridors had escaped the ravages of 
countless treasure-hunters as well as the 
many tomb-robbers of *!ntiquity. The 
great Queen had been most cautious in 
selectjng the vault for her riches. Atma 
had told how, at Karamour's orders, 
the slaves ·who had hewn the pass were 
slain by soldiers, who, in a like manner. 
were also slaughtered that none might 
know the resting-place of Sheba. 
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FOR a long half-hour w e  continued our 
djsmal way. The winding passage 

had now straightened to a nm in a direct 
line. Sttddenly the flickering torchlight 
shone on a great yellowish mass. 

The beauteous white face of Alma 
turned toward me. 

"The great image of Thoat!" she cried. 
"Surely we have at last read1ed the vault 
of riches!" 

Before a great doorway stood a huge, 
grotesque idol of a bird-headed god. ln 
one massive claw it held a stone scroll 
that bore many hieroglyphics. The rid1ly 
painted surface of the grim deity flashed 
yellow and red in the torchlight. 

The two terrorized blacks, since m::.k
ing their reluctant entry to the gloomy 
corridor, had huddled closely togct11er. 
Great beads of perspiration were standing 
on their brov:s, and now, at the sight of 
this grim omen, they trembled as though 
suddenly afflicted with ague. 

"The God of the Ancients!" whispered 
the dwarf. "The terrible god with the 
bird-head who will presently awake and 
tear us to pieces with his sharp beak and 
claws. We are doomed! We are twice 
horribly doomed, as our spirits will be for 
ever compelled to sail the endless sea of 
fire that has been allotted as punishment 
for those who enter t-he vaults of their 
ancestors." 

TI1e girl but smiled at the words, and 
wresting the light from the terrorized 
Usanti, she held the torch high to look 
long ::t the ancient insc:ription before her. 

'"It's only one of those meaningless 
warnings," she laughed at length in a 
careless manner. "A warning and praise 
of Sheb:�'s glory. The usual custom of 
the ancients. 1t reads:  

"'I11e Queen is  not dead. She cail 
never die. She has become as one who 
rises like the morning sun from the east
em horizon. She now rests from life like 
the setting sun in the west. Yet always 

sl1all she return. Again on some far dis
tant day will she dawn anew in the east. 
She cannot die. She must not die. She is  
the sun. She is  the burning glory of life_ 
She l ives for ever. The Queen has but 
flown. She has been taken up to the skies 
by Ra, 111e stairs of the heavens have 
been lowered that she may ascend there· 
on to the blue. To the sky. To the sky. 
To the great jeweled throne in the dear· 
ness has she gone. Sail on, oh beauteous 
one, in thy barge of the sun. Sail on till 
you .return like a flaming ruby to your 
earthly realm, Yet even as thou hast de· 
parted, oh Queen, let thy earthly shell re
tain and use its terrible powers to blast 
with loathsome disease and frightful 
death all those who would enter to dis
turb thy earthly slw11bers, or touc:h with 
vandal hands one glittering jewel." 

As Atma ce:tSed speaking, the hideous 
Usanti fell to his knees with a shriek that 
rang out through that dismal hall of 
silence. 

Like a tigress the Princess of Egypt 
tumed on the offending black. 

"Silence!" she hissed, as one ham! 
flew to her leather holster in a suggestivt
manner. "Silence, you fool, or you will 
feel my own way of blasting frightful 
death!" 

The terrorized dwarf gulped loudly as 
though d1oked by unseen hands, A weak 
sigh escaped Ute trembling lips, but with 
an el'Iort he rose on his frail legs, to look 
piteously at his mistress. 

Pausing but to encircle the great image. 
the tireless Atma motioned us to follov.·. 
and going to the ancient door pusheJ 
back the massive creaking barrier, while 
behind her, three wide-eyed men looked 
in speed1less wonderment at the scene 
before them. 

A low moan ing sound; a soft musical 
wailing that might have been a murmur 
from the ages. floated from the silent 
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chamber. But it was not that alone whid1 
l1eld us speUbound. Lying along the 
waJJs and dowa the length of the long 
floor. from beneath the grayish mass of 
dust and cobwebs, there glowed and 
sparkled in the torchlight the scintill:iting 
brilliance of the world's greatest treasure. 

On either side of the high room, large 
piles of golden i!tgots rose to the ceiling. 
As though liastily stowed, the precious 
metal lay in careless mounds. In many 
pla:ces great tablets of gold h::d been sct 
in the solid masonry of the floor. An ex
quisite urn showed a thousand pe:�.rls of 
priceless beauty, while the three large 
chests in the center of the room Rashed 
with the radiance of diamonds, emeralds 
and other precious stones. 

At the far end of the great vault feu!' 
stone steps led up to a tiny room of black 
marble. There, on a rising stone slab of 
exquisite carving lay a jewel-encrusted 
sarcophagus. An atmosphere of mourn
ful silence prevailed in that ancient tomb 
of riches. 

Slowly I turned to Atma. 
"It's wond�rful !" I whispered in an 

awed tone. "It's--it's too wonderful!" 

The girl nodded. 
"And securely hidden, too," she added. 

"I doubt not th:tt: thirty centuries more 
could pass and its great wealth would 
stiH lie undisturbed." 

"Who else knows of its location?" 
··only Katamour, and he would not 

dare enter these hails of eternal night. 
Even the bravest of the ancients trembled 
at the vengeance of the gods to a desecra
tor of a tomb. But come, let us took 
upon Balk is." 

WITH a warning of instant death to 
the blacks if they dared to touch 

the jewel chests, the Princess of Egypt 
made her way_ through the piles of riches 

to the small room where rested the famed 
Queen of antiquity. 

\Vithin the open sarcophagus lay a 
richly appareled woman of striking 
beauty. So fresh, so natural was her ap
pearance, it seemed as if she were but 
sleeping. The eyes, half open, were 
turned toward us. Two bejeweled hands 
by cross�d on her large pearl bceast
pbtes. The lovely thick hair, combed in 
a str:.tnge yet becoming manner, by in a 
waving r�:�.ss on the dark olive skin of her 
nedc and arms. The f::lintest flush seemed 
to have mounted her cheeks, while the 
half-<>l)cned lids were curled in a sad 
half-smile. 

"Sheba!"' I gasped. '"Sheba, the be
loved of Solomon !'" 

"The large ring th:�.t encircles her 
thumb--a p:.trting gift from the Jewish 
King. It was once worn by Abraham." 

"How do you know that?'" 
"She told me of it long ago;· answered 

Atma. "Poor Balkis! It is better, per
haps, that she continues her long sleep. 
Great would be her anguish to arise and 
frnd that her country, once so rich and 
powerful, has dwindled to a comparative· 
ly weak and defenseless nation." 

The strain of the subterranean tomb 
had told on the blacks. Now, with nerves 
completely broken, they begged their 
Princess the privilege of returning to the 
outer world. 

The girl looked at the two kneeling 
men in scornful silence. Suddenly she 
turned to me, fearless and beautiful in the 
tordlligltt. 

""Their courage has snapped;· came her 
firm voice. "In a few minutes they will 
be gibbering idiob;. But we must not let 
that deter us. For riches we came, and 
with l'iches we shall le:tve. All the rat· 
tling bones of eternity will not stop me! 
Hold the light above those jewel chests, 
wl:tile I select the most precious stones. 
The gold is far too heavy for us to han· 
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die, though we may have need of it later." 
From the dc=ep pockets of her riding

breeches the daughter of H:ll:shcpsut pro
duced :t small leath�r pouch, ::nrl stanciin.g 
:hove d1e chests, filied the bag with price
less stones, scrutinizing c:1ch chosen gem 
carefully. Again and again her long fin
gers r:m through the sparkling m:tss. 
1 "I cannot understand it," :;he said at 
-length, when her tirdcss hands had at 
, last ceased their sea:d1i�g. ''The great 
emerald of Saul, the most priceless gem 
in all the world, is missing." 

"Thieves, perhaps?" 
"No, nu," she <..ried. "it cannot be that. 

None oUter hl.S cnlc:ed this vault-and 
;yet the stone is gone. A curse to the 
damned! The one gem I--" A wild 
smile le:�.ped to her face. 
1 "Yes, of course! That's where it is.'' 
, With a quick !cap the girl was beside 
tl1e :;:ucophagus. 
. "Hold the torch high," she cried. "It's 
here! Yes, it's here in her mouth!" and 
her eager hands shook the long-dead 
body. 

"Stop!" I shouted, fearful of some 
,great profanation. 
, The dark eyes looked their surprize. 
! "\XThat are rou going to do?" I stepped 
�uickly toward the girl. 
I "Get the jewel, of course." 
: "But-but you can't do th:tt! God! Are 
)tlu entirely shameless? To desecrate the 
�lady of a good Queen long dead-you 
an't! It's--it's horrible!" 

The daughter of Hatsbepsut gave a 
lhudder of disgt.tst. j "Don't be a fool!" she snapped. "It 
o.n make no difference to her wha.t I do. 
The jewel is there; I intend to have it. 
iet t>'ut suffi.::e.' · 

And with a carefree laugh, the Prin
cess opened the long·closed mouth of 
Solomon's beloved to extract an rnormous 
�crald that Bashed and sparkled in the 
�>rmiight. 

SiGened with horror, I watched the 
calm Atma leisurely inspect the glittering 
bauble and then drop it into the leather 
pouch at her side. 

"And now we may leave," !'he con· 
sented. "The hour is late, with many 
weary miles of trl.vcl." 

Quidd)' we p:�ssed from that gloomy 
tomb of riches. Alma herself closed the 
great wooden bJ.rrier; and then we in
truders from th� outside world made once 
more for the dist:tnt boulder summit. 

\X/e had left the dreary corridors far 
behind, and \YCrc emerging from the 
rocky go•·gc to the valley beyond. The 
cool night wind brushed the musty dust 
of the ages from our garments and filled 
our nostrils with its sweetness. The three 
blacks were walk:ng happily before tlS in 
silent rejoicing at their rcle:tSe from the 
ghostly halls. A tropical moon had 
flooded the pass, and in its cle:u ra"fS I 
followed the jewel-laden Atma. All 
seemed calm in this quiet vale; de:ltb and 
terror should have been left in the deep 
pits beyond . Yet, despite the horrid scene 
l had witnessed within the tomb, the 
greatest tragedy w:tS still to be enacted. 

Suddenlr the girl drew the he:l.Vy 
Mauser pistol from its holster and began 
.firing. Six times the dark gun £lamed red, 
and with unerring aim, two bullets sped 
into each of the black slaves. 

Running forward :tS she slipped a 
fresh clip of shells into the pistol, and 
standing abo\'e the groaning. blood· 
st:1ined men, the Princess of Egypt sent 
shot after shot into the tom, helpless 
bodies. 

And as siicnc� came once more to the 
lonely valley, ' 'It was tbe only way," she 
murmured :.oftly; "the only way to keel> 
for ever a secret the hidden treasure of 
Sheba." 

iltf' ;t:r:tu:or. v·ctrrl dcrmucmcnt o( tlli� stnrr w;tl be 
lnld 1n the h-.. itntrntt dr-.pten that bring tl� tate. t., :tft 
end '" ont cHWth":� tstuc of �HlKU .. J/d .. £S. Re.�rve 
yout '-OPY .a! yvur nl:lgalmc·<luler's nt�w. 



Dcean Ogre 
By DANA CARROLL 

� tale of the sea, and the thi1Jg called Alain Gervais that cAme 
aboard the Jolly Waterman 

J
UNE 2.-0ur stiff canvas, faded and 
gray, hangs lifeless from the yard
arms. We are stilled in one of the 

great calms. There is slowly rising water 
in the well, and our food is nearly gone. 
We heave on the greasy, heavy water, 
foul and green. The fog hides all from 
view. I confess that I am afraid. What 
an expressive word is despair! Luckily a 
flying-fish came scudding over the rails 
this morning. 

June 3.-The fog has lifted a bit, but 
there is no relief in sight. The seven of 
us worked all last night on the pipes, 
until our backs ached and our hands were 
raw. The crew seems gruff and surly, 
but I haven't the heart to assert my au
thority at a time like this. They don't 
realize how near death they are. I write 
for record only, for who knows what 
may happen in the next few days? We 
are at present in the open sea a thousand 
miles from land. A fine situation for the 
skipper of the J oily Waterman! Three 
months ago I had a full crew and a lucky 
boat, but now-scurvy isn't pleasant. No, 
sir, not pleasant at all. 

Jtme '4.-Hope! I have given up even 
entertaining the word. By working des
perately we are able to keep the water in 
the well down, but our hardtack is nearly 
gone. We have pumped and sweated on 
empty stomachs for twelve hours. Losier 
collapsed. He folded like the others, but 
thank God he died quietly. No reproach
ful blasphemies heaped on my head. Just 
a tired fading, glad it was all over. 

June .5.-It was funny. Another By_-
9.4 

ing-fish came aboard today, and Herbie 
Tastrum made a dive for it. He looked 
like a maniac as he slid along the deck, 
filling his belly with splinters. He caught 
it between his two hands and bit into it, 
and finally disposed of it, bones and all. 
I was a bit put out. He could have 
divided it. I could shred a donkey's car· 
cass in my present state. Yet, I write it 
was funny. 

]11ne 6.-0ur case is desperate. No 
two ways about it, something has to hap· 
pen, and soon. There isn't a breath of 
air stirring, and Hanson is below, unable 
to raise a limb. The five of us are able 
to keep the water down, but we are tired 
-dog-tired. 

June 7.-We have one thing to be 
thankful for, the water hasn't risen mudJ 
in the last twelve hours. Not that we 
would pump it out il it did. We are too 
tired to pwnp. We .lie on the decks and 
curse, and make faces at the sky. I JosL 
my temper many times today, but I am 
suffering acutely. Why do I continue to 
write futilely in this log book which no 
one will ever read? 

June 8.-We are saved! What glori
ous good luck! A boatload of provisions 
and a jolly compan:ion to cheer us up. 
He says he is the sole survivor of the King 
William. You have probably heard of 

the King. A finer brig never put out from 
Marseilles. A hurricane and a leak did 
for her. Six or seven pulled away in the 
longboat, but my friend (what else could 
you call your savior?) threw them over· 
board. They died .first, of course. Thty 
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died from fright, or from drinking salt 
water. My friend didn't elaborate on de· 
tails, but not liking the unsociable com
pany of corpses, he naturally disposed of 
them. That's his story, and I accepted it 
at its face value. I am not a man to go 
poking about and asking questions. It's 
enough that he brought us a boatload of 
provisions and his own buoying com
panionship. He has actually injected 
spirit. We were growing to loathe each 
other, we five. He calls himself Alain 
Gervais. 

Jrme 1 1  .-Gervais (he insisted we 
call him that) has been with us now for 
three days. He has the run of the· ship, 
and I have turned the mate's cabin over 
to him. The mate has no further need 
for a cabin-be spends his nights rolling 
an the ocean floor. Gervais is tall and 
emaciated. His face is oyster-colored, 
drawn and haggard. His eyes are set 
deeply in dark caverns and actually seem 
to consume you. There is something 
devastating about th.ose eyes; sometimes 
they seem a hundred years old. His fore· 
head is high and as yellow and dq as 
parchment, and his nose is shaped like a 
simitar. With long, gangling arms and 
thick wrists he presents an awesome pic
ture. A very peculiar fellow now th.at I 
get to know him better. But he is one 
of us. 

JUNE 1 2.-Gervais has kept more to 
himself. He remained locked in his 

cabin all morning, and answered my 
anxious questions curtly, through the 
closed door. But I was too busy to in
vestigate; there is a chill in the air that 
encourages hope for a wind in the near 
future. Some of the crew seem too tired 
to work. They came across a bottle of 
rum in Losier's locker, aod by mixing it 
with salt water they concocted an elixir 
to alleviate their suffering. \Vho am I to 
assert my authority, but I hope for the 

first breeze, as it will surely bolster the 
ship's morale. At that time I plan to re· 
gain my old power of discipline. 

Jtme 13.-A breeze is surely coming. 
It is eerily still, all around us, except for 
a sharp report every now and then, as 
another deck plank snaps under the direct 
rays of a broiling sun. I am working 
frantically on a miserable substitute of a 
cuddec. I am stripped to the waist, and 
the sweat rolls down into my eyes, almost 
blinding me. I have been over the side 
twice this afternoon for relief, but there 
is very little in the brackish water. 

Jtme 14.-Gervai.:; slept on the planks 
with the crew last night, and this morn
ing he looks ten years younger. His face 
is tlushed and full, and the greenish hol
lows have disappeared from beneath his 
eyes. But Hanson isn't well. He com
plains of pains in his chest, and once or 
twice he spat a mixture of blood and rum. 
His big face seems sandpapered by age, 
and he is abnormally pale. 

June 15.-No breeze. Hanson is sure
ly stricken. Death hovers over him like 
an impatient doorman. He lies in his 
cabin and groans, and I can do nothing 
for him. His pallor is genuinely alarm
ing. Even his lips are bloodless. He 
cotnplains of his nose, and noises in his 
ears. And Gervais has shown his first 
glints of ill-nature. His eyes smolder 
when he speaks, and for the first time I 
discern a hard cruelty in the man. He is 
an alarming personality. 

June 16.-Hanson died this morning. 
A horrible, racking death. It seemed as 
though he wanted to tell us something. I 
laid my ear on his broken, watery lips, 
but was unable to make out anything in
telligible from his forced moaning. 
Gervais actually gloated over his death. 
What can it mean? Why such a meta
morphosis in the man we befriended? 
He owes everything to our generosity .. 
Human beings are uttecly despicable, and 
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I l1ave lost faith in them. He gloats over 
the misfortunes of others. He actually 
smiled as we dropped poor Hanson into 
the sea. Imagine it! 

JutJe 17.-There is still no wind. 

There is something unnatural about this 
floating hulk. Even the cook'has noticed it. 

"It ain't natural," he said, "for a ship 
to smell like this, and that Gervais fel
low's cabin, phew! It not only stunk, 
but--" 

I clouted him behind the ear. ''You're 
a fool!" I shouted. "He's all right." 

You have a feeling that he knows 
more than ten ordinary men whenever he 
opens his mouth to tell one of his amaz
ing yarns. And that tale of the French 
fleet he told yesterday was so real, so 
vivid! But it set me to thinking. I must 
confess the smell of Gervais' cabin did 
horrify me. I entered it while Gervais 
was on deck, and the stench neady laid 
me out. The place smelt like a charnel 
house. The odor of decaying shell-fish 
mingled with a peculiarly offensive and 
acrid smell that in some way suggested 
newly shed blood. Tonight I shall finish 
the rum. Oh, I will get gloriously drunk, 
but what does it matter? 

Jrme 18.--Gervais has grown currish 
and cynical. He has assumed the author
ity to curse my men, and refuses to speak 
to me. This morning Harry Knudson 
went below to lie down. He was as 
white as a squid's belly . .All I could do 
was to perform a cursory examination. I 

told hitn to strip, and examined his entire 
body. He was pitifully lean and blood
less. Something had bitten him in the 
chest. .A round discoloration showed 
plainly on the center of his chest, and in 
the very middle were two sharp incisions, 
from which blood and pus trickled omi
nous!}'· I didn't like the looks of it and 
told him so. Harry smiled grimly and 
turned over in his bunk. 

June 19.-Gervais seems to have ap· 

pointed himself king of the ship. He 
does whatever he pleases. This morning 
he cut a strip of sail down and impro
vised a novel marquee for himself on the 
poop-deck. All during the late afternoGn 
he reclined under the canvas, sqwkjng his 
briar and gazing reflectively out to sea. 
None of the men approached him; they 
want as little as possible to do with so 
temperamental a person. We were all 
occupied forward when we heard a tri· 
umphant shout from Gervais. He was 
jumping around under his marquee and 
pointing over the side. It was Hanson's 
body, floating face upward, not ten feet 
from the ship. His nose was gone, and 
his cheekbones protruding through th� 
wasted skin. The water was so still he 
seemed to hang there, leering up at the 
ship. When we buried him yesterday, we 
sewed his body in <anvas and weight� 
it. Evidently the stitching had loosened, 
and the suddenly released, air-filled bodr 
had popped to the top like a cork. 

fune 20.-.An unaccountable incident 
occurred on deck today. I am obliged 
to believe that Gerv.ais is insane. Roland 
Perresson was working on the braces, and 
his hand accidentally slipped. He cut 
himself badly. The blood gushed down 
his arm, and we all feared he had severed 
an artery. His under lip trembled, but be 
didn't complain or cry out. He simply 
walked with unsteady steps toward tilt 
fo'castle. Gervais was on the poop-decX, 
in his throne room, as we have begun to 
call it. The sight of Perresson's uncerta� 
steps somehow excited him. He made 
for Perresson. Per.resson saw him com 
ing, and stopped, a little puzzled, a littlt 
hopeful. In a moment Gervais had seized 
upon the injured arm. He gripped tl 
forcefully and stuck it under his shirt. 
Gervais was sweating and acting like om 
possessed. I feared for Perresson. Th 
lituation was unhealthy. I stepped for· 
ward to interfere. But when I reache4 

W. T.-6 
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them they were free of each other. Per
resson held his arm and groaned. 

"There's no blood on it," he bellowed, 
''and it's as cold as ice." 

I could only stand and stare. Is Ger
vais mad, or has he mastered some mon
strous system of healing? 

Jtme 21 .-Roland Perresson is dead. I 
disposed of the body this mornin,g. It 
was white and rigid, and I noticed an 
extraol'dinary discoloration above the 
wound on his wrist. From the elbow 
down, his arm was a bright green. 1 can
not explain it. Blood-poisoning, perhaps; 
but I will stand little more from Ger
vais. His presence h::ts become odious to 
me. 

Something walked again tonight. It 
bent above my bed and I heard it gulp. 
We have become so few, we are mentally 
drawn together for protection against an 
alien evil. We arc not certain what it is, 
but we must do something. 

J UNB 22.-This morning after a half
hearted gesture at making my rounds 

l retired to the ship's library. It was fair
ly coot there and I thought I could get 
away from myself for a bit, although 
there is no breaking from this ship and 
sea and sky. But now I wish I hadn't. I 
picked up an old water-stained pard1mcnt 
volume, called The JJ-/ands of Pt'ance1 a 
cidiculous miscellany of witchcraft and 
spirits. I chuckled to myself as I in
dolently flicked the pages until my inter
est was finally arrested by

' 
the cbj!dish 

awe and belief in the following : 
"There lies a beautiful island called 

Gauticc off the southwest tip of France. 
You may walk from heavy 'Druid' depths 
of the forest to the brilliant blue glare of 
the ocean, where the fi5hermcn spread 
out their nets of bright blue cord to dry. 
and fishcrwomen make out at low tide to 
glthcr mussels, sold in the shell for two 
cents a {JU:Lrt. If you ask them what is 

W. T.-7 

the ne:xt land they reply, 'L' Amerique est 
/a-bas'-Amecica is over there. They are 
a nai:ve fo:k, few of them ever having 
been away from the island. They will 
gladly tell you about the old legends of 
the island, and what's more, believe 
them. There was the unfortunate Su
zanne, the young girl, cruel or unfaithful 
to her lover, who was changed into a big 
black dog or female wolf. Unless she 
repented or a miracle restored her to her 
natural shape, she was doomed to lope, 
howling through the black naked ·woods, 
longing for death, until killed. Only n 
spedal bullet, properly blessed, could kill 
her, which made it difficuit: 

"There were also the beak-heed hundi
backs, that lived in the sea. These de
formed people made periodical raids on 
the good villagers. If they were dis
pleased they had the unpleasant habit of 
dragging corpses through the streets with 
loud cries. And it JiJn't take much to 
displease them, although no one could 
remember their ever having perpetrated 
bodily harm. . 

"There were the 'slacks' or noisy 
drones. Spirits of those that had met a 
violent death, they wandered through the 
night, repeating the cries of agony with 
which they had died, often from age to 
age. The old fisherwomen even yet hear 
them howling on long winter nights. 

''There were, and according to the 
belief of many still are, sorcerers and 
sorceresses; they are looked upon as out
siders, feared, hated and never touched. 
It is a form of our ancient and respect
able belief in witchcraft. If you meet 
one in your path, to avoid destruction 
you must immediately make the sign of 
the cross, seize a piece of earth, and hold 
it above your head, because between tv.·o 
pieces of earth, the ground under your 
feet and the piece held in a quivering · 
hand above yuur he:td, no evil spirit can 
harm you. 
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·'It is a dangerous sign on this island 
when. those little corpse-dragging dwarfs 
ring a bell as they go along, for that 
means another death; a bad sign also if 
a church bell rio� without any hand 
touching it. 

"Those !ife still living who hav·e seen 
the damn blanches-white ladies--howl
ing in the night at church doors, seeking 
salvation and relief. 

"Alain Gervais, tl1e villagers relate, 
was swimming with other youths of his 
age in the St. Jacques basin; of a frolic
some and adventurous nature, he swam 
some distance from shore. Accor..Ung to 
another youth who was making his way 
to Afain at all possible speed, he took 
what seemed an intentional surface dive, 
and did not appear again. Many hours 
were spent fruitlessly diving for his body. 
A few years later, one of the boys, now 
grown into a man, was stationed at the 
watch of a fishing-boat, when he saw the 
rough caricature of a man, diving and 
breaking for air a short distance from hi.� 
craft. He insisted he recognized Ger
vais." 

A few lame conjectures followed, on 
the ability of a man being enabled to live 
at the bottom of the sea. 

I remember flinging the book from me 
as if it were some abhorref!t dead thing, 
and rising weakly, I made my way on 
deck witl1 a troubled mind. 

JUNE 23.-1 buttonholed Peter :Bunce 
this morning forward of ilie lee scup

pers. I told him in ragged, forceful ex
clamations just what I had read. He 
ponderously turned my story over in his 
numbed brain. His eyes rolled crazily 
and his mouth sagged. His face turned 
yellow, but he caught himself with de
termination. 

"\Ve must act at once," he said. 
June 24.-0ur plans have been worked 

out. Peter and I are to buok together 

tonight. \'V/e have my revolver and a 
razor-sharp, double-edged knife. Peter 
contends that the knife will be necessary. 
He insistently babbles of vampires and 
other blood-sucking demons. His obses
sion took an active form this noon. He 
jumped up and stepped around deftly, 
brandishing his knife in dark corners, 
and lunging wildly in offensive alacrity, 
cutting an imaginary victim to bits. I 
smiled rather wanly_ Finally, exhausled, 
he slumped down on a stool, his head 
between his hands. My smile faded as 1 
contemplated his abject dejection. Frank· 
ly, we don't know what to expect. 

J;mc 25.-It is over-poor Peter is 
gone--but Gervais will trouble us no 
more. I am stunned, horrified, but I owe 
it to Peter to write it all out. 

I lay awake in my bunk, .flat on my 
back, and the gnawed beams above me 
twitched like raw tendons. I had that 
tight, sick feeling of excitement twisting 
my stomad1. We cHstinctly heard the 
door creak on its hinges. Something 
poised itself in the doorway. The door 
closed and it slid snake-like into the 
room. \Y/ e could hear t11e thing gulp. 
Peter gripped my arm. I made ready to 
strike a match. I sti ffened until its soft, 
slimy approad1 became unbearable; then 
I waited until it swayed at the foot of my 
bunk, until its green, glassy eyes were 
vaguely discernible in the almost total 
blackness. It was watching me, and I 
realized it could see in the dark. 

1 clawed at the match, lit it, and with 
a frantically shaking hand carried it to 
the tallow wick, and then-it sprang. 
But it didn't spring at me. It went higher 
and got Peter by the neck. I could hear 
him choke and gasp. In passing me the 
thing had knocked the match from my 
hand, plunging the room once more into 
total darkness. I was paralyzed, unable 
to move or think. I sat on the edge of 

I my bunk, deathly sick, and my heart 
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seemed to come up in my throat. The 
small room careened drunkenly. I final
ly became conscious of two dark objects 
struggling on the floor. I heard a gulp
ing and a low moaning, and then the 
still night was rent with Peter's forced 
screams of horror. "Oh Lord, where are 
the rest?'' 

He shrieked and shrieked, and between 
the screams he vomited a torrent of 
jumbled words. "Green-eyes! Ugh! 
Ooze! Mouth! \"q et!" 

His last throttled shriek lashed at me 
like a whip. I finally managed another 
match and lit it. I kept my eyes averted, 
and carried the matd1 quickly to the 
candle-wick. I knew that if I looked at 
the thing on the floor I would drop the 
match. I waited until the sickly glow 
flared, and then-I looked. Something 
was on top of Peter. It covered him and 
seemed about to absorb him. In its evil, 
distorted features I recognized a carica
ture of Gervais, but the evil in the man 
had sprouted. It had turned him into a 
jellyish, fishy monstrosity. His middle 
was festooned with soft flesh. His legs 
and arms actually gave. But worst of all, 
the body of the creature was covered ·with 
greenish scales, and it had pulsating pink 
suckers on its chest. These were lustily 
at work on Peter. 

I thought of the revolver on my bunk, 
found it, and gripped the butt and lev
eled it. I aimed it at Peter and the thing 
on the floor. I fired at the two of them, 
for I honestly had no intention of sparing 
Peter. I knew that Peter would not want 
it, and the mute appeal in his eyes was 
unmistakable. Again objects refused to 
retain their identity in my sight. I cracked·· 
mentally. 

I have a vague recoltection of bringing 
two bodies on deck. I rcmemb�r or.e was 
light, brittle and hollow like an empty 
tnatch-box. The other, wet and strangely 

heavy, silvered its path with slime as I 
bboriously dragged it up the companion· 
way. ln th� dim half-glow of the ship's 
watchlights, I bent oYer the bodies. Peter 
was done for, there was no doubt about 
it. My merciful shot at short range had 
found its mark, and one temple was 
singed with powder. I stooped and lifted 
him tenderly; then with a sob I lowered 
him gently into the oce:tn. I stood for a 
moment looking over the side, thinking 
of the finality of it all, and ·watching the 
ever widening ripples on the surface of 
the oily water. 

Finally I turned to regard what wa� 
Gervais. \"qith a mingling of loathing 
and interest I unhooked a lantern and set 
it near his head. The sickly glow jumped 
and played on the cruel, twisted features. 
To my surprize I perceived a slit deep in 
the folds of his neck, very much like the 
breathing-organs of a fish. The gi.ll was 
rigid and distended now, revealing a dark 
inner lining of red. The body exuded an 
oily scum, malodorous even in the clean 
salt air. I hunched closer over the body, 
and to my amazement a look of ineffable 
happiness and gratitude had suffused 
Gervais' face. \'Vas it the weird light, the 
soften ing touch of death, or final libera· 
tion? No one will ever know. But I do 
not think it requires an answer. I am 
ready to be finished with the entire mat· 
ter, just as Gervais is finished. I later 
·went down into Gervais' cabin and 
breathed deeply of the fresh, clean air 
that blew through it. 

Ju11e 26.-We are saved. There is a 
breeze this morning. The heavy canvas is 
bellying, and all hands are busy forward. 
The gray sky aboYe us is sagging like a 
wet blanket filled with spring rains. Our 
casks are on deck waiting for the down
pour. I thank God that we are safely 
headed toward France. 



:7/ze T 
J.nterview 

By H. SIVIA 

The youug reporter obtained a long ilttertJiew wirh the Vtmdervere heir, 
but an aston ishing smprize au:aited him whet: he 1·etumed 

to the new.rpape1• oiJice 

D
AVE FRENCH wound his way in 

and out :unong the scattered 
desks in the city room of the 

News-Telegram to one corner where a 
thin, cabinet board partition separated 
the office of Davis, the city editor, from 
the news writers. 

Without hesitating, he strode through 
the half-open door and faced the huge, 
red-faced man who sat behind a desk 
covered with telephones and scattered 
sheets of copy-papc:r. 

"You v:mted to see me?" he asked, 
looking down at the man. 

Davis rapidly scrawled words on a 
sheet of paper. He stopped, picked up a 
lighted cigar from the edge of his desk, 
and puffed out a cloud of smoke. Then 
he lookc:J up at Freoch. 

"Tomorrow," he said s!owly, .. is the 
fourteenth. AnJ, being a reporter, that 
wouldn't mean anything to you, would 
it? But it so happens that Judson Van
dervere comes o f  age on that day. Know 
what .I mean?" 

French's face lighted up. 
"The steel millions!" he exclaimed. 

.. The boy comes into the money!" 
··Exactly. And we want a story. Get 

out to the house and see him. If he won't 
see you, burn the house down. He'll 
come out then. Get an interview. Earn 
your pay!" 

French left the office and made his 
way back to his desk. He got his hat, 
trench coat, and a memorandum pad, 
and left the building. 
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Outside it was rammg. French pulled 
the trench-coat collar up around hi:s neck 
and turned the brim of his hat down to 
shield his face hom the rain. Then he 
hailed a taxi and headed for Shore Oaks, 
where the Vandervere estate was located. 

All during the ride, while the taxi 
rolledl in and out among the heavy down
town traffic and finally passed into the 
suburbs, French turned over in his mind 
what he knew about Judson Vandcrvcre. 
He did not know very much. 

Right now, he thought, the heir to the 
steel millions was twenty years old. five 
or: six. years before, he had been just an 
undersized kid P'Oing to some exclusive 
country day sch;�l and thinking nothing 
at all about his father's money. Then one 
day he had quit the school and come to 
town to study under a private tutor at his 
home. Shortly afterward, his fn.ther had 
died, leaving him an orphan with several 
million dollars. 

It had dawned on young Vander\'ere 
then what his very generous allowance 
could do. And overnight he had bet:ome 
the nucleus ol a mad bunch of playboys 
and girls who made the night spots, 
played polo, insulted reporters sent to 
intervjew them, got drunk and drove ex· 
pensive foreign cars, and all of that . . . .  

Life for Judson Vandervere had be· 
come one series of drunk driving and 
disorderly conduct charges after aaother. 
The perfect example of what happens to 
a spoiled brat wi th too much money, 
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French concluded as the taxi turne<l into 
Drury Road, deep in Shore Oaks. 

"Stop at the Vandervere entrance," he 
directed the driver, and the cab rolled on 
for several hundred yards more and came 
to a halt before the entrance to the stone 
wall that surrounded the mansion. 

FRENCH got out, told the driver to 
wait, and walked through the heav-y, 

iron-grille gate that stood half open. He 
went along a wide .flagstone walk for 
about thirty yards, climbed steps up a 
�light terrace and stood in the rain on a 
small concrete porch. He rapped on the 
huge oak door several times with the 
metal rapper, and waited. 

Presently the door opened, and a very 
tall butler dressed in a black tie and coat 
confronted French. His hair was ex� 
tremely white, and his face was even 
whiter_ It seemed to French that the man 
had the most death-like appearance of 
anyone he had ever seen. 

But it wasn't so muc...� the paleness of 
the man's skin, nor the solemnity of his 
appearance, as it was the gash in his 
forehead that amazed French. It '1.\'as a 
deep, jagged cut, from which a. thin 
trickle of blood had run down the man's 
temple and caked there. Apparently it 
caused no pain, although it looked pain
ful enough and was sorely in need of 
dressing. 

The butler looked down a long, thin 
nose, and his deep-set gray eyes bored 
into French. 

"Yes?" he queried. 
'Td like to see Judson Vander\'ere, 

please," French answered. 
·'Who shall I say is caWng?" 
"French. David French, Perhaps he 

won't recognize the name. I'd like to see 
him for a short while on a business call." 

The man hesitated, then: "Oh, I sec. 
You're a newspaperman. I'm sorry. Miste�: 

Vandervere never gives interviews to the 
press."' 

Frendt suddenly felt cold all over. He 
had known it would be hard, but he had 
to see Vandervere. For a moment he 
started to protest, but decided : "What's 
t·he use?" Then he turned to go. 

The door was almost closed behind 
him when he heard a youth£ ul voice call 
out from inside: 

"Who is it, Felton? Why don't you 
show them in?" 

"Ifs a reporter, sir," French heard 
Felton reply. "I didn't think you'd care 
to see him." 

"Ol1, yes, by all means. Show him in. 
It's about time I let the public io on my 
goings·on." 

French, so happy that h� trembled, 
turned and strode through the great door 
as Felton, the ghost-like butler, holding 
out his hand for the reporter's hat and 
coat, opened it wide to receive him. 

Inside he came face to face with a 
young man whom he took to be Vander
vere. The man was small in stature and 
had an old-looking face, even whiter 
than the butler's skin. His head was 
twisted to one side, and he kept rubbing 
the side of his neck with his palm. 

'Tm Jud Vandervcre," he said. "Sit 
down and tell me what it is you want. 
Perhaps I can give you a little help any
way. I'm awfully tired. Had quite a 
shake-up in the auto a few hours ago. 
Cut Felton up a bit, as you probably no· 
ticed, and twisted my neck pretty badly." 

FRENCH sat down in an immense sofa, 
made a few brief remarks about auto

mobile accidents jn general, and got out 
his notebook. 

"I suppose you'll want to know all 
about my wild life," Vandervere re
marked casually. "How many cars I've 
wrecked; how many times I've been 
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pinched; who I'm engaged to now. All 
of that:· 

French thought for a second, then 
said: 

"No, not exactly. You see, l thought 
I" d get a new angle and work it in 
around the fact that you are coming of 
age tomorrow. Something, perhaps, that 
the public doesn't lknow about. Some
thing all your own. That is, if you don't 
mind." 

"Oh, no. I don't mind. Fact is, I'd 
.like the public to know some of the real 
things in my life. They were always so 
eager to gobble up the false stuff. 

"First, I want to say this: I'm through 
with all the old wildness. You can quote 
me directly on that." 

His voice seemed to float along, and 
his eyes gazed across the room through a 
French window into the slm.v rain out
side. 

''No more drunkenness. No more 
night life. I won't be making your- head
lines and your scandal columns any more 
after today. It's a new life for me. Yes, 
a new life." 

A sort of dreaminess crept into the 
steel heir's weary, d.:uk eyes as he paused 
in his speech to sigh and rub his neck 
some more. 

French rapidly j·otted notes on the 
memor:mdum pad and paused occasional
ly to w:ttch the strange expression on the 
young man's face. Vandervere talked on 
and on, for an hour or so, giving inti
mate details of his life: small, half-for
gotten incidents that lodge prec:uiously, 
as it were, in one's mind. 

Finally, when it 'W:J.S obvious to Fr�nch 
that the interview was at an end, he arose 
from the dc�p sofa, thank.:d Vand ervere 
for granting him the privil�ge, and got 
his hat and coat from .felton, who still 
had the dry blood caked on his temple. 

At the door young Vandervcre stood 
for a moment and t;llked �:ith French, 

and his last words to the reporter were: 
"Remember, no more wild times for me. 
You can quote me on that. It's a new life 
from now on." 

For a moment it seemed that the flick
er of a smile crossed the heir's face, 
Then Felton dosed the great oak door, 
and the rain began to beat in French's 
face once more. 

Somehow, he was glad to be outside 
in the rain again, a\>:ay from the strange 
coldness that the inside of the great old 
mansion presented; glad to be away from 
the strange old butler with the gashed 
and bloody forehead; away from the 
white-faced young heir who spoke in 
such a dreamy way of his resolve to put 
the old life behind him. 

The interview had not been at all as 
French had expected it to be. In his 
mind he had pictured Vandervere as a 
smug, self-satisfied young snob who 
would make insulting remarks to him 
and decline to grant an interview. It 
had been so different. 

The taxi was still waiting near the 
iron-grille entrance gate. French entered 
it and was whisked back to the city, to 
the spot from which he had departed 
something like two hours before. He got 
out, paid the driver, and entered the 
New.r-Te!egram building. 

STRIDING rapidly through the lobby of 
the building, he reached the elevator 

and was carried to the fourth floor. He 
got out and wound his way through the 
city room, past his desk, to the cabinet· 
board partition th:1t blocked off Davis' 
oftice. 

Smiling broadly, the memorandum pad 
flopping back and forth in his hand, he 
walked through the door and faced the 
red-faced man inside. 

"Boy, was that a cinch !" he exclaimed, 
beaming at the city editor, who had not 
yet looked up from the paper-littered 
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desk. "I can't understand why so many 
guys always thought that Vandecvere fel
low was hard to get at. I got everything 
I asked and more too. Why, the guy was 
a phonograph. And it's all in here." He 
tapped the memorandum pad. 

Then, for the first time, Davis looked 
up, and the expression on hjs face fright· 
ened French momentarily. He recovered 
,quickly, however, and said: 

"Well, I'll get to work on writing it. 
Won't take long. I just wanted to let 
you know I got it okey." 

Davis' red face became even redder as 
it slowly contorted in a rage that only city 
editors can summon up. 

"You lunkhead!" h e  stormed. "You 
nitwit! You're fired!' There's no place 
around here for men like you, who call 
themselves reporters. Get out!" 

French was startled first, then fright
ened. He stammered: 

"But b-boss, I-I don't under--" 
"So you don't nnderstand, huh? I 

thought you wouldn't. Hell, French, you 
knew Vandecvere wasn't going to be 
easy to see. In fact, you would have 
considered yourself very damned lucky 
to get into his house. So when you 
couldn't see him, you decided to frame 
an interview for me, and you thought 
l'd be sucker enough to take it. But the 
funny thing, French, is this: neither one 
of us knew Jud Vandccvere was out of 

town and had been for the past three or 
four days." 

"B-but w-wait. I did see--" French 
stuttered. 

Davis interrupted him; "On the way 
out, while getting your stuff together, 
you can get your d"Ieck. And you might 
read this, too. lt came in on the teletype 
a few minutes after you left the office." 

He handed Frencl1 a sheet of typewrit

ten paper, and the former reporter turned 
and left the office, reading the sheet as 
he wove in and out among the desks. 

He sank in the chair at his des:k, feel
ing queer deep down in the pit of his 
stomach. And it aJI came to him then : 
the butler with the gashed forehead, the 
white-faced young heir, the strange cold
ness about the house. But he thought, 
this couldn't be true! Things like this 
didn't happen! But it was there, all too 
clearly, on the printed sheet before him: 

Alton, April 13.-Judson Vandervere, scion to 
the immense Vandervere steel fortune, and Henry 
Felton, butler at the Vandcrvcre home in Shore 
Oaks, were killed instantly caily today when the 
car rouog Vandervere was driving apparently 
�kidded on the wet pavement and went over '"' 
c:n1bankmenc near here. 

Vanclervere's neck was broken in the eras�, 
while Felton, who was rhro..,.·n through the wind
shield, died when :1. piece of glass went through 
his forehead and pierced h.is brain. 

The bodies were positivEly idE:uified by Vander
v�re's uncle, whu came along a shorr while aftEr 
rhe accident. The three of them had been pan of 
a group "·ho spenr the p:tsr several days :lt the 
Vandt:rvere hunting-lodge on Moose Head Lake. 

It is a well known fact that Vandervere was a 
very reckless Jriver and had been arraigned sev· 
era! times for • • •  
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\Jreeper 1n the Crypt 

By ROBERT BLOCH 

A tale of stark horror in a g:mgster's !Ji,le-otlf i11 t !Je dredd cellar of 
an et-·il ho11se in legend-hrm11ted Arkhttill 

I
N ARKHAM, where ancient gables 

point like wizard's fingers to the sky, 
strange tales are told. But then, 

strange tales are always current in Ark
ham. There is a tale for evety .rotting 
ruin, a story for every little corpse-eye 
window that stares out at the sea when 
the fog comes up. 

Here, fantastic f:wcy seems to flourish, 
nourished at the shriveled witch·paps of 
the town itself, sucking the graveyards 
dry of legend, and draining at the dark 
dugs of superstition. 

Foe Arkham was a queer place, once; 
abode of witd1 and warlock, familiar and 
fiend. In olden days the King's men 
cleared the town of wizardry. Again, in 
1818, the new Government stepped in to 
destroy some particularly atrocious bur
rows in and about some of the more 
ancient houses and, incidentally, to dig 
up a graveyard better left untouched. 
Then, in 1869, came the great immigrant 
panic in Old Town Street, vo:hen the 
moldering mansion of Cyrus Hook was 
burned to the ground by fear-aazed 
foreigners. 

Even since then there haYc been scares. 
The affair of the "witch-house" 3nd the 
peculiar episodes :1ttendmt upon the f:1te 
of certain missing children at All""H:tllows 
time have caused their share of taLk. 

But that isn't why the "G-men" stepped 
in. The Federal Government is usually 
uninterested in supernatural stories. That 
is, they wen:-, up to the time I told the 
autho.rities about the death of Joe Regetti. 
That's how they happened to come; l 
brought them. 
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Because, you sec, I was with Joe 
Regetti just before he died, and shortly 
after. I didn't see him die, and I'm 
thankful for that. I don't think I could 
have stood watching if what I suspect is 
true. 

It's because of what I suspect that I 
went to the Government for hdp. 
They've sent men down here now, to in· 
vestigate, and I hope they find enough to 
convince them that what I have told them 
is actual fact. If they don't find the tun· 
nels, or I was mistaken about the trap
door, .at least I can show them Joe Regc-t· 
ti's body. That ought to convince any
body, I guess. 

I can't blame them for being skeptical, 
though. I was skeptical myself, once, and 
so were Joe Regetti .and his mob, I sup· 
pose. But since then I have learned that 
it is wiser not to scoff at what one does 
not understand. There are more things 
on earth than those who walk about upon 
its surface-there are others that c.recp 
and crawl below. 

2 

I HAD never heard of Joe Regettl until ! 
was kidnapped. That isn't so hard to 

understand. Regetti was a gangster, and 
a str:.tnger in the town. I am descended 
from Sir Ambrose Abbott, one of the 
origin::tl settlers. 

At the time of wlzich I speak, I was 
living alo.nc in the family pbce on 
Bascom Street. The life of a painter de· 
snand:> solitude. My immediate Lunil)' 
was Jead, and although socially pcomi· 
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''There was •omethin!J creepi.n9' across the cellcu Uoot."' 

oent thmugh accident of birth, I had but 
few friends. Consequently, it is hard to 
understand why Rcgetti chose me to kid
nap first. But then, he was a stranger. 

Later I learned that he had heen in 
town only a week, staying ostensibly at a 
hotel with three other men, none of 
whom was subsequently apprehended. 

But Joe Regetti was a totally unknown 
factor in my mind until that night when 
I left Tarleton's party at his home on 
Sewell Street. 

It was one of the few invitations I had 
accepted in the past year. Tarleton had 
urged me, and as he was an old friend, I 
obliged. It had been a pleasant evening. 

Brent, the psyd1iatrist, was there, :md 
Colonel Warren, as well as my old com· 
panions of college days, Harold Gauer 
and the Reverend \'\/illiams. After a 
pleasant enough evening, I left, pl;mning 
to w:tlk home as I usually did, by moice. 

It was a lovely evening-with a dead 
moon, wrappeJ in a shroud of douds, 
riding the purple sky. The old houses 
looked like silver palaces in the mystic 
moonlight; deserted palaces in .a land 
where a.!l but memoTie;; are dead. For the 
streets of Arkham are bare at midnight, 
and over all hangs the age-old enmant
ment of days gone by. 

Trees tossed their twisted tops to the 
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sky, and stood like furtive conspirators in 
little groups together, while the wind 
whispered its plots through their branches. 
It was a night to inspire the fabulous 
thoughts and imaginative morbid.ities I 
loved so well. 

I walked slowly, contentedly, my 
thoughts free and far away. I never saw 
the car following me, or the man lurking 
ahead in the gloom. I strolled past the 
great tree in front of the Carter house, 
and then, without warning, balls of fire 
burst within my head, and I plunged, 
unconscious, into waiting arms. 

When I recovered, I was already there 
in the cellar, lying on a bend1. 

lt was a large cdlar-an old cellar. 
Wherever I looked there was stone and 
cobwebs. Behind me lay the stairs down 
which I had been carried. To the left was 
a little room, like a fruit-cellar. Far down 
the stone wall to tl1e right I could dis
cern the looming outlines of a coal-pile, 
though furnace there was none. 

Directly in the space before me was a 
table and two chairs. 1l1e table was oc· 
cupied by an oil lamp and a pack of cards 
in solitaire formation. The d1airs were 
likewise occupied, by two men. My cap· 
tors. 

One of them, a big, red-faced man 
with the neck of a hog, was speaking. 

"Yeah, Regetti. W/e got him easy. We 
follow him like you say, from house, and 
grab him in front o f  tree. Right away 
(:orne here-nobody saw not'ing." 

''Where' s Slim and the Gredc?" asked 
the man who was playing solitaire, look· 
ing up. He was short, slim, and sallow. 
His hair was dark, his complexion 
swarthy. Italian, I decided. Probably the 
leader. 1 realized, of course, that I had 
been kidnapped. Where I was or who 
my captors were I could not say. My 
throbbing head cleared, and I had enough 
sense not to bluster or start trouble. These 
:weren't local men-not with those clothes 

-and there was an ominous bulge in the 
dark man's coat-pocket. I decided to play 
'possum and await developments. 

The hog-necked man was repJyjng to 
the other's question. 

"'I tell Slim and Greek to go back to 
hotel ,.,j� car;' he �aid. "Just like you 
say, boss. 

"Good work, Polack," said the other, 
lighting a cigar. 

"I do my best for you, Joe Regetti," 
said the big man, in his broken dialect. 

"Yeah. Sure. I know you do," the 
swarthy Regetti replied. "Just keep it up, 
and we're going to be all set, see? Once 
I put the snatch on a few more of these 
birds, we'll clean up. The local coppers 
are all stiffs, and as soon as I get a line 
on some more of these old f::.milies: we'll 
be taking in the dough regular." 

"I BEG your pardon," I said. 
"Oh, awake, eh?" The thin Italian 

didn't move from the table. "Glad to 
hear it. Sorry the boys had to get rough, 
mister. Just sit tight and everything·� 

going to be swell." 

''I'm glad to hear that," I replied, sar
castically. "You see, I'm not accustomed 
to being kidnapped." 

"'Well, let me handle it," said Joe 
Regetti. ''1'11 show you the ropes." 

"Thanks," I reto.-ted. "You already 
have." And I pointed to the ones that 
bound my hands and feet. 

"Sense of humor, eh? 0. K Hope 
your friends come across with the dough 
after they get this letter J wrote, or maybe 
the rest isn't going to be so funny." 

"What next?" I said, desperately hop
ing that something would turn up to give 
me an opening of some sort. 

"You'll see soon enough," advised the 
man. "First, I'm going to sit up with you 
down here for the rest of the night." 

The Pole's face paled. 
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"No, boss," he begged. "You no stay 
down here." 

"Why not?" rasped Regetti, harshly. 
"What"s the matter with you, Polack
turning yellow on me, eh?"' 

''I'm not," whined the man. "But you 
know what was happen here before, boss 
-how they find Tony Fellippo's leg !y
in' on floor with no body left." 

"Lay off the bedtime stories," Regetti 
chuckled. "You yokels make me sick 
with that stuff." 

"But dot's true, boss. They never \vas 
for to find any more o f  old Tony Fellippo 
-just his leg on cellar floor. Dot why 
his mob go 'way so quick. They no want 
for to die, too.· · 

"\Y/bat do you mean, die?" snarled 
Regetti, testily. 

The Pole's face paled, and his voice 
sank to a hushed whisper that blended 
with the cellar's darkness; a shadow voice 
in a shadow world. 

"Dot what everyone say, boss. Dot 
house is witched-like haunted one, may
be. Nobody put Tony Fellippo on spot
dot feller, he too dam.' smart guy. But he 
sit all alone here one night, and :some
t'ing come up from earth and swallow 
him, all but leg." 

"Will you shut up?" Regetti cut in. 
"That's a lot of hooey. Some wise guy 
put the heat on Fellippo and got rid of 
the body. Only his leg was left to scare 
off the rest of his mob. Are you trying to 
tell me a ghost killed him, sap?" 

"Yah, sure," insisted the Pole. "No 
man kill Tony. Not like you say, any· 
how. Find leg, all right, but all over is 
lot blood on floor, and little pieces skin. 
No fell-er kill man like dot-only spirit. 
Vampir<.!, maybe." 

"Nuts!'' Regctti was scorn fully biting 
his cigar. 

"Maybe so.·.:.But look-here is blood." 

And the Pole pointed a stubby finger at 
the floor and cellar wall to the left. 
Regetti followed it with his gaze. 

There was blood, all right-great, rusty 
blobs of blood, spattered all over the 
floor and wall like the pigments on the 
palette of a mad p:tintcr. 

"No man kill odder feller like dot," 
the Pole muttered. "Not even ax make 
such mess. And you know what fellers 
they say about Fe!lippo's leg-was all 
full of tooth-marks. "  

"Right," mused the other, thought
fully. "And the rest of his gang did get 
out of here pretty fast after it happened. 
Didn't try to hide the body, or do any· 
thing about it." He frowned. "But that 
doesn't prove any balony about ghosts, or 
vampires. You been reading too many 
bum magazines lately, Polack." 

He laughed. 
''\'{That about iron door?" grumbled the 

Pole, accusingly, his red face flushing. 
"\.'Vhat about iron door back of coal .in 
coal-pile, huh? You know what fellers 
down by Black Jim's place say about 
house with iron door in cellar." 

"Yeah." Regetti's face clouded. 
"You no look by iron door yet, boss,'" 

the man continued. "Maybe you find 
somet' ing behind door yet, like fellers 
say-dot where t'ing dot got Fdlippo 
come from; dot v.:here it hide. Police they 
not find door either, when they come. 
Just find leg, and blood, and .shut up 
house. But fellers know. They tell me 
plenty about honsc with iron door in 
cellar; say it bad place from old days 
when witch-fellcrs live here. It lead to 
hill back of house; cemetery, maybe� 
Perhaps dot's why nobody live here so 
long-afraid of what hides on other side 
of door; what come out and kill Tony 
Fcllippo. I know about house w ith iron 
door in celbr, a!l right." 
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I KNEW about the house, too. So that's 
where I was! In the old Chambers 

house on Pringle Street! Many a story 
I've heard from the old folks when I was 
a boy about the old man, Ezekiel Cham· 
hers, whose wizard tricks bequeathed him 
such an unsayory reputation in Colonial 
days. 1 knew about Jonathan Dark, the 
other owner, who had been tried for 
smuggling just before the terrible days of 
'1818, and the abhorrent practise of grave· 
robbing he had been said to pursue in the 
ancient ceme-tery directly behind the 
house, on the hill. 

Many peculiar rumors were circulated 
about the moldering house with the iron 
door in the cellar at this time-about the 
door, particularly, which Dark was said 
to use as a passageway for bringing his 
stolen cadavers back to dispose of. It was 
even daimed that the door had never 
been opened when Dark was tried, be· 
cause of his astounding and hideous claim 
that the key whid1 locked it was on the 
other side. Dark had died during the 
trial, while in prison, babbling blasphe· 
mies that no man dared believe; mon
strous hints of what lay beneath the old 
graveyard on the hill; of tunnels and bur
rows and secret vaults used in witch-days 
for unhallowed rites. He spoke of ten· 
ants in these vaults, too, and of what 
sometimes would come to visit the house 
from below when a wizard invoked it 
with the proper spells and sacrifice. 
There was more, too-but then, Dark 
was quite mad. At least, everyone thought 
it better to believe so. 

Old tales die. The house had stood 
·deserted for many years, lUJtil most men 
forgot the reason for which it had been 
forsaken, ascribing its vacancy only to 
llge. 'J11e public today were utterly un
aware of the legends. Only the old ones 
remembered-the o.Rd ones who whis· 
pered their stories to me when I was a 
boy. 

So this was the Dark house to which I 
had been brought! And this was the very 
cellar of the tales in question! I gathered 
from the remarks betv.•een Regetti and the 
superstitious Pole that another gang had 
recently used it for a hideaway until the 
death of tl1cir leader; indeed, I even 
vaguely remembered some newspaper 
reports of Tony Fellippo's mysterious 
murder. 

And now Regetti had come from New 
York to use it as a base. 

Clever scheme of his, cvidently--<om· 
ing to an old New England town and 
kidnapping the local gentry to hold for 
ransom; then hiding them away in some 
old, deserted house so conveniently pro
tected by superstition. I supposed that 
there would be more victims after me, 
too; the man was smart and cunning 
enough to get away with it. 

These thoughts flashed through my 
mind during the argument between the 
Pole and his leader. But their altercation 
came to an abrupt halt. 

"I wish you get out of here," the Pole 
was saying. "If you stay only one night 
dot t'ing he come. Dot's all Tony Fel
lippo stay." 

"Shut up, you fool. Didn't we stay 
here last night, too, before the job? And 
nothing happened." 

''Yeah, sure. I know. But we stay up
stairs, not by cellar. Why not keep feller 
upstairs?" 

"Because we can't afford to risk being 
seen," Regetti snapped, wearily. '"Now, 
rut the chatter." 

He turned to me. 
"Listen, yon. I'm sending this guy out 

witl1 a ransom letter right now, to your 
friends back at the party. All you have 
to do is keep your mouth shut and sit 
tight. But any fuony business means 
yotl're through, see?" 

I kept silent. 
"Take him in there, Polack, and tie 
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him up." Regetti indicated a fruit-cellar 
adjacent to the stairs. 

The Pole, still grumbling, dragged me 
across the floor and into the room. He lit 
a candle, casting strange shadows over the 
cobwebbed, dust-drowned shelving on the 
walls. Jars of preserves still stood un
touched, storing, perhaps, the crop of a 
hundred years ago. Broken jars were stiU 
strewn about on the totte.ring table. As I 
glanced about, the Pole tossed me into a 
chair beside the rickety board, ancJ pro
ceeded to lash me to it firmly with a. stont 
rope. I was not gagged or blindfolded 
again, thot1gh the choking atmos.phere 
about me served as a good substitute for 
both. 

He left me, closing the door. I '\vas 
:l!one in the candle-lit quiet. 

I strained my cars, and w:>.s rew:�rdcd 
by hearing Regctti dismiss his henchman 
for the night, evidently to deliver the 
mnsom note to the proper authorities. 
He, Rcgetti, would stay behind on guard. 

"Don't run into any ghosts on your 
way," he called after his comp�nion, as 
the big Pole lumbered nt' the stairs. 

A slamming outer door was his only 
response. From the ensuing quiet I 
judged Regetti had gone back to his soli
taire. 

�1canwhile, 1 looked about for some 
means of esc:;.pe. I found it at last, on 
the table beside me. The broken jars
glass edges to cnt my bonds! 

PURPOSEFULLY J edged my chair closer 
to the table end. If I could get a 

piece of that glass in my hands . . .  
As I moved, l strained my ears once 

more to make sure that any noise made 
by the chair would be inaudible to Regetti, 
waiting outside. There was no sound 
from the chair as J reached the table, and 
J sighed with relief as I maneuvered my 
pinioned hands until they grasped a piece 
of glass firmly. Then I began to rub it 

against the edge of the rope which bound 
them . . 

It was slow work. Minutes ticked away 
into hours, and still no sound from out� 
side, save a muffied series of snores. 
Regetti had fallen a.sleep over his cards. 
Good! Now, if I could get my wrjsts free 
and work on my feet, I would be able to 
make it. 

My right hand was loose at last, though 
my wrist was damp with mingled S'\veat 
and blood. Cntting away from behind 
was not a precise, calculated sort of job. 
Quickly I finished the work on my le-ft, 
then rubbed my swollen fingers and bent 
over to saw at the ropes on my legs. 

Then J heard the sound. 
It was the grating of rusty hinges •. 

Anyone who bas lived in ard1aic houses 
all his life learns to recognize the pecu
liar, eery clang. Rusty hinges grating 
from the cellar beyond . . .  from a11 iron 
dom-? A scuffling sound among the coal 
. . .  the iron doot' h roncnt!ed by the codl
pile. Fcllippo only stayed clown here one 
night. .Ail they found was his !eg. 

Jonathan Dark, babbling on his death
bed. The door locked from the other side. 
Tunnels to the graveyard. What lurks in 
graveyards, ancient and unseen, then 
creeps from crypt.� to feast? 

A scr<�am rose in my throat, but I 
choked it back. Regci.ti sti!l snored. 
Whatever was going on in the outer room, 
I must not wake him and lose my only 
chance of escape. Instead, I had best 
hasten and free my legs. I worked fever
ishly, but my ears were alert for develop
ments. 

They came. The noise in the coal-pile 
abmptly ceased, and I went limp with 
relief. Perhaps rats were at work. 

A moment later I would have given 
anything to have heard the coal rattling 
again. if only to drown out the new noise. 

There wa!! something creeping across 
the cellar floor; something crawling, as if 
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on hands and knee:;; something with long 
nails or claws that rasped and scraped. 
There· was something croaking and chuck
ling as it moved through the cellar dark; 
something that wheezed with bestial , sick· 
cning laughter, like the death-rattle in the 
throat' of a plague-stricken corpse. 

Oh, how slyly it crept-how slowly, 
cautiousiy, and sinisterly! I could hear it 
slinking in the shadows, aml my fingers 
raced at their work, even while my brain 
grew numb. 

Traffic betwee11 tombs aild a UJizard' s 
bouse-traffic U"ith things the old wi·l'eS 
ltiJ' can ne:,er die. 

Regetti snored on. 
W' h,tt bide.r below, itJ cm•erm, tba! cttn 

be invoked by the /Jropet· .r pel/-(;r tbe 
sight of prey? 

Creep. 
And then . 

D EGETTl awoke. I heard him scream, 
� once. He didn't even have time to 
get up or draw his guo. '111ere was a 
demoniac scurrying across the floor, as if 
made by a giant rat. Then the faint sound 
of shredding flesh, and over all, a sudden 
ghoulish baying that conjured up worlds 
of nightmare horror in my shattered 
brain. 

Above the howling came a series of 
low, almost animal moans, and agonized 
phrases in Italian, cries for mercy, prayers, 
curses. 

Claws make no sounJ as they sink into 
flesh, and yellow fangs are silent tiH they 
grate on bone. . . . 

My left leg was free, then my right. 
Now I slashed at the rope around my 
waist. Suppose it came in here? 

The baying ceased, but the silence was 
hagg�.rd with horror. 

Thure are .rOm!! banqueiJ witho11t 
toa.rt.r . . . .  

And now, once again, moans. My 
spine shivered. All around me the 

shadows grinned, for outside was revelry 
as in the olden days. Revelry, and a thing 
that moaned, and moaned, and moaned. 

Then I was loose. As the moaning 
died away in the darkness, I cut the final 
strands of rope that bout!d me to my 
clutir . . . .  

I d.id not leave at once, for there were 
still sounds in the other room which I did 
not like; sounds which caused my soul to 
shrivel; and my sanity to succumb before 
a nameless dread. 

I heard that p:twi.ng and padding rustle 
along the floor, and after the shrieking 
had ceased, a worse LlOise took its pl�ce
a bttrb!ing noise-as if someo!'le or some
thing was sucking marrow from a bone. 
And tl1e terrible, clicking sound; the feed· 
ing sound of gigantic teeth . . . .  

Yes, I waited; \vaited until the crunch· 
ing had mercifully ceased, and then 
waited on until the rustiing slithered back 
into the cellar, and disappeared. \When I 
heard the brazen clang of a rustr door 
grate in the distar1ce, I felt safe. 

It was then that I left at last; passing 
through the now-deserted cellar, up the 
stairs, and out ungua!'ded doors into the 
silver security of a moonlit night. It was 
very good to see the street-lights again, 
and hear the trolleys rumble from afar. 
My taxi took me to the precinct station, 
and after I had told my story the police 
did the rest. 

I told my story, but I diJ not rn�ntion 
the i.t·on door against the hillside. That I 
saved for the cars of the Govemment 
men. Now they can do \vlut they like 
about it, since I am far away. But I did 
not want anybody prying around too 
closely to that door while 1 remained in 
the city, because even now I cannot-dare 
not-say what might lurk behind it. The 
hil!side leads to the graveyard, :md the 
graveyard to places far beneath. And 
in olden days there was a curious trafiic 
betwixt tomb and tunnel and a wiz· 
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a.rd· s hou$e; traffic not confined to men 
alone . . . .  

I'm prctty positive about all this, too. 
Not alone from the disappearance of the 
Fcllippo g:mg, or the wildly whispered 
tales of tht: foreign rr.en; not alone from 
these, but from a much more concrete and 
ghastly proof. 

It is a proof I don"t care to speak about 
r:ven toJay-a proof that the police know, 
bL:t which is fortunately deleted from 
ne-wspaper accoants of the tragedy. 

Wh:..t men will find be::hind th:1t jron 
door l will not venture to sav. but J think 
� know why only Fellippo's l�g was found 
bdore. I did not look at the iron door 
before I left the: ho�tS<\ bt:t l did S(·c 
�omdhir.g cbe in t·he cdlar as r pa�sed 

through to the stairs. That is why I ran 
frantically up the steps; that is why I 
went to the Government, and that is why 
I never want to go l.>ack lo wild1-haunleJ, 
age-accursed Arkham. I found proof. 

Bec11.use when I went out, I s:lw Joe 
Rcgetti sitting in his d1a.ir by the table in 
the cellar. The lamp was on, and I am 
quite sure 1 saw no foot-prints. I'm gla,l 
of that. But I did see Joe Regetti sitting 
in his chair, and thcn I knew the meaning 
of the screams, a.cd thr: crunching, and 
the padding sound. 

Joe .Regr:tti, sitting in his chair in tl�c 
cdla.r lamplight, wit.h hi..- nnked body 
cf.eu·f',l t'ntire/y :o ,·ibbow by giga,tic 
�u;d rnzbiJtllt:JJ Jeclh.' 

Yhe C:l-fJ cJ L ou11.ds of Tindal as·* 
By FRANK BELKNAP LONG, JR. 

"I 'M GLAD you came," said Chal
mers. He was sittjng by the win· 
dow and his face was very pale. 

Two tall candles guttered at his elbow 
and cast a sickly amber light over his long 
nose a.od slightly receding chin. Chal
mers would have nothing modern about 
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his ap:trtment. He had the soul of a 
medi:.eval ascctic. and he preferred il
luminated manuscripts to. automobile.-. 
and leering stone g:ugoyles to radios and 
aJd ing-machi nes. 

As I crossed the room to the settee he 
had cleared for me I glanced at his desk 
:u1J was surprized to discover that he haJ 
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been studying the m:tthematical formulre 
of a celebrated contemporary physicist, 
and tl1at he had CO\'ered many sheets of 
thin yellow paper with cu1'ious geometric 
designs. 

"Ein�tein and John Dee are strange 
bedfcliows," I saiJ as my gaze wandered 

. from his mathematical charts to the sixty 
or seventy <.Juaint books that comprised 
his str:1:nge little library. Plotinus and 
Emanuel Moscopuius, St. Thomas Aqui
nas and Frcnide de Bessy stood elbow to 
clbov.. - in the somber ebony bookca�e. and 
chairs, table and desk were littered with 
pamphlets about mcdireval sorcery and 
witchcraft and black magic, and all of the 
\·aliant glamorous things that the modern 
world has repudiated. 

Chalmers smiled engagingly, and 
passed me a Russian cigarette on a curi
ously carved tray. "'X'e are just discover
ing now," he said, "that the old ald1em
ists and sorcerers were two-thirds right, 
and that your modern biologist and ma
terialist is nine-tenths 1/Jrong." 

"You have alwars scoffed at modern 
science," I said, a little impatiently. 

"Only at scientHic dogmatism," he re
plied. "I have always been a rebel, a 
champion of originality and lost causes; 
that is why I have d1osen to r�pudiate 
the conclusions of contemporary biolo· 
gists."' 

"And Einstein?" I asked. 
"A priest of transcendent�! mathemat

ics!" .he murmured reverently. "A pro
found mystic and explorer of the great 
,wspectJd.'' 

"Then you do not entirely despise 
scienc<:. ·· 

"O.f course not, " '  he :drumed. "I mere
ly distru5t the scientific positivism of the 
past fifty years, the positi\'ism of Haeckel 
:�.nd Darwin and of .Mr. Bertrand RusselL 
I believ� that bio!ogy has failed pitifully 
to explain the mystery of man's origin 
and destiny." 

"Give them time," I retorted. 
Chalmers' eyes glowed. "My friend," 

he murmured, "your pun is sublime. 
Give them time. That is precisely what I 
would do. But your modern biologist 
scoffs at time. He has the key but he rc
f:..tscs to use it. \'\'hat do we know of time, 
really? Einstein believes that it is rela
tive, that it can be interpreted in terms of 
space, of cur·ved space. But must w e  stop 
there?' When mathematics fails us can we 
not advance by-insight?" 

"You arc treading on dangerous 
ground," 1 replied. "That is a pitfall that 
your true investigator avoids. TI1at is 
why modern science has advanced so 
slowly. It accepts nothing that it cannot 
demonstrate. But you--. " 

· "I would take hashish, opium, all man
ner of drugs. I would emulate the sages 
of the East. And then perhaps I would 
apprehend--" 

''What?'' 
"Tl1e fourth dimension." 
"Theosophical rubbish!" 
"Perhaps. But I believe that drugs,ex

pand human consciousness. William 
James agreed with me. And I have dis
covered a new one." 

"A new drug?" 
"It was used centuries ago by Chinese 

alchemists, but it is virtually unknown in 
the West. Its occult properties are amaz
ing. With its aid and the aid of my 
mathematical knowledge I believe that I 
can go back through time." 

"I do not understand." 
"Time is merely our imperfect percep

tion of a new dimension of space. Time 
a;}d motion arc both illusions. Everything 
that has existed from the beginning of 
the world exists now. Events that oc· 
curred centuries ago on this plane t  con
tinue to exist in another dimension of 
space. Events that will occur centuries 
from now cxi.rt rdred/Jy. \'o/e cannot per
ceive theu exi�tcnce because we cannot 

W. T.-7 
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enter the dimension of space that contains 
them. Human being,; as we know them 
are merely fractions, infinitesimally small 
fractions of one enormous whole. Every 
human being is linked with all the life 
that has preceded him on this planet. All 
of his ancestors are parts of him. Only 
time separates him from his forebears, 
and time is an illusion and does not 
exist." 

"I think I understand," I murmured. 
"It will be sufficient for my purpose if 

you can form a vague idea of what I wish 
to achieve. I wish to strip from my eyes 
the veiEs of illusion that time has thrown 
over them, and see the b�ginnh1g atzd th� 
end." 

"And you think this new drug will 
help you?" 

.. 1 am sure that it will. And I want 
you to help me. I intend to take the drug 
immediately. I cannot wait. I must see.'' 
His eyes glittered strangely. "I am going 
back, back through time." 

He rose and strode to the mantel. 
When he faced me again he was holding 
a small square box in the palm of his 
hand. "I have here five pellets of the 
drug Liao. It was used by the Chinese 
philosopher Lao Tze, and while under its 
influence he visioned Tao. Tao is the 
most mysterious force in the world; it 
surrounds and pervades all things; it con
tains the visible universe and everything 
that we call reality. He who apprehends 
the mysteries of Tao sees clearly all that 
was and will be." 

"Rubbish!" I retorted . 
"Tao resembles a great anim;�.l, recum

bent. motionless. containing .in it� enor
mous body all th� worlds of our universe. 
the past, the present :1nd the futul'c. We 
see portions of this great monster thmugh 
a slit, which we call time. W'ith the aid 
of this drug I shall enlarge rile slit. I 
sh:lll behold the grc;tt figurt· (Jf l i fe. the; 
great recumbent heast· in its cnti rety . "  

\Xt T --8 

".And what do you '\vish me to do?" 
"Watch, my friend. Watch and take 

notes. And if I go back too far you must 
recall me to reality_ You can recall me 
by shaking me violently. If I appear to 
be suffering acute physical pain you must 
recall me at once." 

"Chalmers,'' I said, "I wislt you 
wouldn 't make this experiment. You arc 
taking dreadful risks. I don't believe that 
there is any fourth dimension and I em
phatically do not belie,re in Tao. And 
I don't approve of your experimenting 
with unknown drugs." 

"I know the properties of this drug," 
he replied. "I know precisely how it 
affects the human animal and I know its 
dangers. The risk does not reside in the 
drug itself. My only fear is that I may 
become lost in time. You see, I shaH 
assist the drug. Before I swallow this 
pellet I shall give my undivided attention 
to the geometric and algebraic symbols 
that I have traced on this paper." He 
raised the mathematical chart that rested 
on his knee. ' 'I shall prepare my mind 
for an excursion into time. I shall 
approarh the fourth dimension with my 
conscious mind before I take the drug 
which will enable mt: to exercise occult 
powers of perception. Before I enter the 
dream world of the Eastern mystics I 
shall acquire all of the mathematical help 
tha:t modern science can offer. This math
ematical knowledge. this conscious ap· 
proad1 to an actual apprehension of the 
fourth dimension of time v.'ill supple
ment the work of the drug. The drug 
will open up stupendous new vistas-the 
mathematical preparation will enable m� 
ttl gra:<p them intellectually. I have often 
grasped the fourth dimension in dreams, 
emotionally. intuitively, but I have never 
hem :1.ble tu ct-call, in waking life. tht· 
occult splendor·; th.at were momentarily 
rcvcal.ed to me. 

.. But..xlith yo:.u ar.d, 1 bdien: th:lt 1 can 
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.recall them. You will t.okc oown every
thing that I say while I .. m under the 
inJluence of the drug. No .rna.tter how 
strange or incoherent my ��rch may be
t:ome you will omit r.<H·hiog. When I 
awake I may be able to supply the key to 
whatever is mysterious or im:redible. I 
am not sure that I sh�ll �ucceed, but if 
l do succeed" --his eyts ,..e1:e strangely 
tuminous--"Jime will '-""-' '  for me no 
Jonge:r!" 

He sat down abruptly. · 'J ..hall make 
the experiment at once. Pie.K itand over 
there by the window a.nJ "'•atch. Have 
you a fountain pen?'' 

I n·odded gloomily and removed a pale 
w-een Waterman from my upper vest 

pocket. 
"And a pad, Frank?" 
I groaned and prodm:cd :1. memoran

dum book. "I emphatict�.lly disapprove 
of this experiment," I muuered. "You're 
taking a frightful risk."' 

"Don't be an asinine old woman!" he 
admonished. "Nothing rhat you c:an sa.y 
will induce me to stop no-w. I entreat 
you to remain silent wl1 ilc J . .tudy these 
cbarts." 

He rwed the charts anJ litu<lied them 
intently. I watched tbe dock oo. the man
tel as it ticked out � �c.:onds, and a 
auious dread clutched at my burt so that 
1 choked. 

Suddenly the dock �t.oppt:d. tiding, 
and exactly at that mom�•t Chalmers 
swallowed the drug. 

I llOSE quickly and moved to.,.,ud him, 
but his eyes implored me not to inter

!�. ..The dock has stopped, .. he mur
mured "The force;, thlllt conttol it ap
prove of my expetimen�. T itr�c· r;topped, 
!�Ad I sw11Uowed the d.mg_ I pray God 
that I shall not lose my -.. ·,. y-. .  

He- closed his eyes anc:l lc.DCJ beck on 
the sofa. All of the bW\1d h.iJ left his 
f&Ce and be wu � beivily. It 

was dear that t� drug waa acting with 
extnordln.aty rapidity. 

"It is beginning to get duk," he mur· 
mured. 'Write tht.t. It is beginning to 
get dark and the familiar objects in the 
room are fading out·. I can discern them 
vaguely through my eyelid$, but the)• are 
fading swiftly." 

I shook my pen to make the ink comt 
and wrote rapidly in shorthand as he con· 
tinued to dirt.1te. 

"I am leotving the room. The walls 
are vanishing and I can no longer sec 
any of the f•miliar objects. Your faa, 
though, is still vhible to me. I hope that 
you are writing. I think that 1 am about 
to make a gre-.1t leap--a leap through 
3pace. Or perh'.l.ps it is through time that 
1 shall make the leap. I cannot tell. 
Everything is .clar�, indistinct." 

He sat fo;;- a_ while silent, with his head 
sunk upon his bre�st. Then suddenly he 
stiffened and hi5 eyelids fluttered open. 
"God in bes.ven!"' he cried. "I see/" 

He was straining forward in his chair, 
ruring at the opposite wall. But I knew 
that he was looking beyond the wall ·and 
that the obj�cts in the room no longer 
existed for him. "Claimers," I cried, 
"Olal�rs, sh.all I wake you?" 

"Do not!" he .-hrieked. "I see et��ry· 
thmg. All of the billions of lives that 
preceded me oo this planet are �fore me 
at this mom�t. I see men of all ages, 
all races, aJl colors. They are fighting, 
killing, building, dancing. singing. They 
are sitting about rude .fires on lonely gray 
deserts, and flying through the air io 
monoplan�. They are riding the � in 
bark can� and enormous steamships; 
they are paiuting bison and mammoths 
on the walls of di�mal caves and covering 
huge canva:-:es with queer futuristi< 
designs. 1 watd1 the migrations fr0111 
.Atlantis. J w:otch the migrations ft0111 
l.emutia. 1 �te the elder races--a $trangt 
horde of l:ol-.ck dwN'fs overwheiniina 
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Asia, and the Neande.rta.lers with lowered 
heads and bent knees ranging obscenely 
across Europe. I watch the Acha!ans 
streaming into the Greek islands, and the 
crude beginnings of Hellenic culture. I 
am in Athens and Pericles is young. I am 
standing on the soil of Italy. I assist in 
the rape of the Sabines; I march with the 
Imperial Legions. I tremble with awe 
and wonder as the enormous standards go 
by and the ground shakes with the tread 
of the victorious hastati. A thousand 
naked slaves grovel before me as I pass 
in a litter of gold and ivory drawn by 
night-black oxen from Thebes, and the 
l!ower-girls scream 'Ave Cauar' as I nod 
and smile. I am myself a slave on a 
Moorish galley. I watch the erection of 
a great cathedral. Stone by stone it rises, 
and through months and years I stand 
and watch each stone as it falls into place. 
I am burned on a cross head downward 
in the thyme-scented gardens of Nero, 
and I watch with amusement and scorn 
the torturers at work in the d1ambers of 
the Inquisition. 

"I walk in the holiest sanctuaries; I 
enter the temples of Venus. I kneel in 
adoration before the l\fagna Mater, and I 
throw coins on the bare knees of the 
sacred courtezans who sit with veiled 
faces in the groves of Babylon. I creep 
into an Elizabethan theater and with the 
�tinking rabble about me I applaud T be 
'Merchant of Venice. I walk with Dante 
through the narrow streets of Florence. 
f meet the young Beatrice, and the hem 
of her garmet brushes my sandals as I 
-.tare enraptured. I am a priest of Isis, 
.1nd my magic astounds the nations. 
Simnn 1vfagus kneels before me, implor· 
ing my assistanu:. and Pharaoh. trembles 
when I appro:J.Ch. ln India I talk with 
the ·Master� and run screaming from 
thctr prcsenu:. for ti;8; revelations are as 
s.1lt on wounds that hlecd. 

".I perceive everything J'fJJtu/t,meou.riJ. 

I perceive everything from aU sides; I am 
a pact of all the teeming billiOCis about 
me. I exist in all men and all men exist 
in me. I perceive the whole of human 
history in a single instant, the past and 
the present. 

"By simply .rlraitzing I can see farther 
and farther back. Now I am going back 
through strange curves and angles. .An· 
gles and curves multiply about me. I per· 
ceive great segments of time through 
curt,es. There is curved time, and angu· 
lar time. The beings that exist in angular 
time cannot enter curved time. It is very 
strange. 

· 

"I am going back and back. Man has 
disappeared from the earth. Gigantic 
reptiles crouch beneath enormous palms 
and swim through the loathly black wat· 
ers of dismal lakes. Now the ..ccptiles 
have disappeared. No animals remain 
upon the land, but beneath the waters, 
plainly visible to me, dark forms IUO\'e 
slowly over the rotting vegetation. 

"The forms are becom ing simpler and 
simpler. Now they are single cells. All 
about me there are angles-strange an· 
gles that have no counterparts on the 
earth. I am desperately afraid. 

"There is an abyss of being whi.ch m:tn 
has never fathomed." 

I stared. Chalmers had risen ·to his 
feet and he was gesticulating helplessly 
with his arms. "I am passing through tm· 
earthly angles; I am approaching--oh, 
the burning horror of it!" 

"Chalmers!" I cried. "Do you wish 
me to interfere?" 

He brought his right hand quickly be· 
fore his face, as though to shut out a 
vision unspeakable. ''Not yet!" he crieJ; 
"I will go on. 1 will see--what---lies--
beyond--" 

A cold .>weat streamed from his fore
head and his shoulders jerked spasmoci· 
ically. "Bt:yond life thc:rc are"· --his facl' 
grew ashen with tcrrl)r· -·''Jbin.�y th;tt .t 
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c:annot distinguish. They move slowly 
through angles. Thc:r have no bodies, 
and they move slowly through out· 
�u.s angles." 

It was then that 1 bec:ame aware of the 
odor in the room. It was a pungent, in
describable odor, so nauseous that I 
a)Uld scarcely endure it. J stepped quick
ly to the window and threw it open. 
:when I retnrned to Chalmers and looked 
into his eyes 1 nearly fainted. 

"I think they have scented me!" he 
sluieked. ''They are slowly turning to
ward me."' 

He was trembling horribly. For a mo
ment he dawed at the a.ir with his hands. 
11len his legs gave way beneath him and 
he fell forward on his face, slobbering 
and moaning. 

I watched him in silence as he dragged 
him&e.lf across the floor. He was no 
longer a man. His teeth were bared and 
saliva dripped from the comers of his 
mouth. 

"Claimers," I cried. "Chalmers, stop 
it! Stop it, do you heat-?" 

As if in reply to my appeal he· oom
menced to utter hoarse convulsive sounds 
which resembled nothing so much as the 
barking of a dog, and began a sort of 
hideous writhing in a circle about the 
room. I bent- and eeized him by the 
shoulders. Violently,, de:�perately, l shook 
IUm. He turned his head and snapped at 
my wrist. 1 was sick with horror, but I 
dared not release him for fear that be 
woold destroy himself in a parm .. "Ysm of 
nge. 

"Chalmers," I mutkrcd, "you mwt 
stop that. There is nothing in t.his room 
that an hann you. Do you understand?'' 

I continued to :shake r.nd admonish 
him, and gndually the madness died out 
of nis facr. Shiverin_g convulsively, he 
crumpled into a grotesque heap ou the 
� lUi· 

I CAJtRJED him to the sofa and depos
ited him upon it. His features were 

twisted in pain, and. I knew that he was 
still struggling dumbly to escape from 
abominable memories. 

"Whisky," he muttered. "You'll find 
a flask in the cabinet by the window
upper left-hand drawer." 

When I handed him the flask his fin
gers tightened about it until the knuckles 
showed blue. "They nearly got me," he 
gasped. He drained the stimulant in im· 
moderate gulps, and gradually the color 
crept bade into his face. 

''Tiut drug was the very devil!" I 
murmured. 

"It wasn't the drug," he moaned. 
His eyes oo longer glared insanely, but 

he stiiJ wore the look of a lost soul. 
"They scented me in time," he 

moaned. "1 went too far." 
"What were tbey like?" I said, to 

humor him. 
He leaned forward and gripped my 

aero. He was shivering horribly. ''No 
words in our language can describe 
them!"' He spoke in a hoarse whisper. 
·'They are symbolized vagucJy in the 
myth of the Fall, and in an obscene form 
which is occasionally found engraved on 
ancient tablets. The Greeks had a name 
for them, which veiled their essential 
foulness. The tree, the snake and the 
apple-these are the vague symbols of a 
most awful mystery. 

His voice had risen to a scream. 
"Frank, Frank, a terrible and unspeak
able deed was done in the begffining. 
Before time, the deed, and from the 
deed-----'· 

He had risen and was hysterically 
pacing th� room. "The seeds of tbe deed 
move through angles in dim recesses of 
time. Tiley a� hungry and athirst!'' 

"Cbal.mers," I pleaded to quiet: him. 
"We are living in the tllird decade of the 
Twentieth Century." 
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"They are lean and athirst!" he 
shrieked. "Th� Hosma.s of Tindt�lo.s.'" 

''Chalmers, shall I phone for a phy
sician?" 

··A physician cannot help me now. 
1bey are horrors of the soul, and ye!t''
he hid his face in his hands and groaned 
-"they are real, Frank. I saw them for 
a ghastly moment. For a moment I stood 
on the other 1ide. I stood on the pale 
gray shores beyond time and space. In 
an awful light that was not light, in a 
silence that shrieked, I saw them. 

"AIJ the evil in the universe was con
centrated in their le:an, hungry bodies. 
Or had they bod;ies? 11 saw them only for 
a moment; I rnnnot be certain. Bus I 
betNd them breathe. Indescribably for a 
moment l felt their breath upon my face. 
They turned toward me and I fled 
�creaming. ln a single moment I fled 
50'eatning through time. I fled down 
quintimons of years. 

"But they scented me. Men awake in 
them cosmic hungers. W c ha.-e escaped, 
momentarily, from the foulness tha.t rings 
them round. TI1ey thirst for that in us 
which is dean, which emerged from the 
deed without stain. There is a part of us 
which did not partake in the deed, and 
that they hate. But do not imagine that 
they are literally, prosaically evil. They 
are beyond good and evil as we know it. 
They are that which in the beginoin,g fell 
away from cleanliness. Through the deed 
thE)' became bodies of death, receptacles · 
of all foulness. But they are not evil in 
OtW sense beause in the spheres through 
which t11ey move there is no thought, no 
morals, no risJlt or wrong as we under
stand it. There is merely the pure and 
the foul. / The foul expresses itself 
through �ogles; the pure through cur..-es. 
Man, the pure part of him, is descended 
&om a auve. Do not laugh. 1 mean that 
lfknUy.'' 

J JOSe and searched for my hat. 'Tm 

dreadfully sorry for you, Cha�rs," 1 
said, as I walked tawud the door. "Bnt 
I don't intend to stay and listen to such 
gibberish. I'll send. my physician to see 
you. He's an elderly, kindly chap and he 
won't be offended if you tell him to go 
to the devil. But I hope you'll respect his 
advice. A week's rest in a good sanita
rium should benefit you immeasurably.�· 

1 heard him laughing as I descended 
the stairs, but his laughter was so utterly 
mirthless that it moved me to tears. 

· 

2 

WHEN Chalmers phoned the follow
ing morning my first impulse was 

to hang up the receiver immediately. His 
request was so unusual and his voice was 
so wildly hysterical that I feared any 
further association with him would result 
in the impairment of my own sanity. But 
I could not doubt the genuineness of his 
misery, and when he broke down com
pletely and I heard him sobbing over the 
wire I decided to comply with his request. 

"Very well," I said. "I will come over 
immediately and bring the plaster." 

En route to Chalmers' home I stopped 
at a h:ardware store and purchased twenty 
pounds of plaster of Pttris. When I 
entered my friend's room he was crouch
ing by the window watching the opposite 
wall out of eyes that were feverish with 
fright. When he saw me he rose and 
seized the parcel containing the plaster 
with an avidity that amazed and horrified 
me. He had extruded all of the furniture 
and the room presented a desolate ap
pearance. 

'"It is just conceivable that we can 
thwart them!" he exclaimed. '"But we 
rnu.st work rapidly. Frank, there is a step
ladder in the hall. Bring it here i'mmecli
ately . .And then fet•ch a paiJ of water. 

""What for?" I murmored. 
1-H hvned shuply aod there was a 
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flush on his face.. "To mix the plaster; 
you fool!" he cried. ''To mix the plaster 
that will save our bodies and souls from 
a contamination unmentionable. To mix 
the plaster that will save the world from 
-Frank, they must be kept 0111!" 

'"Who?" I murmured. 
"The Hounds of Tindalos!'' he mut· 

tered. "They can only reach us through 
angles. We must eliminate all angles 
from this room. I shall plaster up all of 
the corners, all of the crevices. We must 
make this room resemble the interior of 
a sphere." 

I knew that it would have been useless 
to argue with him. I fetched the step· 
ladder, Chalmers mixed the plaster, and 
for three hours we Labored. We filled in 
the four corners of the wall and the inter· 
sections of the floor and wall and the 
wall and ceiling, and we rounded the 
sharp angles of the window-seat. 

"1 shall remain in this room until they 
return in time," he affirmed when our 
task was completed. "\Vhen they dis
cover that the scent leads through curves 
they will return. They will return ra\'· 
enous and snarling and unsatisfied to the 
foulness that was in the beginning, be· 
fore time, beyond space.·· 

He nodded graciously anJ lit a cig· 
.trette. ''It was good of you to help," he 
Slid. 

"\V'ill you not sec a physicim, Chal· 
mers?" I pleaded. 

"Perhaps---tomorrow.'· he murmured. 
'"But now I must watch and wait." 

''Wait for what?" I urged. 
Chalmers smiled wanly. "I know that 

you think me insane," he said. ''You 
h:�.vc a shrewd but prosaic mind. and 
you cannot concei\'c uf an entity that 
docs not depend for its existen-ce on 
force and matter. But did it ever occur 
ro you, my friend, that force and !J1:ltter 
1trc merely the barriers to perception im· 
posed l>y time and spJ.cc? \iV'ht:u oue: 

knows, as. I do, that time and space are 
identical and that they are both deceptive 
because they are merely imperfect mmi· 
festations of a higher reality, one no 
longer seeks in the visible world for an 
explanation of the mystery and terror of 
being." 

I rose and walked toward the door. 
"Forgive me," he cried. "I did not 

mean to offend you. You have a superb.· 
ti\'e intellect, but I-I have a superhuman 
one. It is only natural that I should be 
aware of your limita-tions." 

"Phone if you need me," I said, and 
descended the stairs two steps at a time. 
'Til send my physician over at once," I 
mutte:red, to myself. "He's a hopeless 
maniac, and heaven knows what will 
happen if someone doesn't take charge of 
him immediately." 

T:'HE following i.s a condensaticn of 
two announcemenlJ which ttppeareJ in the Partridgeville Gazette for fulJ' 

3, 1928: 

Earthquake Shakes Financial District 

At 2 o'clock this morning an earth 
tremor of unusual severity broke sev· 
eral plate-glass windows in Central 
Square and completely disorg.1nizcd the 
electric and street railway systems. The 
tremor was felt in the outlying districts 
and the steeple of the First Baptist 
Churd1 on Angell Hill (designed by 
Christopher Wren in 1 7 1 7 )  was entirely 
demolished. Firemen arc now attempting 
to put out a blaze which threaten.> to 
cle:Stroy the Partridgeville Glue Works. 
An investigation is promised br tlte 
plll}'Or and an immediate attempt will lx 
madc to f1x responsibilit}' fur this dis· 
.�st·rous occurrence. 
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OCCULT WRJTER MURDERED 
BY UNKNOWN GUEST 

Horrible Crime in Central Square 

My5srry SuJ"rounda Death of HalpiD O>almen 
'A t 9 a. m. today the body of Halpin 

Chalmers, author and journalist, was 
fonnd in an empty room above the 
Jewelry �tore of Smithwick and Isaacs, 24 
Central Square. The coroner's investigQ.
tion revealed that the room had been 
rented f11rniJh�d to Mr. Chalmers on 
May 1 ,  and that he had himself disposed 
of the furniture a fortnight ago. Chal
mers was the author of several recondite 
books on occult theme$, and a member of 
t� Bibliographk Guild. He formerly re
sided in Brooklyn, New York. 

At 7 a. m. Mr. L. E. Hancock, who 
ocrupies the apartment opposite Chal
mers' room in the Smithwick and Jsaacs 
establishment, smelt a peculiar odor 
when he opened his door to take in his 
a�t and the morning edition of the Pml
ridgHJi/1� Gtt:rette. The odor he describes 
2S extremely acrid and nanSC(lus, and he 
a.fiirms that it was so strong in the vicinity 
(){ Culmen' room that he was obliged to 
llold his nose when he approached that 
section of the hall. 

He was about to return to his own 
ap:utrnent wbco it occurred to him that 
O.aJmers might have accidentally for
gotten to tum off the gas in hjs kitchen
ette. Becoming considerably alarmed .u: 
the thought. be decided to investigate, 
:and "''hen repeated tappings on Chal
mers' door brought no respoose he noti
ied the superintendent. The latter 
opened tbe door by means of a pass Jccy, 
:&Od tbe two meo quiddy made their Wll)' 
iotn Chalmers' t"oom. The room was ut
terly destitute of furniture, and Ha.ocodt 
ass:em that when � lint  glanced at the 
tow his heart went co1d within him, 
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and that the superintendent, without say
ing a word, walked to the open window 
and stared at the building opposite for 
fully five minutes. 

Chalmers lay stretched upon his back 
in the center of the room. He was starklr 
nude, and his chest and arms were 
covered with a peculiar bluish pus or 
ichor. His head lay grotesquely upon his 
chest. It had been completely severed 
from his body, and the features were 
twisted and torn and horribly mangled. 
Nowhere was there a trace of blood. 

The room presented a most astonishing 
:tppearance. The intersections of the 
walls, ceiling and floor had been thicklr 
smeared with plaster of Paris, but at 
intervals fragments had cracked and 
fallen off, and someone had grouped 
these upon the floor about the murdered 
man so as to form a: perfect triangle. 

Beside the body were several sheets 
of charred yellow paper. These bore fan
tastic geometric designs and symbols and 
seven.! hastily scrawled sentences. The 
sentences were almost illegible and so 
absurd in context that tl1ey furnished no 
possible clue to the perpetrator of the 
crime. "I am waiting and watdting."" 
Chalmers wrote. "I sit by the window 
and '1'\•atdt walls an.d ceiling. I do not 
belieYe they can reach me, but I must 
beware of the Doels. Perhaps they Gtn 
help them break through. The satyrs 
will help, and they can advance through 
the scarlet circles. The Greeks knew a 
way of preventing that. It is a great pity 
that we haYt'! forgotten so much." 

On another sheet of paper, the most 
badly charred of the st'!ven or eight f rag· 
meats found by Detective Sergeant 
Douglas (of the Partridgeville Reserve) . 
was scr:�.wled the following: 

""Good God. the plaster is falling! A 
terrific shock has loosened the plaster :tnd 
it is falling. An earthquake perhaps� l 

never could have a.nticipatt'!d this. It is 
growing dark in the room. I must phone 
Frank. But can he get here in time? I 
will try. I wiU recite the Einstein for· 
mula. I will--God, they are breaking 
through! They arc breaking through! 
Smoke is pouring from the corners of 
the wall. Their Jongues--nhhhhh--'" 

In the opinion of Detective Sergeant 
Douglas, Chalmers �v:ts poisoned by some 
obscure d1emical. He has sent specimens 
of the strange blue slime found on Chal· 
mers' body to the Partridgeville 01emical 
Laboratories; and he expects the report 
will shed new light on one of the most 
mysterious crimes o f  recent years. That
Chalmers entertained a guest on the 
evening preceding the earthquake is cer· 
tain, for his neighbor distinctly he::trd a 
low murmur of c.onvcrsation in the 
forrr.e.r's room as he passed it on h i.s  "·ar 
to the stairs. Suspicion points strongly to 
this unknown visitor- and the police are 
diligently efideasoring to discover his 
identity. 

4 

REPORT of Jai!Jei J)'[orton. chemir: 
«nd bacteriologht: 

My dear Mr. Douglas : 
The fluid sent to me for analysis is the 

most peculiar that I have ever examined. 
It resembles living protopbsm, but it 
Jacks the peculiar subsuaces known as 
-enzymes. Enzrmcs cata!yu the chemical 
reactions occurring in living cells, and 
wben the cell dies they cause it to disinte
grate or hydrolyzation. '\�'itbout enzymes 
prOtoplasm should posses' enduring vi· 
tality, i. c .. immortality. :Enzyme; a:rc the 
neg:�.ti -ve components, so to �peak. o f  uni· 
cdlular organism. which is the b�1.sis of 
:1.1l life. That living matter can exi�t with
out enzymes biologists emphalic.ll!y Jeny. 
And yet the subst:10cc th:1t you have sent 
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me 1 s  alive -:�.nd it  lack� thc.;c · ·indispclh
:tble'' l'<.)dics. G,"><,J GoJ. sir. Jo you 
realize what .c.tou.cding new Yist:�.> thi, 
opens up? 

5 

EXCERPT from The Sec:rct \X'atch�·r-; 
by tl:n· ltt!e H,:i pm Chalnii?YJ: 

\vh:tt if, p:u:tlld lo the life we kno .. ,· . 
there is another J j  (c th:ll doe,; not die. 
which l :u;ks the clements th:tt dcstcov 
nur life? Perlup' in another dimc:-nsio;1 \ 1 there is :1. dilfe;·ent force from that which 1 
generllC:i our life. Pcrlups this force l 
emits energy. or something similar to · 
energy. which pas<>es from the unknown 
dimension �·here: i! is and creates :1 new 
form of cell life in our dimension. No 
one knows that such new cell life docs 
exist in our dimension. Ah. but I have 

' seen itr m3.ni fest.ltions. l h:we tttlberl 
with th<:m. In mr room ar night J hcwe 
t.dkcd with the Dock :\r1J in Jre:un' 1 
h:1,·c o;c:::n their nukcr. J h;tvc <.tond on 
the dim short:: b..:')'ond rime and m:tUcr 
and sc<.n h. It moves through slrctngc 
LUf\'<:> and oulr.tgcou.> angle.;. Sonw d.1y 
I )!nil tr.t,·el in t ime and mecl it f.1cc to 

QUEST OF THE 
STARSTONE 

t\. 't\'n· j n  \\ iu ... l l  J r r\.:'l . , 1· .! • 'J n  _j ,)!OS 
L I\. �.. · .... ... , 1 [ { 1  :---; .. \ : til ',\ ,:-.,1 ·;J ! 1 1 f : :  

A nt-\'\' .lth.! r .. ·,vlu�.··rur,· 1 c: l,t:.i,,u, tC':tdd�� 
b.A.s.('J t:nrud}· un lhc :T':I.$\!1: ict .:o h u ,,J sa� 111�5 of th•· 
(J3.1J I C".ln C.ll'l.'C"tlC�I • •  lJh.i .. k ... t.[;n-! .. 1 t(l shtH\' Jun'\' """'� 

rnay find, uuderst:tnJ .�.tl:.l u ... � �lJC'· ... un� J<..tCOliC:tl 
pu\1\.·c::r �·hich J�o.··Ht� u..,r-J ;n �,C", :nrmul� Hh s'' 
ca.11e�1 l\{ir�u:les,'' is ::'\ttrJcdni; 'la."••r1J \.";"1Je ::�ttent""' 
tr• Jt.:. t't'�urtd�r. Dr. Ft.an1:: H. it."'JbnF . .)I\, nu:..c:: 
p.)rchv]t;.lght, �udH'.; 3:nd kL:turer. 

''f',;\·chi.uu," tbi-:- 11.;"'.\' p· \'dHJIUt.::IC.tl !'::li�:ion 
hcl�e"•c, ;md <t"lCh�s th:lt tl l> IO<i!V r(•<<ibl� f1> �Cv�q· nnrnul h.un.tn hein,::;, \.uh.!�tst�nUin.� spiritu.,J 
iJ._. . • :a Ch(iSt nnd�TStoud ir, · ·lH ciupi 1C:uc: c\·cq 
.,·ork th�t the C.Hp�olcr . . f  G.1lilce <·,·�r .ltd"-" 
bdt,·\ c �  1.n,l tc•chcs tlt:l.l "·hen He <aiJ. "th · 
(hing,� th� ... l dv :;h,tll ye du )h\'l,'' H� n'C.}J'lt ,,.,!J.at l-tc- o;..u\.t �nJ r�1co�'�' :r h ·i" r J !�, .. ' ' .:.\1 T.u· klrd 
d 1r('U�h :dl the- �\::.c ... 

Dt. Robilh•·ll lt.t-o r>�ep.n�o.·.t ·' 6CH'10 o:\ l lld t t �.ui,,. 
" r  · Ps�·cllu.n.t.'. in "'·hid .. !l� tdt .. �b··ta 1w• h•!'l!-; ·�·.:.J-..11 :'••r rh_c l"ruth. nO\V he tiH.dl)' { .lfl!C: hi r J·. 

iuH 1 .!:\l..l ct�t•a u: �lll l�nS�\.".a Powc: .:\r i ... r�c t)) H,,H\lt: 111 ir ,dt ti!J.I all udu.:t pt \'\C i o;  1!11! f\IJ(C\ 
Lule irHt.) HhJ�niJ!(,tnce hto.,h..le H"-hc•\V uc L�liUlC\1 

tq f"�> ll\11l\tnc dilecdr "''tth dH: Li ... ·ir1s, Gu.l, u.;;in1; 
tdr., f!:.r.r:�,«y. !tC.'-""-;·-f.tiht'g: r.,·.vc.:l� (lo dcrH>�;� .. ruc_· 
)!t·.!h1 1, 1up �uie-(:; �:h.l t;n:lt:cul ... . tCCt"<t .. , .ahl 1!, \\ 
.t11r .cortnll t)(Jfl):! Jn�t� fmJ :.nd u .. e: h . .-. )<"'\.:' di�.r J�J(" i � tl()'\'' ufi'.:-r!ng tf , j ;: HC.'U:se fu :'-' t<l c!\"Cl • 

!'"'! !·"I" 11f :{:i<. t;\.l�.;:•;n;:- \dll' \\'(I�C� h1tl'l. 

! 1  I •1'-1 '.' • •  t::t �'' lt.".'L\ t�' · "' • lutthlr HltC:I t':Stl.l� 

:\·, •hH:qc• r o,· �o.l ,,. -:.. !r-;,·:n.;: :-.tt•:-r "f t!h.' Jt� .. ·.�· 
f <"IY nf �; �=tc..'tt �rn�th,' :l1·-.c -.cn.J :c·•ur n.unc J:tJ � a.d lr::, .. t'' D1 lh.\lrk B. RtJi•in ���n. 4 1  S S1xtb 't .\1·•i.o:U'>\', 1d.thn. lr _" .. ill t"'\. -.':i,. t n·c .uhl ?4\:�q.l.\.1 ! 
� "1\ l�]h,n: · C:.V"'' ·•f  ,,lJJ!.!) I.lh.tt \.\:1 1 1 :  • t!Jc Q,._({CH j ,,>JJ( -C.Jp)'fl.[;it•, 1<•?>5, Dr. F: •. uk 13. n, .;,,.n;":t 

\ 
! Do '\OU l!f'.O"-, \"-'hdt tHe h:u ,, oil�:· A:� �\UU �,i1llll� to lh· "'U'I'COlt:tf'UI !n lo\�-

1111<-�-- �-i��� ,\'!';!,:����';,'.J�� I:�!������� :.'�,��t�!�=rj�,J�;: 
er ;uJd • .,h..; •hi¢ .Jf•1""f:-o �,.,�, �·oC' nnl 
1.,... I'OI't .. . ,t! .to- :-.: 'tnll•. ("I)�MF.P 
Ctt\.L OI.<;'I'Tn l: "1'1:-:<; �EI<V ICE. 1 L�.::;;... .. 0� Co:ot. t;._.:�•l,, :--;, �- ,:•l!t..hurr;h Pl' 

A SUPER· THRILLER! 
�oThf'" ,\tuon Tt�.rrur" 
, in ht111l< fortH-.Jt)C") 



THERE have been a number o( lttucs 
from you, the readers, inquidng 
about John R. Speer, anthor oi Symphony of the D4mned ami Tl<l' C.n,.sl God. John Rawson Speer is 11. nt'111• '<•rtrer. 

He was formerly an actor, but wh<·n �� 
Depression settled down over rhe cot�orry, 
the ancient and honorable profe.�ioo of 

.actor was hit a body blow. Mr. S;.:'e£:r then 
�nlisted in the Unrrcd States Navr. wl�e 
he has just COmJ?leted his first enlistrn::nt. 
.Another new wnter is Thomas P. Kc:Uey, 
author of our current serial story, ·r;_..� L.:Jt 
PhtwtUJh. As Tommy K�lley-"'Pri<.k of 
Miami Beach''--he en�ged in �01<' �ighry
seven prize fights during the se��on" of 
-1927-1928·1929. 

Death of H. P. Lovet>.rart 
Kenneth Sterling, of Cambridg<. M�,s�

chusetts, writes: "1 am snre yon rn•'·'' be 
deeply grieved at the passing of Ho"·�rd 
Phillips Lovecrafr. A. ctllltribucor co W EntD 
TALES since its inception, he h:�.\ •lw ... ys 
b«n considered one of the lea.dir.!! ··rittrs 
of modern weird licenuure, and w;s_ in my 
opinion, the pre-emineoc creotrve �trt·iM in 
this field. His vivid, powerfnl sryk. un.,nr
passcd in producing and su�te.inina 'a mood 
of horror, � well known to you ;,nJ youc 
readers. His �ease leaves a gap which �n 
nevt!r be filled. Bnc it is a far more .<evere 
Joss to thooc o! us who had tlK .nf.rure 
pleasure of a personal acquaintance with th� 
mimitable 'Ech-Pi-EI.' His genero�rry �nd 
magnanimity won the love the rcspc:<:: of •. l l  
who knew him. He po.ssessed a suprc:m(" in
tellect--one which I have never � .. , t-a. 
ceeded--aod I m� come in conran ._.,th 
rmoy prominent professors at Han;�r<J Ul'li
YUS�tf. Ht: had an incredible ... � of lnowledge--he was \-"e�l in virrwtl� e .. l!ty 
6eld of leaming. fa addiliOA tO thi.l t�'*<�t. 

U:t 

erudition, he had an acutely anAlytical mind 
-h.is thinking was keenly logical and fm 
of all biu and dosed-minded narrowness. 
Contrary co what one would be I� to expect 
from his fiaion, Lovecnfc was a conJirmed 
materialist and iconoclast, ll$ expressed in 
innumemble letters and articles. His coo· 
versation was cranscendently brilliant, out
�i-ning even his excelJent writings. He was 
a rr.an of great vigor and sincerity, and had 
srear influence on his circle of friends, 
many of whom are noted authors in the 
fantuy field and other types of fiction. I 
think it would be most 6rting if H. P. 
l..ovecrafr "Wete remembered as 1t scholar and 
thinker as well as an author. In closing, let 
me nrge you to reprim rru�ny of Lovenafr's 
6ne srories and poems, and if possible, ro 
ha'Ve his work:s pnblished in permanent 
boolc fonn." 

Jo'ronl Oark Aahtou Smith 
Cluk Ashto.n Scnith writes from Auburn, 

Califorrua : "I am profouodJy =ddened by 
the news of H. P. Loncraft's de3th after ·a 
month of painful illoess. The loss sc;em..� an 
intOlerable one, aod I am 1ure rb3t it will 
be felt deeply aad permanently by rhe whole 
weird .fiction public. Mosc of 1111 will ir be 
fdt by the myriad friends who knew Love· 
craft tbroogh faa!-to-face meetitl$ or cor
respondence: for in his ca-'t' the hi.ghest lit
erary genius wu -allied to the most brilliant 
and most endearing �nai qualities. 1-
alas !�ever met h1m, bur w� had cor. 
responded for about severueen years, and 
I felc tbat 1 koew him better than moSt 
�le wjtb -whom l w.u thrown jn daily 
•nt1macy. The -lif:st roanusaipt of his thar J rr.ad (probaply in 1920) confirmed me in 
the �on of � genluA from which 1 hll"e 
never sw� at hiJ time. It � -a new 
work! of awnome tpe'CUlatioo and eery 3Ut· 
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mise, :1 new im:tgin:uivc dimension. Siru:e 
then, he has written scores of ffi:lS(erpieces 
that extend the borders of human f amasy 
:md concsuer { re . ..h empires :unid the extr:�.
human and ulcra-rerresuial infinities . .Among 
these, 1 might mencion Tbe Out.ride•·. Tht! 

Call of Ctbu/lm, TIJ� Color Out of Space, 
'(be R.-:t.r in l iJe Jii"trll.r, Tbe Duml'ich I-lor· 
10r, Picl�hum'J Model :wd Tbe Dreams iu 
riJ� ll .. igh-Ho11u :�.s being sp<:cial fa\•oriles. 
However, there :1re few tales of his that I 
ha\•e ooc re:td :md re-read rn1ny times, al
ways with cb:tc peculiar delight given by 
the savor of some uniquely potent discilla
tion of dreJms and fantasy. Leng and Lo
maT :�nd witch-ridden Arkham and sca.
cucsed lnnsmou th :1re pare of my mental 
�teogr:tphy :  :tnd dreadful, cyclopean R'lyeh 
.slumbers somewhere in lhe depths. Ocl1ecs 
will venture into the realms chat the Silver 
Key of his m:�.scery hls unlocked ; but none 
will read lhem with the same wizard surety, 
or bnng back for our delectation essences 
of equal dre:1d :md beauty ar:d horror." 

From Edmond Hamilton 
Edmond Hamilccn writes from Nev.· 

C.1st.lc. Penn.sylv:1nia: "1 just heard the new� 
of H. P. Lovccrafc's recent death. Titis is 
quire a shock. coming so soon after the death 
of HowarJ. \'1/'hilc I never met either of 
rhem. I han:- been appc.uing wJth them jn 
'WEmo TALES fo: so long th:tc I had a dim 
f eeling o[ acclu.lint:tnce. l chink I read every 

one of J.ovecm ft's stOries from Dagon, years 
:�go. H is too bac.l th:l.t he is gone-there 
will  never bt· .1nothcr like him." 

From llenl:'y Kuttner 
Hcnrr Kurtner writes from Beverly Hills. 

C1liforni 1 :  · I 've been feeling extremely de
j'ressed about Lovecr<tft's death. Even now 
I ca.n't reali7.e it. He 'll'as my literary idol 
... inn· the dar' of '/'/_.� Hf)rror at Red Hook, 
:�nd brcly :1 rcro.onaJ friend :IS well. The 
los.> to literature i� a \'ery great one, but the 
lo�> to H'PI.'s friends i� gre:�.tcr. He S<'cmed. 
.somehow. co luvc b�n an integral p:trc of 
mr liccr.1ry J,fc -:tnd the· shock w:1s more 
.,,.,·en: bec:tu<c 1 h;J not known tlut hi� 
il)nc-;, <\'.lS SCI iOU'>. 

F1·om E::u·l Pc·is·c(·, Jr. 
Lu·l !>,ire,-. Jr .. write, from \'G-':�slun.;con, 

D (. � "ThC' n�" '> <)f l.ovccr:tft's passint;. :�1-
thou_!:!h nor the �!:·)("!: of surpnz�. is never· 
thc{c:;s titl· ·>ht•d.: oi .1:1 ' rrcpar:1ble los,, nor 

HAVE A NEW SKIN ! 

I N  3 D A Y S  
--and turn that n-btt Wit roo•lder,.t1 ID1f\nt.tlblo �ttW"e--th• t'tttuwat (l( pfmoltt. hhckhe:hl.J, tr�k1.u, un. t'lb' Jkln, !lrco poru, WT(nkle�� an•l oU1H' dN"IoC'tAI In tho 011��r cldn--c.a.a now b• 
::u!.:t!:'t��"l:._t�r:: :;o�::l�:��1' ::m��:r·'�"nilth1r: :.•J·.•· t.lmt. 

lt h •U e•aH•IM<S tn & ne• ,,.,, tr.,auaa uUe:l 
''BEAUTlF'UL NE\'f SKL'I 1!11 3 DA1'S" 

wUah h l»_,.n: nu.Htd •b.tttlutel.J" t� to tr--,derJ 1"1( '"'' m.-.s;;aa.lr.t. So wrwrrr D.«t IU!Wt o..e-r '"' humiUa.un.: tll1a. &D-i cr0fnpl�d9n tu· sl,aid � •etec If rour at�t.er :tk.bl loolc't wt1td eftd M"otn. Sl�olr' nnd J�t nrunt tnd tl..ld�•• th MhHVO n�,\t.M'Y L.U�-ORA· TOHJU� Deot. 3t4·�. N�. 1':'00 BTOtl�•·ar. New Y..>tk. N. Y . •  �d IOU w-Ul ftt&tt't lhh Dfl"' tno.tln IJr N:hrro li!.ttl ln phtn ''H"P�r# HMoPtill an� a&.tolut..olr r,.... U pluMd. tell rrt�L 

The Cream of 
Weird Fiction 

e \'V'mRo TALliS prints the besc weird 
fiction in the world today. The high 
literary quali t y of in stories is eYi
denccd by the compa.rati\·cly large 
number of stories from \'\lmno TALES 
thlt haYe been reprinted or awarded 
honouble menrion in :1nnu:�L lx:st fie
cion anthologies. You :�re assured of 
reading chc best when you read \V;;;mo 
TALES, Till' Uniq11e Mag.!zinl'. 

A GbostlyVuicc from the Ether ! 
/1 U'.l-1 11, i/ Jhntc Jlh.:uJ/()tn u er� u i1hp�roz� IiJro�tgb Jh� �thtr 1•1 Jb� l.1ngu;�l� ,, .·u:t ... Jb�· ,�l.mtt. R�.trl 

" THE  MOON TERROR I I  

IJ •  lx'O'. tll:-m . 
I'UJCI!-.11h.· 

WEIRD TALES 
,, Till" •.Htt(:ll' \1 A:'<D J�: ... 'DING 

wnnn "'JUrtl 'lf.� G �ZJ:q>; 



1 24 , .WEIRD 'I'A l.�>:S 

� to WT, but to his admirers and ac
'IUaintances the world over. J shell always 
Jep,ret that 1 never ba.d the gooJ fortune of 
mt'eting him personally, but I am truly 
,Braceful for the impulse which prompted 
me to write to him a few months ago, and 
that I have two letcers in his own hand. 
What mosc impressed me were his sincerity 
and genuineness, which lJualides were not 
•lone ia malting him unique among modern 
'"riters. You have my sympathy, for this 
mast be a hard time, but 1 imagine it is a 
reeling of pride for you to know that 50 
many of his srories originally appeared in 
WmRo TALES. Unlike many ocher mea of 
pius, Lovecrafc was fortunate enough co 
J,e living at a time when his work was 
.reco�ni2ed as outsraodiog. With the passing 
of tame this recognition will become more 
llfliversal and his work will cake irs proper 
pl•ce in the world's great literarure." 

Coneiee Comment& 
John Hartsfield, of New Bern, Norch Caro

lina, writes : "How about some more storit>S 
from Seabury Quinn ? His are the 'busi
ness. '  Incidentally, where does Mr. Quinn 
me?" [You shall have more StOries by Mr. 
Quinn; another of his fascinating tales about }I.>Jes de Gr;�ndin wi ll appear in WT soon. 
kr. Quinn lives in Brooklyn . } 

Mjss �ury A. Conklin, of Coldwater, 
:Michigan, writes: "Fine issue this month 
(April) .  Virgil Finlay's cCJVer superb. Fine 
llandling of shadows and colors. More, 
please!" 

J. I. Mabbort, of New York Cicy, writt>S: 
"The Ma1miJdn, by Robert Bloch, is the 
most original thing in a long while; che un
developed rwin theme is new to me. Pes· 
send11lJ Wo,·Jds is good, but I've r<-ad a 
similar story from the point of '<>iCW of the 
tiny pl-oplc." 

Samuel Gordon, of Washington, D. C., 
writes: "After meeting Earl Peirce person
any, I may be prejudiced in his favor, but 
I think his story, The Death Ma.rk, is the 
best in the April issue. Henry KurttK>t's lit
tle story, We Are the Dead, certainly 
didced. If you know Arlington Cemetery, 
JOU can approciate Kuttner'• story. By the 
way, I know why they died. 1t 'NllS to make 
die world safe for democracy. Of conrse.'' 

Dorodly � of �. Californi:1, 
wriull: "No modem maguine givea me so 
aJdl pleuur� as WlmiD T.\l:ES. lr may be- a 

st r.l'• � •\•' ,ghoulish atu i6m )n me, but I am 
sir<�e(cl! glad there are many othen who 
it:� I 01� .:,une." 

·;.Ji;;, i�rme FergtlS(ln, of Worcester, M1s
sadsol';....,_.,,_ writes : ' 'The cover on JallUary 
didu • tolklw the story true enough, but you 
SL•r� r. .. ·•� up wirh the February cover, the 
}x,, ,. , ·'<'( in years. l liked ir much better 
th,1•1 n.:\.:;e<l, shrieking maids. Jt was truly 
wei,•ct. Oit Me No Gf'ave, Robert E. How
an!'., cl.�tc, was a thriller ; I he:avcd not a 
(I'···• .J.,.;ciders, and you can her I avoi<kd 
d:.lt! pJ.,,·el for a week." 

Dor <nhy McCown, of D�ytona Beach, 
Fl(lriJ.-. ovrites: "The Dealh J.lask is one of 
tl>r: be.v :tories of its kind I've ever rflld. Un ....... J •tyle." 

Kohen A. Madle, of Philadelphia, writl'i: 
. . Vir.�il f'iolay's second cover is even bet�r 
th�o loi.- :nitial outside dr:;wing. It would 
pie.�(' me immensely if you comioue to 
air err .. cr �irh Marg-ilfet B.mndllge :and Vir
g'f Fiul. �- on rhe rovers. Wh3t�ver you do, 
dno· r I<>."" either of them. They are the best 
C•. V<f • ,.tiSts 1 have ever seen, and their 
J,� .. ,ng> make WT appear much more at
tt<•ni o (  thm other masazines." 

13. HM /liH, of Senttle, writes: "1 lik�d 
l-l�or� t-r ol3se's GNarJiarr of the Book best 
o( . II ill the March WT -think the lad 
sltt..Jid J�elop into a fine �'mRD TALES 
' "  iro I• was excell,IJI ...  

Gr..., ·� Bryan, of W;�Sbington, D. C., 
""'"':.• :  Lovecra.ft had 11. rue faculty for be
g't(1uin,(t ·�ith something commonplace and 
b�riiJi.ng •1p an on�rwhehning aura of hor· 
l'(u 1f•� •  left his readers hanging onco the 
wp(' • . In that serue,. I can't rh.ink of �yone 
� fio ,,,.,,,f surpass htm. He had a knack of 
dt·l••ns idto rMn's ru!Xonscious, untraru
h-�<".1 fn.rr-putting them into an :tppreci
aok i·,, . .  n, glv:ing them 3PJX"lling names 
and l';:r,<>nifying one:'� uwn, inmosr, hlllf
C•••n�"' h�·lded, even pessonal nightmares." 

I. ,\.f . Nanldvell, of Steelton, Peonsyl
,.,.,;. writes: ''Du�H !he Aa.,sed recalls 
sn:r ... ·.• J<"pictcd by Robeic E. Howard. I 
lwr• 1ht:' ;.uthor will contiaae. The dialogue 
..,.,.., g(J{•J. Henry Kuttner's story 'IU!I good 
a�Jo< .. '·' •II of h.is hiles alway� are." 

.1<·1"' V. Baltadonis, of Phit.delphia, 
"""'i��t..• :  · The new serial, Th1 Lut Phllt'iloh, 
5{(1.:r.o oli' iine. I look: forward t:agcr.lv to 
rlw �u· issu.e to rontin� rh1s thrihing 
yo:ro. 

l r�·n..,,·J 'f. Bthm, of Los Ansel�. wrires: 
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"Seemingly the author of Symphot�y of tb, 
Dam�16d delved into the anderu: books of 
black magic, etc. He was able to turn out 
something equally as weird, yet with a Je
cidedly modern trend." 

Fingernail Gnawint; 
Arthur L. Widner, Jr., of W:.rerbmy, Ver

mont, writes : '"Although I'm nOl normally 
a nervons person I lave the well known but 
bad habit of biting my fingernails. Ordi
narily I am content to nibble a nail or two 
a day, alternating on each hanJ every week ; 
but after reading the March issue of WT, I 
looked like a male counterpart of the Venus 
De Milo, excluding the handsome part of it. 
The Guardian of the Bock mack me consume 
my enrire left arm. A powerful tale. Henry 
Hasse must fill his pen with thar Good Gulf. 
Th' B'ccd of BuhaJtiJ did very well on my 
right forearm, and The Dad1 Star awoke my 
Cllllnibalisric instincts enou.gh to finish up to 
my shoulder. All the stories were good, with 
Lovecraft and Quick getting honorable men
cion." 

The Greatest Genius 
Harold S. Faroese, of Los Angeles, writes: 

"Reading your magazine habitually, I some
times wonder whether you ever realized how 
great a contributor you had in H. P. Love
aaft. Whether you ever gaged the fineness 
ef his stories, the originality of his genius? 
Of cour�. you published them, alongside of 
others. You sent him l1is cheque, and that 
was that. But bas it ever occurred t� you 
tha{ in Lovecraft you had the greatest 
genhl$ t11Qt ever lived in the realm of weird 
/iction ?" 

Surprire 
LH.K. writes from Pasadena, California: 

'"Have read your magazine for a long time 
aJld enjoy ir very much-but for the sake 
of an 'old reader' ='t you pieau do some
thing about always spelling sa,pri.u with a 
1.i'" [The Funk & Wagllftlls Smndard Dic
tionary gives Ju,prize as the preferred spell
ing.-THE EDITOR.] 

The Searab 
Julius Hop.kins wrltC$ from Washington, 

D. C.: "Th6 Necr()IH)NtitlJ, .the W.ashingron 
Weird Tales Oub, is gOing to pubfilih rht! 
firS� � of its official ot�, Thf! S�df'ab, 
eo May 1 ' aod we are goJCg. to give aJJ.o.. 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS 
SMALL ADS WORTH WATCHING 

TOWN � ...... ..nlaU�W., FlnftDCe You. Men • ....,_ 
Dl91 8'1"0sU to""-nc. Full or 8pQ.r� Urn�. Good ti'\C'QIIJ'le, 
:l:5c bringc &D.mple or "Write for rree delaila. B. W. 
Producta. :10 Roecwood, .MntlltJmD. l\&uu. 
IIU'XlCA.N CUJUOR: FeatMo- Pkt\ltCO. bh•nkelo. pot
tery. J• .. Ne par lif."\lla.r&. Sample. lOc atamv-. APAR· 
TADO 1176. MEXICO ClTY. 

MA!I;U8CBJI'TS WANTED. Hooka. Stories, PinY• ancl Ar1 k-lee tor placene\t ln U. S. anrl foreign countrittt. Mot>on plcturo t1ghls plac«d. Ot'<."lllar 1"-737 dcca1i>
lng UNIFlED SAI.RS PLAN Cree 0'1 reque<t. OTIS .ADELBI':nT KLINE. Authors' and Publl•be"'' Rev�nla.Uv�, �10 W. 34th St., Ne-w York ctt.y. 

� MOON TEIIRO-A otUJ><!H()Olol WCIM-It:let>IJJll! 
novel ot Ol'l!'tll.l\1 lntria:ue to pin coul.rOJ oJ the wo.t"IC1 ! 
Clotb-t>ound wllh t.and.oame C<>lored jr.o:l<..t.--110 c:ento 
poatpa.ld. WZIRO TALES, 840 N. Mlch\&.lul Ave . •  Clllc..ao. 

BusioH!H Opporh•nitie• 
.. KEY to Bu•ln""o OpportuniUeo" FREE. Write 
G<xxWI. 7o0 l.fark�t. San }'r!lT..l'.laCO. 

Dream�� !nrcrprered 
I)'R.XA'MS J!::Xrl...AIN'Ell. Write your11 C"'ttmpte-t.e one 
11lde ot vaper, et-.cl�Jng 2Z cent. to: INTE.RPRETt:R 
OF DREA111S. P. 0. Uox :122. Fluohlng, New Vorl<. 

Femme Help Wmared 

INDIAN II.ELUJS. Bcailwork. Colas. Stamps. M:c.
erala. BooB. Old We:rt Pbotos. Weapons� Cur.Jt.,. 
Temple UouDd Blrdpolnt Hie. Kntre. e.nclent. �
CaU.IGgue Sc. lncHan Mu-.m, Nortbb�aneh. Ka.-....s.· 

l'fi•c�laneou• 
WIIO IB TOE M:l"�TIIUUOV8 "KWO"t '!be J!Qiutl•>n 
Ill tbl.ll bamlng mystery b Uu-llllngly tolcl In one ot the 
mort atartllns: •wnea ever written - THE 1\{00:--l 
TERROR. In buol< fonn. Price �. WEIRD TAI..El>. 
8411 NartJ> Mkblgan. Chlcaao. ID1nola. 
OCCUL'r Mystic rlll'lng winner l'ld!cal.o.r. Ama.xlllg r�
orutb. Po8t :Z doUa..-. A.. Coin.,.. L. 1... C.-P. T. S . •  
]J W""fbo<lm.e Te.-raoe Il<>od. London W. :I, England. 
HYPNOTIC course-prnctlc·al - 2  <tollars-same au-
4reM. 
POCKEr 00008--A.du.lta write fM 4�1pUve c�reu
la••· J.•rank SII!Uinl:. 1.017-T tn,et,Er, Canton, OhlD. 

Old Cnln• Wcrrat..d 
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lutcly free copies to the £ust one d10usand 
readers of \XfRI:RD TALES who write and ask 
fur lhem. Our magazine will be a printed 
:�ffair with twenty-four pages including a 
cover with a real weird illusrr:nion. All re
quests for these free copies must be m:tiled 
to 4:>22 1 5th St., N. W., W:�shington, D. C." 

The [.ittle Eaglets 
Gertrude Hemken, of Chicago, wrirc-;' 

"Shux now-1 jusr been :1-wonderin' if you 
couldn't be rhe eagle and we readers all tht· 
funny li'l eaglets-this department beta� the 
:Eyrie. 111is sudden brain wave just occut· 
red to me . . . .  D11:11' the Actmud-·-D�J I 
detect a s l i�ht rcscmblaace to Conan the 
Darbariln? },{r. Ball is agonna be a p.ll of 
mine if he keeps up that type of tale. J:.w 
gorsh-1 was fig!?t'rin' on the I\�m1srer bcm9 
re:1l and not a mr·w•t butcher 1n The i\!t��' A! 
of the i\lou.slel'. It was e�ciring up to �e 
unm3sking of the l)evd-spawned cwm 
brother. . . . (Personal to t\ditor:-Why 
don't aurhor:. use ordinary n.Hnes for a 
change-l'm tired of reading odJ nat�1cs 
and suddenly realizing I've been readmg 
them wrong. In this issue I find Valyne, 
Leoc:�die, L:J.vini:t-�.;gh ! I don'r mind odd 

muncs wlv:n u�ed in odJ ralcs of old for
gotten :tgc:s-or of Jives on :;phe_res beyond 
{lur ken. Course, J 'm nor c·xpcctm� J.nyone 
to do anything about it, buc 1 li�c co !?er it 
'Off my chest . ;  I h.t\'C: not been dtsappouued 
111 Hazel Hc.�ld';; 'tory of TJ:11 /l) rrr;r in tht> 
llllrying-Cr .. 'til.!. T!>e (;;�!}' knows how ro 
k�p one·, r rttcr( ,, b• "l'n11r.g 1-{er me� hod 
of relating tbc ci ccwmt3ncc:; as col,j by the 
genera! StOre COUil<.:iJ b,lS i\ t;:)l.l<,;h Of ia,!l10L 
Any hard-fisted cinz�·n wouiJ .:Dtl•l.:tnl\ t!�cm 
for a bunch of crackpots. :\s for :11c I\! 
�isten. git werry ur...:omf�, anJ when the tak 
:J done, run like heck for home: . . . .  How 
;trange-·how utterly swpdying chis Va/

liJIIe•·ia AfttdiiQJJ! It was be:tuttful -one of 
those time> when words fail Ill<:: ·\��in. [ 
)nly (.In ).1). 'T!nak rou. Mr. F.Hky.' . .  

Tl:c• St rangt> High Hmasc� 
H \'1/. ?<.[urlan, of Fo�t Knox, Tenn :��(;e, 

wntc>: ''Th•lse '"'� m m�ncnt,rovokers; Tl.rt! 
L.•JI An·J er and c, •i.�r.lr.�JI IJ lht' l3 ·,o�. ar< 
·n. leed d .ffcrent t•> me. d1e}' :uc a wt:l· 
mme rev :rsion _,_, l i l t  :yt'c 'f ->!o:·· ,,,,·n in  
�.,dicr y<.lfS. Tl.c· , .. ,· ; rd • n·::t n " st r<.•.;s:e.l 
l4L! carri•:d \J ... lt ::o .1 tlh1u:::i!t .:,ru' <.1�: ' :  ·�  �.-I I  

m�x. Common ad\•eorure stories ha.ve no 
place in our magll.Zine. I join Mr. Bloch in 
calling fot more reprints by H. P. Lovecraft 
Those stories are jeweled bits of :�rtistry and 
I wou!J particularly like co request Tht 
St,.ange High Ilo11Je i11 tbe _!"!iii. My �i<;S 
fail to show rhc copy com:u.nmg th� ong•· 
nal." 

The Past Six Montha 
O..arics H. Bert, of Philadelphia, ,-.,.cites: 

"I would like to spc:lk of the scories chu 
imr,rcssed me mosr favorably during the last 
six

' 
months, ttnd a few things in general. I 

w.1s indeed surprized co find in the May 
\\'nrRD TALES that The Dark Star by G. G. 
Pend:1rves didn't recei,·e firsr place in the 
March number. It V.'lS a remarkable yarn. 
1l1e translation of the hero into r:he picture. 
:�nd his Stn1ggles with the evil entity and his 
subsequent escape, was really weird and 
shivery. This is the kind of srory I alway� 
look for, something new and different! 
Equally as good but in another way, was 
The lAs! Arc/Jer, by Earl Peirce, Jr. Nothing 
new about a curse hauntint; the descendants 
of a family for generations and killing them 
off ; your authors have used plots like this 
many times. But The l.aJI Archc•· was 1 
stcry in which the curse harmed no one but 
the one whom it was pronounced against: 
:md it hound�d Farquhar through rhe ccn· 
rurics in his search of 'the gre:�test archer,' 
until he finally killed himself on an island! 
The curs�: did not kill anyone except Far· 
quln r, aaJ tlu.r was a un ique cmliug for 3 
fine talc . . . .  Symphony of the Dmmmi by 
John Speer is :1 yarn I �viii long remember. 
It is worthy to stand in the comp:tny of 
S,ltau'J Piddle, published a decade ago. l 
:Speer's story w:1� Faustbn in character, 2 
m:1n sells his soul to the Jc·,·il for power and 
fame. The best story in r('Ccot months was 
Th� Globe of M<!I!IOI'ie.s by Seabury Quinn 
L:tdy Fulvia was so real and likabl� _:1 dm· 

:�crcr, th:lt otte cannot help sympacht�tng and 
Iovin,!! h{'r, and pitying the fate rh.1� over 
t1Juk ht:r. Qwnn's �tory was one of t!1c hesl 
�_;;ir.orn:ttion ste>rics I ha,,e ever re:d 111 yom 
fin� !'!ug.tzine. 1 �OJ cert.linlr f!bJ tlnr Tlo.
(;/r;l;" of ,\JNII<)I'!,'!f' d!J n0r end 111 tr:tg�dy 
.1;. mosr of yo11r' stor!(·> do. \)/hen C nrSI 
rrad th ... · prn. �o pow•·rrully .,..,lS J atTccr� 
t)\' ,t_ .:h.1�· Oo.'ltill11 -.t fc; .. v d.tys 1 r�.hl it .l,Qain� 
' l �h.lt �l• >n· , , [1,>1 u•i lj  fnt ,ot•>tf;_fJ. . • .  An· 
n'lt::� :-;�o;y f -.·rtjo:,·..: d \\ h l'bL� P.•t'f'> Pt:t:i 
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by Fr:a.ok Owen. lt wu a refreshing relief 
compued with yoor heavy IH>rror ta les. 1 
am unable to understand why I!OIJle of your 
1eaders did not like ir. Please give us more 
of this type. Howard's scories possess a 
virility your other �utbors couldn't duplicate, 
and I was especially pleased with Dig Me 
No G.-ave and Blttck Hound of Delllh. 

Those tales were stroog io horror, and 1 
am unable ro daid� whid1 is lhe �t. His 
best character cn•acion was Solomon Kane, 
in my opinion." 

Bouquets and Brlckbal6 
'Arthur E. Walker, of Colorado Spring$, 

writes : ··As a constant reader of your maga-
2me for a good many years, I wAnt to regis· 
Jer a few compliments tuld kicks. J realize, 
of courst>, that you cannot have each story a 
top-notcher every month. However, WmBD 
TJILI!S is the best magu.ine I have found 
and it improves through the ye;us. The I.AJJ 

.Archer and ShambltMN are two of the best 
tales I ever read. Howard's stuff read like a 
pasSilge from the A,..Wian NighJs and J, coo, 
lamenr his passing. A bit of Jove interest 
adds to your stories. I like DO<tOI' SarAn 
and also l.o'<"ecraft's stories. SeabUiy Quinn 
nt� much higher when he drops the silly 
de Grandin stuff. Like one of your contribu
tors, I have had enough of the forbidden 
books, the discussion of which takes up 
about half of the story. l am also getting 
fed up with the 'old ones' who -2.rc conrin
uaJiy wriggling into the third dimension 
through forbidden nooks and crannies. 
Some of your- yarns are too complex; they 
sound more like half-baked lecrures on 
higher mathematics than ghost stories. I 
lose interest in the story, trying to figure out 
che signlfic;�nce of triangles, tTapewids �od 
pentagons . . . .  Your best story this month 
.is D11ar Jhfl Accursed." 

Symphony of the Damned 
Harry C. Williamsoo, <:>f Los Angeles, 

wrirn: "I have just finished n::ading Symphony of th6 D1Zmned,1 by John R. 
Speer, and just wanted to drop you a line 
�Jling you how very much l enJOyed it. The 
plo. is very good and the auth<>r pictures liis charaaen so vmdly that the readers can 
almo$r live the �tory a& they read aloo�. 
There is jwt enough bJood and ttnm<kr m 
it to ma'ke it sood reading and m no way 
JnOlong. l ODly bo� we Will sooa .hav� 

NEXT MONTH 

THE ABYSS UNDER 
THE WORLD 

By ) . PAUL SUTER 

UNDER the supposedly solid surface 
of a grffi American city lay an im

mense cavern, larger even than the 
bustling city above it. An incredible 
underground city it was, and the ad· 
vent\ltes of the men that dropped into 
it were exciting, dangerous and glam
orous. 

You cannot afford to miss this fas
cinating tale of the rity of the 

golden chariots, vast temples, and 
cruel people. This story will begin 

n1 the Augun isswe o� 

WEIRD TAI.ES 

To <�void miss;,� yo11r �o�� �Iii -• •ail 1his coupo�r 1otl.t:y ftH SPECIAL SUBSCRJPTION OFFER.� (You S&'N Uo) � 
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the gooJ fotn1nc to read another such scory 
by the same autho.r, as he h:ts nude suc:ll " 
'p!cndd st:ut :1nd ir would be 1. shame r.ot 
to ha,·c some more from his soon famous 
pen." 

Connn His Fn\·ol'itt" Character 

A. H. !\!cDomld . of Lici:Je P.ock, Arkan 
sas, writes : "T have been a constant reader 
of \'X'T for eleven years anJ ir has afforJed 
me many hours of cnjoyment. It was with 
decp�t regret t!'lat 1 read of the death of 
Rolxrc E. Howard. It is a sad thought to 
kno'v that I can never again follow Conan 
rhrou.� hi.; srr.1nge bnds. Con;tn w:ts my 
favorite duracter." 

l't·nis.� Across the Se� 
Leslie Sulle. of Harro.,·-on-thc-Hill. Eng· 

bnd, �nih:::> . "1 Jon't know how often it is 
thlt you receive pr.ti.;e :tcross che Atl:l.ntic. 
but 1 fe:el thar \X'T dc�ervc� a gre:\C Je:1l. I 
�aw :1 copy of rhe nugazine one day for the 
first rime on 5.11<: nr a news .I£Cnt's and th,· 
cover attracted me immediately (can yo!.l 
wonder ?) . Si nee: then 1 have called at every 
ncv.-s :1gent I could for further copies. I in
troduceu ch.::m to my friend�. roo. How your 
spin.::-chilling swri�> comp:uc wich t!1c 
feeble, lukewarm. insipiJ apologies chat ar.:: 
.so often publishtd 1 The storie� in \'\IT arc 
;omerhing alwgethcr new in the fiction I 

have read-something for which l have 
longed - utterly gripping :tnd fantnscic. 
breach.rakmg in their weirdness. But pleas:: 
don't adulcernte and dtlute ic with pset:do 
scic:ntific sto�ies and thinl y - d i sgt:ised dcte<.· 
cive yarns. There arc ocher m:tgazines for 
those who like such scuff. Let \-.;,'T be some
thing mti<;:'e anu striking. A'•oid rhe com· 
monplace and banal. . .  

P�gitlg Moor<> anti Smith 
T. Gelbut, of Niot.tjarl Falls. New York. 

writes: "]usc a few lines to lee you know 
thlt WT keeps sarisfyi•lJ; my prodigious ap· 
petite for the weird, groteS'JUe an,! sorcerous 
in litcnture. I do miss C. L. Moore's Notth
wesr Smith stories (incidentally the only 
writer of intetpl:toetat·y fiction that J enjoy 
reading) . C. A. Smith is also infre<Juently 
found in WT, anJ I sadly look in vain for 
his t:tles of sorcery and necromancy for 
91·hich he is so j�.;stly f:tmous." 

Your Fa�·orite Stot·y 
Re.tders, what stories do )'OU like: best in 

this issue ? Write us a teeter, or fill ouc the 
coupon on this page, lnd mail ir tO th� 
·Eyrie, Wrmw TALI:S. Your i:l.vorit,: �ton 
ia the M:1y WEIRD TALES, ls sbo..,·n D)" )''.lur 
,·otes and !etters, w<\s D11:w riJt' .1crM;t>.f. bl' 
Clifford B1ll. This v.·<lS pressed for hrs• 

·honors br Thl' Sa!,-11: Horr,;• . uy H.:nry 
Kuttner. 

:\ I Y  F-\YORTTE STOIUE� r;-..· THE JL'LY WEIHD TALES AUE : 
Smry 

( l ) ---- --------- - - - - ---------

( � ) - -- ------- -------- --------

{ 3 ) - - - - - - - - -- - - - - -------------

J'.emarks 

I da aot like the following stories: 
( 1 )  - -- - ---- --- ----- - - -- - -- - - -- '"'h)·? - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ----� 

l� 1 2 ) - ------ --------------------
; - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

l �:.·:}\:';'; :,. :';';,,'�' ::: ::: ,; .. :" ,�;� : ::::: · :::�:� ,:�;:�;·;�=--,-_·,· __ :!�.: - ,_. - 1 L-------·- ----· .. - - :.. 
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SANDI:RSO.'\fS hi!! brown h�mf, fumble--! .1'- he w:.:,�::�J .mJ stuinul ll th<: fkwrin,!!. 
Ht· f<.:lr ,u,l,k·nh l�<>t .1nd w�.ok. Tl"" 11 ·" .1 rlu rr�· on "" hr.un. Still on Ius �n,.,,. 
ht ,�.:.uhuc·d "I' hi' wok 

He r.nrkd .tn,l l>.m_c, d l h rn_t:• .thout. lr) o n,c t1> ,hur <JUt odH:r •oun.ls . . soun.b on 
the >f.llf•. . . . 

·n,t- bn .oth ,,.unt·,l to <rop rn "" bi,l! hody. 

Crc.tk (rt".lk. ( r�.1k. 

It 11.11 >On1t"<liK Putioll•fy >lc.llm[! downstai rs. 

(1.11-k! 
He km·w rh.tt soun,l. I t  ""·'' the hruk<cn \llf' third from tloe bottom. He rried to ctll 

cut. h llll"t be tlut ,f.tmm:.l o.tf. \X'.Iftl·r � The fool rmN lo.l\ t· �one to ,lt-cp up tlo�re. 

! lis hunted '">'" SOll!(ht the window, Power 10 mo,t·. to jum1' for it, had le-ft ;,::.. He· 
kndt rhcrt·. pow<·rful ,huulder> l ounchtd. h.tnd' on the floor for �UPJ'OH. ("rOirrhed Ii i<•: .1 
biJ.! J ri,cln<cnn! ,HIIIIUI. Ht· fou�IH ro prnc:nr l o i omclf loukin,c un·r his ,houldu .tl thl' Joor 
bdund him. H,· iJI..-tl it 11.1> opening. Ht· h<:.tr,l >!<:.1Ith) ringtr' on tht old :vu_,,. knob. He 
ht·.trtl th<: h.tr>h ,,r.tpe 0f wood on 11·uod .ts thl' >a,ll.l!ing door "·" pmhtd b.rck. 

lce-rold win,J ble11 in.  rustk·d L>it.s of p.tp<·r .md ,!r.ll'lllt!' or1 th .. rlour. 
S.1nd<cr«>n'5 hud jc·rk<:,l b.>,·k to look. Till ,),)(lr 'to<•d wi.ldy opc·n. Hi, eyes. filmt·.l 

"·irh tcrng, fonoN:J �chin;.dy on th<' 8·'1' bctw�-.:n dovr .1nd ,, . • 111. D.trkn�-s.-. 1110H�d tht:r..-. 
A Thin;: of D.<rknc� ·. On the: thr�:,hold it bull-.... 1 cn '"·'l'c·l"' rnovin,c m�:nare. DMknt·'< 
m.cJe ..-i>ihle . . . blotrin;: our en:rything . • .  l;>lottin.c uut lift: itself. . . .  

You wi l l not \\".lnt {U miss thi, t ornptlling lltl\c-lenc which will hold )'OUr r�srin.rJto,l in
l<le't to the [.lsl \\Ord. It ;, th<· ,,r• H}' nf .1 Thint: .1 Thin_{! of horror .10d d.trkne»-.1 de· 
l!ruyong rannin� Thin,c ti>Jt brought dc.tth ro Troon Hou.se. lt will b.: l'rinthl complue 111 
n<·xr lloOIIIh ·, \\' t· IRO 'J'.\1 FS: 

T H I N G  OF DAR K NESS 
By G. G. Pendarves 

--Also-

\\"OHI.Il OF TilE 11 \flf\. I I \\ EJ.U:n� 
fil r • .  ,h,"'" H,\Mil.loN 

A rhril!iu:.! \\ C'tr�,.J., .. i.._·n t!ht' 1.1k· of .1 �li,I.HH wl•r!tl .llttl thl· d
'
rchltul th ... llurc ... du; tt'c.tcn11Lh_i I)\( I lh :Hnl.ln 'llt-.J(.;(f'-·' ,h,l"'\ d. ctu. h\.n••l Uruthc..r· hot� '•f du: R�..J ... ._ nh. r. · 

Tllf: \1\ \ 0 \ H I Y!" f:.\B 

ii1 Fot.\:-<1-. t hn N  
l�ll t'l.!d .uhl curH•u' ,t ... 'r\' .lh\'ut .a Clun�'\<.. m.m· JJ1m wlh• h.t�l dw \.Ir ._,{ ,1 rhu .. f �r.ltCl·,t m pLIH· n( du.· c:.tr he lutJ h1't 

TilE WILl. OF TilE n•: \0 

Xt �. ... , ,  .. I Ut R�Oll.lt 

Th .. · ;;.,,,n ��t ,1 l1.1f1..' d1.U \' .1'  .. , , , 1111.! l"llt •llch h.l 
... nl�,.· h.t,k rn•rn rh: L:Lt\l·-.w u n u  .. c.il ·"..,nJ 
r.tlv 1•t .1 ntPiht' r "  ntd1�n l l "I..0\111\11£ ••I hc.1 .. . .  n .. \\If I 
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Special Bargain Oller 
• 

Y O U R S  

\Vhile They Last 

At Reduced Price 

Only Fifty Cents 

• 

THE MOON TERROR. by A. G. 
Birch, is a �tupcndous weird-scientific 

novd of Or1tntal Intrigue to gam comrol 
of the world. 

A�OTRER STORIES 
In add11ion to the full-length novel, this 

book also contains chr.:e shorrer scories br 
well-known authorS of thrilling weird· 
sti('ntdic lict ion: 

OOZE, by Anthony M. Rud, tells of a 
biologist v•ho removed the growth limita
tions from an amltba, 'nd the amazing 
catastrophe char c:nsued. 

PENELOPE, by Vince·m Starrett, is a 
fascinatong tale of the st tr Penelope, and 
the faata)tic thini that happened when the 
mr w:u in pcrih�ion. 

AN ADVEN1URE IN THE FOURTH 

DIMI:NSIO�. by FMn�\\orth Wright, ;, 
an uproar•ou' sk1t on the iour-dunemional 
thcones of the mathcmltician,, and imi!T· 
planetary stories in .!!'ner.d. 

LIMITED SUPPLY 
M.tke sure oi gc11ins )"Our corr nQ'O.· hd re the cl01e-out surply .. ahau!tc-d. "md 'our ( rdc-r todJy for thiS book It the Jp�wr! NrJ:Pn rrl<<' 
oi only }Oc. 

:-:on: This book for sale from � publuhers 
only. It annoc be purch3St"d 1� 10) book store. 
Grr-;"u';" T';l -;':, -;.::;:- ;;;P,:- - - - - -
I 8-'0 :'rr., \ltddcan '""·• C'btrac•. UL. l. . "-

1 M�'\�R�R� ;; ��h1= ��. or  TilE 
I :-: .. rn• 
I 
I Addrt'51 

I aty Stair 


