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1 HAD TO BAILOUT IN A
PEA SOUP FOG!”

€, W. HARBERT
Aviashiorr Cadet
Bristol, W. Va,

@ ! took off from Pensacola on a
night training flight in my single-
seater fiighting plane,” writes Cadet
Harbetrt. “Iater, as I started home-
ward, a heavy fog rolled in. The land-
ing field was blotted out!

@ “it was too dangerous—for myself and those below—to attempt a landing. I had to
bail out in that pea soup.fog! Heading for open country, I circled at 5,000 feet until the
gasoline gauge showed empty, then jammed the stick forward and catapulted into space!

“I landed waiishalszgi in the wide mouth of a river. Marooned by deep water
oit all sides, I grabbed my #lzshlight, and—despite the soaking—it worked!
Guiided by its beam, two fishermen eventually found and rescued me—thanks
w0 ‘Bveready’ ifevss DATED batteries—which  (Signed) z? Pt
you can depend on in emergeneies! TS ATRR
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FOOT ITCH

RTHLETE'S FOOT

Semd Coupon
Denitt Pay Unfil Rebkoved

According to the Government Health
Bulletin No. E-28, at least 50% of the
adult population of the United States
are being attacked by the disease known
as Athletes Foot,

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks ‘and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scratch off all the skin,

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of therfeet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. The skin
sl cracks and peels, and the itching
becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly
ag possible, because it is very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
fven to the under arm or crotch of the
egs.
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When you apply H. F. you may find that
the itching is quickly relieved, You should
morning* until your feet are better. Usually
this takes from three to ten days, although in

H. F. should leave the skin soft and smooth.
You may marvel at the quick way it brings

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bottle of
send any money and don't
pay the postman any money;
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ITCHING STOPS QUICKLY
paint the infected parts with H. F. night and
severe cases be sure to consult a specialist.
you relief,
H. F. will be mailed yon immediately. Don't
dor’t pay anytlling any

time unless H. F. is helping
ou. If it does help yed, we
v yoH will be glad
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gf ten days.
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GORE PRODUCTS, INC.
849 Perdido 8t., New Orleans, La.

Please send me immediately a convplete
supply for foot trouble as descrlhed above.
1 agree to use it according to directions
If at the end of 10 days my feet are getiing
better, I will send you $1. If 1 am not
cntirciy satisfled, I will return the unused
portien of the beitle to you within 16 days
from the time I receive it.

T.F.

ADDRESS
c1TY,

STATE .
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ERHAPS you think that taking music les-
gons is’ hke takmg a dose of medicine. It
isn't any lammer!
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the tisual cost,
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& beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green—trimmed in biack
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Higih on a Rodky Keudif,
Hidden From the Eyes of
H‘ Men, a House of /harexiible
Evil Rots in the Mire of
Souls Formeer D @mrmead!

Shrieking in terror, he pitohed headiong Intp that pit)



he Crawling

Corpse

By ELI COITER

Aztthar of “THee Piitfe of Caiagus,” “Outtentts of the Lazy 5.3, ete,

CHAPTER 1
Eslawd of Doead
HAD gone into the market to

purchase a cut of barracuda, had
emerged from the market and had

|

paused by the guard-rail for a moment
to stand gazing out over. the sea to-
ward the spot beyond the mist-swathed
Moriizon where Drugh Island lay.
Drugh Island, obscure and unsung ob-

struction in the waters, which for too
long had hidden and withheld Cyril
from me, his best friend.

Cyril, my dear dead sister’s grieving
husband, who lmed gone off alone ta
nurse his overpowering sorrow after
his wite's tragie riding accident and
her sudden death. Cyril—one of the
finest men I had ever knewn.

My uneasiness over hig silence had
grown to worry. By now I was begin-

A NOVELET OF BIZARRE SORCERY



14 STRANGE STORIES -i-

ning to feel so badly upset that my
nerves were ragged. If I heard noth-
ing from him by the nest mail boat, I
wasn’t going to let that silence con-
tinue without some action on my part.

I'd take a run out to Drugh Island
and look him up, and make certain
nothing had happened to him. Be-
cause, though he had written mac faith-
fully during the past year, I had heard
nothing from him in two months,

Feeling a little better for the resolu-
tion, I turned away from the guard-
rail, absorbed in my uneasy musing,
and started homeward up the wide
plank wharf along which all the fish
markets were strung. 1 hadn’t gone
ten feet before the wild-eyed fourist
bumped into me,

I stepped sideward and would have
proceeded on my way with a perfunc-
tory murmur of apology, had he not
halted in his headlong stride to stand
staring at me, I was forced inwolun-
tarily to notiee his eyes, dazed and
dilated—even had I net heard clearly
among the jumbled sounds he was
muttering to himself the words
"Dryghn Istand” and “mofice.”

Hé blinked at me and addressed me
in embarrassed self-abasement,

“Sorry! Pardon me! Awfully stupid
of me to run you down. But I—I'm so
beastly upset. I wasn’'t looking where
I was going."

“It's quite all right” I said. “I
wasn’t looking where I was going,
either, There’s nothing wrong, I trusi?
Is there anything I could do for yow?”

Relief flashed into his harried face.
“I say, that's jolly sporting of you!
Are you a resident here?

“I amm”

He blinked again, like a man vainly
striving to collect sadly scattered wits,

‘“I'en maybe you’d direct me to the
local police station. I'd appreciate it
no end, y'know.™

I repressed a frown, a little sense of
alarm leaping inh me.

“Why, yes, I can do that. But—
Drugh Island. Weren't you saying
something to yourself about Drugh
Islamd?" Drugh Island! Cyril's islamdi!
Apnd—police!

The young Englishman amswered
me almost eagerly. “I'wve just come
from Drugh Island. My uncle and I

were jaunting about a bit among the
islands, on his vacation, y’knew, and
we stopped on Drugh, because a small
settlement of islanders lived there and
supplies would be handy. And he—I
daresay it sounds balmy—but he—he
disappeavadl!”

Swift apprehension chilled me, I
heard the sharpness of my instant in-
quiry,

“Drsappeared ? What do you meam?’

“Witry, why—just that, y'know.”

His wild eyes clung to my face, and
though he was little more than a boy,
I felt a quick certainty that he wasn’t
erecting bogey mountains from in-
nocuous molehills, Something decid-
edly dismaying had shocked him into
incoherence and a state of frantic be-
wilderment.

E WENT on speaking rapiidlly.,

“We had a camp back in the
trees. We were going to rough it a
bit there for a fortnight or so. Five
days ago he went for a stroll, and he
didn't come back.”

“He didn't tell you where he was
going?”

“Not a pgep. Disturbing business,
really. Though I wasn’t exactly upset
about him till the next morning, when
he still hadn’t returmed.™

“Dhidn’t you conduct any sort of in-
quiry?” 1 interrupted,

“Oh, to be sure! But I couldn’t get
a thing out of the islanders. In fact,
they were very vague, even fright-
ened. I could see it in their faces. The
old chap who keeps the grocery told
me rather sharply that I'd better go on
about my business quietly and say
nothing about what had happened.

“He said that several other men had
disappeared on the island, that %o
trace of them ever could be found, and
the people on the island were afraid
the place would get a bad name, Bad
name, my eye! There’s something
bloody wrong on that island, y"kmwwi™

Cyril! Was that why I hadn’t heard
from him? Was that why I had been
oppressed lately by the unnerving con-
viction that all was not well with him?
Had he gone out there only to vanish,
as this boy's uncle had done? Had
something ghastly happened to him,
and toe these ethers?
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Yet a more terrible thought than
that sank its fangs into the nerve tis-
sue inside my skull. Could Cyrill Miark:
heim have had anytiimy to do with the
spiritingy away of the otifias?” Men in
the samity-destroying throes of grief
go mad enough sometimes to commit
incredibly terrible deeds, deeds which
they in their right minds could not
possibly have been capable of per-
forming. I alone knew how desper-
ately Cyril’s grief had seared him to
the core.

At all costs I knew that I must pre-
sent the police from intervening! 1
heard the young Englishman’s voice
then, earnestly besieging my ears.

“Se, if you'd be so kind as to direct
me to the police, I'd be jolly well
obliged to you.”

I fixed intent eyes upon his face.
“Listen, fellow--I'd investigate a lit-
tle further if I were you. You're right,
there’s something damned wrong out
there on Drugh. But you go kicking
up a fuss, and you may never set eyes
en your uncle again. Take it easy and
do some expert snoeping. It's bound to
achieve resnlis.”

He frowned dubiously. “You—you
think that would be the wise proced-
ure?”

“E do, I think it’s the only smart
course to pursue. If discreet investi-
gation didn't have any merit, there
wotildn't be such a gang of private de-
tectives running around loose. But
we'll do our own detecting. I'fl hire a
boat and we’ll beat it for Drugh Island
hot-foot. We'll dig up your uncle—
of blast the damned island off the
map ¥’

He shrank, his eyes dilated again,
and he bit his lip to prevent its trem-
bling.

“I—I'm not going back there,
y'’know! I—daren’t go back! I daresay
it's beastly of me, but I'm afraid—
afraid of what I'd fiind. Something
about that ghastly old hotse at the end
of the island=— Oh, I can’t go back!

“But my uncle, you'll know him
quick enough. He’s a strappin’ little
old chap, with a jolly red face and
curly white hair, and he's gotten his
pame and address tattooed on his right
shoulder. Identification, y’know.

“Drey Glasscott, That's his name—»

Sir Drey .Glasscott. I'm Ken Glass-
cott. Tell you what—I'[l stop in at
the Krausmaugh Hotel here and wait
for word from you—if I don't go
balmy waitin’,”

I laid a hand on his arm. “Listen,
Ken, You're all shot to hell. You
aren’t fit to do anything. Leave this
to me. T'll take a boat to Drugh Island
and see what I can learn. The instant
I unearth any clue as to what’s going
on, I'll communicate with you. Come
along, now. This business calls for
speed.”

CHAPTER 11
Evill Old Howse

'O 1 aocompanied Ken Glassoott
to the Krausmaugh Hotel and saw
him settled in a room with a substan-
tlal lunch and a bottle of stout before
him. Then I went back to the whart
and bargained for a grimy old thirty-
footer with a sputtering engine fto
carry me t0 Drugh Island. It seemed
to e that the two hours consumed in
reaching the place, twenty miles oif-
shore, were more llke two years,

The infernal island looked innocent
enough as the old thirty-footee drew
up at the dilapidated dock. I paid the
boatman off, and hurried away toward
the grocery.

I found the grocery store owner a
gaunt, tough skeleton of a man with
a thin, secretive face. He was waiting
on a customer when 1 entered the
store.

Presently the customer went out,
and the storekeeper turned to me.

"Somep'n for you, Mister?”

I stepped close to his battered old
counter, “Yes, A little information.
A friend of mine lives here on the
island. I'd be much obliged if you'd
direct me to his place of residence.
His name i8 Cyril Markbeim.”

A startled expression Ht the gaunt
man's wrinkle-embedded eyes.

“Wihy—adh—he lives straight down
this street. That is, you go to the end
of the street and somep’n like a quars
ter mile beyond into the woods, Little
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white cottage. Can't miss it, Only one
around there.”

“Have you seen htm latedpy?”

His veiled eyes avoided my gaze.
“Aim’t, no. He don't come in much,
Ain't been here in a week or more, |
guess,”

Something about that entire speech
didn't ring just right, Not a great deal
of thinking was needed to see what
was wrong with it, either,

“You gues??” 1 said sharply. “Don't
you know”?® There's only a handful of
people living henel™

His gaze swung to mine, with evi-
dent reluctance, and he answered in a
kind of defensive defiance.

“I ain't seen him for nigh onto two
month. How de 1 know what he's been
doin' with himself? I can’t keep track
of everybody on the islamd.™

“There’s too many people disappear-
ing on your damnable island, brether,”
I replied memrimgly.

He started, and his sun-darkened
skin lost a little celor.

“I didn’t say nothin’ about mwbody
disappearin’. Just because you ain't
seen a man for a few weeks, ain't no
sign he's disappeared.™

1 leaned closer toward him over his
neglectscarred counter.

“Cut the stallimg! I've heard on
good authority that people who live
here have been doing the vamishing
act, and that you seem to know some-
thing about it.”

“No, sir! Not none of us who lives
here! Toarists, it is. Always tour-
ists!”

Then he cut himself short, irate
with himself for having uswittingly
revealed so much. I gave him no time
to concoct glib evasions,

“Oh, so it's tourists who do all the
disappearing, is iit? And you don’t
want Drugh Island to get a bad name,
s0 you're trying to keep it quietl
Well, you'd better change your tune
and tell me what I want to know.”

WAS getting madder by the min-

ute, “If you refuse, you're going
to learn to your discomfort that just
one tourist toc many has gone into the
silence out here, and you'll have the
police from the mainland hopping
pato your neck.
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“I'm not bluffimg,” I said, “and 1
haven't any time to waste arguing
with you, so open up. Wikat happens
to these men who stroll casually into
thin air—and forget to come bacik?”

The storekeeper went quite white,
but ine abandoned all attempt to dis-
semble further.

“Homest, Mister, nobody knows a
dang thing about it. It’s got us run-
nin’' around in circles. Too scared
even to talk about it above a whisper.
We don't knosww what becomes of ’ermn!
There ain’t no way to know. They just
go bargia’ iato that house—and then
they never come out agaim!”

I scowied. “House? What house?
For the love of Mike, man, be coherent,
will you?”

He talked rapidly then, almost fever-
ishly, as if he couldn’t stop. The house
in question was situated on the oppo-
site end of the island miles from any
other habitation. No ore knew who
had erected the building. It was simpl
an anclent, deserted structure
ing open to the winds—and to any
poor fool rash enough to dare its mute
threat.

For it was evil, Unspeakable evil.
Men just walked inte it and never
came out again! Tourists.. Always
tourists. The uncle of the Glasscott
boy, now, and others like him, Was
Cyrill Mariiiieiine among dhem?

“The danged old house don’t bother
us islanders none/’ the grocer fimished
nervously. “We got sense enough to
keep out of it. But you investigate all
you want to, Mister, but for God's
sake don't yew go bargin’ inte that
house and get disappeared. We've had
enough of that™

Which was in essence his last word.
1 was to stay out of that house. 1
wasn't even to go to that end uf the
island. Cyril wouldn't be hamgin’
around in that vicinity, the store-
keeper said positively. Cyril was an
islander and had more sense. No, sir,
Cyril was prob'ly back home ia his
own cottage now, and I was makin”* all
this fuss for nothin’. I'd better go
look and see.

$ * € * o*

But Cyril certainly wasn't in his cot-
tage, I found when I reached it, and
he hadn't been in it for weeks, There
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was plenty of evidence to argue that
he had gone out of the cottage intend-
ing to return shortly. His small din-
ing table was set for a meal, I could
write my name in the dust coating the
dishes laid on the table.

The mute evidence in that cottage
turned my heart to a gelatinous mess.
I went out of there like a dust-dewil,
and started at a running walk toward
the opposite end of the island, a pace
that ate miles and that I could main-
tain almost indefinitely. I had nearly
ten miles to cover before the tabu
house would come into sight,

The deserted old abode was oddly
situated at the end of a thick forest,
located to decided advantage for amy-
one or any Thing desiring to establish
seclusion and insure immunity from
surprise, The building itself was com-
posed of dull black stone, an imposing
structure of three stories, with numer-
ous balconies and gables ornamenting
it, and an ornate gazeho and a big
cupela thrusting up from its two main
roofs, All the roofs were of slate,
blackened by age and exposute to the
elements.

N SPITE of its florid ostentzttion,
it was a striking and almost hand-
some old hulk. It was set squarely
atop a knoll at least eighty feet in
height. The knoll was completely sur-
rounded by a clearing between four
and five hundred yards across, and the
clearing was golid marsh, matted with
grasses, tangled creepers, moss and
reeds, And it stanlk like the very devil,
as most marshes do,

To step into that morass would
mean to sink into its polluted slime up
to one's neck, or further, The only
possible approach to the knoll was a
substantial stone walk, raised some six
feet or more above the foul waters of
the marsh, and about eight feet wide,
Cautiously I ascended the steps and
gausea for an instant, serutinizing the

ause.

There was nothing inviting about
that devil’s dwelling! Even from
where I stood it loomed black and
sinister. The window embrasures
gaped and leered little blacker than
the stone of the walls, 1 stirred myself
to motion again, and advaneed swiftly

along the walk, As I neared the knoll
I discovered that a zigzag flight of
steps led up the slope to the house, cut
into the solid rock. I lost sight of the
house for a few moments when I
reached the foot of the knoll and be-
gan the ascent to the summit,

There again I paused imvoluntarily,
and glanced uneasily about. The old
storekeeper had been right—the house
was evil. Evil breathed from its an-
cient walls, fumed from its blackened
roofs in unholy effluvia, permeated
the least of its moldy stones and
reeked in the air within and without,
The instant I passed through the main
front doorway, from which the door
itself had long heen gone, that sense
of evil inereased a huindiredfold,

I could feel it seeping from the
dirty cobwebbed walls, I could hear
itg sibilant taunt assailing my ears, I
could taste its acrid contamination on
my tongue. And that filthy odok did
not emanate solely from the marsh,
that dank, revolting rot-scent of car-
rion. It was stronger here inside the
house!

Afraid? Certainly I was afraid! I'd
like to see the man who wouldn’t have
been. But I did not allow that fact to
intimidate me or stay my feet. All the
rooms were littered with dirt, with
fragments of stained and yellowed
paper most likely left there by other
curious wanderers, with moldering
plaster fallen from the denuded walls,
with shards of shattered panes frem
the vanished windews.

My heart in my mouth, neverthe-
less I examined every last room, even
to the tep of the e;i%gia and the
gazebo. Nothing was 1 €=ﬂ@€hiﬁq

ut the heterogeneous litter, the awfy
fevaltlﬁg _oder, the oppressive evil
that sank inte my flesh and benes. Ne-
where eeuld I diseever the slightest
trage of any secret passageway, any
hidden eompartment, Qgg esfegaled
deet. Nowhere eauld I Hhd a1 ‘i%%
irace Hhat pther fegt H]&i‘:g Bife Hal
tred there foF MaRy weeks. ANAUYAG!

Just an evil old windowless house
that stank and turned your heart and
skin and soul gelid with nameless fear,
I was forced finally to reluctant ad-
misslon of defeat. Sickeningly de-
pressed by the tutility of my esger
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search, I returned to the ground story
and started to leave the building, But
—ijust outside the wry front door
frame I stopped in my tracks with a
shock of surprise and a sharp breath
of relief,

CHAPTER I11
The Masguerader

NOTHER curiosity-seeker had
ascended the knoil. He stood on
the stone gummit in front of the house,
Eaiing guizzieally up at me, a faintly
uinoreus efile of understanding on
his face. His sports coat and trousers,
his-epen-necked shirt, the Panama hat
pulled low ever his faece against the
§un, all sheuted “tourist” to the mest
easual eye. He preffered a genial,
feiendly gresting,

“Not much to see, is it, after a fel-
low walks all the way over here ex-
pecting something formidable and
spooky?”

I laughed nervously, little amused
and smartingly disgruntled by my in-
ability to discover anything worth
second appraisal.

“Not much. Itd% plenty dirty, and it
smells to high heaven, but there doesn’t
seem to be anything particularly mys-
terious about it. The villagers say it’s
evil, and they're not so far wrong.”

He shrugged. “Oh, they tell every-
body that. I've been here perhaps a
dozen times, always hoping to uncover
something which previously had
evaded my eyes. Unsuccessfully, 1
must admit, Even the cellars are noth-
inq more startling than dull dreary
hioles in the ground.”

“Cellars!” I said quickly. “Axe there
cellars under this house? Some job, to
excavate for cellars in this rock! How
many rooms are there below? How do
you get to them? I didn’t see any sign
of a stairway leading down intoe any
cellars.”

He pursed his lips and shook his
head. “Really, I don't know just how
many rooms there are i the cellafrs.
I never bothered to make a count of
them. But I'd guess there must be a

dozen or more, at the least. And they
haven’t been hewn out of the solid
rick, Mr—~we might as well mamifest
some identity, by the way. I'm Harry
Lavender. To the islandees, I'm just
another tourist, but I'm really from
th? malnland stralght across the chan-
nelL.”

1 smiled acknowledgment of the
self-introduction. “Giad to know you,
Lavender. My name's Waufield —
Myrton Waifield, I'm a mainlander
myself.”

“Glad to know you, Warfield. As I
started to say, the cellars aren't hewn.
Evidently this end of the island has
at one time been under sea. The salt
marsh and the rock itself evidence
that. The rock is honeycombed with
caverns the sea gouged into it, reached
via the highest cavern which is located
nearly in the center of the knoll. The
fellow who built this house simiply
eregted it over the entranee cavern
iﬁﬂd ised the old sea caves for his cel-
ars.

"“There’s a flightt .of stairs going
down, back of the house, but they're
pretty smartly concealed. You'd never"
discover them unless you just hap-
pened to run onto the entrance, as I
did. And you wouldn't see anything
after you got down there”

“Nevertheless,” I said grimly, “I'd
certainly like to explore those cellars,
if you'd be kind enough to show me
the way into them. Did you ever come
across any sign of anybody else being
down there?’

“None at all, Wanfield, I fancy no-
body knows that the caverns are there,
F'd been here several times and poked
around all over the place before I
chanced onto the stairway. Just come
around this way and I'll show them
to you.”

I followed him to the rear of the
huge building, where a deep recess in
the thick walls was formed by two jut-
ting wings that left an open area be-
tween. Lavender gestured toward the
reeess.

“You see? No indication of any
opening is detectable in either walls
or floor of the recess, yet it's very
simple when you know the trick.”

He pointed to the floor of the
recess, slabbed stone, seemiimgly
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Jaid quite as nature had left it. But
the point of one slab corner jutted up
in one spot a good eight inches abeve
the others. Lavender placed on¢ foot
on the jutting slab corner,

“I discoveredt it this way., I started
to step onto this upthrust corner to
look at that window opening there,.
You see what happens.™

He pressed down on the jutting cor-
ner. The entire huge slab, at least six
by eight feet, moved and slid slowly
aside on a horizontal pivot, revealing
a passageway and stone steps leading
steeply downward!

Lavender removed a small but pow-
erful electric torch from his pocket,
snapped the button that turned on the
battery light, and swept the clear,
white ray into the dark passage, bring-
ing into view rough mold-green walls,
the descending steps, and the faintly
discernible fielor of an extending tun-
nelway some thirty feet below. He
gestured with his head toward the
pivet slab,

“Wihen you come out, you merely
press on the slab again and it swings
back into place. Ingenious devil, the
builder!”

He started down the stairs, playing
his torchlight before him, and I fol-
lowed. The vile stench was even
stronger here, and now there was
mingled with it another odor Eon-
stantly growing more noticeable as we
descended, a heavy, sieleish-sweet odor
that reminded me of decayed lilies,

About halfway down the stairs I
was suddenly conscious of some inde-
finable change in the illumination, and
turned to glance back. The daylight
was gone from overhead, The stone
slab had swung shut, I stopped shért,
with an exclamation of dismay, and
Lavender tufned his hiead and leeked
up at me.

“Don’t be startled, Warfield, 1 was,
terrifically so, the first time I saw that.
I ran back with the frantic idea of bag-
tering at the slab, only to discover
that I had not the slightest cause for
alarm, Some additional meechanism,
manipulated by placing ene’s weight
&l the eighth step, shuts the slab as
pe comes down the stairs, But the
saife mechanism aiematically swings
£t elab epen again as yeu Feascend.

Try it. Go on back and stand on the
release step. I'll wait for you.”

I hesitated only for an instant, then
turned and sprang Meck up the stairs.
Mechanical contrivances can fall into
disorder. But this one hadn’t done so.
The instant my weight bore on the
eighth step, the slab over the opening
swung slowly aside, letting in the day
and fevealiﬁg a patch of far blue sky,
I turned and agaln descended to re-
join Lavender, apelogizing for being
unduly fussy.

He gave me a good-matured grin.
“Ihat’s quite a right, Warfield. This
place is enough to give anybody the
creeps. I expect it was just as well to
make sure that the thing is in working
order.”

We reached the foot of the stairs
and advanced through the tunnel pas-
sage, into and through three fair-sized
caverns, which were exactly as Laven-
der bad described them, damp dull old
sea caves containing nothing to excite
any man’s interest, As we stepped into
the fourth eavern his toreh went out
for an instant, but he immediately
snapped it bagle en again, spelegizing
for carelessly plunging us inte dark-
f1ess;

We passed through the fourth cav-
ern, down another short tunnel pas-
sage, and arrived at the fifth cavern.
Here there was a heavy oaken doer
closing the passage. Lavender swung
it aside, stepped back for me tevgfe-
clzegiedhtm into the fifth cavern, whigh

. EN I halted, staring, rigid, sus-
plelen and alarm reusing within
me

Tthis cavern was inhabited! It was
furnished, very comfortably, with
tables and chairs and a stove, with the
numerous and sundry articles comi-
monly deemed necessary for human
comfort and convenience. A large
electrie ehandelier hung frem the eeil-
ing, and Lavender snapped a switeh
and fileeded the interier of the big re-
eess with light. He swept off his hat
and tessed it ente the Hearest aple:

And, as if with the same motion, he
swept off the genial, commonplace ex-

ression on his face, a? though It had

een a mask he had worn with discoms-
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fort and discarded with relief. I saw
his features clearly for the first time,
heavy features now that the mask of
assumed cordiality and casual pleas-
antry was removed. Humped nose,
deep-set gray eyes, cold and calculat-
ing, thin, straight mouth—a hard face,
a brutal face, & face that was the in-
carnation of all evil. He laughed, a
leering, mocking sound that chilled
me to the marrow.

“Yes, I live here, Warfield, You
know now how men have disappeared
on Drugh Island. They disappeared
into these caverns—just as yoa have
disappeared into them! Don't make
any attempt to run for it. You couldn't
get out. I reclosed and locked the slab
when 1 switched off my torch.,”

He chuckled horribly. “There is no
possible escape. And don't commit the
folly of assaying any assault upon me.
I have very efficient and slightly um-
pleasant means of stopping you. You
have—shall we say—disappeared, Mr,
Warfield.”

CHAPTER 1V
Hands of Hdaonor

SIMPLY stood and stared at him,

the awful, sickening stench of his
habitation in my nostrils, hate and
horror in my brain, and the thought of
Cyril Markheim welling and crying
through my conscious and subeon-
scious minds,

Cyril! And old Drey Glassuuitt!
This was where they had come, had
gone. I bit back the flood of excoria-
tion and invective that surged to my
tongue and looked at Lavender, driv-
ing my stunned brain to connected and
orderly reasoning.

The man was not mad. That fact
was entirely manifest. The light in
his ice-gray eyes was quite sane, but
it was evil as nothing else ever was
evil in all this world. That he ¢could so
completely veil his true character be-
hind that deceptive mask of pleasant
affabiillity; that he could successfully
wear that utterly disarming manner
as naturally as he wore his skin, was
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proof enough of his consurmmate cun=
ning.

Any attempt at physical combat
would be foolishly wasted effort ca
my part, I'!a not a pigmy, but this
Harry Lavender towered above me.
Neither am I any weakling, but he
could have broken me in twe with one
arm,

I knew no arts of jiu-jitsu, mo
niceties of hoxing skill, nothing but
rough and tumble figihiting. Even leap-
ing on him when his back was turned
could avail me little,

The sole hope of escape left me was
to outwit him, and that was going to
be no easy matter. He stood there
looking back at me expectantly, and 1
realized what he was waiting for. He
was waiting for a wild outbreak from
me, gibbering terror and frantic ap-
peal or desumciation.

Well, he shouldn’t be tendered that
gratification to his perverted ego! 1
set my teeth against the horror that
rode within me. 1 shrugged my shoul-
ders and langhed,

“Nuts!” I said. “What is this? Some
new motion picture stumt?

He started, blinked, and for an in-
stant looked almost blank. Then anger
flared in his ice-gray eyes.

“Welill, you're a cool one! I was
fully expecting you to lunge at me.
I was ready and waiting for it. With
this.”

He drew from his pocket a small
guh, Jsecu]iarly shaped, with an ex-~
traordinarily long barrel.

“It does not expel lead bullets. It
shoots a stream of chemical solution
that vaporizes and suffocates. It does
not kill. It merely renders a victim un-
conscious and incapacitated for an
hour or two, depending upon the
amount he inhales before he falls, 1
am never without it. Most men are so
eager to see the caverns that I lure
them down as easily as I did you.
m’g they prove uninterested, I—

He waved the gun suggestively. “I
bring them down quite as easily. I al-
ways choose men much smaller than
myself and consequently conVemiently
handled.”

I yawned and deliberately sat down
in a chair, “You're batty, ILavender.
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Have you got anything to eat down
here? I'm hungry as the diewvil,”

Again he stared, slowly replacing
the ugly little gun in his pocket.

“You're hungry/ You're either un-
human or you're completely callous.
Have you no fear of these umknown
caverns, of your looming hideous
fate?”

I grinned at him. “You've been
cribbing Bela Lugosi’s technique.
Naughty, namghty! Why the deuce
don’t you strive for originality ? There
should be an ounce or two of that pre-
cious commodity left in this cockeyed
world. Anyway, I'm still asking
whether you've got anmything to eat
down here.”

E SHOOK his head, and there
was no mistaking the fact that
he was puzzled and incredulous,

“I'm hanged if I don't think you
mean itt!”

“Oh, no! I'm merely talking to en-
tertain you, you poor Dbenighted
heathen, 1 dine only on Sundays.
Don't you subsist on edible foods? Or
do you sport a menu of fossilized lim-
pets and dehydrated sea-floam?®”

He opened his mouth, then shut it
again. Then he laughed.

“If this is your defensive amnmor,
Warficld, it is of excellent metal. Yes,
I have an extensive supply of food-
stuffs, dried meats, tinned biscuits, all
manner of canned fruits, vegetables
and delicacies, supplies I bring from
the mainland and that are amenable to
long preservagion,

“Come along into my dining room
and indicate your preference, If you're
curious about my lighting system, it is
quite complete and it is generated by
power from the sea. When I turned
on the chandelier in this cavern, I also
operated the switeh that illuminates
the entire establishment. The dining
room is down this passage., You may
precede me frem here on.”

“Tihat’s right, Lavender,” I said.
“Keep an eye on little Wiillie. If you
don’t he might sock you when you
aren’'t lookimg.”

Lavender shrugged, “That would be
just too bad for little Willie.”

I got up from the chair, walked past
him and along the short tunnel pas-

sage toward which he had gesticu-
lated. From the passage 1 emerged
into another large cavern supplied
with tables and chairs. Thefe was also
an electrie kitchen stove in this reom,
and cupboards and shelves stocked
with enough various and sundry foeds
to ration a regiment li'befalll%/.-

1 wasn't hungry, naduwrally, 1 was
too badly nauseated by that disgust-
ing fetor, too deplorably demoralized
by the menace and peril of my dpfe=
dicament, too continually harassed by
fear over what had happened t8 Cyril
and old Drey Glasseatt to be humgry.
But feed sustains, and I must preserve
my strength at all sests,

I laughed casually, “The condemned
man ate a hearty breakfast, I'll take a
jar of that chicken and noodles,
pickles, potato chips, tinned biscuits
and crabapple jelly, You needi’t
bother Hheating the chicken and
noodles. I'll take it all as is. And if
You don't get a move on, I'm damned
f"I woR’t eat the junk jars, eansg and
a '!J

Somehow I sat with feigned calm
while he opened jars and cans and
dumped their contents onto pottery
dishes.

Then he turned to me with mocking
courtesy.

“And what will you drink, Mr, War-
field?”

“Whiskey. Neat. And plenty of it.”

He screwed the top off a pint flask
of rye and set it beside my plate with
a small glass about twice the capacity
of a jigger. I ignored the glass, {ipped
up the flask and drank about a thifdp of
the liquor without stopping. I ate
everything he set before me and enip-
tied the flask, shoved back my chair
and gave him a leek of approval.

“Swell meal. Thanks. Neat quarters
you've got down in this old rock, to00—
for @ man who follows your pursuits.”

He frowned, and the grimace ren-
dered his malign features startlimgly
diabolical,

“I fear I don't understand, War-
field.”

“Oh, yeah? The devil you don't! 1
mean experimenting on human be-
ings.”

A wary expression blanked his icy
eyes for an instant,
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“Are you a doctor?” Lavender
asked me.

“I am not, I'm a writer. Do you
carry on down here all by your lone-
some? Don't you have any loyal
henchmen to grovel before your dark,
diabolical will, and mop up the dirty
work for you?”

“I have lpwards of two hundred
servants,” he answered, “I don't know
the exact number. I can't be bothered
keeping track of them, If you think
you’re being smart, Wartield, I'll call
your bluff, I will show you a few of
My servants. A very few of them. 1
shall shew vou how admirable they
are as servants, sinee they have neo
mind ef their ewn, barely fretaiiin
eneugh intelligence to ebey my wi
and My veiee. As t8 wh fhey ebey
me=we will ge inte that later.

The tone of his voice made my flesh
creep. He stood there, staring at me
with a fiendish leer, and then he called
out something that sounded like,
"“Hans, open the door and come in.”

But “Hans” was not the name he
uttered. The door opened wide and 1
went rigid in my chair, feeling my
mouth open and my eyes glaze with
horror,

He had szid—hands!

Wihen the door first swung back, for
an instant I saw nothing, nothing save
a portal giving way to mamipuiation
and a tunnel passage beyond. Then
my gaze was jerked to the floor by the
sense of movement there.

Hands! Just hands. Yes, that's
what I said. Dead hands. Livwe haunds!
Hands amputated cleanly at the wrist,
hands healthily colored, with blood in
their veins, healed over smoothly at
the area of amputation., Hands that
entered the room swiftly, with un-
believable ease and rapidity of motion,
crawling over the stone floor on their
fingees like small sly beasts of some
appallingly fahulous genre,

Lavender was watching me closely,
I was subconsciously aware of that,
and fiendish gratification warmed him
at sight of my stunned revulsion. He
laughed aloud.

“Oh, I've accomplished marvels,
Warfield! Hands—hold this man, not
too Eightly. Just secure him where he
gits.,” "

CHAPTER V
Savage SSungrry

ITH ghastly swiftness, the

hands came crawling toward
me, and in spite of my setting will and
strength to endure with fortitude, 1
was cold all over, wet with ¢clammy
sweat from brow to sole, shaking like
a man with palsy ae 1 erouched there,
walting,

Seventeen hands! I counted them.
In the next minute they were upon me.
They gripped my ankles, clutched my
arms, encircled my wrists and en-
tangled the hair of my head. One even
closed lightly about my throat. Too
lightly. The touch of those murder-
ously caressing fingers was hideous. 1
was rendered so completely helpless
that I couldn’t move . limb, head, or
torso, The mute power in these living-
dead fingers was incredible.

Lavender laughed again. “Ethat will
do, hands. Release the man, clear the
table and wash the dishes.”

The hands deserted me, crawled
down over me, crossed the floor and
went swarming up the table legs.
Lavender glanced at me.

“Servants, did you say ? I never have
to turn q plate. These hands are my
willing dumb slaves. They know no
will but mine. They will hive as long
as I can feed them properly. That is
why they obey me so eagerly. I—feed
them!”

He looked at me, patently expecting
some remark or insult, waiting for it.

“I wouldn’t swear to what I've seen.
Maybe that whiskey was too potent,”
I told him evenly, though my self-
control was at the breaking point,

“Youw're becoming annoying, War-
field, You are well aware that the
liquor has nothing to do with what
your eyes behold.”

His eyes burned with the fanatical
glow of the zealot.

“You accused me of experimenting
on human beings—and I am guilty of
doing just that. But for a purpose,
mind you! Long ago my mind became
occupied with a most engrossing idea.
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Every muscle of the body and every
nerve of the flesh acts at the behest
of the brain, but nerves and muscles
are not limited to that area of com-
mand, They can see without eyes, can
hear without ears, within themselves,

“I had a blind friend in those days.
I used to test him with al] manner of
things when I had him in my office. I
knew he could not deceive me, for he
had no eyeballs in his sockets. What
seeing he did he khad to do without
eyes,

“I have sat and watched him tensely
while he ‘looked’ at a picture by run-
ning his fingertips over it, and I
proved that he really saw it. I gave
him, for instance, a picture of me, a
new picture which no one had yet
seen. He had knowa me years before
he had lest his eyes in an explosion
accident. He ran his fingers over the
pleture, and then he frowned.

““¥ou gave me the wrong picture,
Harry/ he said. ‘This is a picture of
you. It's a good one, too. But my
Lord, man—I didn’t know you’d gone
ballditr' ™

Lavender chuckled harshly. *“And
I sat amd watched him running small
tabs of cloth between his fingers, tell-
ing me the collwr@ by touch. The only
colors that ever gave him a moment’s
pause were navy blue and black, and
dark red and brown, He could not al-
ways be sure which was which. But
that was clese enough for me. I had

sufficient proof that he was woting
with the nerves in his fimgertips.

“I'hen my notice was drawn to
Helen Keller, and the wonders she has
accomplished with her fingers. 1
traced-down, and got into touch with,
a totally deaf man who had learned to
hear with his fingers, placing them on
yvour chest er your lips to fikten’ as
you spoke. He heard clearly and did
not miss a word. And that alse was
eneugh for me”

W AVENDER'S e¢yes sdtooree.,
M3 “Nerves could see and hear, That
became, let s say, one angle, one facet
of my experimenting—to determine to
Luat what extent separate parts of the

ody could be trained to ‘see’ and
‘hear’ when acting independntlly, seve«
ered from the torge to which they had
eriginally been attached, and by the
samie token separated from the brain
if the head sitting en the terse,

“The next angle that interested me
was this? Though the nerves and
muscles acted at the will of the brain,
did they need to be attached even in-
directly to that brain to continue %o
obey it? Why could they not obey the
brain when rendered entitadjy iumndle-
pendents from it?

“DMust they necessarily obey only
the brain from which they had been
severed, or could they be taught to
ohey anotiier brain as well? These
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questions intrigued and absorbed me
to such an extent that I determined to
find the answer to them. If all I
dreamed could be accomplished, think
what it would meznt”

I shuddered inwardly at the fanatic
light in the man’s eyes.

“Think of all the countless bodies
embalmed and laid away in the earth
to rot, of all the hands and feet so
gone to waste, hands and feet that
could by my methhed! be saved and
made intc excellent gervants for liv-
ing men? Of course, my stumbling
block was to keep them alive after
severing them frem #orsos.

“I had to begin with liviiag bodies,
and complete my processes with them,
before 1 could hope to revitalize and
pbring to life limbs taken from dead
bodies. To experiment on living bod-
fes, I had to obtaln subjects. My fel-
low surgeon-seientists held up their
hands in hely hetrer af even the ex-
pressien of sueh a revelutionary idea

“Wihien they learned that I was seri-
ously bent upon pursuance of the ex-
perimenting, they denounced me, they
barred me from my profession and ex-
pelled me from my country, That did
not deter me. I was wealthy, which
counted for much, I converted all my
heldings inte cash, and started vpsn a
pilgrimage 1A search of the perfect
seeclusien in whieh I eeuld werk uf-
molested ana unsuspected. 1 found it
here in these eaverns. T eauld net have
asked for mere ideat guarters. Even
My sidbjeets—suen as you, Warheld—
eome 6 me instead of my having 8
g8 in. guest of them”

His voice was actually choked with
pride.

“Aliready I have accomplished much,
but I have far to gc—so far to go. I
have as yet to detach the hands and
limbs from the living body so slowly,
severing them such a small bit at a
time, in order to keep them alive and
functioning, You. widierstand-—waiting
gatieﬁtly till each severed spot is
healed and feeding healthily from my
gerum—titl finally the whele member
is freed alive and whele and eapable
oF sustaining #egkn

Lavender paused for a moment,
shaken by his zeal,

“But I have no wish to weary you.

Later you shall see my laboratory and
surgery, and I will explain more fully
to you just how it is all done. Or—
am I wrong? Are you uninteresied?
I suppose every man who ever achieved
any great success was eager for at
least ene eppertunity to exhibit what
he had gained, te prove te at least one
of his fellew beings that he was a
miraele werker.”

He looked at me almost with under-
standing.

“Continue to be as sensible as you
have been, Warfield, and I will make
an exceptioa in your case, I will let
you live, That is, I will let your torso
live. I always throw the torsos away,
because they are of fie use to me. But
if you really are interested In my

rogiess, after 1 have removed your

ands and feet and legs, 1 will leave
youf head in place and you shall be
company for me.”

HAD the desperate desire to draw

a leng, shaky breath, but 1 re-
pressed it. I had the pani¢-driven im-
piilse t8 seream, But 1 didn’t utter a
woerd. 1 retained in seme manner, Ged
alene knews how, my self-eontrol and
my Samy.

“You've got the whip hand, you rot-
ten heel!” was all I said, “Wtmt can I
do about it? I suppose you keep your
poor, helpless victimas thoroughly
anesthetized so that they don't know
what 1t’s all soeut’”

He shook his head. “Much to my re-
gret, that can't be done, As long as
the torso remains alive, I have to feed
it, and it has to remain alive for so
many weeks before the members heal
off. If I administered anestheties for
all that period, the torsos would die of
the everdese. They suffer a great deal,
but so far T have found no way to pre-
vent that.”

The fiend shrugged complacently,
“Welll, I must be about my daily
chores, Waufield. It is feeding time for
my servants, Come along with me, and
I will allow you {o watch. Only-—
don’t attempt anything, ne matter how
¥eu rebel at what you see. Remember,
1 have these servants ef mine gliard-
ing my safety at every step. This way,
Wartield,”

He gestured door

toward the



THE CRAWLING CORPSE 25

through which the hands had come
and I rose shakily from my chair an
preceded him. We passed down am-
other corrider into the adjoirimg’ cav-
ern, and from there on nothing existed
but a horror of horrors,

In that nest cavern a countless num-
ber of Lavender's “servants' were
crawling about over the flmor. Hands
and feet, legs amputated at the knee,
others at the hip joint. The legs had
hands grafted to them, the crawling
fingers supplying their mode of loco-
nmofion.

In the next cavern, placed upon a
long, broad shelf, were perhaps fiifity
heads, terrible things, with open, un-
blinking dead eyes that leered and

staved,, at--ane/ -witln. loose,, dapsiing;

mouths that grlnned foolishly, with
hatdsvgrafted to the
they, too, had ten little fiwger-legs on

ing Cyril Markheim’s face, some face
that might be Glasscott’s. They were
not there.

Lavender addressed me in an under-
tone. “I haven't been able to advance
so far with the heads. They are much
more difficult-to control.” He raised
his voice sharply,. “Heads, we have a
guesto Gireet him1?

A grotesque chorus came from the
pallid, cadaverous heads, a thready
whisper like a gasp, which was yet dis-
tinctly ‘intelligible.

;de, stranger.” Will you join
us

Lavender chuckled evilly, “I taught
them that. It's about -all they know.
But I shall grow more expert in han-
dling the heads as my experimenting
advances. It is, as I said, difficult to
do much with them, They were once
capable of thinking for themselves,
and some lingering, rebelling impulse
renders them slightly obdurate. I do
not complain.. All great things work
slowly, I am grateful that I even man-
age to keep them alive. But we must
get. along to the pit. They are all
growing restless from hunger.”

He waved me. ahead of him, and we
advanced to a farther cavern. I went
through the entrance doorway, imtexi-
cated with loathing, certain I had seen
the epitome of all earthly evil. I was
to learn. I was to learn/

This cavern was about:a humdred
feet wide and two hundred feet long,
vaulting up fifty or sixty feet over-
head.

Off to one side was a roughly
circular pit about ten feet deep and
sixty feet in diameter. But in that pit!

CHAPTER VI
Vile Revenge

Y HEART congealed with s

ror. In that pit, flat on their
backs, spread-eagled to the stone flosr,
lay Cyril Markheim and Drey Glass-
cott. They were both guite nude, and
Glasscott's identification tattoo was
plain to be seen on /s shoutdet. Their
eyes were wide open, and thelr gaze
swung to me. I saw swift recognitien,
wild joy-and hope, leap into.Cyril's
eyes. I was 80 sickened at the sight
that I slumped to the floor in a half
faint, my fascinated gaze glued to
those horribly betrayed human beings
in amguish.

Above Cyril to his right was a large
copper tank. From the tank a long
tube ran. down to connect with his
right wrist. From the tube something
was running into an opened vein in his
wrist.

At his left lay a great flat bowl, no
more than a foot deep but a good six
feet in diameter. Suspended above the
bowl was a glass tank containing a
light blue liquid. Below the tank was
a small globe. A tube ran from the
glass tank to the globe, Amnother tube
was fastened to Cyril's left wrist, run-
ning also to the globe.

Through one tube the blue liquid
flowed down slowly into the small
globe. Through the other tube blood
drained slowly from Cyril's left wrist
and flowed also into the globe to
mingle with the blue liquid. A third
tube extended from the mixing basin
into the huge Isowl, and from it a
bright purple liquid was rilling. The
big bowl was about half full of the
purple stuff.

Glasscott was, of course, laid out in
the same exact fashion.
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Lavender’s voice beat on my dazed
senses. “These men I call my ‘blood
cows! They are fully conscious, but
completely paralyzed. They must re-
main conscious for the formula to
work efficiently, It is contained in the
copper tanks, It flows steadily into
thelr velns, keeps them alive, main-
tains thelr state ot paralysls, and feeds
their bleed-makiag funetiens.

“From the glass tanks, a chemical
solution flows down to join the blood
continually being drawn forth, a solu-
tion that breaks down the haemio-
globin and llgqueties the bloed suffi-
ciently for absorptien. You shall see
how iy servants live.”

He emitted a shrill low whistle. I
had to crouch there at the edge of that
cruel pit and - watch—watch—watch
while hands and feet and legs came
crawling in wild eagerness from their
caverns, crawling on their little fin-
ger-legs, even the heads, till the pit
was falrly seething with them.

There was in the air that foul odor
of carrion, that sickish-sweet smell
from the chemicals, till my throat was
closed and stiff and my stomach a ton
weight in my body. Carmrion! Dead
things! Dead things alive and crawl-
ing. Crawling to their grisly feast!

A slanting runway led down into
the pit, and they swarmed down it,
went rushing across the floor o the
big flat bowl, and plunged into the
purple Hquid,

Lavender sighed; "My pets! They
absorb the fluid through their pomss;
you see. My ‘blood cows’ do not live
long. They become emaciated, react
no more to the serum, can supply no
more blood, and I am forced to pro-
gure others,

“I throw them in the marsh when
I am through with them, along with
the useless discarded torsos, as well
as into another deep pit at the end of
the striieg-of caverns, Which accounts
for the odor iym:t may have detected.
3 have long since grown so used to it
that 1 am net aware of it any mere.”

'COULD only stare down into that
pit, my eyes filled with horror,
That was Cyril down there! His face
was ravaged and drawn by the con-
tinual agony that racked his helpless

body. Both he and Glasscott were
staring back at me, with an anguish-
strained gaze which begged and
pleaded for aid, for death, for life, for

thing that could end thelr intoler-
able misery. Then I started. In Cyfil's
wide intent gaze there was a frantie
attempt to convey some intelligenes
te me)

I crouched motionless, striving to
read his eyes. Something was in that
desperate stare of his far beyond the
silent cry for aid, something vital and
urgent. His gaze darted sideward,
then back to me meamﬂgl¥. I followed
the direction of that swift glance,

Two of the disembodied heads were
close to him, held on their perch atop
the huge bowl’s edge by their grasp-
ing finger-legs. And both heads were
glaring straight at me, theie featiires
writhing in murderous hate. I looked
back at Cyril. The suspense in his
coneentrated gaze eut threugh me like
a stab. What was it he wanted me fo
divine? I hadn’t grasped it yet. My
ewn gaze jerked back to the heads,
and with a vieleat start 1 realized that
1 had mistaken the direetien of theif
malighant glare,

They were not looking at me. They
were looditg at Davneandier!

He stood above me as I crouched
there, and slightly to my right, close
to the edge of the pit. Sudden under-
standing swept through me, makin
my heart pound and leap. Those piti-
fut heads obeyed him and fawned
upon him beeause he fed them, but
oh! how they hated him! They hated
him for what he had done to them,
with a consuming and undying de-
testatlon that knew ne limit, that
woeuld knew ne restraint were it ever
given stfficient epportunity €8 vent
itself)

They retained at all times enough
fear of him, that they would not dare
to attack him when he was on his feet
and alert to the first sign of danger.
But—if he wete to be pitdis! prone
and helplesss inte their idies!

Like a flash the thought leaped be-
tween Cyril and me, as articulate as
spoken words. Cyril's eyes widened,
then blazed with triumph at having
succeeded in conveying that thought
to me,
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I glanced up at Lavender. He was
gazing down into the pit, at the heads,
j #nd he was quite aware that most of
them were now turned toward him,
malign hatred of him flaming in their
dead eyes, writhing on their dead lips.
Patently, he was fully aware of their
hatred for him, biit he knew his power
over them, and was coolly confident of
1 Bis aﬁitm?r to keep them finilly and
' continually wnder centrel. And he
leered back at them, and he laughed.
OR, how herribly he laughed Y
In that instant I meved. 1 lenew that
it was now or never. For one moment

was Cyril down there! The one hu-
man being I was fond of and honored
above all others. And Lavender
couldn’t know that.

We can exert superhuman strength
and will and-intelligence when those
we love are in danger and agony, when
we would be helpless under all other
impulse to action. And T looked down
lntod(;:yril's suspense-mad eyes—and
acted

RANTICALLY I hurled myself
headlong at Lavender's shins with
all the fury-born strength of a wild
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bis attention was quite dissevered
from me. I was, in his reckoning, a
most negligible factor right then. ¥
was too thoroughly stupefied, dulled,
dumb and paralyzed by horror, too
completely demoralized and sick to
. the soul, to be .capable of amy com-
pected thought, let alone physical vio-
lence.
So he thought! Under any other
cireamstances I might have been, T am
certain I woufd have been. But—that

man, He had no chance to defend
himself.” He had no warning that
could grant him time to set himself
against my onslaught. He was as he
would not agaia be were I fool enough
to let this opportunity pass=he was
totally off guard.

My hurtling weight caught him full
on, like a foetball tackle perfecily
executed, 'bowllng him over like a
flnepia. He reeled, clawlng and fight-
ing desperately fer balanee. Then,
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shrizking in utter terror, he pitched
headlong inte that pit!

Like a foul and noisesome sea, those
living-dead things crawled to wreak
vengeance upon him. Like an imexor-
able tidal wave they engulfed him, bit-
ing, kicking, clawing, tearing, hiding
him completely from my sight. For an
instant hls shriek of horror rose to
s?r:eama of agony that shattered the
aif,

Then Harry Lavender gulped hide-
ously, and died. And even as he died,
in an orgy of frenetic destruction the

crawling dead tore him apart, bat-
%er%d his boenes and shredded his
esh.

I knew that once they had fimished
with him, they might turn on Cyril
and Glasscott and me. Again it was
now of niever. I struggled to my feet,
dashed areund: the pit and raced down
the runway. 1 bent over Cyril and
Glasscott, loosed the hellish tubes
from their wrists, and with a strength
1 had never knewn befere dragged
them up the rupway, eut of that vile
gavern, thraugh the eenneeting tunnel
and inte the next reeess.

I slammed shut and bolted the heavy
oaken door. I clawed my shirt from
my body, ripped it into strips, bound
their wounds to stop the bleeding.
Then I sank down beside Cyril, pant-
ing and wet with the sweat of exer-
tion and weakness, I heard the bodi-
leas hands and feet approach and as-
sault the oaken door, pounding and
tugging, the heads mouthing obscene
gl berish. But all their combined ef-

oFts were not enough to jar the mas-
sive pertal. Lavender had protected
himselt well against untoward eventu-
alities.

Wiithin a few moments my momen-
tary spell of weakness passed, I got
to my feet and looked about. With
little searching I found the cavern
Lavender had fitted as laboratory and
surgery. In short time I had Cyril’s
and Glasscott's wounds cleansed and
thereughly dressed.

The crawling dead were still bat-
tering at the door, and their frantic
clawings to escape made my flesh
writhe. I managed to get Cyril and
Glasscott into the dining room where
Lavender had Installed his food sup-

ply, and bolted all the heavy doors
behind me as I went. I knew we
weren’t out of danger yet.

I had to bring Cyril and Glasscott
back to some kind of normal state. 1
remembered then that Lavender had
locked the entrance slab, We had to
find the working mechanism and re-
lease it hefore we could effect our
escape.

The next three days are a shadowed
haze in my memory. I know I worked
over Cyril and Glasscott, feeding
them with soups and stremgth-renew-
ing liquids, vietually praying the life
back inte them. I knew that Glass-
cott recovered hours seoner than Cyril
did, as he had been in the Flt enly
three days, 1 knew that beth czﬂl
and Glassecott explained hew they had
come therg €6 have a leek at the eld
heuse aut af sheer euriesity, and hew
Lavender had lured them dewn as he
had dene t8 me.

I realize now that both Cyril Mark-
heim and Drey Glasscott really re-
covered bodily movement and speech
quickly, once they were freed of the
influence of that dread formula.
Though in looking back, it seems that
an eternitdy passed befote the last of
that evil deug was dissipated, and the
revivifylng stream eof life flowed
through their veins.

E HAD no trouble in getting

out after all. We simply went
to that spet where Lavender had
switched out his electrle toreh when
he was bringing me in. We leeked
abeut till we iound the lever #hat
manipulated the entrance slab. And
the three of s went sut of that fetid
den, and elesed the slab behind us,
and deseended the knall tagether, and
net ene of us leoked baslk at the evil
old heuse as we advanced aleng the

wide stene wall that eressed #he
marsh.
“I—I wonder what, how—those

crawling dead things down there—"
And my voice died on my tongue.

Cyril looked at me with haunted
eyes. “They are quite dead by now.
They had to be fed every day. They
are grateful that you brought them the
release of death, Myron. They wanted
to die. It was all they asked.”
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He shrugged a little bitterly, “Come
along, old son. Think of other things.
Think of seeing Drey here back safe
with his nephew. Think of some
plausible excuse to make to Ken,
Think—oh, think of something to
make us laugh, anything—no matter
bow foolish it is! The sillier the bet-
ter. We have to learn to forget.”

I suppose that has practically be-
come our law of life. Something to
make us laugh, anything—no matter

how foolish it is, the sillier the bet-
ter. We travel a great deal, Cyril and
I, seeking new scenes, new surround-
ings and new faces.

If we seem consistently exuberant
and hilarious, it is because we must
keep our minds rigidly occupied with
the trivial, the nonsensical and the
ludicrous, allowing ourselves no mo-
ment of retrospection and serious
thought—lest we go mad of remem-
bering.
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Hamor unspeak-
able was frezen
on his face

GIBBOWUS moon hung low over
Rome on a night in December
. in the year 1582. Down the
forbidding and shunned Walk of
Sighs, dark, hooded figures had jseen
slinking one by one,
The night was far gone when the
last of them came, swinging proudly
and unafraid into the sinister street.
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the Despisst! Borgia—But
Sorcery is His Ally

He went down its length, coming to
a pause before the low, silent house
standing at its end. He looked for an
instant behind him, then pushed open
a door and emiered,

A face rose suddenly out of the
blackness before him.

“Your entrance, Messer?” a wvoice
demanded.
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A paper changed hands, and the
guard shuffled off down the dank cor-
ridor, followed closely by the late ar-
rival. They came presently to a large
sunken room, damp with the moisture
that rises from under the earth, Here
the guard left the man he had guided,
and for a moment the man stood still,
to accustom himself to the wavering
flame of a flambeau which gave off the
only light.

He saw five men in close conversa-
tion in a far corner. All were masked
as he was, their heads heavily and
carefully hooded, their bodies cloaked
in black, though the wavering light
from the flambeau gleamed occasion-
ally on carelessly exposed metal be-
neath the cloaks.

One of the group in the corner came
toward the man standing alone, took
his admittance paper 41orh bsg) and
opened it. He read alowdi:

Give admittance to Ramiro di Lorqua by
order 'of Paolo di Orsini.

Then he looked up, nmodding,

"Ah, di Lorqua, welcome. We
thought you weren’t coming. De-
layed, perchange?

“Delayed by a lackey who had wit-
lessly misplaced™®my boot, Paolo. It
should be my pleasure to-impale him,
but I have always heen too soft at
heart,” His voice was hushed, low, as
if he did not wish to be overheard.

“You've guarded yourself closely,
Ramiro? - The Borgia may suspect,
and his suspicion now would be fatal,
our plans being so near completion.”

“I've taken all precaution, assure
yourself, Paolo.”

“It is well.” Pacle di Orsini
shrugged his thin shoulders. “Until
now none of us has been known to the
other, yet all have been of my choos-
ing=—a plan I deem wise.”

E four other men now clustered
around the two, and in voices still
hushed, continued their conversation
where it had been interrupted by the
ﬁbfﬁlﬂ? of the last of thelr number.
They lald eareful plans for the death
of the arrogant Cesare, the obnexieus
Prinee Borgia. Eaeh time ene of the
men spoke, Ramire di Loiqua Marked
his veie;, saying mentally, with well

concealed satisfaction, “Afl, Andrea
Doria,” or “Gianpaoclo Baglioni,” or,
“Francesco--anotther of the Orsimi

Discussion died at last, and Paolo
di Orsini, Duke of Gravina and leader
of the conspiracy, drew slightly away
from the others and addressed them,

"“These, then, are the plans,” he said,
“On the last day of the year, my mes-
senger shall go to Cesare at Fano,
where the Prince Borgia spends the
week to end his campaign to settle the
revolt. in the proviaces. Cesare shall
be invited to Sinigaglia under the pre-
tense that Andeea Derfa, In respect
for the Prinee, wishes himself to give
over the eitadel, which shall have bees
taken by me, Whwea Borgia enters the
gate, a eressbowrnan chesen with great
care shall sheet him frem hig herse,
With the death of Cesare, the frue
gons of the elty-states shall have wen
their greatest vietory.”

Murmurs and signs of approval
came from the other fiwve, and Paolo
spoke again.; PN 'it* £ V-e"

“Let us part now, to meet again at
Sinigaglia on the thirtieth. Go from
here with sealed lips, for an- incau-
tious word may well mean death to
us VA L e e
A few more words were exchanged,
then one by one the conspirators slunk
from the room and scattered 1 the
streets of Rome, Last to leave were
Paoli di Orsinl and Ramire di Lorgua.
They stood for a moment conversing
in low voices In the street, marking
the fast disappearing lantheras: €ai-
ried by these whe had gone. befere,

“You have no lanthorn,. di Lorgua”™
said Paolo. -=

“I need none, for I know the streets
of Rome as well by night as by day.”

They laughed and parted, each go-
ing separately away. The man who
had been called @i Lorqua walked
slowly, musingly, 1a a direction nene
of the others had taken, He threaded
his way carefully threugh a network
of byways, avelding the meenlit
streets as much as peseible, and came
finally to a dark alley, where a severed
ehair, guarded Bm liveried lackeys
rested 1A 596%5 W, He hesitated a
fmement, seeking to assure Rimselt
that all was as He had left it Thep,
satisHed, he approached the ehaif,
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making only-a barely perceptible sign
to the lackeys as he entered.

As the chair moved awayj he leaned
back and threw-up his hood. His face
was lit by a smile of serenity and sat-
isfaction. He rubbed his hands to-
gether.

“Vitelli, Andrea Doria, Oliverotto,
Baglioni, - Francesco di Orsdini” he
murmured.

Suddenly his face was transformed
into a hard mask of amger,

“And Paolo di Orsini at their head
Paolo, whom I once pardoned for an
attempted treachery because his name
served me well. It is rare that Borgia
pardons once, but never does Borgia
pardon twice.”

He allowed his anger to dissipate,
end thought well of his cunning. He
chuckled-with pleasure at the thought
of the newly dead body of Ramiro di
Lotgua, now lying cold and stiff in
the cellars of the Vatican, with poison
stapding still in veins through which
bloed eoursed ne mere. . ..

ESARE, Prince Borgia, moved

quickly. The next night his
hooded figure was again abroad in the
streets and alleys of Rome, and -once
inere Cesare found himselt befere an-
other darls door, a stone deor A6t un-
like that other from which He had
emerged in the face of death the pre-
vieus night.

A lackey with a lanthorn retreated
up the alley at dfise Borgia's command,
and Cesare stepped forward to knock
smartly on the heavy door with the
hilt of his rapier.

The shuffing footsteps of semeone
approaching sounded from within.
Abruptly a face was pressed against
the iron grating centering the door,
and the cracked voice of an old woman
greeted him.

“Wom: seek youn?”

“Open for the Borgia, Madonna. I
seek audience with Messer Corezzi.”

The door swung back. The old
woman stepped aside and bent her
crooked spine obsequiously.

“Enter, Magnificence,” she mur-
mured, but it was not without fear.

Cesare stepped inte the shadewed
corridor, holding a perfumed cloth to
his nestrils,
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“Tell your master I desire his pres-
ence,” he ordered.

The old woman bowed again and
scuttered away through another door,
The Prince Borgia eyed her fright-
ened movements with irritatlon on his
handsome features,

“All is fear,” he muttered. "I am
feared by those who have no need of
fear for me, and those who stand
agalnst me are fools, for they knew
not fear of me.” He shrugged his
shoulders.

The old woman returned abruptly
and swung wide the inner door.
Cesare passed her with stuire steps and
found himself in the anferoom of the
mage's laboratory, a room well refmem-
bered from previous visits.

The door closed behind him at the
same moment that heavy black cur-
tains facing him were separated, and
the wrinkled droll face of Messer Co-
rezzi appeared ‘oeiween them. He
bowed, so that the upper portion of
his body, clad in a robe of blask vel-
vet, could be seen between the parted
draperies,

“Magnifcence,” he murmured,

He swept the gurtalas apart with
his chalk-white hands and invited the
Borgia to enter the laboratery, the
small dimiy:lit reom 1A whieh Mman
of the strangest and mest evil deeds
in Reme had been planned. The
Prinee Borgia walled past Rim inte
the inner FeBm.

They stood silent for.a moment in
the half-light, the weird flames from
the dancing fire in the open grate cast-
ing grotesque reflections, the red light

laying ever the phials of colored
lquid, the retorts, the bottles on the
tables and shelves abeut the walls.
Cesare looked into Messer Cerezgi's
gyes,

A secret bond existed between the
two, for they were acquainted more
than intimately,

“Wiill Magnificence sit?” asked: the
mage presently.

Cesare seated himself before the
fire, He looked casually about the
room, though its every cranny was
familiar to him, let his finger stray
along the line of his Hips, caressing his
mustache gently, then looked linger-
ingly at his nails. He permitted him-
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self to smile lightly, and the mage
bent expectantly forward.

“Desser Corezz:,” said Cesare, “I
have an enemy.”

The mage spread his hands elo-
quently.

“The enemy ammnuys?™

ESARE looked into the fire. He
nodded almost imperceptibly.

The magician smiled cunningly and
looked about him. He hummed a gay
tune for a second, thea raised his
hands in a gesture of solicitation.

“Poison is good, Magnificence.”

Cesare brushed the suggestion away,

“No, I wish for none of that, I have
much poison, strange poisons of which
even you have not heard, Messer Co-
rezzi. And then there is always the
white power of the Borgia.”

The magician picked up the thread
of his tune again. He walked to one
side of the room, drew back the black
curtains that fell from the ceiling, and
revealed g set of shelves laden with
phials and bottles of many sizes and
colers. Slowly, with elaborate care,
the magician put his fingers on the
slendex neck of a delicately blown
bottle of green glass,

“An excellent bit of Venetian glass,
Magnificence.”

The Prince Borgia looked up. “Ve-
netian glasms?”

Messer Corezzi brought the bottle
to the table near the fitre. Carefully he
set it down.

“Waoulld Magnificence be interested
in fine glassware, perhaps?’

“*Tis not unlikely. Tell me of the
bottle.”

“Blown by Morelli himeelf, the
most worthy glass-blower in all Ven-
ice. Prepared especialty for me. Nets,
Magnificence, how the fire plays en
the neck. Is it net fine®™

“Very fine, Messer Corezzl, And
what could such a8 bottle contans”

“Ah, Magnificence, this bottle ¢ould
aot be opened by one for whese life

“Amnd what of one for whose life I
bave no care?” said the Prince Borgia
saddenly, sharply.

"For such it is planned. Magnifi-
cence,” said the mage, his wrinkled
white face disfigured by his cunning

Ieer. He repeated, chuckling: “For
such is it pl

“Good! Could this bottle be
opened? It is my desire to send a
message, to be placed within the bot-
tle, thus to stir the curiosity of him
who is to receive it.” _

Messer Corezzi hesitated.

“It is a difficult task, Highness.”

Cesare drew a bag of ducats slowly
from his pocket, and threw it care-
lessly to the table at his side. It
clinked heavily as it struck the wood.
Again the Prince Borgia spoke.

"Think you it can be opened, Mes-
ser Corezzii?

The magician bowed low. “It can
be done, Magnificence. If Highness
will write the message, I will look to
it.”

Messer Corezzi brought forth a
sheet of parchment, quill, and sand,
putting them on the table.

The Prince Borgia drew his stool
to the table. He sat theTe for a mo-
ment, his eyes staring before him,
then he picked up the quill and wrote
hurriedly on the parchment. With a
flourishh he put his name heneath what
he had written. Then he dusted sand
over the writing, and blew .it away
into the fire. Wiith great exactitude,
he matched the sides of the parch-
ment, then folded the sheet into a size
small eneugh te fit the thin neck of
the Venetian bettle,

*“*Tis doneff he said, and handed it
to Messer Corezzi, who had steod
waiting for him to fimish.

“Now will Highness draw bM?"
asked the magician,

ORGIA did as he was told. Messer
Corezzi came toward him with a
long stick of chalk in his hand. Bend-
ing close to the floor, he drew a circle
around the stool on which the Prince
Borgia sat. From a shelf he .drew
three long tapers and, having lighted
them in the grate, came again to the
Prince and placed them carefully
equidistant oh the circle he had drawn.
He stepped back a moment and mum-
bled an incantation over the head of
Cesare,
“Ttis is necessary for Magnificence.
For myself, there need be nothing.
My own art will protect me,”
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, Hlis voice trailed off into mothing,
then he walked quickly to the table,
turning again to the Borgia from
there.

“Ome is rarely harmed by one's own
child, is it not so, Highness?” he
cackled.

The Prance Borgia smiled his ap-
proval.

Wiith another incantation mumbled
over the green bottle on the table,
Messer Corezzi proceeded to remove
its tight stopper. He held it in his
hand for enly a second, and there was
a sudden inexplicable mevement, a

ntle rippling ot the gurtaina that

ned the reem.

It was as if a wind were passing
through the room, a wind that had
arisen from nowhere.

The mage quickly dropped the
folded parchment inte the bottle, still
mumbling in a language/strange to the
Prince Borgia, who sat quietly, won-
dering why fee could feel none of this
weird wind that rustled about the
room. Messer Corezzi began a low
persuasive chant, addressing himself
seemingly to space. Thea suwddenly
all movement in the room ceased, the
strange wind died. Messer Ceorezzi
replaced the siopper.

-Messer Corezzi came to the Prince
Borgia, took up the tapers, blew them
out with a breath, and bade the Prince
lt;i_se, holding the sealed bottle toward

im.

“You must make certain, Highness,
that this bottie reaches only your
enemy,” he abjured. “It must be seen
to that none but he opens it”

“It shall be looked to.”

“And Magnificence must take all
care that the bottle is not opened
when others are presemt.”

“The note will take care of that, ex-
cellent Messer Corezzi.”

“And when Higihness seeks to know
what has happened te his enemy, it
will be well to carry a crucifix to as-
sure that the force imprisoned here
has spent itself, to drive it into space
by lts potemey.”

The Prince Borgia nodded, conceal-
ing the bottle beneath his cloak,

“T am always sure of Messer Mo-
reMi’s imps,” Messer Corezzi went on.
“They have more force than my own,

more power, and they have been in the
bottles long,”

He bowed low before the Prince
Borgia, and Cesare nodded shortly:

The Prince Borgia parted the cur-
tains and disappeared in the passage.
The magician, hearing the door cless:,
and the crone shuffling along the pas-
sage toward her quarters, bent to the
table and spilled the gold out before
him. There he sat in silent reverle,
the gold yellow in the dancing fire-
light, while Cesare, the Prince Borgia
made his way hemeward.

T dawn of the last day of the year

1502 a messenger from Paoale di
Orsini, Duke of Gravina, rode into
Fano seeking Cesare, Prince Borgia,
Duke of Valentinois. The Prince
Borgia was expecting #im. The news
he brought was ef the surrender of
Sinigaglia.

The citadel itself was still being
held by Andrea Doria, but this, it ‘was
stated, was solely because Doria de-
sired to make surrender to the Prince
himself. Giovanna da Montefletre, the
prefectoress, who had been ruling the
city as regent for her small son, had
already departed by sea.to Venice,
having been allowed to leave by the
Duke of Gravina who was rary
overlord of the city following a ghort
skirmish the day before. Paele di
Orsinl weuld look for the Pringe
Borgia to meet him at the Palazze di
Montreds,

The Prince Borgia was exceedingly
gracious. He bade the messenger carry
a casket containing an important mes-
sage to his master, the Duke of Gra-
vina, exhorting him to lose no time in
delivefin? it, and to assure his mas-
ter that it was a matter for private
perusal,

On a fresh horse, the messenger of
di Orsini departed from Fano, and
the Prince Borgia did not wait te see
him disappear on the Sinigaglia road
before he turned to the captains of his
foeces and bade them order four thou-
eand herses inte formation, ready o
make forced march tpen the eity of
Sinigaglia, and to prepare for battle,
shieuld the eity offer resistance,

Wiithin the hour Cesare, the Prince
Borgia, was riding out of Fano at the
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Mead of four thousand horses. Behind
kim were to follow many of his men
on foot, He was garbed in full armor,
resplendent at the head of his lances.
The plume in his helmet blew back
in the breeze of the crisp morning as
he patted the neck of his charger with
bis gauntleted hand.

The Prince Borgia was smiling.
Somewhere ahead galloped the mes-
senger of Paolo, the treacherous one,
bearing to his faithless master a silver
casket which held a message in a bot-
tle from Cerezzi, best of all Roman
SQfcerers,

At noon that day, the Prince Borgia
drew up before the gates of Sini-
gaglia. Francesco, the brother of
Paolo di Orsini, and Vitelloze di Vi-
telli advanced to meet him. The
Borgia's reception of them was in-
vested with that gracious friendliness
of which nene knew the art better
than he.

They turned and rode with him
through the gates of Sinigaglia, and
behind them came the host of four
thousand. The conduitiseri of Sini-
gaglia, a thousand at the most, and all
on foot, were given an abriipt dis-
missal as the party appreached the
cltadel.

Francesco di Orsini fidgeted on his
horse. Where, he wondered, was
Paolo? Had he seen that things were
wrong!

Why had the Borgia brought all
his horses? Wiat did the Borgia
know? Truly, something was wrong.

The Prince Borgia, however, intent
on keeping from them his real knowl-
edge, gleaned from their own lips that
night in Rome, rode on to the citadel
in amilable conversation with them all,
There, he invited not only Vitelli and
the younger Orsinl, but alse Deétkia,
Bagiioni, and Oliverotto, who were
awaiting them at the eitadel, inte his
ehambers.

Cesare was not for parting with
them yet. They must accept his invi-
tation. Besides, his mood was so
agreeable that surely, despite his
army, there could be nothing to fear.
But scarcely were they inside tham
s manner ehanged iR a twinkling,
abd at a aigh from him, they were
standy taken by the eaptains ef his

own forces, who had entered at his
side.

NTAMKEE) them into the court,” he
ordered, “Tie them back to
back, and strangle them with your
thinneet and stoutest cords, For such
as they, there ean be only a common,
ugly death.”

Then the Prince Borgia descended
quickly to the street, heedless of the
cries of his prisoners. Once there, he
turned his steps toward the Palazzo
di Monfredo.

At the palazzo, all was in uproar.
Apparently something had happened,
Cesare smiled, touching his incipient
mustache with his long thin fimgers.
At the door he encountered two of di
Orsini’s lackeys, crying excitedly to
each other. Upon one of them he
seized.

“Wiat happens here?” he demanded
loudly. “Where is the Duke of Gra-
vina?”

“Magmnificence, Hi , Magnifi-
cence—" The lackey trembled under
the hand of the Prince Borgia.

“Speaki“

“Master— Master di Orsini—some-
thing has befallen him. We saw
through the great lock on his chamber
door. He had gone there with a mes-
sage, a message from Magnificenge
himself. Thete evll feund him—we
saw him strupggling with nething,
failing the alr. We saw him fd
dead to the fitlean™

The Prince Borgia looked con-
cerned,

“Paolo di Orsini dead,” he mused.
“Ah, no, that cannot be—surely not
the good Paolo.”

He lifted his head sternly.

“Take me therel" he ordered. His
mouth was hard, but his eyes smiled.

Three lackeys ran before him, halt-
ing at last before a great door. One
lackey put his hand on the knob.

“This is the room, Highness,” he
said, starting to open- it,

“A moment,” called Cesare.

He strode forward, seized a heavy
brass candelabrum that stood near the
door, and turned the knob, fliinging
open the door. Abruptly the Prince
Borgia flung the candelabrum across
the room, sending it crashing through
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a window at the far end. In the same
instant, he whipped the crucifix out
before him, thrusting it into the room.

“Depart, Thing, into space from
whence you came!” he murmured.

The curtains of the broken window
moved slightly, as if the open door
had created a strong draft. Then only
did the Prince Borgia go forward into
the room, halting abruptly near the
body of Paole di Orsini, Duke of Gra-
vina, lyin% of the flook, horror un-
speakable frozen on his dead face.

The Borgia bent over him.

“Aht” he murmured. “The good
Paolo is inded dead.”

The lackeys, overcome with terror,

hovered in the background. Borgia
studied the peculiar marks on the
throat of his late enemy,

“Wiat small fingers the stramgler
had,” he mused. “Emdeed, the Vene-
tian, Morelli, knows his calling well.
And Corezzi shall be further re-
warded.”

His hand closed over the opened
note that lay near the body not far
from the fragments of a green bottle.
He looked at it reminiscently, smiling
as he readi:

Paolo: Sinigaglia shall see me later im
the day, though you shall not. Meanwhile,
my compliments in this fine glaés.

esare.

NEXT 1ISSUE

THE MAN WHO KNEW EVHRYTHING

A Story of Uncammy Mand-Reading
By RAY CUMMIINGS




The Man Who

Looked

Beyond

CAROL BOYD

Acrdthor of :!l[mt Skefettont;” “the Tomor of Night'™ etc.

T

1 saw -the
Heski
g /

it arle-

ITH his deep black glasses
and his ravaged face, the
man was the most interest-

ing person in the room. He sat at a
corner table in Casey’s, nursing a tall
drink and smiling now and then at
some particularly clever piece of

Nene Alre So
Cwsadd as
They Wiho See
Toeo AVuch!

repartee that reached him from the
clever bar.

There usually was a crowded bar at
Casey’s, and there was plenty of clever
repartee. It was' a mewspaperman's
hangout — both the Globe and the
Times-Courier had their antiquated
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plants in the immediate vicinity—and
after a day of pounding out “who-
when-where-and-whys™ all days, your
reporter and your xewrite man like to
range up alongside a convenient bar
and be cynically clever, They gener-
ally become more cynical and less
clever as the drinks pile up, but the
man in black glasses never seefied to
be anneyed, even when the Heur grew
late and the talk grew mere oF 1ess
maydlin,

I was new to the town and working
special assignment, and because I was
new and wanted to hold this job, I was
a hound for speclal stories, Human
interest stuff, Exclusives. Stuff that
would be rememmbered when the Brass
Hats sent dewn word to cut the statf
te fit the budget.

That's why I got interested in the
man with black glasses. I got a story
all right. But it was the kind of story
I couldn’t write for fear 1'd be tossed
out on my ear as a rum-dum, or a nut.

1 asked Jake, the bartender, who the
bird in the dark glasses was. The
man’s face had interested me. Below
those circles of black glass were lines,
deep lines that one finds on twe types
of faces—the faces of men whoe have
seen everything in life and these who
have seen the bottoms of bottles all
theiF lives.

“Wheo is he, Jake?” I asked. “I see
him in here nearly every night. He
never talks to anybody and he never
seems to get tight. Do you know
him?”

Jake gave me a curious look and
went on polishing glasses. He glanced
back at the man in the corner table and
lowered his voice,

“His name,” he half whispered, “is
Harms. I don't know his first name. I
don't know nothin’ about him and
don't let nobody tell you I do. He
don’t bother nobody and I don’t bother
him. He pays cash for his likker,
which i§ more than I ean say about
most 6f you newspaper guys, and he
behaves himself, whieh alse is mere
tban 1="

"Okay, okay,” I said, “I just asked.
Tint's all.”

B-s* that gatint, lined face, under the
tacis glasses, interested me. And
there might be g story there. I decided
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to try to brace the guy. 1f he gave me
a freeze, what the helll I've been
frozen by experts.

I carried my glass back toward the
corner table. The tables at Casey’s
were crowded and I had sort of an ex-
cuse to drop into a chair opposite the
guy with the black glasses, this fellow
Harms.

“Crowded tonight,” I said, brightly.
“Hope you don't mind my sitting here
with you.”

E SHOOK his head slowly. And

when he spoke, the hair at the
back of my neck started to crawl, like
the time in Cleveland when I walked
into a dark hallway and a guy stuek a
gun in my ribs and teek My thirty-
eight genits.

This Harms had a voice that sounded
like it was made of clay that had been
buried¢ in an lce bank for a million
years, It was hard, It was brittle. And
it was coldl!

I once interviewed a twenty-time
killer, back in the Dillinger era, and
he had a cold voice, plenty ceold, but
it was nothing like this. You've heard
those automatic speaking machines
that the telephone geompany demoii-
strates around at different places.
Well, Harmes' veice was semething
like thai—but celder, 1f a skeleten
eould spealk, maybe it weuld talk
soraething like Harms,

“No,” he said, “I don’t mind—if
you dom*L™

“Uh—no, of course not,” I managed.
“Why should I mimdi?””

He half smiled, but there wasn't a
speck of mirth in that smile. I once
knew a flyer who sold himself to the
Fascists in the early days of the Span-
ish affair. He was a bomber, and when
he came back to the States he smiled
something like Harms, remembering,
probably, Guernica and the other
places.

“Some people might mind,” he said.
Then he closed his mouth.

I sipped my drink and talked about
the weather, the Brooklyn Dodgers
and the latest diary divorce case. No
soap. He answered in monosyllables
when he answered at all. Finally, I
said to myself here goes nothing and
1 leaned across the table toward him.
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“Mr, Harms,” I said, “I guess I
ought to explain myself. I'm a news-
paperman, A reporter. My job de-
pends on me getting stories and I'm
stuck for one right now. I saw you
sitting here and I—well, I got the idea
you might have a gtory for me. I know
FPve got a hell of a nerve to bother you,
but I'm desperate. But if you haven't
got a story of if you want to be left
alene, just tell me to seram and I will.”

He sat there for quite awhile with
his long, bony fingers curled around
his highball glass, Somebody at the
bar got off a particularly good crack
and there was a roar of laughter, I
took another sip of my drink, waiting
for this Harms guy to tell me to blow.
Finally, his mouth curled in that
mirthless smile of his, and he said in
that frigld veice:

“Wihat makes you think I've got a
story?”

Well, he had me there, You can't
just tell a fellow that you're inter-
ested in the lines of his face or his
cold, dead voice or the way he smiles.
Maybe he wouldn't like to be told that
he looks like a walking corpse.

“I don't know,"” I Atundiered. “But
I thought—I had the idea—"

PETERED out and started to col-

lect my drink and go back to the
bar. That frozen clay voice stopped
fme.

“Yes,” he said, after a long pause,
“I've got a story, I might even tell it
to you, But you won't print wt”

Well, hell, T thought, here’s another
one of those guys who's golng to tell
me he’s the real Charlie Ross that was
kidnaped so many years 8go, af the
stepbrother of the world’s righest man
who was thrown inte a autheuse by
unsertipulous lawyers,

“It it's a story,” I said, "I'll write it.
And if it's a good story, my paper will
print it.”

He raised his glass to his lips before
he answered,

“E don’t know what you mean by a
good story,” he said. “But it's an—
unusuzl—story. You probably won't
believe it. Frankly, I'd advise yeu
not to.”

“Oh, I'll believe it, Mr, Harms="
I began,

He raised one of those bony hands
to stop me.

“You probably won't,” he repeated.
“Nobody ever has—the few who've
heard it. Only one man did believe it
and he’s—he’s-dead.”

He finished his drink and signaled
the waiter. I had another and paid fer
both, against his objectioms, At least,
I thought, he wasn’t one of these ¥il-
give-you-a-story-for-a-drink boys.

He gulped his drink and set down
the glass with a hard rap. He leaned
toward me, over the table, talking
quietly,

“Here's the story,” he said. “The
only reason I'm giving it to you is the
way you braced me for it. Most re-
porters would have hinted around, or
tried to worm the story out of me.
You asked me for it, point-blank, so
here it is.”

He hesitated.

“But,” he said, s!ole. “You’kt never

print it in your paper.

Y NAME (he said) is Rudolph
Harms. I'm #fifty-eigfitt years
old. I'm—I'm retired, you might say.
You may wonder why I spend night
after night here in this place. I'll tell
you. I like to come here because I can
sit here at my favorite table and listen
to them talk at the bar—listen to them
and be sure thaf, no matter what they
might say er do, I have no way of
knewing what they will be in three
years' fime,

Now yau're startled. You think, per-
haps, that I'm cracked. Perhaps I am.
God knows that I have a right to be,
seeing what I went through. But hear
me out before you decide,

I was born, then, fiffty-eight years
ago in a little Massachusetts town,
The name of it doesn't matter, but it
was on Cape Cod. My father was a
fisherman, Apparently, I was a normal
baby. At least, I never found out that
1 was abnermal in aﬁa/ way when 1
was very young, and mefery, of
eourse, deesi't g6 baglk te the cradle,
So those years 6t my life were—sweet
and peaceful.

I was about eighteen months old
when it first happened. I was toddling
around the floor of our small living
foom one day whena my father cams
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into the room, returned from one of
his week-long fishing trips. He bent
down to pick me up as I held up my
hands to be lifted. And then it hap-
pened !

The memory is still as keen today
as it was that day, so many years ago.
My father had on oilskins, typical of
his trade, His big, kindly hands were
stretched down to me and he had
stooped, smiling, heneath the sou’-
wester he wore,

Then, I saw the ruddy flesh of his
beaming face dissolve! Withat had
been the handsome, weatherbeaten
features of the man I loved best in the
world fell away and in their stead was
an awful sight. From under the souw’-
wester peered the empty sockets of a
skuilt, Strings of Hesh elung te parts
of the grisly pene, but therg were not
many particles of skin left to ecever
the linbeawifl Bene struetiire.

And tearing at one of the few re-
maining shreds of human flesh, under
one of the sightless eyes, was a huge
crab!

I was only eighteen months old
then, remember. At eighteen months,
a child remembers little if mmytining.
But he sees what he sees. And the
transformation of my father's face
filled me with a herror that stamped
itself indellbly on my memeory.

I gave a wild scream and turned to
run from him. His big hands—only
now they were the grasping hands of
a skeleton—caught me up, I struggled
and kicked, trying to free myself from
the embrace of this awiful menster,
but he held me tight, laughing at what
he theught was a new gatie 8f My in-
ventien.

Blackness overcame me. My mother
told me later that I was seized by con-
vulsions.

I remained unconscious for several
days. The family dector charged it to
indigestion of colle or gome sueh
familiar ailment, and laughed away
My pafents’ werries, By the time 1
was Fully myself, my father had left
8n, anether fishing voyage; a 1eng ene
thig time;

T WAS the same when he re-
turned, some three months later.
The same horrible half-buman skull,
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the hands stripped of their fllesh. Ex-
cept this time, an eel was fastened to
a point on my father’s jawbone, gnaw-
ing at the last remaining particles of
flesh.

More convulsions then, More doc-
tors were called. It was before the day
of child psychology and complexes,
but the doctors could see that the
sight of my father filled me with hor-
ror, To save my mind, they ordered
my fathef—my bewildered, heart-
broken father—te keep eut of my
gight. They eeuld net say why, be-
éause My speech at that tirne was lit-
tle mare than a few lisping wevds, but
they eeuld net help But eenneet ray
father with my strange malagy.

I learned later —much kattey—that
my father was a broken man frem that
day on, He left on six-month fishin
trips and, when he came home, staye
at the inn rather than come back to a
hemme where he would be l%feete_a by a
shrieking, maddened ehild. His Bhair
gf_ayed.. He grew merese and un-

Fiendly.

Then, one day, friends brought my
mother the news that father never
would be coming home again. His ship
had sunk with all hands during a
storm off the Grand Banks. That was
three years, almost te the day, from
the time I had had my firgt strange
gelztire,

I grew up without any untoward in-
cident. Of course, I was regarded as
a queer child by those few people wio
knew the story of my father, Then,
one day when I was eight years old,
1 was in school, 1 was particularly
fend of a Hittle gﬁiﬂ in my same class
a hitd with pigtails whee name, as 1
reeall, was Sarafl Niekersen.

Sarah sat across the roem from me
and, as boys will, I spent much of my
time peeking at her from behind my
scheol books, admiring those golden
brown pigtails.

1 was thus engaged one afternoon
when it happened again. As Sarah
half turned to peek back at me, I saw
the right side of her forehead sud-
denly dissolve into a bloody mass.
Whhiite edges of bone stuck up through
the foamy bleed which was flecked
with gray. One of Sarah’s bright blue
gyes dangled en her eheel, held by



THE MAN WHO LOOKED BEYOND 41

one shred of muscle. Her mouth was
twisted in a ghastly grin.

I gave a scream and leaped to my
feet. The others stared in amazement,
I pointed a shaking finger at Sarah
and shrieked:

"Laok at her! Look at her! What's
happened to her face?

The teacher seized me and hurried
me out of the classroom. I was sobbing
hysterically by then, I told the teather
what I had seen and he sent for the
principal. He, in turn, sent for a doc-
tor—our old family doctor.

“Take him back into the room
again,” the old doctor said. “Let him
see the girl again. Let him get this
out of his system by seeing that the
girl's all right.”

EY led me back, screaming pro-

tests. The class was pop-eyed

with excitement. I kept my eyes on

the floor untlli I was led up to Sarah

Nickerson’s desk. She, poor child, was
pamic-stricken,

“Look at her, Rudolph,” the dioctor
said, grimly. “Look at her and see
what a fool you've been.

It took an effort beyomd my years
to raise my eyes. There was Sarah
Nickerson, the girl I knew, lookin
back at me with round, blue eyes, An
then—the same horrible dissolution of
the flesh and features, the sameé
ghastly caricature-of the girl who had
been there a second before.

The old doctor was shaking me as 1
stood there, palsied with fright.

“You've got to stop this nonsense.”
he was telling me, “or first thing you
know, you'll find yourself in the in-
sane asylum.”

The old doctor was cruelly blunt in
his methods, but his words taught me
a lesson. I didn’t want te go to an in-
sane asylum. To me, at eight years of
age, such a place was a hell on earth.
I reasoned that if I lied, if I told
them I did not see what I saw, I would
escape that fate.

I forced myself to look again at the
horribly wounded face of Sarah Nick-
erson. My stomach heaved and
churned, but the fear of the doctor’s
threat was overwhelming,

“It was a joke,” I said.
a joke.,”

"It was #1]

For that, I got a caning such as was
given only in those ofd days. But I
swallowed my tears and went back to
my class, wearing, now, the nickname
of “Asylum” Harms.

I stayed in that class with Sarah
Nickerson, And each time, during the
next three years when I looked at her,
there was that hideous sight, that im-
pulse to scream, which I had to over-
power.

Three years after my outburst in
the classroom, Sarah Nickerson was
kicked by a runaway horse. Her skull
—the right side of her skull—was
shattered. Her eye was gouged out.
She died almost instantly.

Nobody connected my hysterics of
three years previous with the death of
Saraha Nickerson, and you may be
sure I never reminded anybody. By
that time, I was growing fairly accus-
tomed to the demon in my eyes.

For instance, 1 would walk down
the main street of our little town, eye-
ing passersby. Amnd every once in
awhile, I would see one who, I knew
by then, was marked for death within
three years. Many of them were white-
faced, with placid features and eyes
closed as though in calm sleep. Others
wore distorted faces, as though their
last moments had been spent in a hell
of agony. I met the town marshal out-
side the postoffice one evening and
saw a round hole in his forehead from
which the blood trickled ceaselessly.

Three years from the evening I saw
him, the town marshal was drilled
through the forehead by a burglar he
had surprised robbing the general
store.

KEPT my own counsel. To talk

was to risk commitments to an in-
sane asylum; to revive the mickname
of “Asylum™ Harms which had fallen
into disuse. Besides, the evil thing
had become easier for me to bear, At
times, God help me, I made a game of
it. I'd walk along saying to meyself:
“There goes a man who will die of
smallpox in three years. The spots are
on his face, There is a woman who is
laughing. She wouldn’t laugh if she
knew she had only three years to live.
Thete is a baby who will be dead
soon.”
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Horrible? Perbaps, but remember
that I was a young boy then. Outside
of my father, this thing had not hurt
me. I grew rather proud, as a matter
of fact, of my ability to see what no-
body else eould see, The parade of
the living dead. But I kept my secret,
guarded it well.

Then, when I was fifteen, it struck
at me. I was working by then, and I
came back from the store where I was
employed one evening to be greeted
by my mother. I remember it now as
though it was tonight. She met me at
the front door, as she always did, an-
swering my whistle from the street
corner, She held up heg face to be
lssed—and she wore the white, pallid
masle of death,

1 forced myself to kiss her, and her
lips were cold and lifeless under
mine. Her eyes were shut, her cheeks
were waxen and from her flesh came
the faint, cold ador of the dead,

I turned away from her and her
voice came to me, warm, lively, still
beautiful despite her years and the
sorrow of my father’s death: I looked
at her again. Her face was the same
death mask. I turned away and she
lived again.

For three years, I told myself, this
must go on! And then, when her three
years are up, the voice will be stilled,
even when I look away.

Imagine, young man—if you can—
what this must mean. I loved my
mother as few men do because, afraid
of the world that had called me
*Asylum” Harms, I was drawn closer
to her, I never had told her my secret
becausge this was ene persen who musi
nevet: have cauge te regard me with
afything but the all-embracing love
ghe gave me, And new she was a
corpse when I 1aaked at her, A pease-
ful eerpse, of that 1 was thankfill, Bui
d corpse, mexaiitheless. Sie liwedl ol
when my eyes were net Hpen het. Te
Bave hef, 1 must avert My eyes.

For three years, I did just that and
thase three years were hell. Naturally,
I Iavished every luxury I could afford

Ieex. I tried to glve her in those
taee years the things she had always
wimindl, Maybe she was happy, dulﬁﬂg
theme baat years of her life, I don’t
Iesim. Ceriginly she saw the change
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in me. She used to question me, gently
reproachful, about the increasing
sparseness of my kisses, She couldn’t
know that to kiss her, I must first look
at her, and then I would be kissing
her cold corpse.

I have often wondered since why I
didn’t end everything then or, failing
that, how I held my reason. Maybe it
was“the knowledge that my mother
was to be with me only a little Jonger
and had had se few things from life
that kept me gelng,

NYWAY, in those three ghastly

years that preceded my mother’s
death, I worked harder than I ever
had worked before, I needed money
to give my mother things. My wages
wefit up and 4p. 1 beeame what the
town ¢alled a successful yeung busi-
fiess fan.

Successful! ‘Hat

My mother's death, when it came,
was a death as gentle as herself. She
died in her sleep. Her heart simply
stopped beating,

Perhaps someone may have won-
dered at my attitude, others may have
remarked about my Spartan forti-
tude. They knew how mtch I had
loved my mother and they saw me,
dry-eyed, at the funeral and at the
grave,

Whhat would they have thought had
they known that my .mother's death
actually came as a blessed relief; a
surcease from the days and nights of
agony when my own mother had been
one of the "living dead”; 8 corpse
which walked abetit our home; the
fmere earthly shell &f a beautiful spirit
eaeh time I leoked at her?

After my mother’s death, I sold out
my holdings in my home town and
came here to the city. My affliction-+
for now I knew it for what it was—
came with me. My move had been half
motivated by the forlora hope that
perhaps this evil thing was connected
somehow with the Cape Cod town
where I lived, Wihen, as I emerged
from the traln in the city and leoked
abeut me at the hufrylng threngs to
see more of the “living dead” than 1
ever had seen befere, 1 knew that this
hetrible thing was withia fhe.

I was successful here, after a mam-
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wex. 1 made tew friends. I stayed by
aryysdlf, outside of business heurs, 1
could Aot bring myself te eultivate a
friendship that weuld have #8 Be
broken the instant I saw that m
friend had joined the precessis
which my mether had fellewed fef
three years, all ﬂﬂl&ﬂemgg that B
80A shisddered wit HEHS
she faised Her lips fof g Kiss:

On occasion, I used my afffictien to

my monetary advaﬂtage Fok instance
one day I happened to meet one of the
greatest financial tycoons of his dav.
He was a tremendougs power [Q the
money fmarked Kis hands held the
guiding reins of a dezen of the mest
gigantie interests in Ris Heid Aaﬁ Hs
held these Feins ﬁl@xw. %% g
that hHe aﬁeweﬁ Rimsel HS §H £8i-
nates. BHB %@H

gete §§ { ng S{imé
HeH &ESW 81d 18 pdss 8h

S 8 EE@E IB 8t

I met this man several times after
that, and on one of those oceasions a
single glimpse of his face showed me
he had but three years te live, His
countenance, as I saw it, wae a bril-
liant erirsen, with staring eyes and
kneotted museles, His faece fairly
shotited apoplexy.

I marked the date. Three years
from that day, I began selling short,
with every dollar I ¢ould lay my hands
on, teading in the interests that were
controlled by this. Mman, Ty called
ihe 3 feel. The finaneiers stoeks were
rising, slyroeketing, searing.

ND then, one day, the financier

dropped dead. As I had foreseen,
there was no warning, He was lunch-
ing with friends when he was seized
and he was dead before a doctor
feached his side.

The market coflapsed. The great
man’s stocks hit bottom. I took a tre-
mendous profit.

I'll confess I used more unscrupu-
lous methods. ¥ had in my employ sev-
eral young men, One day, I saw the
look of death on one of them, 1
evolved a scheme, I called him into
my office, gave him a fatherly talk
abotit wantifig te see him build for the
future and advised he take out a great
deal of insuranee, Wien he protested

that he couldn’t shoulder that heavy
an insurance burden, I played the
philanthropist. I said I would pay the
premiums until he was in a position to
repay me. Fok security, I asked only
that lie assign halt the value of the
policies to me.

Of course he was eager to do that.
And, of course, he was killed three
years later in a particularly messy
accident, Wiith double indemnity, I
realized an attractive sum.

Crooked, you say? Wihy? That
young man's widow got a hundred
times as much as she would have got-
ten if I hadn't stepped in. And why
should I not be reimbursed for the
ghastly things that had happened
to me?

I did that insurance trick five times,
all told, and in each case but one I
took my profit. That one exception
was the case of an employee who,
eighteen months after he had become
Insured, learned he had an incurable
disease. He shot himself before the
two—y&at sulcide elause of the pelicy

Piree I eould anticipate death,
but net always its eause,

Am I heartless in speaking of these
things this way? Perhaps, but you
miuist remember that, to me, men and
women died twice. Once, when I first
saw the look of death upon them, and
thlel? when they ceased to move and
ta

Things went along. I grew more
and more wealthy. And then I fell in
love,

She was a beautiful girl, the daugh-
ter of an older business acquaintance.
Her name was—well, you do not need
her name ia this story.

I fell deeply, hopelessly in love
with—we shall call her Irene, though
that was not her name—the first time
I met her, and she fell as deeply in
love with me. I had allowed myself
fno friendships with women for just
this reason—that I might fall in love
with ene of them and then, some day,
be foreed te relive the ageny ef those
last three yeaks with my mother,

But I was helpless with this love for
Irene. I told myself that I would die
before she—she was quite a bit
younger than I—and there would
never be that awful day when I would
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see her beautiful face dissolve into a
death mask. I was made reckless by
love; I turned my mind away from
the dangers I faced. I asked her tp
marry me.

E BECAME engaged and set

the date for the following
Christmas Eve, her birthday. I was
happier than I ever had been in my
life.

This fool’s paradise continued for
abhout three months—until one night,
late in Nevember, shortly after
Thanksgiving. I was calling on Irene,
to take her to the theater.

She was her usual, charming self
as we chatted, waiting for another
party to join us. I lit a cigar and
went to the fireplace to throw the
match into the flames. I turned back
to the woman I was going to marry,

I see it now. She was sitting on a
divan, looking across the room at me,

I gave a stifled exclamation, and
dropped my cigar,

“Clumsy,” she laughed, as I stooped
to pick it up. “You’'ll set the house on
fire, I'll bet, after we're married.”

Affeer we're married! Oh, God! We
Aever could be maniiedi!

For, sitting on the divan was one of
the most horrible things I ever had
seen or dreamed of, Irene—my Irene
~was gone! In her place sat a crea-
ture whose face was one scarlet blis.
ter! Mouth, nose and eyes were indis-
tinguishable in the puffy red mass
that now covered her head. The black,
thick hair I had loved so was gone-=
burned away /!

I staggered across the room and fell
into a chair, my eyes tightly shut, For
a moment, I felt that my brain was
going to crack at last

“Rudolph!” she said. "“WHat's the
matter? Are you ill?”

I couldn't bring myself to speak. |
noatitied] dumbly. Half hysterical, she
called her father. I could look at him,
and the sight of his face helped re-
store samity.

“It's nothing,” I muttered. “Felt
faint, Afiraid I'm catching a bad cold.”

I kept my eyes fixed on the old
man's face. I couldn't—God, I couldn't
—bring myself to look at the creature
who knelt beside my chair, sobbing.
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I looked at the floor as Irene's
father helped me to a cab and took me
home, There, I threw myself on the
bed and, for the first time since I was
a child, wept like a nermal htiman
being. I eursed this thing that had
affficted me. I eursed myself for ever
shewing Irene mmy leve, I eursed
everything and everyone. I was vit-
gﬁi g a maniae during these first few

Then, when I got control of myself,
I swore an oath. I swore that this evil
thing that had lodged itself within
me could not rob me of this, the one
love I had khewn since theee years
before my mether died. This curse
had talken all happiness from e sinee
the day I was a ehild, teddling teward
My father. It weuld net take lrene
from mel

WE WERE married in January
—there was a slight delay be-
cause I was in poer health during the
holidays. Irene and I were happy, if
the word happy can describe it, Really,
it was more than that. For the first
time in my life, T was free of my
cuese. I could take Irene in my arms
and hold a warm, living human being,
a human being who lived to love me.

Then—just a few months short of
our third wedding asmmiversary—there
was an accident. A servant was sick
and Irene was piling fresh logs into
a fiegpllece. Her dress caught fire, She
—she was badly burned. She died the
next day.

L3 ® E L &

The guy with the black glasses
stopped talking. I looked at may drink
and saw the ice had melted. I swished
the liguor around in my glass and took
a long gulp.

Yezh, it was a story. A story no-
body would print, even if it was true,
which it couldn't be. But it had passed
an hour or so, and had saved me from
listening to Whitey Henrich at the
bar, telling what a hot-shot he was In
the eld days.

But, even if it wasn't true, the story
had a hell of a big hole in it. I took
another swallow and saiidi:

“Look, Mr. Harms. How was it
you didn't get the heslyy-jeebies—I
mean how could you avoid feeling tos
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ward Irene after you married her what
vou did that first night you saw her?
You mean this—this second sight of
yours just disappeared when you took
this oath to beat it?”

He gave that hard smile again and
reached behind him, He pulled a cane
out of the corner where it had been
standing.

“Not exactly,” he said, "You see,
that night when I came home from
Irene’s and swore that cath, I had an
accident—myself. I was reaching for
something—perhaps a sedative—in a
high bathroom cabinet. I tipped over
a bottle of a very caustic acid.”
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He smiled that unholy smile again.

“DNie acid struck my eyes. Nething
else, only the eyes, Strange, wasn't it,
that such an—an accident should give
m? ;he only really happv years of my
life?"

T sat there while this guy Harms get
up and started slowly dowm the bar
room, toward the door, his cane just &
little ahead of him, tapping gently
against the flloor, .

I sat there as the door closed behind
my Mr, Harms, I took another big
guip and then another,

f the hell,” T sald to myself;
“What the hell.”
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Professor Enderby Warned
His Visibor Nat to Qpen
Up that Fatal Book Wihose
Pages Held Withisn them a

SoutliDestyinygng T hineat!

VIGIILL

HAMP'II'ON
WELLS

Antthor of “WRear of the Dark”
e Wadif King,” etc.

F SELF-ASSURANCE is a vir-
tue, then the Junoesque Her-
mione Simmons was virtue's

paragon. No person ever crossed the
hewn-hickory threshold of Professor
Enderby’s cabin on the brink of the
Susquehanna with more confidence
of personal charm and welcome.
“Profiessor Enderby!” she accented
cordlally “This wonderful old house
—you're a dear to let me come)”
Professor Nathan Enderby hoisted
his little, linen-clad body from the
well hollowed easy chair, a long fore-
finger between the leaves of a book
by John Ashton. He removed a pair of
thick-lensed spectacles and smoothed
down a curly gray forelock, His
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gentle mouth opened, then closed
=g@in, in something akin to embar-
resoment, At a reception in New
VYork the previous winter, he had
been so injudicious as to tell Her-
wmiione Simmons where he spent his
summeers; but as for inviting her to
visit him-—well, it was too late now.

She clasped his small, sinewy hand
with her long, over-manicured one.
She was large for a woman, as he was
small for a man, and smart grooming
had given a false svelteness to her
body. Only wise eyes, like the pro-
fessor's mildly peering ones, would
notice that her hair was too blatantly
auburn, with too exact a wave; that
her lips were too berry-red for na-
ture; that her eyelashes flared too
long to be real; that just beneath her
jeweled ears fine white scars bespoke
the face-lifter's attentions,

“Wom't you sit down?” Professor
Enderby was obliged to invite her,

Miss Simmons would. And she
took, of all chairs in the room, that
favorite from which he had risen to
greet her unexpected arrival. The
professor’s solemn Chinese servant
still lingered after having admitted
this overwhelming avalanche of as-
surance and synthetic pulchritude.

“Fetch some drinks, Quong,"” or-
dered Enderby. ‘“Miss Simmons, |
can offer you only whiskey and soda,
but it’s very good.”

He sought another chair, not quite
as comfortable, near his littered desk.
Hermione Simmons was too obviously
appraising his sitting room’s mas-
culine appointments, undoubtedly
scorning the oak-and-leather furni-
ture, the rugless floor-planks, the
plethora of books on stands and
shelves. And he could see that she
deplored the open fireplaces and the
carbide lamp, even though it was a
bright summer afternoon and neither
was alight. ™

“Did I interrupt your work, or

img)?” she inquired, though very
patently she did not care.

“I was puzzling over something in
this book of Ashton's,” he admitted.
“It is called, “The Devil in Britain
and America/ and—"

Without waiting for him to finish,

his guest plunged on into fresh
whirls of words.

“F was driving to Chicageo, and I
knew that I mustn't pass by witheut
seeing you, so I took a room at that
quaint old tavern IR your Smwzing
little town; Marsville—er 1 it
Myersville?” She broke off to stare
at a signed photegiaph on the maniel-
plece. “Wios tha fﬂtﬂ%gi%!@@ﬁlﬂg
old fan with the bushy ha >

“A friend. His name is Albert
Stainstein.”

- ERIMONE SIMBMONS laughed

a thrilling peal, and said that
Albert Stainstein reminded her of a
sheep dog. Teo mask Enderby's an-
noyance, the ta¢tful Queng entered
with twe highballs en a tray,

The woman accepted one, sipped,
then turned toward a shelf. “Wiat a
distinctive binding for that book,”
she crowed. “It’s parcfiment! I must
see it.”

And she drew it from the chair
without so much as a by-your-leave.

“It’s bound in human skin,” Pro-
fessor Enderby informed her, as he
took the other glass from Quong's
tray.

Hermione Simmons equtaked kke
a large, coy rat, then giggled bsightty-

“Wihy, Professor Endesiby!” - she
reproved him, the book still:sin. Ker
red-tipped fingers. “How can you say
such a bizarre thimg?"

“Because it's the solemn truth. And
f must ask you not to read that
book."”

Quong departed. Hermione Sim-
mons laid the buff-colored volueme on
a smoking stand, and sipped more
whiskey and soda. Her eyes widened
in their collars of false lashes. “Why
not?” she demanded.

“TH try to tell you. About two
hundred years ago, in that town of
Myersville where you’re stopping, a
man was hamged.”

“Lynched?”

“No, due process of colomial law.
He was a witch.”

“Witch?™ she repeated. “How fan-
tastic! Nobody believes in witches
any more.”

“But they do. This whole part of
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the country believes in hexes and
hexcraft, but to get back to my story.
The book you see was in this man's
possession when he was caught—a
manuscript work that was old long
before the hanging. The binding is
newer, probably the work of the
witch himself. And the prosecutors
read only a little of the beginning,
before they turned it over to a min-
ister. That minister decided it should
be buried, with appropriate prayer.”

“How fanfas—" But Hermione
Simmons did not finish the inane
repetition.

“The book was dug up a number of
years later,” the professor went on.
“It caused a great deal of trouble.
Three years ago it fell into my
hands, after an unpleasant, adven-
ture.”

“An unpleasant adwemtone?”

“Very,” admitted Enderby. “Eor
me, and for the man I got the book
from, I keep it here because it
would be dangerous in most hands.”

“fthenn why not burn the thing?®
she suggested, with a smile she
thought superior.

“I tried once,™ he said. Hermione
Simmons’ eyes sought the book, but
saw no mark of fire. “In any case, I
don’t think you should dip into it”

“Wihy, Professor Emdexty?

“Please, 1 must insist”

She appeared to accept that, and
changed the subject at once. She
gave her host news of various New
Yorkers who, though he could re-
member them but vague;liy, seemed to
have sent him warm and even affec-
tiomate greeting. She spoke of nu-
merous new dress shops, dance steps
and refinements of fashionable card
playing, all apparentlg much in vogue
wherever she went, but all excruci-
atingly uninteresting to Enderb}z.
FEinally, in many cordial and stramgely
accented words, she bade him good-
by. He escorted her to the door,
and found it hard to dissemble his
relief as she got into a vivid green
roadster and drove away along the
tree-lined road toward Myersville.

Returning again to his parlor, Pro-
fessor Enderby again reclaimed his
easy chair and assigned Quong to

the mixing of a drink rather larger
and stronger than the one he had
taken with Hermione Simmons.
Winen it arrived he took it in one
hand, and Ashton’s hook about diab-
olism in the other. He was reading
the conclusion of the preface:

The frontispiece is supposed to be the
only specimen of Satanic caligraphy in ex-
istence, and is taken from the “Emtroductio
in Chaldaicam Leanouen” by Albonesi

Pavia, 1592). The author sags that by the
conjuration of Ludevice Speletane the
Devil was called up, and adjured to write a
legible and elear answer te 8 questien
asked him, Seme lnvisible power took the
pen, which seemed cuspended in the alf,
and rapldly wrete what is faesimiled. The
writing was glven te Alenest (whe, hew-
ever, eppfesses that ne ene eah decipher
it), and his ehiet printet reprodused it very
aeeurately. 1 am ield by experts that ln
some af the eharacters May be faund a
trace of Amharle, a language spoken In its
purity i the prevince of Amhara (Ethi-
epia), and whieh, aceerding te a legend
was fhe primeval language speken in Eden.

Enderby turned to the frontispiece,
which was made up of several lines
of symbols, quite incomprehensible to
him. Some of them suggested three-
pronged forks, diabolical enough.
“Pacsimile of the only known speci-
men of the Devil’s writing,” read a
legend below. But, if Ashton’s pre-
face was correct, this was really
a printer's copy of such writing.
Wihat if one could translate it, un-
derstand it? Enderby grunted in
intrigued puzzlement, and put out
his hand to set aside his half-empty
glass. Then, suddenly, he turned and
looked hard at his smoking stand.

Surely Hermione Simmons had
laid on that very stand the book
bound in human skin. He had seen
her do so. But now it was gone. It
was not in its place on the shelf,
either.

T ONCE he called for Quong.
The Chinese appeared.
“Did you plek up a book in this

room, Quomg?”
“No, Plofiessa,” The dignified,
lemontinted face was reproachful.

“Quong neva take up you' books,
Plofessa Endaby.”

“Ihen she sneaked it out,” mut-
tered Enderby, suddenly bristling in
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Mrange, apprehensive anger. Aloud
e said: “Quong, is the car still out
pf ordier?

“Yes, Ploficssa. Quong can't fix.
Call ‘mechanic—he come tamollee.”

Enderby got to his feet and finished
Mbis drink, He buttoned the white

coat around his slender, spry

Kttle figure,

¥Get me my hat, Quong. I'm going
® walk to town."

HEN he arrived in Myersville

—the walk across fields had
taken a good twe hours, and dusk
was gathering—Hermione Simmeons
bad left the little inn. She had not
exactly checked out, said the man
at the desk in the frent hall; she had
burried through the place abeut half
an hour befere, and juwmped inte her
ear at the eurb in frent, and drivem
wildly away.
_“All her stuff’s still, vpstairs™
finished the clerk,

“May I go up?” asked Enderby
hopefully, and the clerk nodded.
People in Myersville were usually
complaisant about any of the pro-
fessor’s requests.

Hermione Simmons’ room was at
the head of the stairs, and the pro-
fessor let himself in with the bor-
rowed passkey. The bed was rumpled,
and two open suitcases gushed ex-
pensive feminine frills. But it was
on the floor that Enderby’s eyes
fastened themselves.

The rug had been kicked back
from the clean, white-painted boards,
and upon the bared space had been
drawmn a circle, more than a yard
in diameter. It was of dull red,
as were four names in big bleck
letters, spaced evenly areund the &if-
ele at the four peints of the cerpass.
In the exaet center of this diagram
was an intensely black stain, that
adght have been maade by a piek, het
toueh of Hre, or the presence there
of utter filth,

Enderby put on his spectacles,
stooped and looked at the red mark-
Bigs, taking care not to touch them.
They had apparently been made with
& lipstiick, of the same extreme neth-
mess as Hermione Simmons’' mouth,
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He read only one of the four names,
grimaced over it, and knew what the
other three were without looking at
them,

Only once before had Professor
Enderby seen the “evecation ri
of the diabolist sorcerers, but he had
not forgotten how it looked ner what
it meant, And this one had been
completed, crtidely but correctly,
with all the preper werds and rituals
—even to the staln in the middle
which shewed hew truly the cere-
meny had fun its eeurge to a elimax
he did net like te thiank abeut.

Straightening, the professor looked
aroind. He saw on the bed that
which he had come to reclaim. In
making his way to it, he stepped
with catlike gingerliness around the
red-drawn circle on the flioor.

The buff-colored book that Her-
mione Simmons had pilfered lay open
on the pillow. It was written in
strange but legible red characters
with, at this point, a diagram similar
to the circle in lipstick on the floor,
Enderby glanced at the exposed
pages, then caught up the book and
snapped it shut. His eyes flashed
worry signals.

“If she read that far,” he said
under his breath, “I can guess what
it was that appeared. Naturally, she
ran from it, And, naturally, she ran
to—”

He tucked the book under his arm,
left the room and went down the
stairs.

“Ill make a deal with you,” he
said to the clerk,

“Deal?” repeated the other,

“There’s a mess upstairs, But if
you leave it alone and stay out of
the room, I'll send over may servant
to clean it up.”

The clerk was curious, but some-
times things happened in Myersville
that taught people not to interfere
with Professor Enderby.

He studied Enderby. )

“Just as you say, Professor,” he
agreed.

Enderby emerged from the hotel
and went to a house in the next
street. There he talked to a certain
respectful young man, who agreed to
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drive him back to his cabin beside
the Susquehanna.

Wihen Enderby sprang out at his
own front door, he recognized a
bright green roadster parked there,
He felt that he might not be any
too soon.

Hermione Simmons was again sit-
ting in his favorite chair, but in no
other way did she resemble the
breezy interloper of the afternoon.
She stared up wildly when he en-
tered and spoke to her, but she did
not answer. The professor passed
through the room and interviewed
Quong in the kitchen.

The Chinese listened - closely to
some rather exact directions as to the
cleaning of the room at the inn. If
he was amazed or daunted, his sol-
emn face and slant eyes gave no hint.
“Go now,” finished Enderby. “A
friend of mine is waiting at the
front door with his car. You can
have all day off tomorrow.”

“Yes, Plofessa,” assented Quong.
“You be all light here?”

Enderby smiled and nodded, and
Quong went out the back way.

HEN he heard the rumble of
the departing ear, Enderby re-
turned to his own sitting room.. -Her-
mione Simmons sat as he hud left
her. He lighted the carbide lamp,
and set the front door slightly ajar.
“Let me tell you a story,” he of-
fered, but not hospitably. “Omnce a
Russian soldier went to visit a com-
rade, and found him out. But a book
lay open on a table—a book written
in blood-colored characters, such as
this one.” He held up the retrieved
volume, with its binding of human
skin, “The strange words intrigued
him, and he read them aloud. And
then, in answer to the spell so igno-
rantly cast, there suddenly ap-
peared—" ,

“Don’t,” It was a low but gusty
response, like a puff of wind at a
chimney. Hermione Simmons had
awakened to life and horror. Her
rouge was smeared, her hair disor-
dered. “I didn't meam—"

“You’re going to say that you did
not mean any harm,” broke in Ender-
by coldly, “I daresay you didn’t.
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The road to hell is paved with good
intentions. And the road to hell can
be traveled from either direction.
Things can come from hell just as
easily as things can go there.”

He carefully replaced the contro-
versial book on its shelf, and se-
lected instead a brown-baclked volume,
It was Selestt Cases of Cosnsimmce
Towtliing Wiittkes and Wikcdanafit,
bg' the Reverend John Gaule; and
the date upon its filyleaf was 1646,
f r you want it or not’*
said Enderby, wiping his spectacles
and putting them on, “you have pre-
cured yourself what is called a famil-
iar—a personal spirit of evil.”

Hermione Simmons shook her dis-
ordered dyed locks, in denial and hor-
ror,

The professor did not bother to
argue with her.

“Have you ever heard,” he began
again, “of what happened when Corne-
lius Agrippawas lecturing at Louvain,
four centuries ago? Probably not, or
you wouldn’t be in this present
trouble, Miss Simmons. You can read
about him in any library.” He laid
Gaule’s book face down on his knee,
and began to fill a pipe that looked
very large for so small a man.

“Wielll, Agrippa’s young wife had
an admirer, a student, who wheedled
from her the key to Agriippa’s study.
The student crept in, and found a
most fascinating book—again all writ-
ten in red, a favorite color of wiz-
ards.” Professor Enderby was able to
observe a trembling of Hermione Sim-
mons’ witetched, painted mouth. “With
some difficulty, he deciphered aloud
a few words which must have been
a spell of magic; for there was a noise
at the door, exactly as with the Rus-
slan soldier I have mmentioned, and
in there stole—"

“No!” wailed the unhappy woman.
“It doesn’t happen! It can’t happen—
not to ewenylsmdiy!™

“That’s something of an admission,
Miss Simmons—an admission that it
happened to you, at least.” Enderby
thrust the pipe stern between his
square white teeth, and struck a
mateh., Tobaceeo would hardly speil
any diabelical deings, he reflected
sagely—not when King James, the *
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witches’ bane, hated it so deeply. The
woman stirred in her chair.

“Don’t get up,” the professor said
at once, with gentle insistence. “You
are to sit right where you are, until
I tell you to move*

Hermione Simmons subsided, gaz-
ing at him imcredulously.

‘I mean it,” he assured her, “If you
don't do as I say, I'll tie you there™

¥Tie me?” she echoed faintly,

GAIN he lifted the book on his
knee. “Let me read aloud: ‘Hav-
ing taken the suspected witch—**

“I'm not a witchY’ she wailed
hysterically.

“Not willingly, perhaps; but we
have no time to argue the point.” En-
derby resumed his reading: ““Having
taken the suspected witch, she is
placed in the middle of a room upon
a stool of table, cross-legged, of in
some other uneasy postums’™

He paused, and looked at her over
the tops of his spectacles. Hermione
Simmons appeared uneasy emough
without being cross-legged, and he
continued: ““If she submit not, she
is then bound with cords, There she
is watched and kept without meat or
sleep for the space of twenty-feur
hours for (they say) within that time
they shall see=""

Hermione Simmons was weeping,
loud enough to drown out several
sentences, and Enderby had to wait
for the sobs to subside before he could
read on: *“—and lest it might come
in some less discernible sitayee—""

At last he fell silent, and perused
the remainder of the passage to him-
self with set lips. He muttered some-
thing that sounded like “beasily,” and
put away that book alse. Them he
glanced at the eloek, It was just
gﬂ?{eﬁ finAutes after eight, and guite

ark,
Settling back in his chair, he talked
to Hermione Simmong more charm-
ingly than she deserved. Gradusily
the woman in the easy chaie seemed
to rige frem her hysteria as frem a
slough, listening and ecalming the
qhiter of her lips. She even dabbed
ker haif inte something like erder,
aid made a twittery rejoinder er #we,
“Am I really golng to stay here all

night, Professor?” she timidly asked.
“In this chair?”

“All night, and probably all day to-
morrow. Without food or sleep.”

“But how can 1?”

“You must. I also am going to-do
without food or sleep. You see, we're
going to have a visitor.”

“I see. . ..” And her voice trailed
off, Then: “You truly believe it is go-
ing to come?™

“Yes, and so do you. You saw it
once already today.”

“Pve—I've tried not to think about
it..”

“Willli, think now. Describe it

She gazed at him, and courage
flowed from the little professor to her,

“It came into view the way you told
in those stories,” she said, “First like
smoke, but then taking forem. And it
put out hands, or something like
hands—and caught hold of me—ohy”

Her eyes had turned toward the
front door, which Enderby had set
so slightly ajar. Something was there
—a gross, crawly-surfaced lump, like
a dark shoulder thrusting slowly in
Or was it ne more than a cloud of
particularly heavy smeolke, of a soFt
that semehew kept from dissipating
in the atmesphere? Wikatever it was,
a leng, lean streamer of the vaper
came slewly inward, its end lifting
%ﬁd §waym§%ffem side te side, like a

alf-blind shake,

Hermione Simmons shrieked, loud
and shrill, so that the drums of the
professor’s ears rang wunpleasamtly.
But he did not stir in his chair, nor
noticeably draw tense. He watched
the mystery at the door, with atten-
tlon that was earnest but not fearful.
In a moment the thing evaporated, or
drew back,

E woman shrank in her easy
ehair, growing smaller than even
her tight girdling had ever raade pos-
sible. Enderby rose, and with a steady
hand peured water from a thermos
gafafe into twe glasses. From a box
i the top drawer of his desk he pro-
duced some smalt white tablets.
“Swallow two of these,” he directed
Hermione Simmons. “You needn't
stare in such horror—they’re nothing
more occult than caffeine tablets.
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They’ll keep you from growing faint,
or from going to sleep. I'm taking a
dose myself™

And he did so.

The glass trembled in Hermione
Simmons’ over-manicured fingers.
“Tihat thing at the door,” she said
hoarsely, “Tihat was how it—it looked
at first”

“I know. I've been told, in similar
cases, And it wanted to come in to
you,” Enderby blew from his pipe a
twirl of smoke not unlike that explor-
ing streamer that had shown itself
briefly in the doorway. His small, slen-
der figiire relaxed easily, as ‘t"ﬁaugh
he were quite sure of what he said,

“Come it shall, within the twemty-
four hours of our watch, though just
now it’s timid. For a witch's familiar
cannot stay away. In the end, driven
te side, it must show itself in a
aalid form. And with a solid form
F-shall be able to desdl”

He turned over many odds and ends
in his mind. They began to shape into
a plan of campaign. Rummaging in
deawers of his desk, he produced first
of all a metal-topped glass cylinder;
then what looked like a coil of braided
leather cord; andl fiinllly & stick or
sliver of wood. These he arranged on
the desk-top, within easy grasping
distance.

Hours ticked by with very little
conversation, and that little strained.
Finally:

“It’s nearly midnight,” said Her-
mione Simmons dully, *»

“L know,” nodded Enderby. *“If
Bolingbroke were here, he’d warn us
to be on our guamd.”

“Bolingbroke?” The allusion mysti-
fied her,

“Yes, You need go no further than
Shakespeare for him. The second
part of King Richard the Second,
Look yonder, at the door. Perhaps
my mention of Shakespeare ig a sort
of evocation.”

They both looked; Enderby with
Ime calm interest, the woman with

%t Awes not smoke this time, but a
wemmite and solid form, pressing
thecotiph the narrow space of the door

njmx, pushing its stealthy way in. It
msemed to grow, rather to unfold, like
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a membrancus wing or a jointed limb
trailing a dark garment. At the top
showed a swaddled lump, like a head
in a cowl. Enderby thought he saw
something in the depths of the folds,
a gleam as from a gecret, peering eye,

Enderby held up his slim right
hand, palm outward, to still the cry
which he knew was rising to Her-
mione Simmons’ lips. The same hand
then took up the nearest of the ob-
jects he had arranged upon the top
of his desk. More of the visitor was
coming in, a further clump of draped
membrane or fabric. Against the wall
spread a spidery somethiigg—a clutch-
ing talon, black as soot,

NDERBY hurled what he had

talen from the desk. It whlgped,
siaefkliﬁg, through the air, and burst
like a littte grenade against the wall
just abeve that explering talen. The
ailr there was momentarily full of
white partieles, and semething fnade
a fieise, like the brief rasp of a lecust
in fiight,

Then the visitor snatched itself
back from view. Enderby rose and
went to the door, peering out. His
nostrils flared over the smell of damp
decay. He looked at the wall beside
the dooc-famb. The priat of the talon
still remained, like a namrow-rayed
star drawn in smudgy grime.

“I almost got it,” he remarked.
“Keep your seat, Miss Simumons,”

Fetching a brush from the hearth,
he began to sweep the threshold.

“Witimt did you throw?” asked Her-
mione Simmeons fearfully,

“Salt—a whole shaker of it. If I'd
made a direct hit, we would have been
rid of our friend forever. Demons
can't abide salt, and certain other
things.” He continued to sweep. “But
ft'll be back, and the next time it may
come all the way in. That's why I'm
clearing away the scattered salt that
may warf of danger.”

Enderby’s prosaic manner restored
some little assurance te his companion
and she was able to resume the story
of her adventure.

The entity had appeared in her
room at the inn, she said, seeping up
like murk from the section of floor in-
side the circle she bad idly drawn and
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lettered. Her first emotion had been
of intrigued curiosity, and she had
stepped across the red line. Imme-
diately- the vapor had taken on form
and solidity, a cloaked figure that be-
neath its wrappings seemed to con-
ceal strange deformities.

The head, cowled as they both had
just seen it, had thrust close to hers,
and arms or tentacles had embraced
her. And she had seen piercing eyes
and gross lips, that opened and showed
gaunt, sharp teeth.

“I fainted,” she fimished, “but first
I was aware—I was sure—it kissed
me.”

Enderby shook his gray head. “Not
exactly a kiss. There's a little scratch
or cut on your cheek, isn’t theme?"

She lifted a red-polished fiirgertip
and quested gingerly. “¥es. Like a
burst blister.”

“Tihat’s where the mouth touched—
but not in a kiss.” He came close,
stooped and peered. His eyes nar-
rowed behind their thick lenses.
“Mmmmm—yes, A little dried blood.”

Hermoine Simmons was no longer
able to dismiss such ideas with the
word “fantastic.” She only looked up
with fear under her false lashes. “Like
Dracula?”:she suggested faintly.

“In a way, yes. But this was no
vampire. It's what the ancients called
a familiar. Not a new conceit; the
woman whom Saul visited at En-Dor
had one. There was more in colonial
Salem and Hartford, and, within sixty
years past, on Staten Island, And
your visitor wouldn't have been the
first of his kind in Pennsylvania.

“I've a book here by a Mr, Aurand
of Harrisburg—but perhaps you're a
bit tired of my boéks. In any case,
I think we have here the truth of the
matiter, Wihere there is a witch, look
for her familiar demon, waiting for
ber to give it evil work to do.”

“But I—I didn’t dream of amything
like that,” Hermione Simmons man-
aged to protest. “I haven’t any work
for it to de, and so perhaps—"

“Then,” Enderby finished for her,
“it will destroy you in anger.. When
evil is released, it must strike Somne-
where, unless it’s destroyed. And
that's why we wait now. The thing is
ebliged to win to you once in every
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twenty-four hours and taste your
blood—that’s a part of the machinery
of witchcraft, too complex to explain.
Yes, we'll see this visitor a third
time; and the third time may be the
traditional charm.”

ERMIONE SIMMONS locked

ready to faint, and Professer
Enderby forced her te swallow an-
other caffeine tablet.

*“Sin crouches at the door.,” he
guoted. “Tihat’s from the Bible, Miss
Simmons, another book it would do
you good to read. Now to improwve on
scripture, and get that thing inside.”

Daws came, and Hermione Sim-
mons expressed relief at its coming.

“Waon't we be safe during the diy?"
she asked.

“Not entirely, but we can relax a
little.” Enderby was hungry, but he
would not eat in the presence of the
woman, lest she beg for the foed she
must not have, He made a pot of cof-
fee in the kitchen, with the door open
and an eye on the woman in her chair.
They each had three cups and, as the
sunlight and warmth Inceeased, the
professor brought a basin and Her-
mione Simmons bathed her weary
eyes.

The day wore on.

“Are we going to wait here Ffer-
ever?” wailed die woman at last,
eying her ravaged makeup in the mir-
ror of her vanity case.

Enderby shook his rumpled head.
“No, not forever. It's getting toward
evening; our sitting will last oaly
twenty-four hours at most. At
end of that time—but something is
sure to happen fHiurst.”

Eight o’clock was striking some-
where, far off and faimt Enderby
looked at his own clock, plain in the
light of the rekindled carbide lamp.
It was exactly on time. He tried not
to yawn, and for the hundredth time
filled and lighted his big pipe.

“Fifteen more minutes,” he said
very softly.

As if in response to his voice, there
was noise in the early darkness out-
side. Hermione Simmons turned
quickly against the back of her chair,
as though she weculd climb it for
safety. Enderby faced the door with-
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Gut rising. The narrow aperture was
widening, slowly and steadily,

A figure stepped upon the thres-
hold, expressionless of face and silent
of foot, but recognizable.

“Oh,” breathed Hermione Simmons

in instant relief, “it’s only yout house
man.”
“On time to the dot, Quong,” En-
derby greeted the bowing Chinese.
“Did you have a good time on your
day ofif?”

“Yes, Plofessa,” replied the soft, ac-
cented voice of his servant. The quiet
feet still lingered on the threshold
of hewn hickory, the graven yellow
face slanted downward as if to study
something on the Boor. “Is there salt
or something here. Plofessa?”

“There was, but I swept it away,
Quong. Wihy are you standing there?
Come in."

It was a strangely diffident and
cauatious Quong that moved forward
intp the bright light. The long yel-
low hands, clenched tightly, rubbed
their knuckles together, as if ner-
vously, The slant, jet eyes turned to
Enderby.

“Evelything been all light?” asked
Quong.

“Up to now, yes,"” replied¢ the pro-
fessor, somewhat emigmatically.

“I sink maybe I help some way ?°

“Yes. Get a good supper for us,”
directed Enderby. “A bottle of white
wine, 1f there’s any left, and seome
chops.”

T MENTION of food, Hermione
Simmons sat up. The bright eyes
of Quong regarded her interestedly,

“Is the lady all light?” he asked.

“Don’t worry about me,” she said,
and smiled urbanely. Her eyes were
on the clock, that was ticking off the
last minutes of the damger period,
Quong moved slowly toward her
chair.

“Amything I can do, lady—" he be-
gan.

“Tihere’s just one thing, Quong,”
said Professor Enderby mildly, his
hand sliding across the desk to the
coil of braided thong. “If you'll just
~—stay where yow ane!”

The last four words exploded al-
most as one in the still air of the
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room, and Enderby, swift as a gray
cat, sprang from his chair upon the
yellow man.

Quong’s voice rose to a windy howl,
and he tried to leap away from En-
derby and toward Hermione Simmons.
His hands unclenched, spreading to-
ward her as if to clutch, and there was
a flash of sicklelike claws, such as
never grew on human ffingms. His
mouth, writhing open to his cry, ex-
posed narrow, cruel-poimted tusks,
white as china and sharp as needles.

Enderby's free hand slipped from
a clutch at the yellow wrist, but the
looped cord fell around Quong’s neck
and drew tight. Wiith strange strength
Enderby whipped Quong backward
and down, like a snared rabbit. The
parchment face twisted into a hideous
and horrifying mask ot rage, the body
distorted strangely as it thumped the
floot. The air was suddenly charged
with an aerid smell of animal musk.

Quong was not Quong,

But Enderby had pinned his cap-
tive with a sharp knee, and drew the
braided noese tighter, strangling a
coughing roar. His own little linen-
clad body could not blot from view
all of the struggling shape he had
felled, and what could be seen was
strangely and suddenly dreadful.
Hermione Simmons, staring in horror,
thought of scrawny apes, then of bats
and reptiles, and of spiders unthink-
ably huge—=

Enderby's free hand darted back
and up toward the desk, his arm mak-
ing itself needfully long. He clutched
the last curiosity he had laid out
ready. Foe a moment he poised it on
high—a child’s toy, whittled crudely
out of pale woed into a dagger shape.
Wiitth all the strength of his tean, hard
arm, the professor drove It downward,
into the center of the ehanging, churn-
ing form that was becoming not a
fokm.

There was another eartwisting
shrieck, this time of agony and despair,
and a sudden bursting forth of scofy
vapor that hid from view a final un-
thinkable metamorphosis. Back from
this obseuring cloud sprang Professor
Enderby. His hair and glasses were
awry, and his nose crinkted in disgust
as he straightened erect,
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“Whoof!” he snorted. “Wat a
filthy business!* He turned to Her-
mione Simmons, and his voice became
calm again. “I¥'s all over. Even
demons can be destvoyed.”

She stared at the vanishing swirl
of soot. It was transparent ence more,
and she could see through it. “But it
—it's still there!” she guavered.

He shooek his head.

“No. Look again, Only a -black
stain on the floor, such as it made
when it first appeared to you at the
imn. I had braided silver wire into my
noose—it held the creature, where an
ordinary bond would have been use-
less. The stab of that whitethorn
spike found whatever mystery passed
for its heart. Wihiitethorn is & h@l
wood, Miss Simmens, Read abeut
n S Jehn Mandeville, of aﬁaes
Grant, of Tite Golde . Mayhbe
you'd "\ike this pieee fof a souwvenir.”

E HEILBD osut the wooden dingger.

She rose rom her chalr ut was

afral 5986 f OEH ¢hi ut was
et E ere trem-

uloﬁ{l e§ d:{ eﬂﬂ

it aft |t Was Your servant a
t E& smi e mgg entl as at a
a S
%‘ﬁ fﬁ% 97"28'5“? “t”f r%é

reach you, took Quong's shape in an
effort to deceive us. Just as you, Miss
Simmons, dye your hair and glue on
false lashes and rouge your face—"

Again a sound at the door made
them both turn quickly.

Quong was coming in, He smiled
shyly, glad to be home. It was hard,
now, to see how the other creature
had ever hoped to be mistaken for this
honest looking retainer,

“Bring water and suds, Quong,” the
professor directed at once. “Cliean up
this mess. Say the words that I taught
you for that other cleaning job at the
inn, After that, we will want food.”

Hermione Simmons had become
herself again. She ga2ed with an ex-
travagant show of rapture at her de-
liverer,

“Oh, I think you're wonderfulJ” she
twittered. “I'll never be able to repay
you! Anything you ask—"

Enderby looked up at her calculat-
ingly. “I'll ask three things.”

“Yes?” Hermione Simmons coyly
half held out a hand to him,

“Wash off that paint and keep it
off,” said Professor Enderby. “Then
eat your supper without talking. And
finally—arentt you in a hurry to get to
wherever you're going? Well, then,
don't let me keep you.”
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The Soul of

the Cello

By MARIA MORAVSKY _

Autthor of “Thee Great Release
“Uatt Mz Out,” etc,

TALIL, stooping lad of eigh-
teen, with sallow face and
burning black eyes—that was
my picture in early youth, The sordid
poverty of the New York East Sidie;
the burning desire to possess a cello
fit for a concert—tihese were the cir-
eumstances whieh created a crime.
Have you ever wanted anything so
passionately that the desire would not
let you sleep? Then you will under-
stand me. Longing for that amtique
violin-cello I saw at a private exhibit
of a New York millionaire was like
being feverishly in love, I have never

——

I beliewx to this
day that my cello
has a soul

The Haunting Strains of
immortal Malody Emvelop
a Dewndee of Musséc in
a Sirange Web of Sengy
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wanted anything so much in my life.

But I am jumping ahead of mysel,
as we Russians say. Let me tell you
bow I first saw my celle,

I was a child prodigy, playing for
money since the age of eleven. Hence
the dimiautive “Misha” which stuck
to me even though 1 am bald now and
fy youth is but a memery.

My parents encouraged me all they
could. They bought me a cheap, new
cello which grated on my sensibilities
as a musician, Ach, such a silly toy-
instrument! 1 was ambitlous. 1
wanted a eelle fit for the immertals.

And then—I met that adorable in-
strument! I can not talk about it in
terms of an inanimate thing, that is
why I say “met", as if it were a human
being. For I believe to this very day
that my cello has a soul.

A New York millionaire, 8 connois-
seur of musical instruments, was giv-
ing a free exhibit of his treasures.
Was it charity or vanity that prompted
him? It might have been beth.

I read about it in the paper. I put
on my hest suit of ready-made clothes,
which hung loosely on my thin frame,
and spent an agonizing half hour
t{ying to achieve an amistically-tied
tie,

I was vain then, in the remote days
of my youth. With my black hair
slicked carefully back, a clean hand-
kerchief in my pocket, my hands molst
with nerveus perspiration, I hurried
to the exhibitlon on that early Win-
ter afternoon.

It was on the other side of Manhat-
tan, on the then fashionable Riverside
Drive, but I had to go on foot, saving
carfare, The occasional concerts in
cheap halls of the East Side did net
net mueh,

HE small, brownstone house with
an elaberate crest on its front
door, seemed inadequately lighted. I
wondered whether T was too early, To
be sure, the dark had fallen, but days
were short, The exhibit was sched-
uled for five o'clock, I had no watch.
I walked in, and saw that the place
was lighted entirely by candles. The
owner, I was told later, thought it in
keeping with his antiques. The sense
of style, you see,

But that dim candlelight gave
lofty hall an eerie aspect. Dark
ows seemed to lurk in the corners. The
great electrie candelabrurm iR the ceil-
ing threw up a distorted eutline, lile
the tentacles of sofie deep sea Mea-
ster, 1 felt creepy as I stoed hefere

the large, earved, highly-pelished
table en whieh the instruments were
displayed.

The host explained to the hushed,
deferential crowd?

“Elhese six cellos are the best in my
collection, I bought them in Italy.
The oldest one was made over three
hundred years ago.”

He gave the name of the Italian
town and the cello maker, but I for-
got them as soon as I heard them. For
he passed the bow over the Stfiﬂ%& of
the great, shining cello, and my heart
leaped up. I have never heakd such a
mellow, deep, soul-penetrating sowindl!

From that moment on, I was €on-
sumed with the violeat desire to peos-
sess that cello. I found one hundred
and one arguments why I should have
it. The thing was not made to be
burled in a private eollection. The
owner was not a musician, Tihe eelle
was meant te be heard by theusands,

I saw enchanted listeners, 1 imag-
ined their eyes burning with admira-
tlon, thelr cheeks hot with excitement,
even as my owh.

Instead of listening to the host’s
lecture on the methods of cello mak-
ers, I scanned the room for the pos-
sible ways of secret entrance, I al-
ready planned to steal the cello,

Nothing could be easier than to hide
oneself in one of the dimly lighted
corners, while the crowd was leaving
the hall. I stood there, erouching be-
hind an armored figure of some medie-
val knight,. until the last visitor had
departed and the candles were snuffed
eut.

Then I heard the host addressing
his valet.

“Dan’t wait up for me, Rodney. I'm
going to dine at the club and sleep
there. This house is too damp when
the wind is blowing from the river. 1
wish I never inherited the darn old
barn” The last words were spoken
after the valet had left.

I heard the owner walking down the
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creaky stairs, I heard the key scrap-
ing in the lock. My sense of hearing,
always acute, magnified all the sounds.
Finally there was silence, welcome
silence,

I left my hiding place cautiously,
1 alkmost screamed when my
foot caught against the armor and it
jangled faintly. It seemed o me that
the servant would surely hear me,

But all was quiet when I approached
the table with its antique treasures.
My hand shot forward. Just then I
saw a shaft of moonli%ht reaching
through the narrow Gothi¢c window by
the side of the flirgplace, It fell on the
coveted cello, forming an atira abeut it.

N THAT pale, wintry moonlight,

it seemed a thing of ethereal
beauty. Its highly polished wood
shone like satin, It sirings seemed
to quiver with suippressed melodies.

As I was about to snatch it from the
table, I heard a faint sound. I started,
almost paralyzed with fear. Yes, it
was the sound of the cello!

Yet I never touched it. Even after
all these years I remember clearly that
I was a step or two removed from the
table when I heard that sound. It was
the ancient cello come to life of its
ewn volition, uttering a warning
sound to the would-he thief.

But even that horrifying phenom-
enon did not stop me. I blamed my
nerves for it. I dismissed it as futile
imagining. Wiith the feeling of exul-
tant guilt in my heart, I grasped the
shining instrument and pressed it to
my breast as If it were a beloved
WOonman.

We crept down. I say “we” because
all the while I had a feeling that an-
other human being was with me, en-
livening that mystic cello,

I don't quite remember how I got
out of the house, which one of the
back doors was Incautiously left open,
1 enly remember running aleng ihe
wintry, wind-swept Drive, with the
upwieldy, bulky instrument iR My
arms, 1 forgoet to steal its ease.

Suddenly I saw a policeman and
slowed my pace. Instinct rather than
reasoning warned me that I might be
guspected if I ran like that, As we
were passing by the red-faced police«

man, stamping his feet to keep him-
self warm, I heard a shrill note com-
ing out of my cello. It was for all the
world like a scream for help!

I was terrified. Fortunately, the
policeman was too occupied with his
own comfort to hear the devilish thing
screaming. I pressed the strings te my
shaking body, to muffle the terrifying
sound, and ran blindly inte the Hrst
narrow street leading acress town.

The East Side seemed like a haven.
They don't ask you questions when
you are carrying a caseless instrument
on those streets, People mind thelr
own affairs there, pretending that they
don't see guilt. I might have been caf-
rylng the eelle to a pawn shop. 1
might have been a street mtusician. T
felt safe on these crowded streets.

Wien I came home, my parents were
out. I found a note telling me that
they had gone to a wedding, and ask-
ing me to join them. But what did I
care for any earthly wedding? 1,
wedded to my art, with that marvel-
ous, priceless, sweet voiced cello!

I sat in my cubicle of a room and
played it with self abandon. Never
had I heard such melodies coming
from a man-made thing! I imagined
angels in heaver praising Jehovah
with the Instruments like this,

The cello sang with a voice that was
almost human. It mourned my starved
jwuth, it rejoiced in my ambitions. It
was tender, compassionate, under-
standing.

It soothed, it inspired. It was a
solace and a challenge. It was a he-
cello, a thing with a soul!

I loved it. My feeling of guilt only
intensified my passion. I felt like a
man having a secret love affair. But
I could not imagine any lover more
desirable than my cello. It was a pure
affection, genereus affection, although
bern eof erime. My enly regret was
that ne erewds eeuld hear that eelle.
For it was tee wellknewn te be dis-
played. tis deseription, A8 doubt, was
in the hands af the pelice the day after
it was stelen,

I ceased to read the papers for fear
of finding it, I hid the instrument even
from my parents, I dared to play it
only in the rare hours when they were
both away.
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My father kept a second-hand book
store. I mean he sold second-hand
books there—my English is still wob-
bly, in spite of my many years’ resi-
dence in the States. It is because my
chief means of expression is music.

But I could not express myself all
alone. Every artist needs an audi-
ence. I could not think of playing on
the cheap new cello I had used before
I got the Sweet-Voiced One, for that
is what I called it to myself, in Rus-.
sian. My people were the educated
kind of Hebrews. They belonged to
the Russian intelligentsia.

The Sweet-Voiced One seemed at
times reluctant to answer the pleadin
of my fiingers. At times it acted as i
possessed of its own will. Instead of
enchanting melodies, it would utter
hai\flsh, sharp sounds, going against my
will,

Much as I tried to blame it on my
own faults in playing, it came to me
forcibly that the cello had a spirit, a
rebellious spirit of its own.

The thought depressed me like a
stormy cloud, dampening and daxrken-
ing my life. I no longer played in the
cheap halls of the East Side. I became
a parasite in my poor father's home.
1 spent day after day waiting for an
oppottune moment to play my cello in
secret,

But it was impossible to hide it in-
definitely. One day Mother found it
hidden among my clothes when she
was hanging them out to air, on one
of those days of general houseclean-
ing women are so partial to,

“Wihere did you get that cello?” she
asked me severely.

She knew I had no money of my
own. Every cent was counted in our
household.

“F ... it was given to me," I stam:-
mered,

She saw that I lied: T never eeuld
lie to her, She called in Father. We
lived next to the store. He made a
terrible scene, demanding that T re-
turn the stolen treasure. He had read
about the theft in the papers.

I could not bring myself to do it.
It was not so0 much the fear of prison,
as the intolerable fear of losing that
incomparable means of musical ex-
pression, I thought that I would rather

die than part with my wonderful
cello.

AT night, exhausted by the per-
suasions and threats of my paf-
ents, I went to sleep without undress-
ing, with the cello clasped in mmy
arms. 1 was like a ehitd leath to gart
with Its beloved toy. 1 had wept hys-
terleally. I think Maother theught me
slightly erazy, fer she dissuaded my
father frem taking the eelle By feree.
I woke up with a start at mmdnight.
There was the late moon streaming
pale shafts of light through the dusty
panes of my cubicle-like foom, Mothef
hird washed them only yesterday, duf-
ing the general housecleaning, yet
they seemed to be covered with some
sort of misty eobwebs, reflecting pale
rainbews.

My hand jerked at the strings of the
instrument and 1 went cold all ever.
How foeliish 1t was for me to take it
to bed with me! Wihat if I had breken
the delicate, satinlike weod?

I examined the cello carefully, ten-
derly, as a mother would a child. No,
it was intact. Not a seratch on its pol-
ished surface. Suddenly I wanted to
convinee myself that it was absolutely
sound, and, in spite of the lateness of
the heur, passed the bew over the
strings.

I gasped in horror] Not a sound
came ouf!

I looked the instrument over omnce
more. Not a crack, not a slit. Its sur-
face gleamed darkly, like a polished
stone, like an unbroken sheet of calm
water, Yet it wag mute, muie!

I wanted to scream in anmguish. 1
laid the voiceless cello on the window
ledge and dropped my head on my
folded forearms, gave way to a silent
attack of sobbing.

And then, I heard a faint melody!

I did not move. I was paralyzed
with wonder, as my cello played by
itself. It was a faint music as if com-
ing from an immeasurable distance.
It was like the muffled music of the
spheres.

I thought about the amgels praising
Jehovah with the instruments like
this, But, no, this was an earthly
musie. One could hear the babbling
of a stream In it. One could almost



60

STRANGE STORIES

distinguish the voices of singing
hirds. Birds singing of love in May,
during the mating season. In some
beawtiful, unknown country. A coun-
try of musical dreams.

Something made me lift my tear-
stained face and look out of the win-
dow. There, through the cobweb mists,
I saw a picture I shall never forget.

It was a panorama of a foreign city,
with canals instead of streets, with
tall spites of churches and marble
fronts of palaces bathed in bright
moonlight. My window seemed to be
situated in some high tower. I could
see the dream city below, as though
from a skyscraper or & plane,

Its narrow water streets were alive
with slim black boats manned by
swarthy men in scarlet-lined cloaks. I
could see it clearly in the light of in-
numerable bright lanterns. They were
hung over the hunched bridges and
along the narrow sidewalks, swaying
aver the water, thelr reflections awak-
ening in it pale rainbows,

Beautiful women reclined in the
noiseless-moving boats, singing to the
accompaniment of guitars. But all of
a sudden 1 realized that all and every
sound of thatharmonious holiday ema-
nated from one single cello—my cello
=\ifiting everything in melody.

I turned in the direction of the bed
on which I had left the stolen instru-
ment. It was no longer there. It
seemed to be paised in midair, After
my eyes got used to the dusk in the
room, I saw the faint outline of a man
in strange clothes holding the ecello
and playing ea it.

“I made it!” he said in a sibilant
whisper, which suddenly hushed the
music. “You stole it, You will have
to return it

HEARD those words with my soul
rather than with my ears, for the
miisie continued to flow with them, as
if they were just a motive, a miisical
metive and net the harsh words:
I made it.

You stole it.
Yon st return it.

It was like a song, the cruel mean-
ing softemed by the melody. It was
like a hypnotizing admonition. I had
to heed it,

“Take the last loock at my beautiful
city. This cello can conjure the spirit
of that city. The spirit of Venice.”

The instrument was silent now, yet
I could remember its music. I could
render it myself, I was sure of it, I
could have played it even better than
the cello maker, I was exultant over
it. I was sure that I could move people
to great enthusiasm If allowed to play
it before the thousands. But no, that
could not be. I was g thief. I could
never dare to pass my how over those
enchanted strings in public,

I was in despair. Mentally I in-
vented one hundred and one new ex-
cuses for possessing that cello ume-
lawfully, In agonizing silence, I was
pleading with the ghost of the music,
in my thoughts only, that I be allowed
to keep the Sweet-Voiced One, I saiidi:

"“Tiis celle was meant to be heard
%{\aﬁameaﬁe who can appreciate it,

t rieh man is but a collector. He
deesn’t knew the ABCs of musie, He
would keep it there, in prison as it
were, with his valet dusting it and
polishing it, like a mummy in its

lugh-liged eoffin. ARd I ean play it.
- CAN play #¥¥
The ghost was unmoved. He pointed
to the door,

“Must I return it and deliver myself
to the police?” I pleaded again, “I'm
an artist. I may become a great artist.
I may bring joy to many. Oh, please,
can't I keep the cell®?”

The ghost was inexorable. He made
a step toward the door and motioned

dgwe to follow him.

Cursing and pleading in turns, de-
spair in my heart, [ followed the apfpa-
rition out into the frosty night. I for-
got o gut en my eoat, and all the
winds of the universe seemed to blow
through my threadbare clothes,

The violent wind seemed to sweep
me along, so I reached the connois-
seur’s home with lightning swiftness.
1 saw the old house ablaze with lights.
The old man must have overcome his
aversion to electricity, I thought.
Wihen 1 entered, miraculously un-
netieed. I saw that it was a stag party,
at the end of a supper,

The very same table which had held
the six precious cellog on the day of
the exhibit, was now leaded with hali-
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empty dishes. The white cloth cover-
ing it was stained with wine, and to
my distorted imagination those stains
looked like spilled blood. The guests
were animated, hilarious. They stared
at me with amused surprise.

“How did you get here, young
mam?”’ the host asked me, not un-
kindly. “Your face is familiar some-
how.”

Only then he noticed the cello in
my arms. “Whhy, it's the stolen cello!”
he cried out,

I felt suddenly resentful toward
that paunchy old man, with his eyes
bloodshet from too much dln’nking,
with his face showing his unwise ex-
cesses. Those unsteady hands, to hold
my cello, the instrument of the immor-
tals, Never!

Inspired by sudden, rebellious cour-
age, definitely foreign to my native,
rather timid, character, I shouted!:

“Yes, I stole it, but I'm not going to
give it back! This instrument is too
good to remain idle in a private col-
lection, It should be heard by multi-
tudes or ... 1 lifted it above my
head, about to smash it,

Y DESPAIRING gesture was
stopped by an unseen hand. To
my stirprise, I heard the host's voice,
singularly void of amger:
“This boy must be mad, He talks as
if he were in love with my cello.”
“I’'m not mad. I am in love w:th it,
I can play it, hear me? I CAN p'ay it,
for thousands of happy listeners to
hear! I'm entitled to m!"
“Weelll, why not show me that you
can,” my host retorted, with a mildly
derisive smile.

Upon hearing that ironical invita-
tion, my hands suddenly grew numb
with nervousness. I became so self-
conscious that I could not even lift
my bow. It was the most complete
stage fright that had ever possessed
me.

I stood, full of unbearable agony,
shamed beyond words, utterly impo-
tent. I had a mad desire to run away,
to hide my shame in the river.

And then, as I deliberated between
JSitleide and murder, hating the man
who challenged me, I felt some unseen
fingees touching my hands,

That touch was like a miraculous
balm to my soul, All of a sudden the
terrible numbness passed. My hands
became steady, my mind cleared. And,
from an immeasurable distance, I
seemed to hear the first notes of the
Venice melody.

“I’ll play for you the musical story
of the “Soul of Venice’,” 1 said,

I disclaim all the credit for that per-
formance. Even as I heard the en-
chanting sounds rise under my nimbly-
moving bow, I knew all the while that
it was the dead cello maker, the master
of his craft, who put life into his im-
mortal instrument, It was his spirit,
proudly demanding to be heard. It
was his pride in his instrument which
craved expression tinder my obedient
fingers. I understood it now. He
wanted me to bring his cello back, se
it could be heatrd by all the world,

After a long silence, when the last
echo of the “Soul of Venice"” departed
into Eternity, my host spoke:

“You are a genius, my boy. I'll see
to it that thousands of people hear
you and YOUR cello.”

Cold make breathing diffi.
cullt? Nose feel “clamped In
adiofireqriu?” Pod alludias
in your mouth. As it dis-
solves it releases cool men-
thol vaper —which, with
every breath, helps relieve
clogged nasal passages,
clamp ‘daithespin nossl”
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CHAPTER 1
Under a Curse

OBDENE was only a hard-

held fort against the wncut
Armerican wildetness. A dou-

ble row of log cabins, each cabla set
chuek-a-bloek to 1ts neighber, all
deers faeing te the eourt between the
rows, and enly leep-heles instead of
wm&aw& turning te the forest. The
iwe ends of the eaurt were shut off
by ypright ggima&e&, ene piereed with
great that lesked wpen the
‘QH HRgven irail te the shere seftle-
s far in the east. The ether set
wﬁh g smaller éate; imle fAeFe than a
wieket, Eewaf Bright, elear
stream ealle —spearmint
_By Eﬁﬁ fadians, beeause ot s Brae:

There were clearings for the corn
patches, and where the few cattle and
sheep could graze, Beyond these, the
forest stood defiant, seeming to
threaten these audacious invaders, to
promise them pain, death—and worse.

And danger was real in those shad-
owed thickets. Every male over the
age of fourteen was fighter as well as
farmer, ever ready to beat back a
savage foray. Ewery woman was, by
necessity, an expert bullet-molder and
wound-dresser.

As dire as Indian warfare, was the
chance of starvation. The scanty har-
vests, the deer and bears and turkeys
shot by the hunters were all commu-
nity property, every soul sharing
them. Nor did the settlement have
parasites. That was the care of Cap-
tain Nele Foraker.

Foraker was the best shot, the
wisest hunter, the coolest head in a
land where all men had to be excellent
in such respect. Therefore he was, by
vote of his forty fellowrsettless, “Cap-
taim” Nele Foraker—=which meant

A Complete Novelet

of Weird Praphecy

Hage demens, awakened by
her trance, dispersed the
savages

to Further the Conauest of Wilderress!
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that he led the people of Hobdene in
necessary battle against the Indians:
He settled all disputes and interpreted
all laws, read from the prayer-book
when they judged a Sunday was due,
said last rites ever the frequent vic-
tims of fever, savage arrows, or other
frontier mishaps. He set hours and
conditions of labor, leading the toilers
himself with mattock or seythe or axe,
and adopted the policy which another
captain, John Smith, had decreed at
Jamestown in Virginia some sixty
years before: “He who does not work
shall not eat.”

It was softly said that Captain
Foraker was a gentleman. of blood and
coat-armor, who had turned his back
on the silken court of England's sec-
ond Charles. Wihatever his reasons,
they must have been good ones. He
was the sort of man whe never had a
poor reason for anything.

On an evening i bright May, after
a bachelor-cooked supper of venison
and hoe-cake, Captain Foraker ven-
tured outside the stockade to taste the

spring air.

rmE setting sun poured rosy light
upon an active figure in buck-
gkin shirt, leggins and moecasing, and
wide, ﬁﬁplumee hat. The walet was
irt with a long rapler and a well kept
intlodk pistel. Captain Foraketr's
§i_!f1¥ blaek halr was long, and so were
his tanned fage and his proud, lean
nose. He shaved his chin, and so
looked less than his thirty-six years,
but his mustaches showed as sharp as
his swerd, Bis wits, of his Blask eyes.
He hummed to himself a song by
John Wiillmot, whom he had known in
England when both were ladis:

ast life is mine m more,

All ﬂy yF

he s aie ol
Ltke aEmﬁy dreams g{v'ﬁ o'er,
Whese W are kept in store

By meniory slone.

Welll, he reflected, John Wilmot
was now Earl of Rochester, and he,
Nele Fomaiar, chief of a desperate
and forgotten garrison in the wilder-
ness. Nobody at home could say for
sure where that garrison was—in
southernmost New England, or north-
ernmost Virgimia, or neither, ,

STORIES

But Foraker was not daunted or dis-
pleased, He had done wonders—a fair
harvest last autumn, a good-spirited
and healthy following and now, after
a cold winter's skirmishing, honorable

eace with Sangunga, chief of the In-
ian tribes about him,

And the air of the land was sweet,
and a gentleman could take a stroll in
finer woods than environed London,
wnt?out hearing aught to wvex his
soul. , , ,

But in the midst of Nefe Foraker's
reverie, that same sweet evening air
was rent by a loud cry, the cry of a
woman in mortal fear and pain.

He did not pause to listen or decide.
His hand flew to his hilt, and his moc-
casined feet were speeding befaore the
echo of the scream had died. Crashing
through a scrub thicket, squeezing
otterlike between close-set trees, he
sprang across a dryé brook course and
came out upon a bend of the fwillt
trail, eyes glaring and rapier eut,
ready for use,

Four figures panted and struggled—
three naked Indians, one white woman
in dark kirtle and white cap. She was
thrust down upon her knees by two
assailants who held her by arms and
throat, while the thied lifted a war
hatchet.

Before any of the group saw or
knew he was near, Nele Foraker
sprang in among them. Wiith the
rapier’s heavy basket guard he upper-
cutted the Indian with the hatchet and
knocked him spinning into a clump of
early thistles, The others released
their prey and shrank befere the
;hrgatening point, Foraker knew them

ot

“Dogs and liars!” he roared in their
tongue. “Is this how you respect the
pipe-smoking, the promises, that
passed between your chief and me?
Are you not bound to a truce with
white imen?”

The woman rose shakily to her feet,
and the Indians fell back from her,
sidling around Foraker as though to
keep between them and her.

“JerdiA"” stammered another of the
Indians, “ "

“Do you call her evil spirit, you rank
simple heathen?" Foraker roared, “She
is but an English lass, and—" He
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broke off, before he added that she
was a young and lovely one to boot,

“We break no peace,” the third In-
dian ventured to plead. “She is not of
your people, though she seems so. In-
deed, she was cast out by the English
who dwell by the Great Water, and
came to this country as a fugitive,
with us hired to carry her posses-
sions.”

BROWN hand pointed to where
two canvas-bound packs had
fallen at the trail’s edge,

“You walked hither from the sea,
without horse or cart?” Foraker asked
the young womnan in English. “Brave
lass!” Then, to the red men: “Your
offense is the sorer hecause you turned
against one who paid for your good
services,”

_“SHeeissjfpebi—a sgitit] aadbeneon’im-
sisted one of the two standing Indians.

“We found her alone on the trail,
walking this way, stooping beneath
her bundles,” the first spokesman has-
tily explained. “By signs she let us
know that she was in danger from the
Engligh. She offered us things—a
shiny glass that shows back the face
like still water, a little knife with a
blade that folds, and a string of red
beads from her neck. We thought to
bring her te you.”

“Go on,” prompted Foraker, with-
out lowering his ready rapier.

The Indian continmued:

“We started—three days ago. We
were five then. After our first night’s
camp, we were four, The man left on
guard sat dead by the fire, his face
drawn with fear, no mark on his body.
We wondered and grieved, but did not
stispect. Burying our friend, we came
another day's journey. That night,
another sentry died, We kept up our
march, Knowing we were but a few
steps from your fort, we did not stop
to camp this evening, and then we
learned—"

The moon was rising to replace the
sunken sun, and by its pale glow For-
aker saw the fear on the dark face of
the savage, as he hesitantly paused.

“She began to moan and breathe
heavily, as if in pain,” he went on in
a low, hushed voice. “Then she trem-
bled, and fell on her knees. And from
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her body rose something misty, that
began to take terrible shaps—"

He broke off again, and quieted his
shaking limbs. “Had one of us been
alone with her, he would have died at
its touch, But we took courage from
one another, faced it holdly, and it
vanished. Then we sought to kill her
for a wicked sorceress.

The brave that Foraker had knocked
down scrambled back to his feet, Yell-
ing fiercely, he hurled his ax. Foraker
dodged just in time, spun swiftly to
meet a rush, His ready rapler stabbed
through the biceps of ene of the sav-
age’s arms. The warrior dropped a
gpife and drew away, the fight out of

im,

“Begone!” Foraker ordered the In-
dians. “This is ill doing for those who
call themselves my friends, Tell your
chief that I require satisfaction at his
hands.”

He glared the Indians off the trail
and watched them slink away among
the trees.

“And now, mistress,” he said to the
young woman, “what have you to say
to this talk of a monster rising from
your body to slay savages?”

“*Tis true,” she replied. Her words,
the first he had heard from her lips,
were soft and level, and he liked the
sound of her voice. "I am—I suffer un-
der a eurse, good sir. Perhaps *twould
be better if yonder Indians had
risen—"

Foraker thought her hysterical. He
brushed aside what seemed the begin-
ning of a strange, mad confession.

“Not so. Come to the fort.” Then
he remembered his manners, doffed
his hat and bowed with all the grace
of a courtier, “I am Captain Foraker,
at your service, fair mistress.”

*I am—Melison Hargrove.™

She paused, as though she expected
the name to tell him something. But
though he seemed to have heard it
long ago, he could not remember
where,

“Captain,” she went on at last, “do
you truly offer me 7

“Aye, do I, and comfort withal
Come, before those red fools have
other nightmares and bold us to a¢-
count.”

He sheathed his rapier, hoisted hex
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two bundles, and so led her to the for-
tified settlement of Hobdene,

CHAPTER II
Nighr Avtack

‘NEW white face was novelty
enough to set every Hobdenean
staring, but Foraker had other things
to do than make introductions. He
issued erisp orders to the throng who
loitered around the trail gate in the
still evening.

“Imside, all! Fetch a supply of
water, for siege. Drive the stock with-
in the walls, Winford and Sallet,
mount guard at the gates, and Figg to
the lookout tower. The peace with the
Indians is at an end, I fear, for that I
stood by this damsel.”

Men in leather jerkins, women in
patched homespun, barelegged chil-
dren, hurried to obey. But a few re-
mained, a trio who leoked on the mew-
comer as if they needed no inmtroduc-
tion to her. A lank graybeard stepped
close,

“Aye, ’tis Mel Hargrove, ag I am a
true mam!” he cackled, “Mel, child,
happy these eyes to see you. Remem-
ber you my good wife here? And my
son Aran?” He gestured te a huge,
vacant-faced lout of a man, who ogled
and grinned. “You, too, were forced
to quit England, is 1t? You shall make
one of oufr family, Mel, and wel-
come=—="

But Foraker saw that Melison Har-
grove shrank from this greeting, even
as the Indians had shrunk from her.
He stopped the old fellow’s chatter
with a flourish of his hand,

“Enow, Geodman Greensheaf. You
have work to do, I think, like all of us.
Te it, then.” He tiurned and addressed
the girl. “"Mistress, I make you wel-
cofe 8 Mmine humble hut”

And he led her into the stockade,
and to his quarters.

The three Greensheafs watched curi-
ously, and somehow mockingly.

Foraker had a cabin midway of one
of the rows, small but snug, bullt ef
notehed logs with €lay plaster €hink-
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ing. In one corner, on a shelflike
bunk, an Indian bed of fir tips and
blankets was made up, A table and two
benches of split logs, a shelf with sev-
eral well-thumbed old books, a fire-
place, several bright cooking utensils
—these completed the furnishings.
On pege in the walls hung two mus-
kets, a spare sword, and some pieces of
armor.

“I make you welcome,” he said
again, and drew a brand from the fire
to kindlie a tallow rushlight, “Now,
before I %g‘fo mine employments for
defense, you net better tell me
about yeurseH—eoolly truth-
fully?”

The young woman sat on the nearest
bench. Her face was a pale ellipse,
with a lovely trembling mouth and
blue eyes as big as two-shilling pieces,

“IL am Melison Hargrove, and I am
three-and-twenty,” she said. “More
than that I—I know not how to tell.”

“Nay, speak as to a brother, a
father,” he urged. His thirteen extra
years seemed a great margin of age—
too great. “I saved your life today,
and I warrant you my friendship.”

She sighed deeply, and her words
were only a murmur, “If,” she tried
again, “if I said I was a—a witch—"

“Nay,” he objected at once. Years
ag6 he had read Reginald Scot’s “Dis~
couverie of Witcheraft,” and shared
that work's skepticism. “I am no
school child, Mistress, to be frighted
by old gaffers’ tales of puckles and
bogles. I pray you, deal honestly with
me

and

“So I strive to do!” she flashed back
with considetable heat. “You do make
me out a liar before I fiikdn™ Then,
mote cahmly: “The name of Hargrove
is known to many as that of witches.
My grandmother, the wise woman of
Devon—"

“Aye, so!” exclaimed the captain,
for he remembered now.

PENHE creepy tale had been stlll
M. fresh in his ewn childheed, ot
the woman whe had done magic,
fla%ued her enemies, and raised the
ol fiend himself in an old Druid lair.
Her name had been—Melisonr Har-
grove, And this, her namesake, was

a8 granddawghter,
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“You know about her, I see,” the
young woman sighed. “My father, her
son, was almost borne to the same
scaffold with her, but since evidence
was feeble against him, he was only
imprisoned. Later, during Cromwell's
wars, he was set free, and the charge
forgotten until King Charles came
back to his throne. Then it was given
report that I—I had a familiar spirit.
And that, Captain, is a hanging crime.
Well”—and ber voice as she finished
was almost bright—"if are master
here, the law is in your hands. Having
saved me, I give you leave to punish
Mme.

“Soft,” he made reply, filling his old
stone pipe and lighting it to gain time,

He mused over the shaky talk of the
Indians, their talk of how from Meli-
son Hargrove’s bedy had risen a spec-
terv terror. He came to a decision.

“You speak freely, calmly, of these
things,” he said, “ ‘Tis not the way of
the guilty so to do. If they are truth,
the truth is natural.” He blew smoke.
“I hold by Sir Francis Bacon, and be-
fore him with Thomas Aquinas, that
all things are of Nature., Who speaks
of the supernatural, speaks only of
matters beyond his grasp and ken. 1
pray you, what befell when the report
was. madie?

“I fled in a ship to Holland, and
thence to New Amsterdam, knowing
that the Dutch settlers made no great
matter of witches.”

“New Amsterdam is fallen to the
English, and is now named New
York,” reminded the captain.

“That happened while our ship was
still at sea. I landed at the dock, and
found myself suspected as a fugitive.
My case was looked into, A letter was
sent to England, and an answer came
that a witch-finder was on the way.”
She shuddered.

“Hum!” said Captain Foraker.

He knew -about witch-finders —
strange officials, knowing or purport-
ing to know all about magic, its dis-
covery and destruction. Some were
gincere, most were charlatans; all were
pald according to their convictions
afid executions. Such a person, armed
with a warrant and set on one's trail,
was apt t6 be a sere trouble,

“I fled again,” went on Melison

Hargrove. “I came here, hoping to
hide.”

“You did well,” approved Foraker,
*Hark you, I hold not by these witch
tales. I do think that your meighbors
at home might have shown you mercy,
and made study of your case as a won-
drous illness rather than crying out
upon you. As to the Indian story, 1
count it not a flly. Bide safe here, Mis-
tress Hargrove.”

He bethought himself of the Green-
sheaf family, of their mocking words
to the girl, and her patent dislike and
fear of them.

“As to these Greensheafs,” he
quickly explained, “They are new
among us, not over-pleasant or over-
useful. If they molest you against your
will, say but the word—"

But at that moment Melison Har-
grove sprang to her feet. She lifted a
hand, tilted¢ her head as though to lis-
ten,

“Danger!” she gasped. “Damgesr!)”

“Nay, I hear naught, and the sentti=
nelg-."

“The water gatel” cried the girl,
“Your guard hath dozed, and is
stricken down! Indians creep upon
us! Hurry, fight, or the place is
takem!”

She caught up his pistol from the
table, and rushed out.

ORAKER came after, drawing his

sword, Night had fallen, and
shadows lay thick inside the palisade
at the water gate. Half a dozen set-
tlers glanced up in wonder from their
stoops as the two ran past, then all
sprang erect to the roar of an explo-
s16A.

Melison Hargrove had pistoled a
big Indian, even as he tore the scalp
from the dead sentry at the threshold.

There were others, and upon them
Foraker fell with darting blade. One
he spitted like a Christmas goose, then
cleared his point and slashed open the
scowling, paint-barred brow of a sec-
ond. More of the garrison came at a
run, firing into the thick of the assamlt
with their muskets. The Indians gave
back, dragging their fallen with them,
and the little gate was closed and
barred.

“A night attack, shrewdly plammad}”
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snorted Captain Feraker, “Man every
loophole, and let the women load ex-
tra guns, Poor Sallet—he nodded, and
twas his last nod. Mistress Hargrove,
I do thank you fer your quick ear and
quicker hand. But for your warning,
I fear that Hohdene would have
fallen,”

“Sir,” she replied, “do you doubt
my witch power now?”

But he had turned from her, mar-
shaling his forces, Three watches he
set, s0 that no man got more than six
hours of sleep. He himself paused
only to don breastplate and steet cap,
and did not even wink the night long.
At dawn the Indians howled from the
encircling trees, and rained arrows
upon the walls and inte the emelosed
gfounds. The settler in the watch
tower was taken threugh the neck with
a shaft, and the man whe ¢€limbed wp
faifeplaee him was weunded a mement
ater.

“Stand to your arms,” cried Captain
Foraker, first to one musketeer, then
to another. “They will seek to carry
us by stkomm!”

“Miis all because of me,” said Meli-
son Hargrove at his elbow. “You had
peace with these savages until I came.
Better had I died, and found peace
myself. Even now, if ’twould please
you I will leave,”

He turned and smiled. “Nay,” he
told her gently, “’twould please me no
whit.”

And then came the attack, and he
had no more time for words.

The Indians simulated a second at-
tack on the water gate, but when most
of the white men turned that way,
then came the.real smashing charge

ainst the trail gate—a yelling cloud
ot painted, feathered braves, 6ver
whose heads flew a new blizzard of
arrows. Ameng the feremest stormers
was caffled a great pine trunlk, and
this they dashed Butt-first inte the

ate. It splintered the eross-spiked
imbers, and as Foraker hurriedly
formed a party o meet the new men-
aee;, 3 seeend ramming swing ef the
truflk gleared the way ter the 1ndians
te enter:

As at the water gate the night be-
fore, the captain flung himself into the
midst of the first attackers to gain en-
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trance. Again his sword-point found
a fierce enemy heart, and his left hand
fired a pistol into a yelling face that
forthwith exploded into a gush of
gore.

A tomahawk came down on his steel
cap, staggering him, but he wrenched
his sword from the dead warrior's
breast and fell upon the a=-wielder.
Friends came to his side, defending,
but this time the Indians did not flee.
They battled, sturdily and frantically
to hold their footing inside the gate,
and others pushed in to help them.

Forakers' men were being beaten,
Wiinford was down, dying, and so was
poor young Figg, Foraker himself re-
ceived a slash on the jowl that laid it
open. Yet he stood his ground, engag-
ing three Indians at once, He could
not give back, like the others. He was
captain. If his stronghold was taken,
the best—the only thing—he could do
would be to die fijhding.

7rHE Indians yelled in triumphh-
then in dismay. And they recoiled
before him, staring past him in un-
Indian horror and crowding back,
back, all struggling te be first through
the gate again. Feraker set his feet
wide for suppert, for he was swaying
with. weariness, ane panted, open-
meuthed.

Someone moved to his side, and past
—Melison Hargrove, in her dark gown
and white cap. She held up her hands,
chanting words that were neither Eng-
lish nor French nor any Indian dialect
Forakef had ever heard,

“Jestiif!” wailed a brave, one of those
Foraker had encountered in rescuing
Melison. And he added something
else: “Rigenbwme!”

That meant snake. Other Indians
shouted of hears, catamounts, bull
bison.

They ran, as from a horde of
such fearsome beasts. Survivors of the
fort hurried to repair the broken gate,

And then there was a rush and a
gathering around the slender, dark-
gowned figure who had changed dis-
aster into victory. Men, women and
children chorused their hubbub of
aimazed thanks, some of them on their
knees before Melison Hargrove, and
all trembling in fearful joy:
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“’ITmas twragic, blessed magic,”
chanted one deep-voiced musketeer.

“Aye!” chimed in his good wife.
“The bheasts were there, charging at
her behest one moment—then gone ¥

“Happy mine eyes to behold a mir-
acle,” moaned an old woman.

CHAPTER 111
Pipe of Peace

NLY four of the whole garrison

stood aloof. To one side stood
the three Greensheafs, father, mother
and son, They gazed at the pale face
of Melison Hargrove with- a cheerful
triumph, as though they alone shared
her secret.

The fourth who kept apart and
watched with stern wonder, hand to
bleeding cheek, was Captain Nele
Foraket,

Suddenly he raised his voice in a
parade-ground bark that silenced all
others and captured complete atten-
tion.

“Have I relieved any man of dhutty?”
he demanded. “Ewen as you vapor, the
Indians may be on us again! Back to
your posts!”

They sprang to obey, and he strode
forward to confront Melison Har-
grove,

"I will speak of this matter amon,”
he assured her gravely. "“You have
saved us once more, but this time I do
not know whether or not to thank
you'”

She bowed her head, and her hands
came together on her bosom in a sub-
missive gesture. Foraker plastered
rags on his wound and got back to his
work, but the Indians seemed to have
bad enough., They howled no more
from the thickets, sent not an arrow.

“Guard the gates, and keep a man in
the tower,” the captain ordered,
“When you go to planting, let each
man take his gun.” He beckoned to
Melison Hargrove. “Come to my
house, I would gquestion you.”

At his door a figure moved as if to
block them—Agran Greensheaf, huge
and stupid-eyed. Clubbed musket in

hand, he had sought the thickest of
the fight, yet was not wounded, not
even weary.

“If't please you, Mel,” he said, “I
shall serve you in any manner. 'Tis
right that such as we help each other."”

*Out of the way,” Foraker bade
him.

The big man met his captain’s gaze
defiantly.

“Out of the way,” the young woman
repeated, and Aran Greensheaf stepped
glumly aside,

Once within, Foraker fastened his
door with its big wooden latch. He
sat down at his table, but did not bid
the girl sit. His black eyes were puz-
zled above his patched cheek and hag-
gard face,

“E would I knew what to think,” he
said at last, heavily. “You spoke first
of a curse, an evil that came upon you
against your will. You said that you
would die to be quit of it, Fog a mo-
ment I thought—" He paused. ““Then
you showed terror to the Indians.
They spoke of bears, snakes, other
beasts, and fled as from Satan.”

“I launched a glamour upon them,
she replied. “Tihey saw, and feared.”
She gazed at him incredulously. “Cap-
tain Foraker, worthy sir! Did you—
not see—the aumiverelbs?

“I saw nothing save a posturing lass
and a cozened hobble of silly heathen.
Yet, 'tis true. The others of this fort
must have seen, They praised and
adored you like an idol, Was I alone
blind?” '

“Ofh, 'twas heaven brought me to
yout” she quavered, and fell to her
knees on the puncheon floor, humbling
herself to Fotaker even as the others
had humbled themselves to her. “You
saw no vislon, were not bemused or
affected by the glamour! You are not
blind, Captaln, Ne, rathef are your
eyes open beeause of your bravery and
goodness

“I pray that it be s0,” he agreed
heartily. “Get up, and truckle not. We
spoke briefly of your case before the
first fiight, Let you speak of it more
fully now. Sit, madam.”

She obeyed, and he heard her story
at length—the tales her father had
told of the sorceress-grandmother. She
spoke of her own womnderings, half
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fearful and half fascinated, about
those dread powers beyond the knowl-
edge of ordinary folk, of her own aw-
ful adventure when, at twelve, she first
drifted into a half-trance and was
aware that from her proceeded a great
and grotesque shape that frightened
all who saw it.

KNEW, from the first, that 1
M could order the spirit to do
mighty things,” she Gimished, "I never
tried—not until this night. The death
of the Indians on the trail was not my
deing, but thelr own mortal fear. Also,
I can sometimes know things that are
out of sight and hearing, even ia the
future.”

Foraker shoolk his head. "I do think
that this shadowy shape which comes
forth to vex you is but a delusion;
that your second sight is coincidence,
and that no mortal person ever read
the future aright. As to the Indians,
it was stirely their own poor spirit that
slew them. Remember that, when sev-
eral stood against it, they saw it with-
draw and vanish. Belike those who
just now dreamed they saw wild beasts
could have made a stand and brought
the vision to nothing.”

“And so had we all died,” she re-
joined. “‘Captain Foraker, I swear
that for the first time today I volun-
tarily evoked my power. Hitherto it
came npon me, like a fit of illness.
This day I did what I did because you,
sir, stood in dire peril and I could not
let you bide unhelped. But I had not
hoped’—her voice rose exultantly—
“that there would be one to whom the
vision would not come, whe could see
naught but empty air where others
saw ravening monsters. Captain Fot-
aker, you will be my sallwadion.”

“Fhat I hope to be,” he said, "Now,
list to my plan, I am a bachelor, with
employments enow beside keeping
house. Can you cook and sweep? ...
Good. I take you into my service, A
blanket slung midway on this reem
will divide it into two, We shall get
along famously.”

“I do thank you, brave sir,” said
Melison Hargrove.

She caught and kissed his big brown
sword-hand before he could know her
intention, or prevent her act.

At noon Melison prepared his din-
ner for him, and it was most sawory,
though simple. Even as he fimished,
the sentries called aloud that Indians
came, and he hurried out, tightening
the straps of his corselet.

But there were only three principal
chiefs—stalwart, blanketed men of
bronze, with heads shaven bare save
for scalp-locks in which were thrust
eagle feathers, Sangunga himself
walked foremost, holding up his right
hand for a truce, while his left bore a
ceremenial pipe of red stone. Standing
at the gate, Foraker gestured for the
trio to approach.

“Whhite chief,” said Samgunga
deeply, “we poor warriors cannot fight
against the jesdfi;, who commands the
mad beasts of the forest. Let 11s have
peace again.”

“Gladly,” replied Foraker, who ac-
cepted the pipe and drew a puff of
smoke from it. Tihen he turned.
~ “Melison,” he called, naming her in-
formally for the first time, “hither,
child,”

She came into view, and the three
chiefs made as if to run, but Foraker
held out his hand appealingly,

“Because of this white woman was
our truce broken,” he reminded, “The
pipe of peace must be smoked with
her, too, in token of good faith and
friendship.”

“Not with the jestiif ” muttered one
of the chiefs.

But Foraker insisted, and Melison
took the pipe, puffing smoke and fight-
ing to keep from making a wry face.
Hesitantly Sangunga smoked after
her, as though expecting to drop
dead. Then he stretched out a dark
hand and touched, first the steel-clad
shoulder of Foraker, then the dark
waool of Melison’s sleeve,

“Wihite chief, white squaw,” he
said, “let your children be the friends
of mine,”

Captain Foraker, at Melison's query,
said shyly that the chieftain had
wished them well and hoped that the
pieace would last until another genera-
tion,

“Tell him that it shall he so,” she
said, “and that we and ours will not
only keep peace, but will help him and
his ia time of need.”
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When Foraker had translated, San-
gunga and his two companions signi-
fied acceptance with a grunted “Ugh!”
as with one booming voice.

Then they turned and stalked away
among the trees.

The whites were able to turn again
to corn planting and hunting and fish-
ing in the creek Nhamawusk. At
nightfall, Foraker and his new house-
keeper had their evening meal to-
gether. When they made an end, she
brought him his pipe and kindled it at
the rushlight, and they smiled at one
another, But the next moment Meli-
son's face went blank and wan, and
she appeared to listen.

“Tell me not that the Indians break
peace again,” growled Foraker.

But then he, too, could hear—a song
by several muffled voices, outside the
stockade.

Cummer, go ye before, cummer, go ye—
Gif ye will not go before, cummer, let me,

Innocent enough to hear—but it was
not a song of innocence. Three quar-
ters of a century before, at North Ber-
wick Church in Scotland, that song
had been chanted by the demoniac fol-
lowers of odious John Fian, as they
made enchantments to overthrow King
James.

Who sang the song of witches here?
Now the melody took form of an in-
vitation:

Mel Hargrove, my love, come out beneath
the sky,
And ye ghall get a black fruit baked in a

pie.
Baked in a pie, love, and bowls of black
wine—
Come out beneath ths sky, love, and so we
shall dine.

Foraker was gentieman enough not
to swear in Melison's presence, but he
sniffed like an angry boar, sprang up
and went to the loophole that served
for outer window. He twitched aside
the pivoted wooden screen that cov-
ered it

There they danced and postured in
the moonlight, clumsily nimble, which
made them look all the stranger in the
pale corpse-tinted rays. Old Green-
sheaf, his wife, and his loutish son
Aran,

They saw the glow from Foraker’s
unscreened loophole, and scampered
away toward the woods, smickering
like children caught in a prank. When
the captain turned back toward his
own room, the door was open and
Melison Hargrove was nowhere to be
seen.

He dashed out.

“Have you seen my housckezpenr?”
he asked the first settler in sight.

But the settler had not, nor had any
others been aware of her. Foraker re-
turned to his quarters, buckled on his
rapier and thrust a pistol in his belt.
He took, too, a stout staff of hickory
in his hand, and strode out of the
stockade while all his fellows won-
dered.

In the clearing at the side just with-
out his cabin, the earth had been re-
cently loosened for cultivation, and
easily Foraker sorted the tramplings.
Moonlight was enough for any sea-
soned huntsman to see by. Here were
the marks of Greensheaf's feet, toed
in like an Indian’s. There were the
smaller flat ones of his wife. And
there were the deep moccasin-prints
of Aran, whose foot was the largest in
all Hohdene,

O THEY had danced in a ring,

and beyond the dancing spot went
the triple trail ot their retreat, No,
the trail was quadruple! A fourth line
of tracks came from the direction of
the stockade, and these were small,
slim feet, wearing shoes lnstead of
moceasins. Melison! She had joined
the Greensihesist

Foraker did not like it. He tramped
rapidly away, on the trace of the quar-
tet. When he came to the forest's
edge, the light was gone, but he bent
and saw how the four had come into
single file, making a lane through the
undergrowth that he could follow
even in the dark, He made slow prog-
ress for awhile and then, up ahead,
caught the glint of a five. He headed
for it, as swiftly and silently as he
could, and came up behind a tussock
of serubby willow.

Just beyond blazed the fire, not large
but intensely bright, It strengthened
as he watched, for Greensheaf’s old
hand was throwing in powder—per-
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haps lime, or 8 lime mixture. And
Aran had gathered great thick
branches for fuel, breaking them in
his powerful fists like straws. To one
side stood Melison Hargrove, with
Goodwife Greensheat at her elbow,
the old weman's skinay hand clutch-
ing the gifl’s neck from hehind. For-
aker thought that the grip was noet to
hold, bt to earess, and the faney was
horrible,

“We will not be spied on here,” said
the graybeard at last. “Mel, the for-
tune of our cult brought you to us.
The three of us make four now, and
others will come among us, others.”

*“The little children of Hohdene can
be won to us,” croaked his wife,

“Perthaps the Indians,” muttered
Aran, stoking the fire.

CHAPTER 1V
Tie WiiicdrFinder

ELISON'S face was rapt and

pale, like that of a dreamer’s.
She did not move or speak, Foraker
knew that her trance was lipoh her,
brought on, perhaps, by the activity
of these three grisly companions,

“Nay, not savages,” Greensheaf said
to his son. “They must be slain, driven
out to make room for us, In this wild
land we will thrive, we childeen of the
Old One.”

Foraker pricked up his ears. The
Old One—OIld Scratch, Old Nick,
Satan, master of witches. Wete these
folk serious in calling themselves his
children?

“Mel,” Greensheaf went on, “I knew
your grandmother. Foul fare those
who slew her! But we fled fo this wil-
derness where, though the way be
hard, there are no gibbets or courts.
Captain Foraker, the only law, is a
fool, who dreams not of our knewl-
edge and worship. We ¢an de what we
1ist under his IOﬁ% nose, until the day
gomes when he, llke all other enemies,
is everthirewn and we fule.”

“Amd bring others to our circle”
elaborated the wife. “There will be
food enow, land enow, for every sor-
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ceress unhanged in Europe—wilder-
ness enow for every Sabbat—all can
fatten here, and we be kings among
them.”

Melison plainly heard, but still was
silent and immeowalblke. Foraker
scowled. Here was the will, if not the
power, for evil anarchy. Could the
New Wairld be given over indeed to a
devil's rule? How would this unsawory
knot manage it? Wihat did they expect
to get from Melison? Even as he won-
dered, he heard the guestion smswered.

**T'is your place, Mel, to befool that
captain,” urged Greensheaf, “He loves
ﬁou even now, Speak him fair, sweeten

im—"

“Nay,” growled Aran. “Mel is for
me. You promised, Father.™

“Silence,” snapped the old man.
“Your time will come. Meammmihile—"

He nodded to Goodwife Greensheaf,
who thrust Melison forward. The girl
gazed into the hottest and whitest of
the fire,

“You are one of us now, Mel,” in-
toned the old man. “Prophesy for us.”

“Aye, prophesy,” echoed big Aran.

He tried to seize one of Melison’s
hands, but his father pushed him
away. For Melison was about to speak.

She lifted her face, so bloodless that
her blue eyes seemed dark by contrast.
Her lips stirred slowly, as though
throwing off bonds.

“Discovery is near,” she intoned
then,

“Discovery?” repeated Greensheaf,
“Triumph?”

Her head shook. “Nay, destruction.
We are watched. An >

“Aye, by the black dog!” snarled
Aran, and sprang to his feet. “’'Tis
Captain Foraker. He shall suffer, shall
die, if he spies upon us. Speak, Mel, is
it Foralker?”

His vehemence caught her atten-
tion. She met his eyes, as though at
last she wakened.

“Foraker?” she said after him, me-
chanically and breathlessly. *“He
spies? No, no!” Her voice rose wildly,
“Not Foraker! Harm not Nele For-
aker 1”

The watcher felt that he had waited
long enough. As though summoned
by the sound of his name, he thrust
himself forward into the light of the
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fire. His left hand raised the staff,
his right drew the sword.

“Is it true that witches fear
swords?”’ he cried. “I heard one of
you call me the only law here, Well,
then, I sentence you all to—"

ERE was a rush upon him from
all sides. Ceasing to speak, he
fought for his life,

Goodwife Greensheaf impaled her-
self on his blade, and her shriek of
agony was also of amazement. She
had thought she was impervious, that
she could bring his weapon to naught.
Wihatever the value of her witcheraft,
it had failed her. Even so, her skew-
ered body weighted down Foraker’s
sword-arm, while the two men closed
in from elther side.

He smote with the stick in his left
hand, and the elder fell with split
skull. Aran, bereft of father and
mother in two seconds, grappled with
the captain.

They strained and swayed, and Cap-
tain Foraker knew that this hobbede-
hoy was stronger, far stronger, than
he. Aran Greensheaf had no science
or grace, but by sheer weight and
sinew he foiled a leg thrust out to
trip him, broke a elutch on his arm,
would not be turned or toppled. He
stood like a rooted tree, a tree come to
evil life, with arms for branches and
elutehing fngefs for twigs. Despite
his struggles Foraker was borne back,
fell heawily,

The weight of Aran held him down.
The immense hands groped upon his
face, a thick thumb hooked into the
coener of his mouth. Foraker bit that
thumb, but Aran did not wince. His
other hand sought to gouge an eye.

“Yield ¥ thundered Aran.

Foraker bucked and wriggled, but
he could not throw off the adversary.

“Confess yourselff vanquished,”
growled Aran. “I will spare you—bu
swear on your seul to take my instruc-
tion—"

Something fumbled at Foraker's
walist, where his pistol hung. He tried
to snatch at the fumbler, but too late.
The gun was gone, There was a thun-
derous detonation, a fire-flash in his
very eyes. And the hands quitted his
faee, the hulk ef Aran tumbled side-
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ward, and the prone captain was able
to get up.

A second time Melison Hargrove
had killed for Nele Fotakee with his
own pistol.

She looked up into his eyes, and she
was not a dreamer now.

“Ihank- heaven you are safe,” she
breathed. “For a time they took ad-
vantage of my trance, but I cast it off.”

“Melison,” he said earnestly, “b
throwing it off, you have conguered.
"Twas when they sought to make you
betray me.”

“That I shall never do,” she prom-
ised.

The fire burned an honest red by
now, and they stood a little apart from
the three corpses, but close to each
pther. Foraker took the girl in his
arms and kissed her.

“Ihese stark-mad fools spoke one
truth,” he whispered. “I do love you,
and was fool not to know it. You love
me, too. You lied for me, even in the
midst of your trance, saylng that 'twas
not I who spied. Andl you killed for
me!”

“I dread to think it,” she quavered,
her voice mufiled against his buckskin
bosom.

“Amd I glory to think it. But prom-
ise me one thing. Abjure forever these
strange fits, whether they be witch-
craft or magic or simple doting sick-
ness.”

“They are involuntzury.

“Fight against them. Forbid them
youf heart and soul.”

“That I will do, I swear.”

He kissed her again. “Now go you
back to the fort. I will bury these
three, in yonder swamp. And tomor-
row we will journey together along
the road you came, Amoither fort lies
a day from here, and in it dwells an
ordained ministee, He will marry
us....”

ND so it fell out. Wien the
bride and groom returned, they
began their honeymoon with work.
Foraker, though captain, was prone to
workk as hard and leng as any corn-
planter in Hobdene. With a hoe he
ashed the earth, and Melison would
rep in feur seed kernels, lawghing
and singing the aneient jingle:

s *
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One for the blackbird, arnd one for the

Crow,
One for the cutworm, and one to grow.

As he labored, Foraker looked at his
wife and saw that her cheeks had
color, that the tight lines had vanished
from brow and mouth. He congratu-
lated himself, because whatever witch-
craft was, it was banished, or nearly.
Love made Melison happy and normal.
The black mystery would shed from
her like an old garment and be forgot-
ten. He, too, sang, and the words were
Thomas Campien's:

Tihere is a garden in her face,

e roses and white lilies blow;
A heavenly paradise is that place—

“Look, Nele,” said Melison
denly. “A troop of horsemen
come from the trail, and they
thither.”

It was early afternoon, and the sun
made metal glint among the riders
who, in double column like soldiers,
came toward the fields. Here and there
planters stopped work to gaze. For-
aker, too, glanced up.

There were ten hard-faced men, clad
in mail-coats and helmets, and at their
head rode a figure unarmed and ele-
gant, with plumed beaver and berib-
boned doublet—a courtierlike spark,
with pink cheeks, curved lips, tiny,
foppish mustaches and an abundant,
full-bottomed wig. But his eyes were
as black, as piercing, as Captain For-
aker’s own.

This leader swung down from his
caparisoned gray and tossed the reins
to an armored attendant. He advanced,
toying with his gilded riding switch.

“By heaven’s grace,” he lisped, “my
stirmise was right. Here she is—Meli-
son Hargrove, the witch I

“You have—found me!” she stam-
mered,

“Aye, the trail was broad enmow,”
the stranger nodded. “Not far along
your line of retreat was a fresh Indian
grave. We delved, and found a poor
savage—without a wound, but with a
famously frightened face. What
weapon save yours visits such a death?
Then another grave, farther along,
And last ﬁiﬁght we lay at a fort where,
said the foll, a lass of your deserip-
tien visited the preacher.”
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Foraker had ceased his hoeing and
now confronted the springald.

“Sir,” he said, “this is my lady wife,
Mistress Foraker, Ere you make free
to accuse her, name yourselt and your
business, I am captain of this fort,
and have right to know.”

“You are Captain Foraker?” The
cupid’s-bow mouth twitched into a
smile. “Meseemns I have heard of you,
as one who turned his back on the
royal court to seek his fortune in this
desert. And hath this damsel cast her
enchantments tpon you2”

Melison was trembling like a leaf.

Foraker shifted his hoe to the ready,
like a quarter-staff,

“Sir,"” he said again, “I demand that
you state your name and business, and
afterward apply yourself to the busi-
ness, leaving us to ours. Know, too,
that I like you not nor your face.”

E mailed horsemen muttered,

and two of them swung down, as

if to protest violently, But the ex-

quisite appeared te take no offense,

He tapped a yawn with the butt of his
riding switeh.

“Alh, Captain Foraker,” he sighed,
“many dislike me. If you will have my
name, 'tis Pancras Shawkin. My busi-
ness is that of witch-finder.”

“Wiitdh-finder!” growled Foraker.

“Amd, as you bid me, I shall apply
myself to that business, for under war-
rant of Sir Feancis Lovelace, His
Majesty’s governor of these colonies,
I have followed this enchantress
hither, I shall now try, sentence and
punish her.”

Wiith: a growl and a bound, Foraker
was at him. But the beribboned body
was tensed knowingly for just such an
attempt. The switch butt, lifted to
Shawkin’s face in such languid wise,
drove out like a cudgel, striking and
numbing Foraker’s fist upon the hoe-
handle. The tool fell to earth, and a
moment later the switch—it must have
been loaded with lead—smote him on
the temple.

Foraker staggered, recowvered, and
shakily drew his hunting knife, the
enly weapon he wore,

Melison cried cut, and sprang to
steady him upeon his shifting feet,
Two of the guardsmen alse ran in.
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They seized Foraker by the elbows
and wrested the knife from him.
“Welt done, lads,” praised Shawkin
lamguidly. “Bring him to yonder
stockade—the woman, too. There is
still much daylight, and we will com-
plete the affair before this night falls.”

CHAPTER V
“Pain Strony and Lasting™

T'HEY set up court with the know-
ing ease of o6ld hands. Some of the
retalners gathered up all firearms, lest
Foraker’'s friends dgive trouble, and
themselves mounted ready guard with
drawn swords and loaded guns, Others
dragged Feraker’s table inte the gpen,
alse a beneh for Shawkin te sit upen
iA his rele of prosecuter and judge.

Before him were set the silent Meli-
son, pale as death again, and the darkly
scowling Foraker. The ather settlers
crowded to gaze curiously and sus-
piciously.

The witch-finder opened a large
portfolio, filled with official-looking
papers. ~From the top one he read a
formal indictment, charging that Meli-
son, “forsaking the true laws of
Heaven and the realm, and hearkening
to the temptations of Satan,” had
dealt with a familiar spirit. That
through the spirit’'s means she had
caused illness and distress in England,
and that she had fled from the legal
consequences of that action, thereby
making the seriousness of the matter
the greater,

“To which the prisoner’s plea is—"
Shawkin broke off expectantly, but
when Melison kept silent, he prompted
her: “Guilty, or not guillty?"”

She closed her eyes, and when she
spoke, her voice was low but steady.

“Guilty.” *

The silence that fell was broken by
a roar of protest from Melison’s hus-
band.

“Sir, sir?" cried Foraker. *“Look
upon her—she knows not what she
says! She hath dreams, yes—trances,
yes. There is mystery here, perhaps
evil mystery, but none of this is her
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fa‘l']l}tl’ nor comes of her malice or ill
willl”

Shawkin was writing notes of the
proceedings, and from them he smiled
up, like a sophisticated schoolmaster
upon a dull youth,

“Handsomely defended, my brave
captain. Yet I dare think that you are
yourself deceived. This woman is a
notorious enchantress, as was her
grandmother, from whom she does in-
herit her familiar spiritand its magic.”

“Ihat does not obtain,” flung back
Foraker, “As well prosecute the child
of a cross-eyed murderer because he
has inherited the parent’s afflfiction.”

“I make no doubt that somewhere
upon her body is a mark,” continued
Shawkin. “A mole, belike, or a tag
or scar. A needle would draw ne blood
or cause pain. Such is the devil’s
mark. Search her, guards.”

A man-at-arms stepped forward, his
hand outstretched as though to seize
and tear Melison’s clothing, Foraker
stood in his way, ready to fight un-
armed, but Melison, herself, stopped
the indignity.

“I have pleaded guilty,” she said
calmly. “Wimt needs examimeation?"

“Such a mark, or such absence of
pain, proves naugthtt,” Foraker
snapped. From his own shirt-front he
drew a steel pin and stripped up his
sleeve. “Look! I will show that in
every person’s flesh are senseless
places.”

He chose a spot and drove the pin
deep into it, All gazed at him, and he
did not quiver. When he withdrew
the point, no blood came.

HAVE proved—" he began.

B “Aye,” broke in Shawkin, with
his languid mockery of tone, “you
have proved what I already suspected
when you so warmly defended this
;Nelllch. You, too, are witeh and war-
ock.”

“Let him charge that who dames!”
growled Foraker,

He took a step toward the table, but
guards at either side moved to fore-
stall him, swords ready. Others faced
down the knot of settlers who were
stirring and muttering, Shawkin
made more notes on his paper, then
laid down his quill-pen.
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“So we can deal with two cases in-
stead of one,” he ammounced. “Nele
Foraker, do you plead guilty or not
guilgy?”

Foraker's face writhed with amger,
his muscles swelled, but he did not
speak.

“Guilty or not guilty?” repeated
Shawkin, then pushed back his bench
and rose. “The law provides induce-
ments whereby a stiff-necked prisoner
may be brought to make reply.”

“Wiry should I speak?’ Foraker
flung out contemptuously. “You will
conduct the case to suit yourself, con-
demn me foully. Kill me what way you
will, witheut any help from my lips.”

*“As you plead net, my way is plain.”
the witch-finder told him. Then, to the
guards: “Unship the door from this
man's cabin yonder, and gather heavy
stones, We must press him.”

“Nay, is not my confession emswgin?”
pleaded Melison tremulously.

“My hand is forced, and the case
does not concern youe plea,” Shawkin
told her glibly. “Tiiis, youe husband,
stands suspect, and rudely refuses to
plead. What if 1 should release him
unadmonished?”

“I shall answer that,” Foraker raged.
“Once free, I would to my sword, and
prove upon yout knave body that you
are a walking parcel of lies, prettied
by ribbons and curls—"

“Lead him out,” Shawkin ordered.
“Give him the peime fortt et dre—
pain strong and lasting—as by amcient
statute governing those who flout the
authority of courts and plead not.”

Two guards drew Melison away, but
full four were needed to subdue the
sudden mad strugglings of Foraker.
They dragged him through the water
gate and to the side of the creek Nha-
mawusk.

In the calm evening they stripped
him to the waist, flung him down 1pon
his broad back, and hound him eriei-
form to four stakes driven into the
ground for the lashing of his wrists
and ankles. The door of reigh-hewn
Elanking was %taeed upon him, and

etd steady there by mmere &erds
strung across it. Finally, at Shaw:
kin’s command, stones were heaped
upon 1t; a hundredweight er mere,

“All this I de by process and de-

mand of the King’s law,” said Shawkin
once more, “Prisoner, you will He
here the night, to meditate upon your
rebellion. Wiitheut a plea, we cannot
try of sentence you.”

“So shall I go without irial or sen-
tence,” snapped Foraker, tensing his
muscles against the weight.

“Men have died ere this under the
peine fouit et dure.” replied the witch-
finder, one hand gracefully on hip,
while he twirled his mustache with
the other. “Youw, however, will last
some time. Tomorrow we will bring
bread and water—and more stones.
The same each day, until youe wilt is
broken, or your heart, of youe back
and ribs” He addressed the etaring
knot of onleokers. “Back, all of you,
to your cabins! Let one man keep
guard here, and another over the
witch, Melisen Hargrove.”

A LL departed save the sentry

posted, and Foraker, prone and
crushingly rock-weighted, could not
lift his head high enough to see them

86, . .

This was the end, Foraker decided.
He had always thought that his death
weuld be vielent, but he had hoped
that it would be quick and easy and of
value to others. Now his hopes per-
ished. He would linger for days, un-
der increasing weight and pain, to a
miserable end—unless he pleaded to
the charge.

But that he could not bring himself
to do, for honor’s sake. And he had
read in the delicate, cruel face of
Shawlkiim, the witch-finder, that
whether he called himself guilty or no,
he would be brought in the end to a
shameful noose.

Foraker set his teeth. He would
keep silence, though they stacked all
the boulders of Awmecica tipea his
stubborn limbs,

But what of Melison, who had al-
ready confessed? In the morning they
would surely hang her, perhaps within
his own sight and hearing. Of that
Foraker could not think. He moaned
f?;,?m himself, and the sentry ehuek-
ed.

Silence for awhile, Foraker thought
that the blood beat strongly in his ears
—or was it footsteps, echoing through
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the earth so close to his head? The
armed man' beside him brought his
musket to the slope.

“Wiho goes?” he challenged sharply
at the intruder,

“Friend,” replied a voice stramgely
accented.

An Indian, Foraker decided at once.
They had learned to respond with that
word of English, often the only word
they knew. He twisted his eyes side-
long and upward, and saw that
through the mooenlight stalked a tall
figure, its shaven crown garnished
with a single feather, it bedy wrapped
in a blanket,

“Friend,” the Indian said to the
sentry once more.

Foraker recognized the voice of
Sangunga, the chief with whom he had
so lately fought, then smoked the pipe
to restore peace and friendship,

“*Tis all right,” panted Foraker to
the sentry, though he suffered doubly
with the weight upon his chest as he
spent breath in speaking, “We here
are at truce with the Indians.”

“Pass, then,” the sentry granted,
stepping aside.

Sangunga lingered for a moment,
towering above Foraker’s prone figure
and gazing down,

“The white chief lies on a strange
bed,” he pronounced from the depths
of his chest,

“I am chief no more,” Foraker re-
plied, “but the truce we made holds,
Sangunga. Even when I am dead—"

“The white chief expects to die?
And his white squaw, what of her?”
Sangunga asked.

“She will die, too,” Foraker told
him, and felt like weeping to say it,
“You will see us no more. But keep
the truce,

“Ugfi! 1 keep the truce,” the In-
dian chief vowed.

The Indian strode away toward the
stockade, and through the water gate.

“You have done well,” the sentry
growled. “Ewven at New York and Bos-
ton, we have war with the redskins.”

“I have tried to speak them fair,”
answered Foraker. “Sangunga has
sense and honor. And now let me save
my breath, friend. I need it sorely.”

“Faith, so you do,” agreed the other.

And once more there was silence.

bends and we

CHAPTER VI
Last Frogiecy

o LOWILY an hour passed; or more.

The moon crawled slowly across
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He broke off in a strangled gurgle.
Foraker, lifting his head as far as his
ighted planks would let
him, saw a flurried mergm% of two
figures—a blanket-wrapped thing had
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stolen tip behind the guard and seized
him. In the scuffle, the blanket fell
away, and Foraker saw the great
naked bronze of Sangunga’s torso.

The chief’'s huge hands made a
clamping circle on his victim’s throat,
his arms knotted like constricting
snakes. So sudden had it been that the
musket fell from the hands that had
held it.

“Take carel” wheezed Foraker to
Sangunga. “Tiis other will fall upon
you!” For he remembered the shrewd,
gmashing blows that Shawkin could

eal.

But Sangunga neither sl%oke nor
ceased to strangle his prey. The body
of the sentry slackened, and Shawkin,
far from aiding his man, was tugging
the great stones away from the plank
that half crushed Foraker. After a
moment, Sangunga let the sentry drop
Limply from his elutch, and came to

elp.

The planking was lightened and
lifted away, the Indians’ knife severed
Foraker's bonds, The freed captain
got upon his shaky legs, breathing
deeply and gratefully, and rubbing his
numbed wrists and forearms,

“Master Shawkin,” he said at length,
“in whatever way you came to see my
innocence and freed me, I do thank
you for it. I would be ungrateful now
to pick quarrel; yet I say that unless
you set free alse my wife—"

“Nele, do you not know me yet?”
spoke a soft voice he knew and lowedd

A slim hand tore Shawkin's hat
away, showing him the oval face, the
blue eyes and trembling mouth of
Melison.

“Silence,” grunted Sangunga, from
where he stooped to plunder the un-
conscious guard of his weapons. “This
is no time to hug and magh your faces
fO%etheE. Come away into the forest,
betore other enemles learn 6f this
work and follow . .

S DAWN came up in bands of
rose and gold, the three paused
to rest on the mossy roots of a big
tree, many hours’ journey inte the
pathless depths of the wilderness. Aad
Foraker heard at length the reasen
and strategy of his rescue,
“L was held in our cabin,” Melison

told him, “and when all others were
gone to bed, Shawkin came to talk.
He insisted that I aid him in forcing
you to confess.”

“I'the devilt” growled Foraker. “For
the sake of his reputation, his fees,
he would hound innocent folk to a
miserable exndi!”

“Speak not ill of the dead.” Melison
cautioned. “’TTwas then, dear Nele,
that I strove once more to summon
that evil power, to pass into a tramce,
confront him with a dread shape in
seeming—"

“Did you kill him so?” demanded
her husband. “Nay, you should not
have done that. You vowed to me—"

“L say I strove. But, Nele, the
power did not come upon me. ‘Twas
as though my swearing of it away had
indeed vanished it. I was like any mor-
tal, free from magic and its help—or
harm. And then I remembered what
I had vowed, and whispered, 'Thank
heaven.' Then"—her voice rose in her
gladness—"tihen, like a player enter-
ing to his proper cue, in stole this
good savage.”

She paused, and thanked Samgunga
with her eyes.

“Nele, bid him tell on,” she begged
Foraker. -y

Urged in his own language, the
chief complied.

“Himmters brought me news of
strange violence to you and your
squaw,” he told Foraker. “Remember=~
ing the truce and its terms, that you
and I were to help each other, I came.
You, too, reminded me of that
truce—"

“Nay, friend, I spoke in hope that
you would keep peace with my people
after I died. I did not dream that you
would help me against other white
men.”

“A truce is a truce, and friendship
is friendship,” rejoined Sungunga, in
a tone of lofty reproof. “If you for-
got, I remembered. When I saw you
bound and oppressed, I paused to
speak a little and then I saw the whole
matter. Entering the stockade, I was
met by ne ene.”

“That is true,” nodded Foraker.
“My captor told the people to remain
in their cabins.”

“I went to your place of dwelling,
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and listened outside the blanket hung
over the doorway. Though I do not
understand the speech of the whites,
I could recognize that your squaw
was heing tormented by a certain
strange masn.”

“Shawkin,” said Foraker. “Go on.

“I crept in, and a thrust, of my
knife drank the soul from him before
he knew. Then, by signs, I set a plan
with your squaw, whose heart is that
of a warrior. While I guarded out-
side, she put on the clothes of that
strange white enemy-of yoeurs. The
rest you know.”

“Was it not wonderful ?” asked Mel-
ison. “We are free!™

“Tihat is true,” Foraker agreed.

E TURNED and spoke solemunlly
to Sangunga.

“I trust, my friend, that this will
not hurt you, or brmg war back upon
your tribe.”

“It cannot do that,” pronounced the
chief. “None saw me except the man
you name Shawkin whom I slew, the
guard who lost his senses without
looking upon my face, and you two
who are running away. The others
will think that it was enchantment.
If you go farther away to the west,
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where they will not follow, I myself
will give you food and blankets for
the journey. Your squaw has brought
your sword, and a pouchful of the
things you call books. I have this
musket I took from the man who
guarded you, and his powder-horn.”
He passed them over.

“It can be done,” agreed Foraker
stoutly, “Melison, do you fear living
in the unknown forests to the wesi?”

She shook her head. “I will love
them.” Her eyes took on a rapt light,
as though she saw glories far away.
“I gaze down the years, Nele. I see a
time when poor folk are no longer
wrongly tortured as witches—when
these settlements are grown and
spread and made a true home of free-
dom—wien the wildexness blossoms
into great gardens and cities—"

She broke off in mid-pfurase, and her
eyes turned to Foraker, full of trouble
and repentance.

“Allack, what have I done, prophesy-
ing thus? I swore to do ne more
witcherafit!”

He laughed and hugged her close to
him,

“’Twas no witchcraft. Any wise
and true person can see those same
good things in the time to come.”
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SWOET1H BARNES, W
was, as his neighbors put it,
“alone in the world,” was a
commonplace gentleman in his forties,
who had lived ever since his parents
died ten years before in a ramshackle
house on a by-street in Soho,
For some years he had fancied him-

oy

self zn artist, but he had given over
such pretensions long since. He was
now existing by virtue of a position
as keeper of accounts for his Uncle
Hermiz?, a halt mythical old man who
lived a secluded life in Wapping.
Barnes saw his uncle very rarely.
Sometimes over a year passed between
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meetings and the younger man had a
horror of this misshaped individual
who habitually wore a heavy ulster
and kept most of his face concealed
behind a beard and thick glasses, re-
gardless of the weather,

Barnes had long ago decided that his
Uncle Herman was very old, and
would die very soon, upon which
happy occasion, whatever was left
would go to Barnes, and he would be
free of the enerous task of earing for
the books, collecting the old man’s
rents, which were heavy and many,
and keeping his various properties 1
goed €onditien.

He did not know precisely how old
Uncle Herman was; he had scant
knowledge of anything about Unple
Herman, save that he disliked him,
which was not informative,

He had once been inside the old
man’s house, and had on that single
occasion been so upset by the curious
and malign things sheltered by its
walls that he had never since sought
to go there,

But it was gradually borne in upon
Barnes that there was one thing of
which he could he certain. Uncle Her-
man would not die. The old man
never became 1il, and he never aged.
He seemed as close to death as al-
ways, but he did not dle,

0O a man whose fund of patiience
was very definitely limited, this
was not a circumstance calculated to
make life more enjoyable. As he
neared forty, Barnes beecame more and
meore Irritable and impatient; as he
assed forty, he began to fall victim
g that feeling se common te mankind
of having passed the best part of his
tife, and He began te reach almest
frantieally for additional erumbs of
experience with whieh te enrieh his
existence.

Unfortwxnately, having llimited
means, Barnes succeeded only in ex-
periencing one frustration after an-
other, Experience which had the natu-
ral effect of still further increasing
his bitterness and anger, all of which
turned in his mind upen Unele Her-
fman.

Barnes was, howewver, not without
resources. After all, he had virtually
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complete control of Uncle Herman’s
rentals, and he could get along for
quite a while by deceiving the old
man.

The idea, so castially thought about,
developed into a determined thing,
and Barnes immediately began to act
upon it, pilfering small sums here and
;c-hefe and altering his boeks. accord-
ngly.

The success of his plan went to his
head, so that presently he found him-
self able to enjoy life in the manner he
bad hoped to know it.

He never bothered his head about a
day of reckoning, bhecause he had no
difficulty convincing himself that
Uncle Heemnan would certainly die
before he took the trouble to investi-

ate his affairs to such an extent that
the defaleations were diseoveted. In
this, Barnes’ consuming vanity was in
efror,

Afiter ten months of riotous living,
Barnes received a note sent by the
hand of a messenger boy. It was not
difficult for him to recognize the
crabbed, spidery handwriting that was
his Unecle Herman’s. He opened the
note with some trepidation.

My dear neplbew:

There is apparently some error in the
papers which you sent out last week. I
had meant to call upon you before this
time, but I now find that my time this
week is entirely taken up by research. I
will, accordingly, meet you in my library
at nine o'cdock one weel from tonight. Do
not fail me: I will not fail you.

Your Uncle Herman.

Barnes' conscience, which had lain
dormant ail this while, was roused at
once, Not by the sense of wrong, but
by the quick twinge of fear.

As Barnes’ fear was quelled, his con-
science returned to that pleasant dor-
mant stage once more. He understood
at once that somehow Uncle Herman
stispected his pilferings, and he knew
also that he could expect no indul-
genece from the old man, Having al-
ready committed himself to a life of
wrong-doing, he was not averse to go-
ing farther,

The nest step in his existence was
obvious. He must protect his own
skin. So Uncle Herman must die,

He spent a sleepless night thinking
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about some way in which to put the
old man out of the way. He had no
trouble at all convincing himself of
his essential Tightness, howewss, by
reminding himself of how long he had
waited for Uncle Herman's death.
How meanly Uncle Herman had paid
him. How miserably lie had lived.
And how he could not and would not
give up his new life.

That Uncle Herman’s death would
make him a rich man was not exactly
a deterring factor. And of course, it
was essential that Barnes would not
be caught.

FTER thirteen hours of thought,

he hit upen a dramatic device,
fiot precisely new, but at least worth
trying. He would send Uncle Herman
a gift, a cat with poisoned claws,

This device had worked so success-
fully in a mystery novel Barnes had
once read, that he ceuld not but think
it infallible. It would be necessary
also to obtain a cat that was not too
gentle, and that could be expected to
scratch Uncle Herman - before the
poison on its claws was worn off.

He had no soener hit upon this plan
than he set about putting it into exe-
cution. He encountered no difficulty
obtaining just the cat he wanted from
an artist acquaintance of his living
nearby. Aa undernourished, half-wild
creature, which he took te his home
and immediately prepared for Uncle
Herman,

He washed the animal, being well
scratched in the process, then filed
small furrows on its claws, having first
lashed the creature to the table, and
finally poisoned her claws. Into a box
she went, and over to Uncle Herman’s
house by messenger.

All he need do was sit back and
wait for word of his uncle’s death,
whereupon he must at once retrieve the
cat, scrub her claws thoroughly, and
pose ag Uncle Herman's sole mourner,
He promised himself that he would
enjoy cleaning up the old man's gueer
house.

In three days Uncle Herman was
dead.

Barnes was summoned at once. He
had no difficulty taking care of the
cat, and, being a plausible talker, he

had no difficulty convincing a jury
that his uncle might have sustained
the festering scratch from almost any
one of the strange, ancient things in
that labyrinthine house in Wapping.

Barnes appeared modestly sorrow-
ful, he made a good impression upon
the coroner. He gave the appearance
of being profoundly shocked at hear-
ing testimony of his uncled neighbors
that Uncle Herman had been a very
wicked man indeed, a bad man, who
practiced magic and held consort with
devils and undoubtedly attended the
Black Mass.

This had come from a portly woman
who had a cast in one eye aggravated
by peering too much from behind cur-
tains,

“Such is the punishment of wicked-
ness,” she intoned gravely, departing
from the stand. And blessed Barnes
with her gracious smile.

Naturally, Barnes was tremendously
impressed with his success. It was like
wine to his poor, dim brain. He moved
into his uncle’s house before the old
man was buried, and sat there gloating
over the old man’s corpse.

Barnes had never been a nice man.
This small success in his venture into
a life of evil had made him even less
likable. And to crown his venture, his
uncle's lawyer announced that every-
thing Uncle Heeman had owned was
to go to his nephew, Ellsworth Barnes,
without conditions. Of coukse, there
was the tax to the crown, but that
would still leave a comfortable sum, a
very comfortable sum.

The day after the funeral was the
day on the night of which Uncle Her-
man had expected to go into the mat-
ter of alteratioms in the accounts with
Barnes, Barnes had burned the old
man's note soon after reading it He
had forgotten about it, and, since
Uncle Herman was dead and buried in
an obscure cemetery not far away,
there was no further reason for Barnes
to worry about it. Still, to make quite
sure that his defaleations were for-
ever concealed, he had shrewdly
burned the altered books. 1t was on
this day that Barnes began te clean
the heuse,

Barnes had begun with the inten-
tion of starting in the attic, but



A GIFT FOR UNCLE HERMAN 83

that was so jammed with odds and
ends that he descended to the base-
ment filsor.

This was little better. He moved a
few things about—e xceedingly
strange things—ancient weapons, curi-
ous stones, a shuddersome bas relief
or two, and returned to the street
floor, where at last he got to the
library, which was at least in less dis-
order than the attic and basement. So
he began to clean up the library.

Being naturally a lazy man, he was
not hurried. He took his time, He
peered into one book after another,
and wasted time. It was not until mid-
afternoon that he became fully aware
of the faet that all Unele Herman's
books dealt in some way with black
fmagie. Seme of them guite blatantly,
gofne ebseurely, Many 6f them wefe
in Latin, whieh was Beyend Bafnes,

He grew interested and presently
fascinated, and by five o'clock he had
turned on the lights, attended the fire,
for it was January, and cold. And he
had begun to read one of the most
readable of the texts. It was also one
that Uncle Herman had apparently
read a great deal, for 1t was well
thumbed, and 1t margins were dotted
with coplous notes,

That any sane person could believe
in such a hodge-podge of curious
superstitions was incredible to Barnes,
but he could not put the book dowmn;
he read on.

He read about familiars, a chapter
his uncle had very definitely under-
lined. In one portion of it he chanced
upon a reference to habitation of a
suit of armor by a famitiar. He could
not help thinking of the suit of armor
that stood just inside the frent doof,
in the wide, dark hall,

If he had been a nervous man, he
would have been stirred at the
thought. For the hall was very dark,
and the house was silent with that
silence which only an ancieat and
large dwelling can have. But Barnes
read on with singular detachment,
coming at last to anether heavily
E:fged chapter neatr the end ef the

o 1

He read this with increased interest,
possessed by a feeling that he must
know its contents, Not only becaiise

Uncle Herman had given it so much
attention, but for his own good, as
well.

But he was enlightened. He could
not believe in such ridiculous non-
sense. He could not understand how
}Jnc!e Herman could have believed in
it.

But of course, Uncle Herman had
been a strange man, and, according to
his neighbors, a bad man,

The body, naturally, ages, and little can
be done to change habitations, for no one
taking his own life can possess another’s
body. But if it should happen that by some
change an appointment has been made with
another, and death intervenes; then indeed
it may be possible to change dwellings at
the time of the appointment. There are
other ways, true, but none very successful.
The elixie of life has not yet been found,
and there exists no key to it. The Lord of
Evi! has not seen fit to prolong our lives.

All this and more had been heavil&;;z
underlined, and thickly annotated in
Uncle Herman's distinctive script.
The more he read, the more amazed
Barnes grew. He began to chide him-
gelf for having feared Uncle Herman
at all. He began to feel only contempt
for himself for haviﬂF been afrald of
gonsequenees, for having felt even the
least twinge of conscience at the old
fan’s death,

E CLOSED the book at last and

fung it carelessly to the filsor.
He looked at the clock and saw it just
beginning to strike nine. Fascinated,
a chord struck in his memory, he
watched and saw the clock stop still
as soon as it had struck.

At the same instant he was aware of
a curious air of waiting, he was pos-
sessed of the conviction that walls,
books, even the furniture were watch-
ing him with a strange, aloof air, And
he heard footsteps slowly ascending
the outer steps.

He waited almost breathlessly for a
knock, but none came. Instead, some-
one opened the door and walked in,
Listening to footsteps advamcing
down the hall, Barnes was not so much
alarmed as he was indignant; only a
lingering, vestigial fear of the police
prevented him from springing to his
feet and stalking amgrily to meet the
intruder in the hall. He sat still and
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waited, and the house waited with
him.

In a moment it was borne upon him
that the police would never invade a
man’s home without summoning him
to the door: not in England, in Lon-
don. But action on his part was too
late. He had only time to rise to his
feet when the curtains shutting off the
hall were thrust aside,

The suit of armor from the hall
stood there, a little bowed, as if in
obeisance.

Behind” it came Uncle Herman,
walking with his habitual businesslike
air, swathed as always in muffler and
great-coat, like a misshapen gnome,
coming straight for his nephew, say-
ing:

*Just on time, I see, I must thank
you for your gift, Ellsworth—that
wonderful body. I never dreamed—"

Barnes sucked in two short gasps of
air and crumpled into a dead faint.

The Metropoliitan Police spent two
futile nights watching at the obscure
cemetery where Uncle Herman had
been buried for the return of those
vandals who had obviously molested
the old man’s grave,

There was some wonder about the
footsteps. The trail away from the
grave with no corresponding trail
coming to it in the first place, though
the freshly-fallen snow would cer-
tainly have betrayed stuich a trail if it
had been there at all.

The other trail, leading to the grave,
was even more confusing. Clearly it
was that of a different man, carrying
something heavy. It was too confus-
ing and muddled for any paper to
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mention, but it bothered the police a
good deal, and Ellsworth Barnes, with
an unaccustomed gleam in his eye, ap-
peared at the cemetery and com-
mended the efforts of the watchers.

HE policeman wha. had been on
the beat for years was touched.

“Aiim*t it queer,” he said conversa-
tionally to his younger companion,
“but it beats all how that young
Barnes walks now, just like his old
uncle, all bent together. And he’s got
the look of the old fellow in his eyes,
too. Quite a bit different he is from
the day of the inquest when he was
like to fall all over everybody. I
thought him a nice, quiet-spoken fel-
low, but now I ain’t so sure.”

The matter blew over, inevitably.
Other people remarked upon the curi-
ous similarity between the Barnes of
today and Uncle Herman. In his gait,
his mannerisms, his strange doings in
his queer, silent house that seemed
forever peopled with strange, super-
natural beings all designed to do his
bidding—as they had done the old
man's,

As for the malicious old lady who
had given such damning evidence
against Uncle Herman at the coroner’s
inquiry: one dark March night while
she was making her way home through
a8 windstorm, past the edge of the
dark, gloemy house in Wapping where
Barnes lived, she received such a thot-
ough whaeking where it would de the
most good that she ate her meals
standing for three days. She was sugef-
stitious and made ne complaint, whieh
was a tribute te Unele Herman,
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why he meant to kill his Uncle
Lionel. He thought he knew of the
old man’s trafficking in witchcraft;
the Bible forbade that, and said a
sorcerer deserved to die.

Besides, Luke could use the money
he would inherit with his uncle’s
death, as sole living relative. Then
he could get away from this strange,
evil house and cease being dependent
on the whims and vagaries of ail
eccentrie ald man.

How hg hated Uncle Lionell—
hated his white, wrinkled face, his
sunken, watery eyes, his thin blue
lips. He hated, too, the disturbing
smile on that withered countenance
when old Lionel talked about the
money Luke would get when he died.
It was almost as though the wretch
knew what was in his nephew’s mind
and was mocking him.

So Luke had thought it all ovet
very carefully for many days, and
decided to act. The poisoned wine
old Lienel would drink as his regular
midday tonie, and the police would
say that his death was due to heart
failure,

Wihat a joke! AHl deaths, thought
Luke, are due to heart-failure, in the
final analysis. Quite a whimsical
notion, He laughed now, as he
mounted the stairs.

It was good to laugh again. He
had found little mirth here in the
gloomy house where for the past
year he had waited for his invalid
uncle to die. For Lionel Holland
was an occultist, and dabbled in cer-
tain realms of knowledge better left
alone, Upon his retirement from the
splee business eight years age, the
old man had taken a leng sea veyage
in the East. His original ptan of rest
had evidently given way te a less
wholegsome plirpese, for when he re-
turned he Breught many erumbling,
gueerly heund beeks, ahd this H@W
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Luke Hollang had not learned very

much more himself. It was what he
suspecttell that now made him so
afraid.

His uncle was a very peculiar man.
During his years’ stay in the dwel-
ling, Luke had seen his elderly em-
ployer infrequently, for the old
invalid stayed upstairs in carefully
locked chambers. Luke’s duties con-
sisted merely of preparing meals, ad-
ministering his uncle's medicine, and
discouraging all callers. The meals
were sent tip on & dumbwaiter, a
speaking-tube served for infrequent
communieation, and Luke was left
with plenty of time on his hands to
think=and to listen.

HAT was the old fool doing
up there? Why was he so
gecretive? Amd what were those
noises from the locked chambers?
From the second floet, on recent
evenings, had come the grating that
accompanies the epening of long-
gealed windows. After that he had
heard a feasured ehanting, swbdued,
yet resonant. The lew, seareel aud-
ible litany seetned te strike Luke’s
straining ears like the insistent beat-
ing ef primerdial jungle drums. His
dhele was %aymg——m Agt 8 any
geds Luke kiew. These were aider
g@d%; for whe But the Anefent ©H€§
emanded sacrifice?

One day, in response to written
orders, Luke had procured three fine
white roosters and sent them up, still
alive, on the dumb-waiter. That night,
after endless brooding and a strange
ordeal of anticipatiom, his troubled
vigil was disturbed by the shrill
screech of a butchered fowl. There
was the clatter of a heavy knlfe, the
vibrant beating of blood-dabbled
wings, fellowed by shert sllence and
then the muttering rise of a prayer.
The windews groaned open frem
abeve,

It was then that Luke became cer-
tain his imagination was playing him
sorry tricks. For he smelt the reek
of heavy incemse drifting down into
the room, intermingled with the odor
of fresh blood and somettiifmy else,

There was an alien scent his nos-
trils could neot name, and which his
brain dared not, It was the stench'
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of a carrion thing, summoned to ac-
cept a blood offering—and it was not
an olfactory but an atavistic sense
which told him what was answering
that prayer and sacrifice.

Luke shivered in his bed, as pres-
ently the feeble yet immeasurably
potent ritual was resumed. Even his
shocked and half-dazed mind dared
not credit that final dread suspicion
—that now there were two voices
chanting instead of one.

But when Luke felt the massive
timbers of the house shake beneath
that lumbering tread, when he heard
the whistling wind from the harbor
howl through the upstairs rooms in
answer to that gargantuan footfall,
he knew what must be done. A black
tryst, a scarlet sacrifice; those mock-
ing sounds from the eelling must be
stopped. His unele was practising
sorcery, How much longer must he
be pent up here in this retting eld
heuse, prisener and slave of that
SOreereus menster?

A monster may be killed. . ..

Luke thought about it the follow-
ing night before he sank into the
noxious nightmares that now lurked
in slumber.

A monster should be killed. Witches
and wizards must die. . . .

The next night the scent of incense
pervaded the house. Luke’s sleep
was interrupted by the trickling
whispers that slithered fearsomely
down through the ceiling. Then again
that lumbering, far-off tread of gi-
gantic feet—or hoowes. He remem-
bered the open windows and lay
awake tintll dawn brought the sanity
of sunlight,

I will kiW him. I must, . ..

AT was when Luke Holland
began to plan, and got the fly-
paper, and tampered with the dumb-
waiter so that now he personally
must earry the meals and medieine
upstairs, He planned, and acted, and
all the time he thought, He theught
abeut hew he hated his unele, and
about hew he feared the legends ef
New Engiland ehildheed that speke
of witeheratt and the nauisesus Beings
that eeuld be summened from afaf.
He theught of hew he eeuld use his
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uncle’s money, and he thought of
how the pious were enjoined to des-
troy wizards and warlocks.

So now Luke Holland went up the
creaking staircase with his tray.
There was a merry little tune hum-
ming withian his head:; a whimsical
phrase of catchy musie that tinkled
gailly to the rhythm ef his peunding
pulse,

“Kill him, Kulll himn, KULL HM!”

A surge of confident elation seethed
in his veins. Never had he felt more
alive, more powerful. He was the
Angel of Death, His feet moved In
8 set cadence; his pulse beat in har-
mony, his very eyelids blinked to the
rhythm of that tinkling tune which
beat inte his brain.

“Kill, kill, kill, kill him!" N

For the first time in months Luke
Holland’s face wore a peaceful and
contented smile,

1

TI—IE big black door swung open,

and he was In the room. His
unele was sittlng by the table, a
faint smile en his withered coun-
tefanee. 1t was all Luke could do
te prevent himself from answering
that smile with a burst of triumphant
laughteE.

His uncle did not know about the
little tune in back of Luke Holland's
head; the little tune that was rising
to a sure, swift climax,

Luke tried to master his elation,
He stared at the huge, oldfashioned
chamber, with its oaken panels shoot-
ing up toward the ceiling. It was
furnished in a fashion popular fifty
years ago—iilled with great malhog-
any chairs, cumbersome sofas, and
massive tables. The walls were ranged
with boekshelves stuffed with tomes
of a size and age commensutate with
the foom's general atmosphere. It
loeked sane eneugh, that room, but
there were others further on behind
the lecked deers. Mad things lurked
in the sealed chambers, just as the
faad tune lurked in the sealed eham-
Bers gf Lulke's Brain. And mad things
lirked new in the faee ot ald Lienet
Helland,

The invalid had changed terribly
in that last shadow-shrouded year.
His face had become deeply reticu-
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lated, so that wrinkles shot from his
eyes like the strands of spiderwebs.
His mouth was-a toothless black slit
in corpse-white skin, and his pallid
face was framed by the dank locks
of silver hair that hung below his
brow. Luke, gazing upen that coun-

tenance, was reminded of the
mummied visa of soeme long-
interred Mongel eenguersr.

Old Lionel was dressed in a black
robe that hung limply over his
dwarfed, stooping shoulders. It was
embroidered at the breast with a cres-
cent moon design in leprous silver.
That was the only note of life in the
figure—that and the old man's eyes.

They were blue and deep like the
ice of polar seas, and they seemed
tinged with a peculiar and disturbing
awareness. Luke, meeting them, felt
some of the elation oeze from his
veins; the eyes gripped bis gaze and
held it as it in sofe way they bhad
the pewer to drain all seerets from
his fmind, Twe blue wmagnets, they
were, Luke shuddered as he theught
6f what these eyes hmist have leeked
8A iA past meenless nights.

Abruptly he jerked back to con-
sciousness. Mo time for fancies now,
for he must act. The old man was
speaking.

“Tihank you, Luke,” said Lionel
Holland. His voice disconcerted the
youth queerly; it seemed te come
from far, far away—irom some source
infinitely behind the shrivelled lips
purperting to utter the words.

“No trouble at all,” Luke answered,
forcing a smiile.

“You have been most kind and
patient with me of late continued
the aged recluse, quietly. His woice
was a droning purr, but those search-
ing eyes never left his nephew’s fage,

“I shall remember that kindness
when I die, which will be very soon
now—I am told.”

Told by what? Luke shuddered at
the thought.

“Seon I shall finish my experiments
and will be ready to go.”

UKE couldn’t keep his eyes from
his uncle’s hands, They were
fumbling with the filled glass now.
The long, skinny fingers twitched

like the tentacles of two tiny octopi.
His uncle was "ready to go,” in just
a moment, if he would only raise
that glass. In just a moment Luke
would be free—free of those eyes
which stlil stared ceaselessly into his
owa.

“You are so impatieat, my boy,"”
said the old man. Still that grim
mockery lingeted in his tones, “Too
impatient, I fear. Too hasty. You
really should think matters over be-
fore taking drastic steps. If you
should ever get the idea of hastening
my demise, for example, before 1
have coempleted fﬂif experiments, it
would be impessible for yeu te es-
eape. Yeuw realize I have learned
fany eufieus things.”

He suspected! A pang of icy fear
went through Luke. But no, his uncle
was raising the glass to his lips,
Theee inches more and . . ,

The hand holding the glass stopped
in midair.

“Are you il1?"” the old man de-
manded, staring at Luke. “You look
like a corpse. What's the mattten?”

“ft's nothing,” Luke muttered,
Wauld the old fool never drink?

“Here!” Lionel reached out a
slender, blue-veined hand to a nearby
table and picked up a small glass
tumbler. - “Take some port with me
befere you faint, you ninny. Go on
g6 oA, pour it out,” he commanded,
85 Luke hesitated. Was this some
trap?

Apparently not, for although Luke
watched carefully his uncle made no
attempt to switch glasses. Instead
he walted impatiently for Luke to
finish pouring the red wine from the
decanter, Togeltther the two raised

lasses to thelr lips. Only after Luke
Rad drained the tumbler did he real-
ize that his uncle’s glass was still
filled,

Instantly fear lanced through him.
He put down the tumbler quickly,
staring at his uncle with bloodshot
eyes. The old man deliberately tilted
hig glass and poured his wine to the
floor,

“Why did you cut the rope on the
dumbwaitey?” he asked very gently.
“Did you think you could murder
fme, Luke?”
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A wizard. The old man was a
wizard! He had stared into Luke’s
eyes with his own ice-blue orbs and
read the secrets of the mind behind
them. Lionel Holland was a ‘wizard
and this was proof. Something he
had read swam into Luke's mind,
“Theou shalt not suffer a witch to
live. , . .7

He tried to speak, but only a low,
choking gasp came from his lips.
Little flecks of foam appeared at the
corners of his mouth.

“You fool, Luke.” The old man's
voice was mocking. “You're a super-
stitious, wicked fool, like the rest of
your breed. Only I, the black sheep
of the family—have had the strength
to throw off the weakness in our
blood. There's genius, but there’s de-
cadence, too. Youe righteous ances-
tors were white sheep, bleating in
thelr pulpits. I am a black sheep,
and I have had the coueage to learn
that a black sheep can be sacrificed
in return for certaln boons. And now
you, the last little superstitious, de-
cadent white sheep, ecome seeking o
slay me.”

E LAUGHED gently, and Luke

knew he was quite mad. Luke
was mad, too—he felt that something
had happened to his body, numibing
it to iee that bit like needles at his
threat. He .gasped': “Have you-—
peisened me?

“I took precautioms. Poison? No,
nothing as crude as that; not your
stupid trick here. I've dealt with
you in a manner I learned from my
experirments. Experiments with life
and death, Luke, and with that
strange trace of life that remains
after a body is dead. D'you know
what tetanus is, Luke?”

The younger man did not answer,
He was staring horrified at his uncle,
his eyes all whites.

“I suppose you don’t. It's a con-
traction of the muscles, like migor
mortés, only that comes after you're
dead, That is—it usually does.”
Lionel Holland smiled, tapping the
arm of his chair with withered fin-

ers, "I wonder what polsen you piut
A my glass, Luke? Sirychnine? That
gauses tetanus, you know; tenie te-
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tanus, in whidh all the muscles of
the body are rigid. By experimaent I
found a drug much more effective
than strychnine. It causes miger
vitae—iihe: rigor ot life rather than
the rigor of death. Slowly gaur
musecles beeome rigid, and yeue body
becomes ngal zed. But net your
braln, Luke. You'll be able to see
and heafr guite elearly=when they
put yeu iR your eeffin*

A strangled cry burst from Luke’s
throat., For a moment he was no
longer Luke Holland, product of the
twentieth century—he was a fanatical
Puritan, stamping out the black and
evil foulness of witcheraft: the sin
that the Scriptufes cursed,

“You devil—you had powder at the
bottom of the glass you gave me,” he
panted.

He lunged at Lionel Holland, his
hands rising swiftly.

A mad rhythm jangled in his brain.
As hig fingers closed around the neck
of the startled old man the rhythm
screamed louder, into werds,

. “Thou shalt not suffer a witch to
ive.”

Everything dissolved into a red
haze, and nothing seemed to exist
but his famds, closing very slowly
around his uncle's throat. It was
oddly difficult to move them, and
they seemed strangely cold. He, threw
all his strength into the effort of
aink[ag@;{iﬁ fingers Inte the wrin-
kled It was queer his hands
were so celd and stiff—wvery queer.
He was surpeised te Hear himself
laughing gently and gquite insanely.
He foreed himself to step thinkin
and listen te the tude in his hHea
as he cheked and cheked. , . .

Then it was very still. The only
sound was the faint creaking of the
chair as Luke shook his uncle’s body
back and forth. He did not see the
blue pallor on the wrinkled face,
nor the bulging, agonized eyes. He
was trying to remember something,
It was very important that he fre-
member., Oh yes—he had it now,
Semething t6 do with a drug; with
Egralyals. Wihat had Lionel sgid?

lowly your fiscles become rigid,
rslyzed.”

and yeur bedy becomes
Rse. And

His feet were eold, li

P2
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his throat ached. Luke felt stiff all
over.

Suddenly the haze cleared and he
stared down at his hands gripping
the wrinkled throat. He tried to re-
lax his grip, remove his hands. And
-he could not: His muscles were
rigidly contrasted about the neck of
the dead man, as though in migor
MOTtis.

Luke began to whimper like a
hurt dog.

N HOUR later Luke Holland

still ecrouched over his unele’s
corpse In the big dark reom where
now the shadows crept away te secret
caverns in the night, Time after ime
he had attempted to free his fingers
from thelr grisly embraee, But te8 Ae
avail. They were deeply imbedded
in the rapidly eeoling fesh—ien
white links in a Aeeklaee of death.

He wondered how long he had
been lying here. Five minutes? No,
an age, a century, seemed more ac-
curate. The dull ache in his throat
had increased, and the strange cold
had penetrated his knees.

It was apparent that he could not
free himselt from the ghastly grip
without tools to assist him. At the
thought hope shot through him. Why
hadn’t he thought of it before? He
must get rid of the body. A knife
would pry his fingers free,

Luke tried to crawl to his feet, but
fell heavily. His legs were encased
in blocks of ice. Breathing in hoarse
gasps, he hitched himself lalboriously
on his knees, painfully dragging his
monstrous burden behind him, There
seemed to be no knives in his wicle's
room; he dared net waste time
searching further,

Into the hall he crawled, dragging
the ghastly prisoner between locked
fingers. Down the great staircase he
clambered. Almost at once he lost
balance and plunged forward, wheez-
ing. Down they came, dead and hallf-
dead together, And slowly, slowly,
Luke felt the ley tide of doom creep
threugh his veins.

How could he handle the kmife?
His feet were useless; his hands
trapped in their frightful grip of
hortor, Yet there remalned his mouth;
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he could grip the hilt of the knife in
his teeth and pry his fingers free.

Blood smeared his face before he
managed to drag a kitchen drawer
from its place and let the cutlery
cascade to the fllwor. There it was—
a slender-bladed carving knife, Now—

He deliberately rolled over on the
floor until his lips Hnushed the bone
handle of the knife. The dull ache
had subsided from his throat now,
but there was a sensation of icy cold
in his jaws, . .,

He could not open his mouth! The
jaws were rigidly clenched! The
musciles werked in hard knots, the
knife lay mockingly against his lips,
but he was powetless to grip 1t be-
tween his teeth. impecing, he
tieed to cateh it between shoulder
and cheek, but this was impossible.
And all through his body the cold
crept slowly, , ., .

Luke knew then that this was the
end. He could not leave the house,
chained to the evidence of his crime.
He could not eat, nor sleep, nor stand
erect. He was as dead as the corpse
between stiffened fingers; the corpse
with the mocking face that seemed to
smile tipwards In triumphant appre-
ciation of the grim jest.

What had the old wizard said?
That Luke’s body would become rigid
and paralyzed. “But not your brain,
Luke. You’ll be able to see and hear
quite clearly—when they put you in
your coffin.”

Luke visualized what searchers
would find when at last they broke
into the house. Two dead men, stiff
in riger mortis, the icy fingers of one
sunk into the cold throat of the
other. But ome of those menm would
be living witihiim that dead shell. . . .

“Noir gurgled the stricken mur-
derer. “No!”

And he painfully rase to his knees,
crawling along the floor with his
gristy Nemesis dragging behind.

E MADE the stairs, somsthow;

cut and bruised, with blood
flowing sluggishly from wounds he
could not feel. It took ages to ascend
the staircase with his monstrous bur-
den, and more than an hour to reach
Lionel's room with the open windows
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through which sea-borne twilight
seeped.

The icy bonds were tight on Luke
now. He could scarcely move his
stiffened body, and the hideous bulk
he dragged made his task almost an
impossible one. Very slowly he
crawled toward a window. He had
to make it. There wag only one way
to break the bond, {o sever his link-
age with the dead, Only ene way
to kill himself and net be buried
alive, A fall frea a height weuld
loose his fingews, kill him. He'd
escape the wizard's planned venge-
ance yet,

Somehow Luke propped himself up
against the wall, reached the window-
sill with his knees, and dragged the
smiling thing up beside him. Only
the ghastly thrill of triumphing over
his uncle animated him, for the cold
was gripping his heart new,. stop-
ping it. Soon he would be merely a
living mind in a dead body, unless
he fell out inte the street, guickly.
He must,

He stared down between his fingers
at the smiling sardonic face that
leered insanely upwards. He felt it
stiffen. Six hours dead, and rigor
moztss was actually setting in on his
uncle’s body. It was nearly as stiff
as his own. Luke wanted to smile,
but his face was ice, And now he
had to will himself to lean forward
and topple out, dragging the stiff
body with him. He had to. He {felt
the cold stop his heart, Now he was
only a living mind in a dead body.
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He leaned, plunged—tried to drag
the body after him.

TWNMEXT morning the iily-sum-
1™ moned police broke into the
Holland mansion and invaded the
second-story bedehamber. Thete they
found what had attracted a crowd
te the streets below—the body of a
man, dangling frem a windew, hands
elutehed 1A an inflexible grip ef
death abeut the threat af Lienel
Helland, Lienel Heltand’s bedy had
beceme wedged IR the narrew wins
dow-0pening; Figer mords had kept
it frem bBeeoming disledged and
sgquegzing threugh. Fef lg FP6F
meres had held buke’s . HF FH 68
the dead threat ot his Whele se tha
hHe had Bung theres 18 migalr, atiache
{8 fhe rigid Bedy of the 924 mah.

The mystery was never solved, and
the undertaker seemed singularly dis-
inclined to speak of what measures
he had taken to loosen the hands of
Luke from their iron grip.

The two were buried with modest
obsequies a few days later. The
funeral was for the most part quiet
and dignified, as befitted services for
one of the oldest families in .t
region. A brief disturbancs, how-
ever, was occasioned when a youthful
artist attending the funeral suddenly
went into hysterics over the rigid
smile on Lionel Holland’s face—and
because of a certain look he swore
he glimpsed in the glazed eyes of
Luke Holland as the coffin-1id swiing
into place,
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VOICES
in the
WIND

By

ROBERT EMIERICK

Awtiogr of “MHee Inreesittbbee"
M Whhigspar fronm the Gulf.™ etci

B ‘HE ship was making good
southing, for the wind was
fair and steady, and most

skippers would have congratulated
themselves on making such good prog-
ress.

“Red” Watson, however, was not
pleased. He was new to the ship; this
was his first voyage in her, having
taken the command at short notice to
replace her regular skipper who had
lfa,lle'n down a hatch and broken his
eg.

“BEess comimg. Do yow hear him
He® calling me, Fzaodtley"

Red Watson, Matséer Manimer,
Einds that Other Things Besides
Chickens Come Home to Roost/

Wikat displeased him was something
his mates could not see.

With his pale eyes cold under the
flaming thatch that gave him the name
of “Red” throughout the seven seas,
he paced the deck in a sullen temper
almost from the day the ship cleared
New York with a cargo of non-rush
goods for Matthewtown and ports in
the West Indies, From time to time,
he patised and eanted his head as
though he were llstening for seme
strange seund, far away and faint.

g2
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“Summerfield,” he questioned his
first mate, “do you hear anything in
the wimd?”

The lanky mate, red-nosed and
watery-eyed, was startled.

“In the wind, si?"

Summerfield shook his head and
covertly sniffed his captain's .breath,
A man given over-strongly to liguor
himself, he at once suspected the
promptings of alcohol in so senseless
a quesiion,

“I hear the creaking of the rigging
and the swishing of the wind itself,
sir,” he responded.

The captain’s brows fell still lower.

“Don’t lie to me, Summerfield. 1’1l
strip the hide from your bones if you
lie to me,”

E hesitated a moment, then with

an obvious effort like a swimmer
diving inte celd water for the first
time, he elaborated on his question
more theroughly.

“I want to know, Summerfield, if
you can hear words in the wind.
Waoinds like these, “You and your ship,
Red Waitson, will never see land
agaln’ Wands said over and over,
halt a dozen times a watch., You've
never heard them, Suummerfiid i

The Janky mate fell backward a
step and laid a lanky forefinger
against his bulbous nose. For a single
instant the nose seemed to suffer an
extraordinary paleness.
i;gPOd Lord, no! Nothing like that,

His eyelids blinked up and down
several times rapidly over his watery
eyes, His scrawny neck craned appre-
hensively.

“What does it mean, Captain? Does
it mean we're going to be lost with all
handis?”

“It means,” began Captain Watson,
and suddenly stopped,

Before him stood half his crew, and
in their van, standing side by side,
was Larson the big Swede and the lit-
tle, wizened, middle-aged cook.

Larson spoke first.

“The grub on disship,”he grumbled
angrily, waving a tin plate, “bane
swill. T tell—"

“It ain’t,” screamed the cook. “It's
good grub.”;

He stabbed a fimger dramatically at
the Swede,

“That hellion,” he went on shril]y,
“threw it in my face. I won't take it,
I won’t. It's that big, dummizr—"

Captain Watson. took one step for-
ward. He didn’t yell at his squalling
crew. He merely spoke, but the words
dripped from his thin lips like quiet
poison.

“I'm going to count ten,” he said,

and when I get to ten, I'm going to
begin laying open the head of every
man in reach. Omne—two—itwres—"

They began to edge backward, un-
easily. There was something in his
face told them this was no fooling.
The cook broke fiitt FHe began to
fun, 86 the captaln’s count mounted.
They wete all meving by then, all ex-
eept Larsen, whe stoed his ground
stiibBernly, staring at his ggef
with hard, e@m@mgtu@u% eyes.
teugh efew, many of whem had bleed
en their reeerds, LarseR was the
teughest.

“1ept” Hpished Red Watsen.

“&h é single §£s e reached 2 fid
HE 1ed i Wl’E ' pstien §e SWtE
QE BH g Re lime fB %@
WS S tnt BW 2K
gééé?ﬂ!é %ﬂ 81 ES EH
gﬁ’r Q QEF8§§ ﬂ%&i& ih &
wiashin

'Take h1m be]ow,” the captain or-
dered. “Deo what you can for him, and
if anyone wants o complain about the
grub, speak up. What, no grumibllers?”

As Larson was dragged away, the
captain said to Summerfield,

“I'm as tough as any man on this
ship, Mister. I've been around. 1t
won’t do any harm for my officers to
understand that, €00.”

He listened a moment to the wind,
canting his head in that characteristic
gesture, and as he listened, his bull-
dog jaw jutted out like an iron-bound
cape on the rugged coastal line of his
face. Slowly he turned until he was
looking full inte the wind, that fine
gtrong trade whieh was whipplng the
blue Gult Stream into white-trimmed,
vivid life, and he spolke teo the wind
as theugh te a material being.

“You saw what I did to Larson? 1
do that to everything that crosses my
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path. And I mean to take this ship to
port regardless of hell and mam?”

RNING to Summerfield again,
he saiidi:

“Send the carpenter aft. Tell him
to bring a hatchet, a jimmy, and a cold
chisel.”

Wihen the carpenter appeared on
the quarter, Captain Wataon pointed
down the hatch to his own cabin.

“Omn the bulkhead,” he said, *“you
will find a wooden medallion — the
face of a black man. Remove it. If
necessary, chop it off. But get it offf!”

He then smiled at Summerfield with
smirking sattisfaction.

“A woman's face, now,” he grinned,
“would be all right. But who wants
to stare at an ugly blackamoor first
thing in the mormimg?”

The mate had seen the medallion,
An odd bit of sculpture, the bas-relief
of a man’s face, sardonic of expression
and with staring eyes. A bit creepy
at that, Summerfield thought, but cer.
tainly it was not the face of a black
man, The features were more incisive
than his own, the dark hue of the
thing apparently resulting from age
and weathering.

“It looked to me like a white man’s
face,” Summerfield commented.

Captain “Red” Watson’s face, al-
ways a rich red, mottled swiftly at
the contradiction.

“It’s black,” he grated. “Domn’t you
suppose 1 know an Afirican when I see
one? I'll show you, my man. I’ll show
ﬂo% it’s black. Right here in the day-

g t.”

He turned his back on Summerfield,
stalked aft and for a moment in-
spected the patent log, spinning
around steadily on the taff rail. The
ship was making her southing, and the
wake lay behind her almost as sharp
and long as that of asteamer. The sun
was steady and clear and hot, and the
shadows of the ship’s eanvas danced
in the fine weather 6n the sea, afnd the
iieaﬁftt ot the slkipper sheuld have been

{gRt.

Abruptly, however, he flung himself
once more to a full facing of the wind,
and his voice was like a bellow, rising
from his big chest,

“I will see land again! Do you hear
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me? Fm master of this ship, and, by
heaven, I'm going to take her into
portl Every shred and spar and rope
of her, D'you undersiand?

Scowling, he stamped foamwaxl to
meet the carpenter who was . just
emerging from the cabin. In the man's
hands were his hatchet, jimmy and
chisel
" “YWihere's the medilinon®*

The carpenter looked frightened.

“I couldn’t get it off, sir. There’s
something funny about that thing,
sir. It ain’t wood, sir, but I don't
think ’iit's iron. I don’t know what it
is, sir.

He held out his tools helplessly, “I
cpu.!dn't make any impression on it,
sir.

Captain Watson snatched the im-
plements from the man’s grasp.

“By heaven, I'll get it dowm!”

He lunged down the ladder, and al-
most at once came the rising sound of
violent, slogging blows which gave
evidence of the fury of his attack on
the medallion.

The mate and carpenter looked at
each other, and the carpenter shook
his head.

“I don’t think he ought to de that,”
said the carpenter in an awed veice.
*I think that medalllon means some-
thing, Me. Summerfield.”

E HAD hardly femished speak-

ing when a sudden darkaess feil
ovee the sea. The ship heeled far
over in the wild grasp of a violent
squall. The sea, boiling suddenly gray
and dirty white, swept aboard throtigh
the scuppers. In an instant the hatch
covers became little islands in a storm
of ugly water; the cook shrieked in
terror as the unexpected combers
flung pots and pans helter-skelter in
the galley.

Summerfield flung himself bn the
wheel, aiding the wiheelsman to ease
her off before the onslaught, shouting
all the while for all hands on deck.
The groaning of the masts filled his
ears, together with the pistol-like re-
ports of burstimg® canvas and the
screaming of the wind in the rigging,
the shouting of the watch below leap-
ing in panic from the forecastle.

‘This is the end,"” he thought, his
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eyes filled with the confusion of ship
and-water. “We’ll never have time to
get her under control.”

But as suddenly as the squall had
fallen on the ship, it lifted. Dazed,
Summerfield raised his face to the
sunshine, to the fine warm sun, to the
live blue sea. He wiped his eyes, as
though to clear away a veil of im-
possible texture and hue, and there
was Captain Watson standing in front
of him,

“I never saw anything like it,”
panted the mate,

The captain nodded, and Summer-
field observed with a start that his
left hand was wrapped in a towel, and
on the white surface of the towel, a
?isc of bright red was slowly widen-
ag.

“The hatchet slipped,” Watson said.
“Nearly took off my fimger.”

He regarded Summerfield quietly.

“No, I never saw anything like it,
either,” he went on. “The damn thing
wouldn’t give an inch.”

“I meant the squall, sir,” said the
mate. “Look at the ship. Canvas half
in ribbons, deck gear half over the
side, Maybe half the crew gone, for
all I kunow.”

“All right,” commenteg¢ Red Wat-
son. “You know what to do, I don’t
need to tell you, I've got to think.”

And with that he turned his back
on the mate and went aft to the taff
rail, where he leaned moodily beside
the spinning log, and stared silently
into the smoky wake,

Night came, but Captain Watson re-
fused to leave the deck. The watches
changed under the stars, and the
phosphorescent water ran luminous
with its strange fire along the sides of
the ship as she steadily plowed her
way south, -Every hour the wings of
the trades carried her nearer to ber
destined port, and in all the seas of
the world, no ship eould have sailed
fmore sadisfyingly.

But when dawn came, and the sun
once more floated up from the sea,
Red Watson's face was strained, and
his eyes gleamed redly in the brassy
reflections from the water,

Fanchley, the second mate, a chunky
young fellow who had been trained on
a schoolship and could take a sight

with speed and precision, had the
deck.

“A fine day, sir,” said Fanchley.
“Why don't you go below and caulk
off a while?"

Watson regarded him with cold un-
friendliness.

“YWiren 1 feel the need for sleep, I'Hl
sleep. But I intend from now on to
sleep on deck, my man. I learned
long ago to sleep on the topside in
low latitudes. Only a fool or a boy
will put up with the heat between
decks.”

“I never thought of that, sir,” said
Fanchley, reddening. “But I think
the wind is keeping the ship pretty
cool, so far.,”

“Wind? Wind? What do you know
about wind?*

OR a moment the captain stared

at him with blazing eyes. Then a
’;hiﬂ smile slipped over his hard red
ace.

“I know what to do with the wind,
my lad. The way to beat the wind is
to face it twenty-four hours a day.
Never go below. Never look at the
thing hanging above your bunk, Keep
your eyes where they beleng, and the
\lp;gag will lese lis veice. I know, my

He smiled widely then, a cunning,
smirking smile, the smile of a man
who has won a point in a battle of
wits.

“The wind hasn't spoken to me
since last night. I've beaten it, my
lad, beaten it badly. All it can do now
is take us safely inte port.”

He began humming to himself, and
young Fanchley, ' recognizing the
tune, fitted the words in his mimdl:

Oh I never give a damn,
For I fear not hell nor mam)
I’'m Bloody Billy Bird,
The Buccaneer,

Captain Watson stopped and said
with fiiraditsy:

“Ihere’s a way to beat everything,
my lad. Even powers from beyond
life. I know, because I've just done it,
with the wind.”

He began again his humming, then
abruptly stopped. For on the instant,
there was no longer any wind at all.
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The fine steady wind that had been
urging the ship so staunchly, gave up
suddenly and quit. The ship lost her
way and wallowed in the swell. Her
sails emitted a brief, exhausted flap-
ping, then hung from the yards like
rags on the arms of a scarecrow.

The captain turned his gaze from
left to right in a sweep of the horizon,
and what he saw caused his face to
darken. For all around the ship, save
only in that precise spot where she
lay, the wind was fair and strong on
the sea. The waves were losing their
tops in white spindrift, and far off to
port, the smoke of a steamer with the
wind full astern, was whipping for-
ward faster than the ship, se that it
rippled like a dark plume in prejee-
tion frem her bew.

Captain Watson began solemnly
and profoundly to curse,

“So that’s your idea, is it?” he
growled, his eyes blazing into the dis-
tance, “Wadlll, I'm not beaten for a
moment, By heaven! I'll wait you
out. You hear? I'll lie here forever,
before I'll go below. You blasted
devill”

Mr. Fanchley said timsiidlky:

“Acemirdiing to the chart, sir, the
Gult Stream is running northeasterly
st this spot at mare than twe knots an
hour. We'll lose plenty I'm afraid,
sir, if the wind is long in pleking us
up again.”

The captain turned away, snarling
something in the way of a reply over
his shoulder. It sounded to Fanchley
as though he szidi:

“We'll be under weigh again any
minute, This calm is a freak™

But the sun moved across the merid-
ian, and the ship still lay immobile on
the sea. All her people came on deck
to watch the wind stirring the sea
everywhere save in the precise spot
where she lay.

By mid afternoon, the crew began
to whisper among themselves, all ex-
cept Larson, the big Swede, who
strode among them with his head in
a white e. Larsen, when he
gpoke, spoke so that all with eafs
gould hear.

“Dis ship,” he bellowed, “bane hell
ship. Look! She no move, We dead
for sure.”
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Captain Watson, leaning stolidly
on the quarter railing, heard him.
Then his big jaw clicked.

“Mr. Stimumnerfield,” he shouted. “Itr.
Fanchiey!"

The two mates snapped to attention.

“Me. Summerfield, take the star-
board quarter lifeboat, and Mr. Fanch-
ley, you take the port beat ana call
out the beat crews, We'll ecarry lines
g& the ferward towing bits, and tow

Ef.”

“I don't think we can do it, Cap-
tain,” Summerfield said. “She’s a big
ship, heavily loaded, and in a two-
knot current.”

“If you don’t do it,” Captain Wat-
son said coldly, “there’ll be no sup-
per tonight for any of you, officers or
mEﬂ."

So the boat crews manned the boats
and lowered them, but when they let
go the falls, the current picked up the
boats and whipped them astern of the
ship despite all they could do.

For a solid hour the men sweated
and panted at the oars, and their only
progress was to relieve a little the
slack on the lines which still con-
nected them with the ship,

T SUNSET, the captain per-
mitted them to return on board,
“Dida’t T told you?” bellowed Lar-
son. “Dis bane hell ship all right. We
goad l#e? dead, sure”

Captain Waitsen said nothing at all,
just stared at them with hard, red
eyes, Howewer, as the short twilight
fell, darkening swiftly, he said to
Summerfield:

“Eiither I go below again to face
that damnable thing on my bulkhead,
or the ship and all in her are fated
to rot here on the sea. So I'm going
below, my man, but I'm not finished
yet. Oh, no, there's a trick or two yet
to be played.”

He dropped down the hatch, and
five minutes later the wind poured
inboard in a tumbling flood, filled the
sails in an instant. The water turned
ivhite in the dusk under the vessel's
forefoot, the sudden roil of the wake
danced in a whirl of* phosphorescent
fires, and the ship, with an enormous
sigh, resumed her fast progress.

That night, during the mid-watch.
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there was a fire in Captain Watson's
cabin, The man at the wheel, stamd-
ing his lonely silent watch, suddenly
saw the stars mistily through a haze
of smoke, and coughed with the odor
of burning wood sharp in his nostrils.
A moment later he had filled the night
with the clangor of the ship’s bell, and
the bellow of his voice, spreading the
alarm. The men tumbled out of their
bunks half-dressed, elumsy with sleep,
falling over eagh ether 1R the dark-
ness as they ran for their statiens.

The captain met them at the door-
way to his cabin. The light from the
swinging saloon lamp showed him to
be fully dressed, but his stubborn red
hair was badly singed, andl his eye-
brows and lashes had been burned al-
mest entirely off,

“Et's out, you swabs,” he greeted
them, his big frame blocking the door-
way, “TFhe whole blasted ship"would
bura up if I waited for you to put out
a fire. Get back to your stations, all
of you. And hereafter when I upset a
lantern, see that you’re en hand a
damn sight gquicker tlian this time.
Next time it takes you an hour to
shew up, I'll break every bleemin’
head in the bumeh.”

Next morning the carpenter went
to the cabin t0 repair the damage, He
found the bulkhead at the foot of the
captain’s bunk te be badly charred,
but the old medallion, areund which
the fire seemed to have burned most
fiereely;, showed ne damage whatever
and elung te the bulkhead as securely
as ever.

ROM that night, Captain Watson
began to change in temperament
rapidly, and not for the better. Al-
ways quick-tempered and iraseible, he
rew almest feroclous. Talking with
im was nearly impoessible. He seefied
te sink inte himself, and spent his
time on deek pacing interminably, his
head eanted t6 the side, hearing veices
iA the wind,
“I think he's losing his mind,"” said
Fanchley to the first mate.
Summerfield, being neglected by his
skipper, relapsed to his bottle, He
became more and more muddied as he
stood his watches, to the extent that
Fanchley began to fear for the ship

when Summerfield had the deck. The
crew sneered at the first mate openly,

“I never saw such a ship,” he sniv-
eled on Fanchley's shoulder. “The
captain’s crazy, always hearing things
in the wind. And the crew—the crew,
boy, it's made up of gutter-scum and
pirates, who have no respect for years
or auutneridy.” |

He wiped his bulbous nose on his
sleeve and went below for amother
drink. In the end, it had to happen.

Summerfield put his arm around
Captain Watson’s shoulder and tolled
off his troubles maudlinly. Red
Watson measured him carefully, and
the crack of his big fist on the mate's
jaw was heard as far forward as the
malnmast.

“Now, my man,” said the captain,
stirring the prostrate figure with his
foot. “If you're not already dead, let
this be a lesson to you. I'll have no
damned drunken officer on my ship.”

He wheeled to face the wind.

“It is my ship,” he shouted into the
wind. “You hear? My ship! And
you're not going to take it from me,
either.”

They carried Summerfield below,
his jaw broken, and ioung‘ Fanchley
found his duties doubled. He called
Hogan the boatswain and saiidi;

“Hogan, you'll have to act as a mate
for the remainder of this cruise. And,
things being as they are, that means
standing watch and watch for the two
of us. Four hours on, four hours off.
It'1l be pretty hard on us, but there’s
nothing else for ws.”

“Aye, Mr, Fanchley., But what
about the captaim?”’ Hogan peered at
the burly, sullen figure warily out of
the corner of his eye. “WhHwt’fl the
captain say, Mr. Fanchley, about me
acting as a mate?"

“Tao hell with what the captain says,
Hogan. Somebody’s got to nawigate
the ship. I've logged both him and
Me. Summerfield as being too ill for
duty. That leaves me in commamd.”

But things were not so eagily get-
tled as that. On the following day,
during the morning watch, Captain
Watson came storming on deck iook-
ing for Fanchley.

“WWat the hell do you mean, Mis-
ter, taking over my ship? By Godl
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you're under arrest, For mutiny,
d'you hear? For mutiny. DIll show
you who's master of this ship.
Bes'um!” he bellowed, “Beos'un! I'm
golng te put you in irons, Mister, I'll
show you.”

He glared at Fanchley, his blood-
shot eyes wild and eerie beneath their
lashless lids and smooth brows. He
resembled some strange hairless, in-
human doll,

“I'm working for the safety of the
ship, sir,” Fanchley said quietly, “You
won’t put me in irons, and you won't
put me under arrest. Somebody’s got
}:o stand the watches. And you know
t.”

E STOPPED alruptly as the
captain walked awag from him,

goeing to the taffrail to shake his fist
inte the wind. .

“You put him up to it. You did it,
you devil from helll But I'll show
you! I'll take this ship into Mat-
thewtown, and no man alive or dead
will stop me. You hear me?

Hogan, half-asleep and frightened,
appeared on deck in answer to the
captain’s call. Watson looked at him
without seeing him, then strode past
him and went down the companion
to his eabin, his red face working, his
mouth muttering profound curses.

Almost immediately there came a
shriek from below, muffled, broken,
but unmistakably the voice of a man
in a panic.

Fanchley stiffened.

“Take the deck, Hogan. He'’s mur-
dering Summerficld.”

Snatching up a fid, Fanchley Sung
himself down the cabin hatch. Wat-
son met him at the doorway to Sum-
merfield’s cabin, his great bearlike fiig-
ure and turbulent red hair silhouetted
against the faint glow from the com-
partment behind him, Fanchley raised
the fid and swung with all his strength.
He theught he had hit hard enough
te kill any man, but Watsen bere
doewn A him witheut any apparent
damage, kneeked him fiat with a sin-
gle lureh et his big sheulders, and
eontinued en 8 his swh guarters.

Fanchley got to his feet, a little
breathless, and went in t6 Summer-
field. The first mate was lying on the
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deck of his cabin, quite alive, and
mumbling in mixed fear and indigna-
tion.

“He tried to choke me, the damned
murderer,” he whispered through the
bandages that held his broken jaw
together, “Wanted to know where I
kept my whiskey, wanted 1t for him-
self, the dirty hypocrite.”

Back on deck, Fanchley said 4o
Hogan:

“L think we’'d better put him in
irons before he kills M

Hogan nodded, and Fanchley went
below and got two big revolvers, one
of which he gave to the boatswain.

“Shoot if you must,” he said grimly,
“Otherwise, positively mot.,”

However, to put a man in irons, he
must first be caught. And Captain
Red Watson seemed to have disap-
peared. Alternately, Fanchley and
Hogan searched the ship from stem to
stern, their weapons in their hands.
The mad skipper was not to he found.

The day passed with the ship flee-
ing steadily to the southward, a thing
alive in a perfect world of sky and
water. In the second dog watch, the
appearance of things changed. The
wind fell off to nothingness, and In
the southeastern sky lightnlng began
to flicker like brilliant streamers wav-
ing from a Maypole.

Fanchley said to Hogam:

“We're in for a blow. I wish I knew
if it were an honest blow, or another
of those dami things the captain and
his crazy medallion seem to inspire.”

Darkness moved on the ship like a
curtain, the great black thunderheads
of the storm rolling across the stars
one by ene. The lightning frolicked
in alternate white and purple, and the
thunder rumbled and echoed between
the dark vell and the silent sea,

“I’ll take a turn around the ship and
see that everything's fast, sir,” said
Hogan, “Amnd if you think it advisable,
I'll begin taking in the tops’ls.”

Fanchley nodded.

“Keep all hands standing by,

Hogan."”

ANCHLEY was wondering where
the captain was all this time. Had
he killed himself by leaping over the
side, to drown in the darkness, or was
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he carrying on his struggle with
forces from beyond life in some ob-
scure bilge of the ship? Wauld it be
necessary to find him and make of him
some sort of occult sacrifice in order
to preserve the safety of all hamds?

He looked again at the ng
storm, and the heart of young Fanch-
ley tremhbled with misgivings. What
a way, he thought, to die, to be the
innocent bystander caught in a strug-

le he did not understand, and to van-
sh forever in a stormy sea, the vic-
tim of an unearthly madness,

And then, suddenly, Captain Wat-
son was standing beside him.

“Don‘t shoot,” said Watson mood-
ily. “Keep your hands clean, lad, I'll
be dead presently, anyway.”

He leaned dejectedly against the
rail, that great, red-haired brute of a
man, and his figure slumped as though
every bone in his body had become
soft. Ruin, utter alization,
shrieked from every line of him.

“You think I'm insane, lad,” he said,
talking over his shoulder, “Mayhe I
am. But, Fanchley, I've been through
a thousand hellg since 1 came aboard
this ship. Yeu know that head, fast-
ened by the Devil to my bulikhead?
It grins at me eternally, and its eyes
are of fire. It is the head of man
gsevered from the shoulders. I can
hear the blood dripping, Fanchley,
dfidpplﬂg like a warm raln, €Fipping
an elotttn%, dripping and e€letting.
And when 1 leek at My hands they
are red, toe, all red with the bleed &f
a murdered man”

He stopped momentarily and shud-
dered, his frame shaking so violently
with the chill, that Fanchley cotild
hear his teeth clicking in the silefice
of the thunder,

“No wonder I am covered with
blood, Fanchley. How it spurted! It
was like red water from a burst hose,
I never believed he had so much bleed
in him™

“Pull yourself together, sir,” Fanech-
ley soothed. “Yeour imaginatien is
running away from yeu.”

Watson shook his head wearily.

“No, lad. It’s all true. It alt hap-
pened. But it was very lbﬁg agﬁ&
Twenty-five years of more, 1 ght
it was all forgotten. And Aew, eut 6f

the past, that head appears, his head
to make me pay, and it grins while i
writhe."”

The lightning by this time had be-
come continuous, a i pic
weaving of colorful darts of wvicious
flame such as Fanchley had never wit-
nessed before. It illuminated the sea
and the ship, and the staring, ago-
nized face of Red Watson in every
uncanny detail. The ship lay on the
black sea like a fragment of woed on
a poel of ink, and the ends of the bare
rarde and masts stood like gibbet-
fgers, @ff-iﬁii and hungering, against
the flaming sky,

The man at the wheel called out, his
white face strained in the dancing
lights:

4 “She has no way, sir. The wheel is
ead.”

“Hold her as she is,” Fanchley
shouted. “The squall will be down on
us any moment now,"

“No, Fanchley,” said Captain Wat-
son, his great bellowing voice sub-
dued, “the squall will not be down on
us any minute. It will not be down
on the ship until I die. He is coming
for me, lad. He is coming for me to-
night, on the storm. Wihen you first
éeeatd the wind, you will know I'm

ead.”

E second mate shivered.
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Hign Captaiies saekd comditibsoonyhavg
bétitednydfrls¥N8ircoN didio Randleothd
bmpev go below, sir, | can handle the
sh¥T*his morning,” went on Red Wat-
sonl dd$ i) otjaEtdhe fyee tdan vk Viatr
WP iy Husk Reforenfip\taceakn oghd
HYoR My Huspk owitiihanyi fise o tHae
Rbieivld hdsaBpitosdokiRer sigiet Of staat
Rt r g bamhelafd, i HEoded toriviein b dagt]
felafdpranthinyp hihend MiEhiRe @igan]
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drebig@gerise, Inddithmat@nchigys d¥ay
ggdamed it. Inanimate things don't
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man, D'you suppose | don't know
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voices when 1 hear them? Hasn't the
wind been telling me of my death for
days ¥/

Fanchley shrugged. There seemed
nothing to say. Also he was becoming
more and more disturbed by the
storm. It seemed to be settling down
on the ship, as though finding in that
little barlt a target for its hurtling
spears of lightning. He imagined that
the flashes were darting inte the black
sea, throwing up hissing waterspouts
in a white fence around the vessel, a
fence that was converging steadily on
the doomed eraft. Yard and mast tipa
were glowing welrdly, appeafm%
}ale gaeathea in pale pomporms of blue

ght,

He told himself, “This is only St.
Elmo's fire you are seeing. Only su-
perstitious sailors are afraid of St.
Elmo’s fire. Buck up, Fanchley,”

His knees felt strangely weak. And
there was a coldness running over his
entire body.

It was at that moment Watson sud-
denly stood up, and clutched the sec-
ond mate by the shoulder.

“He’s coming. He's coming. Do
you hear him? He's calling me, Fanch-
ley. !Hes saying: ‘Watson! Red Wat-
son”

“I hear nothing but the thunder,
Captain, Let go my shoulder, sir,
You are breaking my bones.”

The fingers of the mad skipper bit
even deeper.

“Aye. He has fallen from the bulk-
head. Did you hear the crash as he
fell, Famcirikey?”

“I tell you I hear nothing, sir. Noth-
ing but the thunder.,”

“He is coming closer,” Watsen
whispered, crouching cleser to the
trembling mate. “The alr is ehilled
with the presence of the dead, and 1
can smell the fresh blood oA his
beard.”

“It is the coolness of the coming
stoxm, and the smell is only the salty
smell of the sea, Let me go, Captain.
Let me go.”

“Seel” Watson cried sharply, “Here
he comes," and he pointed over Fanch-
ley's shoulder, “lLeeolk, Fanchley!
There he is. I didn't dream it F s
ley. He has come to kill me.”

As Fanchley turned his head, peal

after peal of wild laughter burst from
the lips of Red Watson.

“But he won't kill me, Fanchley.
He won't. Because I know how to
cheat him even now, the devil.”

Pushing the mate from him, he
backed up to the rail, all the while
pouring out that wild insane laughter
across the waters.

N THAT moment the storm fell in-
explicably silent. Not so much as
a thread of light showed across the
black sk% ne whisper of thunder dis-
turbed the prefeund stillness of the
alr. The ship lay as before, immobile
and still en the invisible sea; Fanch-
ley had the sensation of being alone
in the middle of an illimitable vold.
Then he saw something mevin

acress the deek, §8ﬁ16€hlﬁ fajnt an
lumineus, like a ball of St. Elme’s
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e

Tlhe pale luminous globe moved
straight toward Captain Watson,
Wiitheut turning his face from the
pale radiance, the skipper began climb-
ing the rail. The light illumined his
Fhastly face, his bulging eyes, Fanch-
ey saw him as clear g in that mement
as theu h it were daylight, saw his
meuth drep egen, hla bull-deg jaw
i‘ﬁ forward, The bellow hat birst
rem_his pig threat een@ea thretigh
the silenee af the ﬁi%

you dexily”’
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Hls laughter ending abruptly as the
sea received him.

Simultaneously the storm broke,
and as he heard the wind shrieking
in the rigging, Fanchley cried allond:

“Captain Watson is deadi!™

Later, in going through Captain
Watson's effects, Fanchley found a

(Condinddd on page 129)
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RIC HOLM, in common with

millions of other human be-

ings, might have been fittingly
and completely biographed by saying
of him that he was born and presently
died. Indeed, so it might well have
been with him, had not his passing
been se extraordinary,

The facts of his life may be summed
up briefly enough. He was a childless
widower living on a secure income. In
person he was a colotless little man
about whom the only distinguishing
thing was an absurdly inexcusable
mustache, the incongruity of whieh in
his pallid face had peneteated even
the thickheadedness of the ecorner
polieesman whom Hole passed at 1east
anee daiig 8n his way heme from the
pewsstand.

But certainly that policemnan did not
realize, when he saw Holm returning
to his residence on the afternoon of
April 3, 1939, that the package which
Holm was carrying beneath his arm

A Book of Black Mamgic, and a
Wairdl Thing Erem the Sea—
the Rest is Silence!

Tihe mowvistar rose from the sea at
bis cowsmaatd
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was anything but a harmless and un-
assuming purchase,

Yet, at the rather astonishing in-
quest, Jeremy Lansing, apparently
Holm's only friend, inferred that
Holm was on that fateful afternoon
carrying beneath his arm his death,
when Lansing declared that Holm
died because he bought a book.

The polioeman admitted that on that
afternoon, the last Holm had been
seen alive by anyone save Lamsing,
Holm had certainly beena carrying a
package which looked like a carefully
wrapped book.

The matter was virtually placed be-
yond all doubt when Mr. Sanderton of
Sanderton and Harker, Book Impori-
ers, came forward and stated that
Holm had on the afternoon of April
3 bought a book in their Fourth Ave-
nue store.

The title of the book was simply,
“Confiessions of the Mad Monk Clitha-
nus,” a priceless and rare volume,
which, owing to the present economic
crisis, Sanderton and Harker had let
go at a very moderate price,

PART from the policeman and

Sanderton, there were two other
witnesses at the inquest. One was a
young man who gave his name as
Johnny Hekler, whose rather garbled
story of havlng seen some vague but
feightening thing slide over the wall
of Holem's garden was at first dis-
counted owing to the young man’s
reputatien for too frequent aftentions
to a constant and well-filled com-
panien 1A his hip pecket.

The other was Lansing, a middle-
aged gentleman of sober mien and
naugical bearing, considerably sup-
ported by his large and bushy side-
burns cut in a fashion for decades out
of style,

It was Lansing’s deposition which
split the ai:ress to have half the news-
papers calling for his life as the mur-
derer of his best friend. And the other
half darkly hinting at deep-laid plots
by certaln representatives of foreign
powets, and eventually left the eore-
ner's ;ury to take press censure foer
gullibility. Apact feom miner persens
ealled te verity the coaditions of the
finding of Helm's bedy, Lansing was
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the last witness called to testify.

“Please tell us, Mr, Lansing,” asked
the coroner, “what you meant by say-
ing that Mr, Holm died because he¢
bought a book.™

Lansing considered the coroner and
the jury for a few moments before res
plying. Then he spoke.

“It was this way, gentlemen,” he
said. “Mr. Holm had got into the
habit of buying a good lot of books
on witchcraft and such matters, and
he’'d got:quite set on trying out some
of those old formulas, We did try out
a few, but of course, nothing ever hap-
pened.”

A member of the jury rose at this
point to request more detailed infor-
mation regarding the tinsuccessful ex-
periments. But the coroner decided
that such detaille would contribute
nothing to the matter in hand, Lansing
was instrueted te continue,

“Weldll, last Muointzy night —say
about six-thirty, Holm called me on
the telephone,” he went on, “You'll
remember the night, gentlemen—a
muckish night with a bit of fog from
the sea. He told me he'd just bought
another hook—the real thing, this
time, There was sotnething werth
trying in the beol, and would 1 ceme
right ever? 1 said 1 wettd, havin
nothing better to €do; 86 ever 1 wi

“He had the book all right. Confes-
sions of Clithanus, as Mr. Samderton
has already mentioned. I looked it
over. It was supposed to be a book of
revelations written by a mad monk
somewhere on the coast of England
and privatel Frlnted. It was faifly old,
and printed in Latin, theugh 1t was
easy eneugh te read fer all that,

“Holm pointed out certain chapters,
and I looked through them, They con-
cerned something which the monk
claimed to have called out of the sea—=
some kind of queer animal with a
funny sort of name, I've forgetten it
Aow, but if 1 ceuld leek at the beel
for a mintute, no doubt I eould find it
again.”

THE coroner accordingly handed
the book down to Mr, Lansing,
who, after a few moments of diligent
search, looked up and-announced that
he had found it,
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“It’s this,” he said, reading, “ “spawn
of Cthulhu from the sunken kingdom
of R'lyeh.’ That's the animal, one of
the spawn, which Holm said he could
call up from the sea”

At this point a member of the jury
rose to express the hope that Lansing
would proceed as quickly and as di-
rectly as possible to the facts concern-
ing Holimsi death. The coroner in-
strueted Lansing to proceed accord-
ingly, but It was apparent shertly
after Lansing had again takea up his
story that he had net diverged in any
detail from his leisurely methed.

“This gnimal seems to Iave been a
sort of evil being—so the book said,
at any rate—and was banished and
sent back Inte the sea by Augustine,
then Bishop ever Clithanus. The for-
mula fer summening this beast from
the sea was given by the monk, whe
wrote that this beast eeuld be used b
A wise man to be sent against his
enefiies.

“Holm proposed that he call the
beast up that night and send him out
after me. I'd be safe enough, of course,
because he’d send along the monk’s
fermula of protection and of sending
the beast back to the place from which
it came,

“Well, gentlemen, naturally, I put
no faith in the business, especially
since so many other trials had come to
naught. So I agreed readily enough,
though, to tell the truth, I was getting
a bit tired of his everlasting experi-
ments that didn't ever worlk out,

“We set on the hour of ten o’clock
for the trial.”

“You mean ten o'clock that niglht?™
put in the coromer. “Why couldn't it
have been done in the day time ?”

“Oh. Mr. Holm would never experi-
ment in the day time, You see, he al-
ways looked to have one of those ex-
periments come out—and that would
never do by day.”

The coroner nodded.

“Weelll, we sat and talked for a bit,
he and I, and at nine o'clock, I went
home, For the first quarter hour or
so, I forgot all about that formula to
protect myself, and it wasn’t until
five minutes of ten or so that I thought
of it. Then I began to repeat the for-
mula—"
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“Have you a copy of the formula®"
asked a member of the jury.

Lansing n«atiled. “Yes, it's contained
in the book, It's in old Latin, and it's
full of very odd references to Ancient
Gods and such things. It's quite be-
yond me, of course, but ail I had to do
was repeat the formula,

“Welll, I was a little over halfway
through the thing, when I heard some-
thing snuffing about near the window
of my library. I confess that I got
nervous at that, even though I didn’t
believe in any such things. So I hur-
ried the formula a bit,

“Then I heard my front door open,
and a moment later queer, shuffling
footsteps coming down the hall. And
believe me, gentlemen, 1 rattled off
that Latin faster than I ever thought
I could do it. 1 got it done just when
the noise of something coming down
the hall got up to my library doer,

“Wibhen I finished reciting that for-
mula the noise stopped, too. I was
near to being paralyzed with the shock
of the thing; se 1 stood there a bit
and listened. Then 1 heard the nolse
again—footste %alng back dawn the
hall and out the frent door. I dida't
hear the dook ¢lese and when 1 saw it
later, it was standing epen.

“I finally managed to get up my
courage and look out into the hall.
Gentlemen, there was nething there.
But there had been something there,
and whatever had been there was soak-
ing wet, because there was a trall of
water all over my ecarpet in the hall,
and nasty-lesking foetprints.”

OSE in the court looked puzzled
as Lansing paused.

"“Withat kind of footprints?” asked
the eorener.

“Oh, nothing I'd ever seen before.
Someﬁhingblike a big frog’s. Webbed
feet—but big, very big, and irregular
—yes, gentlemen, most irregular. Be-
lieve me, it set me up to see them
there, and the smell, too, Like the sea.
Ot course, you know there was a fog
that night, and with the door open,
why the smell cowlli! have come from
that=Dbut it was s6 swonge, and there
was sefething else abeut it, semme-
thing aamnpiis! _

“1 stoed for a few rnoments Jooking
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at the tracks. Then I thought of
Holm, So I pulled myself together and
went to the telephone, He was wait-
ing, I guess, because he answered right
away,

“I said who I was and then I told
him, 4 think that beast of yours came
all right, Holm. Left a nice mess of
wet tracks on my hall carpet, I must
say.’ That's what I said to him."”

“{Did you see it?' he asked me.”

“‘Oh, no, thanks,’ 1 said. ‘I saw its
footprints and I can still smell it.
That'’s quite enough for me/

“I could hear him laughing. Then
he said, ‘It’s too bad you didn't see it.
Tell you what we'll do nest time—
we'll reverse it. You send ‘it to me.
I'll take a look at it before I send it
back—" Then he paused a bit, and I
asked whether anything was the mat-
ter. 'There’s someone at the deor, 1
think. Just a minute—why bjy Geerge,
I think he’s eeming right in.

“Then he went away from the tele-
phone.”

Lansing paused again, swallowed
with some difficulty, and clasped his
hands tightly together.

“Ihen, gentlemen, then-—I heard
him scream—a terrible scream it was.
And I heard furniture being turned
over, and things being torn, curtains
and such like—and then horrid grunt-
ing sounds, awful little croaks and
grunts.”

Lansing paused again.

“[ called into the telephone, but he
didn't answer, No one answered, His
man wasn’t home—it was his day out,
anywai;. I called and called, and I
could hear aomethlng all the time—a
nasty, horrid sound like smeehivipg-
something eating.

i “Then, gentlemen, I called the po-
ce.

“I met them in front of Holm's
house and went right in with them.
The front door was standing open on
hig walting room—and, gentlemen,
there were tracks there, like these in
my hall, wet, nasty tracks that smelled
like the deep sea, a slimy seaweed
smell. And the tracks went all the way
in, threugh the waiting reem and the
dining roem and areund iAte the
liBrary.

“There we found Holm. He was

dead. He had been sort of pulled to—
to pieces. Amnd he wasn't quite all
there, I couldn’t look at him, gentle-
men, and he my best friend, I couldn’t
stand the library, either, and got back
into the waiting room as quick as I
could. The library had a'smell twenty
times worse than the one in the wait-
ing room,

“After a while I went back and
showed the police the telephone—it
was hanging out of its cradle—just
the way he'd left it. And then I picked
up the bcok, too,

“A little later T went with the police
on the trail of those foolprimts, They
went out the back way, through the
garden, where they dented in the
ground fairly well, showing that the
thing must have had a geod deal of
welght, and over the garden wall,
From there they turned seaward and
we lost them.”

W ANSING shuddered and stopped,
M He looked from the corener to
the jury and back again,

The coroner appeared to be consid-
ering the story.

“Of course,” he said presently, “you
can realize how we react to stch a nar-
rative, even with the authentic evi-
dence we seem to have, But there is
one thing that puzzles me. You said
that Holm would send back with you
the formula for your protection and
for sending the beast back to the place
from which it came. I assumed that
My, Holm meant that your reelting the
formula would send the beast bask te
the sea”

Lansing nodded vigorously. *Oh,
yes, yes, absolutely—he did.”

“But, since the beast appears to have
followed the appointed order of the
formula—in coming in response to Mr.,
Holm's summons, and in being re-

ulsed by yeur formula—I am at a

oss to understand why 1t did net re-
turn directly te the sea Instead of
going back to destroy Mr. Helm.”

A breathless silence hung in the
room.

Lansing fumbled awkwardly in his
pockets and drew out a piece of paper,
twice folded. Then he put on a pair
of worn spectacles and peered at the

(Cordigield on page 128)



He Who Spoke

By BERNARD BRESLAUER

Author of “Miirm Thats Tough™ "benntdin Justice,” ete.
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WHY
move? )
Often ingdreams,
Richard Carey had
experienced this sen-
sation of umwilling
immobility, when the
soul cries out for
flight but the body
takes root in the
3uagmlre of nightopare. This was no
ream,

Wihat had become of the man in
black. The thin man in black—the
asker of questions. He was no longer
there. He no longer cut off Richard
Carey's vision of the brook and the
pool and the green bank,

Suddenly Richard Carey found
himself capable of motion. He wallked
to the pool’s edge, took off his shoes
and. socks, dipped an experimental
toe into the water. It was cool.

Hastily he divested himself of his
clothes. He looked down into the
pool. A boy’s face looked up at him.
But he did not think that was strange.
He didn't think it was strange that
the reflected body was that of a boy.
He dove in,

A boy swam in the pool, turned
somersaults, spouted water like a lit-
tle whale. The afternoon sun moved
westward, a breeze sprang up, and
the boy came out and let his body
dry in the breeze and sunlight. And
the boy made as if to streteh, and as
he did—the man once again found
. » . that he could net meove.

As a man’s thirst increases when
he finds that there is no water, so
Richard Carey’s desire for motion
increased when he found that he
could not move.

“F want to walk}” he thought

couldn’t he

wildly. Amnd an instant later he
thought wonderingly: “But Fve just
come from a walk. It was a long
walk and I got very tired.” And he
thought he heard his own wild laugh-
ter rattle at the queer perversity of
his desires,

His laughter stopped. The voice
of the man in black had dropped into
it, but only in memory, like an echo.

“Speak. Give up the secret. The
secret is heavy. Two can carry it
more easily than one

The man in black was gone now,
carrying away with him Richard
Carey’s thin-lipped silence.

“Don’t run, walk to the nearest
exit,” Righard Carey thought, but he
could not remember the name of the
Fire Commissioner who signed his
name to that familiar warning in all
theatres.

“I’Il twist it around,” he thought.
“Don't walk—run. Don't walk—
rum!”

E boy ran through fields and
across meadows, dropping bits of
Eapef on the way, in the game of
are and hounds, His sun-burned
sweating face shene in the sunlight,
Panting, he lay dewn to rest. A mo-
ment later he sat up. He was tired.
And almest at onee he was more
than tired, he was eld. And he ceuld
net meve.

“Speak,” said a voice, and it was
the now familiar voice of the asker
of questions.

But Richard Carey would not
speak.

Wihere bank and pool and brook
had been was desert, stretching away
into loneliness. The meadows and
the fields of buckwiheat, barley, rye

The Face of the Syhiivwashbd eeco bR Rivval € Gasey!
W5
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and clover were gone. There was
sand where they had been, and there
was the Sphinx, But the face of the
Sphinx was - the face "of Richard
Carey, and Richard Carey would not
speak.’

“Shut -up,” said Richard Carey to
the memory of the man in black.

“I walked and then I ran,” he
thought. “Y swam and I played hare
and hounds. I ran—and the hounds
couldn’t catch me.”

But he was wrong. The hounds
had caught him. He could not move.

For an instant he stared into black-
ness. There was no brook, no bank,
no boy in a. pool, no hare and no
hound®}) no vernal sun nor April
breeze.

Then suddenly there was light,
there - was - a corruscating flash of
flame!: There. was lightning and
there was thunder, but a thunder and
lightning such ‘as “he--had ‘never. be-
fore heard or seen. And above the
thunder there was the now familiar
voice,

“Speak! Share your secret! You
cannot take it with you! It's heawy!
Give me some of it to camy?”

If he could not move before, he
was ten ftimes less able to move
now! The lightning and thunder
were, within him, roaring in his veins
like: a -torrent, and his inner self
was-ablaze  with light.

But there was also light all around
him now—and ‘he gazed upon horror,
A fiddler with eyeless sockets scraped
upon a violin. The tune he scraped
was a dance of death. The fiigures
danced to the tune within the ¢on-
fines of imprisoning chains.

One sang, and Richard Carey’s eyes

went to her, Loveliness unimagin:
able, but crowned with serpent
tresses.- And Richard Carey knew
that what he was looking upon was
the face of truth, but truth in chains,
The other was also a female thing,
with bat-wings and the head of a
crocodile, and Richard Carey knew
that this must be the outward repre-
sentation of his thin-lipped silence.

T did idt¥

The fiddling stopped. The fiddler
with the mead eye-sockets faded back
into white light and nothingness.
The bat-winged thing faded with
him, But the creature with ~ the
serpent tresses remained for -an in-
stant, The serpents that had been
her hair and her fingers were gone,
and her chains had snapped. On tip-
toe she moved toward Richard-Carey
and kissed him with feather-light-
fAess on the forehead. Thea she- too
was gone—and 86 was .  Richard
c@féya 4 5o b

S minister in black, the warden

of the prison, the witnesses of the
electrocution, all looked at each
other,

“You heard him . ... we all heard
him . . .” the minister saiitly “He
spoke, broke his silence ‘at last, con-
fessed—but, my God, it was after the
executioner threw the switch for the
first shock. How was that possible,
Doctor?”

“It’s not,” said the doctor in a low
voice, “but it happened.. We all
heard him.”

“I knew he would speak,” the man
in black murmured . , . “I knew he
would speak, Now we are all sure.
The Governor will be much relieved.”

Mtk Your Newsdealer for the First Issue of Our
Neww Companion Magazine
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Author of “Miee Piper Fram Biwwan” “Jodalls Leswmy” ete.

HE man had deliberately
followed me to my door,
Lurking there, in the tele-

phone pole’s shadow, his cadaverous
face was directed up at my window.
This ragged creature was no mere
panhandler, as I had thought upon
first noticing: him slouching after me
when I left the publie library that
evening. I debated the proper course
to follow, annoyed, when the strange
man decided for e,

He shuffled slowly across the
street, The door.limnged downstairs.
Slow, laboring feet scraped their
way up the wooden stairs leading to
my one-room apartment.

Fists tightening, I sidled grimly to
the unlatched door as the steps
halted. Possessing one hundred and
seventy-five pounds of youth in
good condition, I had no physical
fear of the stooped, emaciated stram-
ger. I called out for his mission,

167
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“Mister Simms—Ronald Simms—
please, I want to —"

He knew me! But it was the pecu-
liar, almest uncanny pitch and
hoarseness of his voice that affected
me most, - Speech seemed to be for
him an effort made mighty by deep-
laid weakness or malignancy.
inched the door open camtiously—
and recoiled.

Cadaverous was a euphemism! His
face was a sickening greem; un-
washed, unshaven for days; dewvoid
of visible flesh; lifeless, save for two
close-set, deep-sunken eyes lit with
dark,’ feverish fire. Had he straiight-
ened, his scraggly pate would have
brought him but a shade under my
five-elewam, He could not have weighed
a hundred pounds, he looked so

eyed his

emaciated.

“Sorry—" I shabby
clothes—“I don’t recall—" -

“We never met.” Pale lips quiv-
ered, settling into a smile’s sem-
blance. “Grooi is my name, Mister
Simms. Eric Grool. I know you,
Ronald Simms, the awiior.”

I smiled. The cm?nlilmtt—"‘Ron-
ald Simms, the author’—was impres-
sive and sardonic, I was a part-time
writer, Part time because I had to
have a job in order to live, I could
verily paper a wall with the rejec-
tlon slips two years’ writing had
earned for me. But Bizawwe, the
foremost m ine of weird fittion,
had published two of my stories, the
last of which, "The Pesgessed,” had
wen me gulte a bit of attention and
praise.

“The library, tonight,” Grool said,
before I could ask how he knew my
name and address. “Your name, 1
noticed it once before, too, on your
library card.” ' His strained voice
caught with a violent cough, *“I—
I'm always interested in those who
read books -on the oceult. I always
wonder . if maybe, llke me, they're
seellng help—the answer to a fright-
ful trouble—trying, like me, to Hnad
help nebedy ean give—"

He paused, rubbing his forehead,
then blurted: “I wander ... My mind
—it turns and turns—but I can't help
it! He—he’s doing it

He mumbled apologetically, check-

STRANGEE: ST ESS

ing his outcry, “Your name, on the
card—you see, I remembered it, I
couldn’t forget it, since reading ‘The
Possessed’ in October’s Bizzares"

NOTED suddenly Grool had come

across the threshold  while talk-
ing. He stared like a hungry animal
at a pack of cigarettes on my table.
A nod from me and he went for
them as if they were food and he
starved.

He ‘flopped into my only easy
chair, the cigarette flamed in one
swift move. He inhaled until the
butt glowed brightly. Reluctantly he
let the incredible inhalation of smoke
escape from his lungs, and then,
breaking his strange monologue with
frequent draws of smoke, he went om:

“When I read your story, I said
to myseli—Ronald Simms knows
what he's talking about. Not like the
doctors—the fools! Ronald Simms
éan help me.”

Five chilling boneés gripped my
wrist as Grool leaned forward. “You
will help me—won’t you?” he cried.

Astonished at the strength of that
skeleton’s hand, I said, “Well—just
what is it? How can I help gow?‘"

“He—he’s driving me—I—" Grool
seemed to be fighting tears. “I'm like
him, the poor man in your story—"

A chill swept up my back. You'll
recall, if you read my story, that it
dealt with the ancient occult teach-
ing that the universe is populated by
beings of a material more ethereal
than what we ¢call pbysitadl. One of
these unseen yet very real ereatures
employs the protagonist in My stery
as a toel, literally ferelng inte hiMm
a hew and malevelent persenality. 1
sheslk fmy head at Greel.

“Perhaps, Mr, Grool—if you saw a
doctor—"

“Fools, I told you. The things I—
and you—know, they laugh at! The
cursed fools laugh when I tell them
what he's forcing me to.,”

“Whe is?

Grool’s feverish eyes flared even
more. Like a worshiper cowering be-
fore his Nameless Unseen, he lifted
his quawvering arms and said humslkilky!

“Mothan—Butcher Morban.” 2

I tried to put both.contempt and
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consolation in my stare, “If yon read
the news at all,” 1 said crisply,
"“Butcher Morhan got his deserved
reward in the electric chair, one
month ago—

Grool interrupted wildly. “Do you
think there’s a thing I don’t know
about him?” He paused to croak in
mirthless Hauyghter. He hissed sud-
denly:

“From the first—the night he did
his first horror—I knew. And not
only because I lived with him—"

Two hands held my wrist _tHiss
time; Grool leaned close, and like a
long-re flood a ghastly story
broke from his distorted lips.

The monster, Leon Morban, whose
unspeakable ax murders had won him
the sobriquet “Butcher,” had been
Grool’s uncle.~ Ten years back, “I
was still a young man,” Grool went
on, “I was working in Pennsylvania,
earning little more than nothing. My
mother and father—they died years
before, I was glad to come here to
work for Merban in his junk busi-
ness. Maybe my trouble began when
1 became like a siave, but he bossed
and kleked and beat me so, from the
start.. He and—his wife="

“His wife?” I shuddered, *“She
was—"

“The Butcher’s first victim.”

I recalled vividly the monster's
history. Leon Morban’s wife was
found, dismembered, bloody, in a de-
serted lot. The prosaic junk dealer
was unsuspected, Weeping, he vowed
to track down his wife’s slamghterer.
Only after six additional known
butcheries, when he had been ar-
rested and doomed by incontrovert-
ible evidence, did Moeban expose his
true self. You who followed the trlal
will recall how he leered Insanely in
court, deeply pleased at the ehance
to tell Rhow Ris first Murder and Mmukl-
lation had whetted his "imRer Hun-
Eieﬁ, "whipping up my desire t8 dll,

Grool shook his head, as if that
could rid him of terrible niemiories.
He half shouted: “Amnd just as 1
knew, that first night—I knew it
every other night, . Every horrible
one: the eolored man, the llttle girl,
the old deoctei—and others, 1 tell

109

you, that the police stiil den’t know ™

1 shrank away, “You—you knew—
and kept silewt?”

“Wiat could I do? Wiat could X
do? I knew—yet not in the sense the
world means by kmowiime—IL knew, X
saw him kill her—his wife, I—then
I woke uf when he came in and be-
gan washing his hands. He bheat me
inte unconscivumess. Wihen the de-
tectives came I had to tell them what
he told me to tell them.”

“Amnd the other times?”

“I saw each one, each time—yet it
wasn't i M

“Wihat? Your words don’'t make
sense!”

“But it's the truth., The police—I
tried to tell them, that was after the
fourth one—they laughed at my
‘dreams,” Yet everything I dreamed
—though it wasn’t dreaming, I tell
you F—everything was exact with
what he told at the trial.”

WHILE Grool fumbled with
W mateh and cigarettes, I weighed
the patent sincerity of the man against
the pitiful ineengruity of his stery.
I said dryly, “You were, of coufse,
in bed all the while, each time you
say you kneiv and s

“Yes. But it was both—sleeping
and waking. Affter a while I began
Eo uinderstand somewhat how I could

o it”

I began to regret having let Grool
go so far, but I asked: “What?"

“ ow I could see and feel it
all the way 1 did. The time, for ex-
ample, when that Negro was—hacked.
Of a sudden, there he was, coming
slow, turning the corner. It was like
seeing him through a telescope you're
focusing—when suddenly, therel you
see him. I saw him that way, the
colored man.”

His voice quavered as he went on.
“I felt, as he came nearer and nearer,
like a—a cannibal must feel—wild,
starved, and fer some mad reason
angry at him. I felt, heard myself
gsceeam. The colored man, he tried to
fight—and he was §o young, I saw
his face so ¢lear: the sireet—even
the ax, shining under the street lamp.
And then—then, God save met—his
face burst—red—" Grool was sob-
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bing, his voioe jerking in harmony
with his bedy.

“Yes, somehow, something made it
all go on and on—swinging that ax,
with all my power; swinging it up
He fell limply into my
supporting hands, biting his lip as
if to repress what he was saying, but
he spoke on:

“Threm, it was like all the rest. I
felt I had to get away. Had to. And
I'd run, run, run. And then a ter-
rible shock would go through me,
And of a sudden, there I was,

:)n ;ce, my body mumb, parzkyzed—in
ed.’

His voice fell into an eerie whis-
per. “Amnd next, I would hear him at
the door. He’d come in--to wash his
hands. I faked sleep—but every time
he'd beat me.”

Grooel stiffened abruptly, an almost
comical look overspreading -his face.
“Yet—I1 never  knew where he td
the ax.”

JF STUDIED the haggard face and

: held back the umcomplimentary
regnark that rolled to. my lips re-
garding GroelPs mental health, 1 said
instead, “I'm sorry, truly sorry for
you, Gresl—"

“They all are—sorry—se they say!”
Grool eried bitterly. “But you—you
can, you will—help me—"

“Help ?’<I murmured as he clutched
my hands. “YWhat can T do?"

*Save mel” His eyes went upward.
He might have been gazing at some-
thing or someone perceptible only to
his disordered mind. And then the
mounting fright which quivered
through his: every nerve and muscle
seemed to focus and find a point of
egress. in his volee.

“Him"—the words swept past his
saliva-flecked, tremulous lips—“save
me froem him—from Butcher Mor-
bt

“He’s dead. Control yourselfi—"

“No! Nol" Shouting had to be
buttressed by a violent head-shaking.
“Khe body alone meets death; the
imner-man lives on. He lives, I tell
you. The mind that rules me—lives!
Each night I know—"

¥ realized suddenly that I was
shouting, trying to argue this shaken,

siclk creature out of his frightful be-
lief, but he ranted om:

“In that strange time that they call
dream, we meet—he and I meet—he
with those horrible eyes—the wet,
hungry mouth. ‘Go out! Kill, kill,
kill I That's what he: commands. And
he tries to make me go to. where he
hid it. The ax! His bloody, murder-
ing ax! I—I jump out of that sleep
—and sometimes there I am, groping,
groping—in the cormers, the dark,
cluttered places of the stable. I'm
groping fer it! And-—=Ged in Heaven
=some night I=IM find it. Some
pight="

I got him out of my apartment—
bodily.. I had to. He was sobhing
hysterically, on his knees, begging
me to use my “knowledge” to save
him from a doom he believed abso-
lutely to be hovering like the.plague
all abeut him,

I shoved the remaiming cigarettes
into his pocket, and a dollar bill,
which he tried feebly to refuse. But
he would not go until I took his ad-
dress and promised faithfully to visit
him soon and do my best to help
him, And when he lurched off into
the night he left me with a qnawing
gense o [l—guilt. Something akin
to what 1s felt by the hoaster whose
pretentiens are revealed in a mement
of vital trial,

But the strange, and ammoying,
visit grew less vivid in memory as
the cares of work and ambition beset
me. Several nights later I returned
home from work, looking forward a
bit glamly te a new story for
Bizare—anstioer story, excellent as
it might seeni to me and non-pro-
fessional erities, which probably
would be rejected for some unneticed
defeet by Bummeys perspicacious
editer, Franklin Bard,

Entering my apartment, my gaze
gettled on the table where my mail
always was placed by the landlady—
and my heart sank with a sensafien
enly a would-be-suceessful aughor
can adequately appreciate. For there
{fgf a large manuscript-gsize envelope,

dressed in-my ewn handwriting te
me, Teeth gnashing, 1 lifted the
manuseript frem the large envelepe.

A neat letter, with the" letterhead
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of Bzatve, was affixed te the story 1
had sweated over for fully twe
months and had mailed hopefully
just ten days age. "Dear MF, Simms,”
the letter r H

There is good suspense in “Tihe Great
God,” but the aHHmmportart eermess of
atmosphere seems inadequate. Somehow
the yarn fails to. convinee. Sorry.

Very sincerely yours,
Franklin Bard.

“Fails to convincei” I repeated
that phrase a dozen times, stamping
up and down my apartment. That, in
essence, summed up Bard’s reaction
to the last twelve stories I had sent
him. Discouragement had mounted
to the insufferable point. To think
that after publication af "The Pes-
sessed” I had thought 2y suecess
was assairedl

Then I noticed a small envelope on
my table. It was a letter from Grool,
maundering, begging, humbly remind-
ing me of my overdue promise to
visit him. I ripped it into shreds
and stamped from fy roem, heading
for the nearest bar,

There, under the influence of pa-
tient contemplation and highballs,
the idea took root and flourished. I
had, after all, sold two stories;
Franklin Bard went out of his way
to write me criticisms eof those he
rejected; the success of Bizarre
marked its editor’s wisdoea. Prob-
ably I had been going tee far afield
from my own experienee in cullin
plots for weird stories. This line o
reasoning proved a path of swift and
easy travel for my mind, Seen 1
left the bar, My steps directed deep
inte the evererowded tenement dis-
triet, following the address given ms
by Erie Greel.

HE conglomerate mass of squalor

and filth everywhere about e
lent point to my thinking. Here,
with fore undoubtedly to come, lay
the fertile ground for agmosphere~—
a quality my stories needed. Hali-
naked children, hundreds of them,
were on the street, drawn by the
warm fight; their mothers lolled
dazedly on stone steps, five-escapes,
shrilling at them. Older boys and
giels danced, smoked, gambled in
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noisy groups on curb and sidewalk,
seemingly delightin% in blocking may
advance, Darker, er, tay sor-
roundings grew as I neared siecnives.
Qad all at onee—there was the ad-
ress.

Men—hopeless, sullen, unkempt,
turching from drink or dikvance
stared menacingly at ney compara-
tively opulent elothes as I walked In
from the sidewalk clese by the water-
front, pacing teward the lew garsge-
like structufe that leemed inkily
some fifty feet bBaek there. The strue-
ture was a stable, trapped iR the
midst of awleward, bleak tenemenis
a prize of war, beastiul presf ef the
sprawiing eity's eenguest sver Fural
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I halted before the stable’s door, &
spasmodic shudder riding through
me—but not because of the gloomy
shades, the ancieat mustiness, the
filthy cobwebbed panes. I recalled the
scene, so much pictured in newsreel
and tabloid; I was at the door of
him who had brought unfergettable
terror to the eity, the lalf ef the as-
slayer, Buteher Mokban,

I fought down the impulse to move
away, fast, I had come with a pur-
pose important to me. I rapped
briskly on the stout, frayed door,

No response, save a dismal rever-
beration from within. Once more—
and now I heard his voice-—sepul-
chral tones sounding from a monu-
ment to age and rot. The dooi
creaked and clanked. Light hit my
eyes. A bolt was worked out of place
—and, staring stupidly at me, a
corpse-face in an oil lamp's fitful
rays, his bone of an arm beckoning,
was Eric Grool,

I stepped in as he whimpered, “I
didn’t think you'd come.” And as 1
crossed the threshold he rushed the
door, heaving it shut, slamming its
ponderous chain and bolt in place.

“Whet are you afraid of?” I ssked
sternly.

He gestured at himself. ‘I lock
myself in. Oh"—he clutched m
sleeve—‘tfrank God you've come.
—I can’t stand it much longer "

I brushed free and walked down
the dark chamber. Grool pointed at
a heavy sliding door at the room's
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far wall. "That leads to—the stable.
In here,” he waved at a single cot
against the side wall, on which I
seated myself, “I sleep—or try to.”
He lit a second oil lamp and turned
to me,

“I've begged him—I try that nmow
—begged him to stop. But he laughs,
as Iif he knows that I'll soon,
soop , . .”

“What¥ I demanded, as he hesi-
tated breathlessly.

“Find the ax!” He flared the end
of a cigarette, drawing deeply.

SHRUGGED hopelessly and com-
menced to take notes. Groel
fanted ewm:

“Last night—I was conscious of a
sudden that I was on Southern Road.
I knew. The ice plant, the barbed
fence, the old wharf. I was walking
along, under the clouded full moon,
all alone, I was after something,
someone, but something seemed—not
right, somehow. And suddenly I saw
~her, "

“A stranger, I guess; so young,
aweet, she seemed lost. I drew back
into the yard close to the ice plant.
She came closer and cleser. I could
hear her heels clicking 6n the pave-
ment., I=I tried, Me. Simms, I fried,
I tell you, to fight back that ferrible
feeld t madness, But—even as
I tried=I knew it was ne wse!

“I rushed forward all of a sudden.
It—it's madness, I know, but as 1
did I knew I didn't have it—the ax!
Everything—was right—but that. I
was standing right over her. She—
she screamed—God, how she screamed!
She ran back and I tripped over a
box. Then a whistle blew, and foot-
gteps came running. I catight myself
=and only knew that 1 fan and fan.”

I looked wp expectantly, findimg
myself, despite my note-taking, en-
grossed in Grool's vivid description.
‘IAmd_"

“I ran—and as I did I kept saying
to myself—just what you've said
when feeling yourself waking from
a horrid dream. 1 said: ‘Thank God
it was ne more than a nightmare.
But*—=Grool's hearse voice became
little mere than exhaled breath—
“then, as that iey shoek pulled e
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awake—I was not in bed. I was open-
ing the door, the door through which
you- came tonight. I was coming in
from the owutsidtie!”

“Wih-what?” My body went sud-
denly taut. Grool nodded fienzely.

“ if I had had
it—the ax?” He sobbed softly.

I relaxed deliberately, taking time
to light a smoke. I pitied this alject
weakling, pitied him from the bot-
tom of my soul. But, I rationalized
as I glanced at the valuable notes
hfs account had afforded me, the
world held too much pitiable mate-
rial: I had week t6 do.

His head snapped up, tear-filled,
burning eyes on me as I arose.

“You—youire not l-leaving. me?"

I hesitated. I tapped the mote-
book, “See—I'm keeping careful rec-
ords—I have to analyze your case
thoroughly.”

I winced as he shook his head in
that hopeless way. Perhaps, I ratiion-
alized further, this centering of faith
in me was precisely what Grool
needed. I urged him to that end.

“I'll be back—soon,” I assured him.
“You have food, wmmamagy®”

He thumbed at an old vase. “The
Butcher—he left money—"

An afterthought made me pause at
the door. “If you have any more
strange dreams—I mean,” I added as
Grool protested, “strange experi-
ences, I wish you'd write them down
and mail them to me—that is, if 1
don't see you before. Delng $his,
you see, will help me”

1 left brusquely, welcoming the
fresh outside air, my mind centered
on nothing save that I had material
for a story more fertile: than I had
ever hoped to unearth.

Dawn was not far off when I got
to bed. My story was well under
way. Grool and his horrendous uncle,
altered but in name alone, were its
protagonists, The opening scene was
almest word-for-wotd as Grool had
deseribed that ghastly night when
Merban had come home after the
first erime. Motivation for the yarn
wag net hard. I made Greel inferm
on his unele; at his trial, the unele
vewed revenge; and this revenge, frem
Beyend the grave, Beeame My story’a



DREAD CONBIAND

vital spark. This, I reflected sawdioni-
cally as I fell into fitful sleep, made
the story even more convincing than
the real case of Eric Grool.

Grool followed my instruction to
write to me; but the assistance my
story received from his remarkably
frank self-analysis was outweighed
by the annoyance his pleadin
brought to me. A week passed, an
by steady work each evening I had
the story nearly fimisined. One night
I was greatly disturbed by seein
Grool walklnﬁ_up the street towar
my door. Luckily I reached my land-
lady in time; she sent him away
saying I was ill.

The story, which had literally
flowed from brain to script, seemed
excellent on re-reading; but I felt a
“punch” ending would increase its
likelihood of acceptance. I hit upon
using a third character, a teacher of
psychology. Somewhat analogous to
my ewn experience, Grool visits the
teacher after reading the latter's ar-
tiele on psyehie research. But (in my
story) the teacher is an incensistent
persen whese theoretical beliefs fade
away before the skeptieism induced
by QGreel’'s alleged experienees. In
my story the teacher’s Skeptiecism lit-
erally baekfires upen him in the end.

N evening not many days later,

I erossed the road to my house—
there was Groel, waiting expectantly
for me, 1 halted abruptly ang must
have shewn my feelings iR nay ex-
pressien. It was sheeking eneugh te
fneet se unexpeetedly efie whe has
been with yeu iA fag ggy faf 56 1omg;
bui there Wwas the added mingled
feeling of anneyanee and infidelity.

He walked close to me as 1 fell
back. He looked, though it seemed
impossible, more haggard and emaci-
ated than before. There was a quite
unwonted, boldness in his leer as he
hissed:

“Don’t say you're sorry for amy-
thing, Mr. Simms. I don't expect you
to come to see me—or help me.
Youre busy—writing stories about
the terrihle inner world of the soul,
using your fine mind and knowledge
for t};csuf own profit. But muthinge-
can help me, I've found #t!”
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He stared almost savagely into my
eyes as he said that.

Mustering my momentarily scat-
tered energies, I sn : “Fooll
You're letting yourself fall into
sheer insanityy!™

“But it's so; it's true--" His
voice broke; his boldness was gone
like dew before a hot sun. His old
whimpering self, he cried, “I woke,
last night, again. There I was, up
in the old 1left, Somehow I had
moved the ladder—climbed it—"

*Fool! Weak fool!”

"Ne, ne, no! Weak—yes! But it's
there, in there behind' the white-
washed wall, Its in there” he half
sereamed, “and I mustn’t let myself
fall asleep again becasse—="

I held him as he tottered, holding
his nauseatingly thin arms, He mum-
bled as I reproved him, then at once
he cried:

“You—you've got to do sommetiimg)!
You said you'd help mel”

I bridled. “I don’t have to do amy-
thing. You came to me of your own
accord. I—well—you’re just—crazy."”

Grool’s mouth went incredibly
wide. He shook his head disheliev-
ingly. Appeal yielded swiftly to deep
dismay in his burning eyes, then
something akin to contempt, mingled
with anger and resentment, succeeded
it: I spun on my heel and walked to
Ay apartment.

The next day my stery was ready,
shortened in re-writing to about five
thousand -words. I mailed it to
Franklin. Bard.

When a week elapsed and the
large self-addressed envelope did not
come back, I felt the first wave of
encouragement. Stories deemed un-
fitted to DBizawre invariably were
returned promptly. But similar en-
couragement had been mine so many
times before, and in vain.

My landlady met me as [ returned
expectantly from work toward the
second week's end. She grunted,
thumbing upstaiirs:

*A man—1I let'm into your room—"

“Didn’t I tell you not to let him
in?’ I smapped.

“Not that fella,” she answered; and
a deep voice boomed from ahove on
the Jamding:
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*I’ll do the talkin’, lady.

An officious-looking individual, his
wide-shouldered body framed in my
doorway, eyed me with strange ex-
pectancy from beneath his low-
brimmed slouch hat,

“Simms?” he rumbled, as I walked
up the stairs. “My name’s Naylan,
Inspector Naylam.™

Wihat he added was lost on me,
but the police bad%e my confused
eyes glimpsed in his outstretched
palm was sufficient.

But Naylan piled confusion higher
by asking, in the same assured wa
he had asked my name, whether
knew Eric Grool; and adding, when
I answered in the affiimnretie:

“Glad you take that attitude,
Simms. Makes things lots easier for
the two of us, Simms

“Why—I don’t umderstand—where
is Greal?™

“In the morgue.”

Naylan's tongue jutted into his
cheek as I cried: “Grool—dead®

The inspector shrugged deliber-
ately and turned to lift a newspaper
outspread on my desk. Coming home
late the previous night I had scarcely
glanced at the paper, leaving it on
my desk, Calmly the detective rapped
oggmponderaus fist across the front
8 5

“Imterestin’® readiin’—ein?"

My gaze fixed on the bold head-
line, a scarehead I had barely no-
ticed:

FIEND HUNTED IN MUTILATION

OF GIRL

“Wirwhy show me this?” I stared
querulously at Naylan.

Again that omniscient jutting of
Naylan's cheek. He answered, after
X had questioned a dozen times more,
and scrutinized his nails all the while
he talked.

“Grool—he’s been in and out of
maybe eight station houses in the
last month or so, sayin® somebody’s
been makin’, forcin’ him te kill—and
with an ax—" He coughed and
stared into my eyes. “I guess,” he
rapped the paper again, “we should've
taken him seriops” _

“You mean—Grool did this®™

Naylan emitted a roat of laughter
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that?vanished‘ fast. “You Pxees, don’t
you ]

He added as I shook my head daz-
edly, “We passed him off as a nut.
Bellevue had him and said he was
harmless. We get hundreds like him
every year. But we tailed him as
routine. We naturally found out you
and him was pretty close—"

“Why bring that up? Why all
this?”

Naylan dropped the newspaper and
lifted up my ;note pad and several
carbon-copy sheets from my last
story. “Been readin' while waitin*,
Simms. Very, very interestit’, heh?
Bloodthiesty, too. And funny you
should write about Grool—name’s
here, too"—he tapped the pad—“and
a nice story about ax killin's—"

“That’s fiction,” I eut in.

I got a full minute of Naylan’s
tongue-in-cheek treatment, them:

“Wihy don't you open up your mail,
Simms?”

E nodded at a long, awkvwardly

wrapped bundle on my table,
I stepped toward it as though drawm,
by some force unseen. Undefinably
I was feeling hopelessly enmeshed in
some dark plot far beyond me, and
hopelessly afraid,

The awkward bundle was crayoned
with my name and address, Naylan
seemed daring me to open it. With
a sudden movement I slipped off the
coarse twine, ripping off the several
layers of brown wrapping paper, A
cardboard boz—an old fllorist's pack-
age, I think—broke loose, and there
before me on the table the thing lay
expased to view!

On the broken cardboard—telling
mutely its terrible tale—a bloody,
grisly forearm. The appendage—the
hand and forearm 1 finally learned—
of that innocent girl whese murder
and mutilation had been screamed
forth in the paper's lurid headlines,

I didn’t faint. Naylan attended to
that, And when he was fully satis-
fled that I wouldn’t, and that I had
viewed that ghastly blood-stained
reranant from a hundred different

erspectives, he pushed before my

arrewed eyes the note that had been
ehelesed iR the unspeakable bundile:
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My dear Friend:

It will, I'm sure, please you to know that
tonight I found the ax. For this I owe
you may eternal thanks. Before I take my
worthless life as partial atonement for what
I have done (gee, now I no longer will need
your valuable aid1) I send you the proof
you so evidently had to have.

Your pupil,
Eric Grool.

“Stupid,” Naylan's voice struck my
dizzy senses like a harsh, knifing
blast. “The postal men spotted this
bundle no sooner'n it come through.”
He handed me my hat, “Now I guess
you better come along with me,
Simms.”

I turned like one in a mightmare.
At the door Naylan saiid:

“Here’s a letter you can have” He
handed me an envelope that had been
on my table ail the while.

I glanced at the small envelope as
Naylan half dragged me through the
door; and before I thrust it into my
pocket I saw the neat letterhead of
Bizarre in the upper corner, Irony
seared like a dose of corroding acid
inte my very soul.

At last, after twelve successive re-
jections, I had put together a yarn
convincing enough not to be re-
turned!

Wihen, hours that seemed days
later, I was at long last gble to meet
my lawyee in the cell to which the
police took me after thelr inquisi-
tion and routine, I learned the full
gravitg of my predicament. I was

ooked on a charge of murder—as

the “fiend of intellect.® “Gracfs -
spiring genius,” to quctt Tts tasCsid
stories.
Now, the readers of this are

less aware, sentence has been pass=il;
and in light of that which I hawe
set forth above, with the inevitable
furor aroused in the public and the
press, I realize in my dispassionate
fements that the jury’s decision was
unaveldable. But what I read that
first night in my cell, when I gpened
mip letter, iA mMany respeets capped
all the ghastly iFeny and elreums
stange that eeiled 56  inextricably
abggt e, Tihe letter from Bizarre
reagq:

Dear Mr. Simumes:

In your yarn, “Commemnd to Xill™
the teacher is skeptical enough to disbe-
lieve the “obsessed” victim, yet encour-
ages him by visits, etc, But, in your end-
ing, he is actually jailed for complicity in
the crime,

Sorry, but this and the whole tale smack
of things that just don't happen. Uncon-
vincingness spoils a very intriguing idea.

Sorry to say that in mowing our offices
vour panuscript was somehow mislaid. It
will, I'm sure, turn up soon, and we’ll mail
it slong,

Sincerely yours,
Franklin Bard,

My lawyer, whose ingenuity and
tireless pleading altered the charge
to second degree murder, assures me
that when popular passion cools the
governor undoubtedly will pardom
me hefore I serve out my twernty-
year sentence.

13 Uneanny Tales in Every Issue of STRANGE STORIES!
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Space to tell Their Story
DROVE into Walton late one
afternoon in May of last year, en-
tirely unprepared for the un-
pleasant occcurtence which was to take
place that night and ecut short my
geological investigation into Wiscon-
sin Indian mounds near the town. 1
breught my ear to a stop before the
expansive white veranda of the Ce-
lenial Hewuse, situated in the heart ef
the town, and thea wallked inte the

1ebby.

Two men, their feet propped up on
the window sill before them, slept in

wicker chairs. The clerk behind the
desk dozed over a magazine.

1i6



THE ROOM IN THE ANNEX

“I should like a room with bath,
please,” I said, in a veice loud enetgh
to draw him frem his half-sleep.

He jerked up his head and blinked
his eyes. Behind me 1 heard two pair
of feet come to the floor with a bang-
ing noise as the two sleepers woke to
attention.

“Yes, sir?” the clerk said, his voice
blurred with sleep.

“A room with lmth, please,” I re-
peated,

He scratched his head for a moment.
“We're almost filled up, sir,” he began
apologetically. “The painters are
working on the third floor, and that
leaves only the second floor rooms.”

“Don’t you have amyting?”

“Weellll, there's one very small room
on the second floor, but no bath.™

EXPLAINED the nature of my

work to him, and the number of

days 1 assumed the work would take.

“So you see, it is rather urgent that

I have a room with bath, Can you
direct me to another hotel?”

He blinked again and shook his
head, “I'm sorry, but this is the only
hotel in town.”

I bent for my bags, “Perhaps 1
could find rooms in a private resi-
dence?”’

“There aren’t many people in town
who take transients.™

“Welll,” 1 said, “F shall have to lcok
about.”

“Now, maybe-—" the clerle started.

‘lYes?ll

“Weelll, you see, sir, there's the an%
nex.” His tome was somewhat reluc-
tantt; “It’s a wing with eight rooms,
very good rooms they are, too, but we
haven’t used it lately.”

“Rooms with baths?" 1 asked.

He nodded. “We haven't ordinarily
had enough people to fill the rooms,”
he offered.

“Could I have one of those rooms ?”
I asked,

He seemed to hesitate. Then he
nodded, and with an abrupt gesture,
pushed the heavy registry book to-
ward me. I signed my name.

“I’ll take you .diowm thexe mysedff)”

he said, picking up a ring of keys.
We left the lobby, the two men
staring after us. The clerk led me
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down a long hall and stopped abruptly
before large double doors. He chose
a key and inserted it in the lock. The
lagk erealkked as he turned the key, as
it frolobqy disuse, and when he
pushed baek <he doots and we started
down tbe hall. I noticed a deep musty
odek, suggesting that this annex had
not been used fer months,

Tte clerk stopped onece more before
another door, the second from the
main doors on the right hand side of
the hall. He turned another key,
pushed back the door, and we walked
into a room where the air was even
more stufffy than the hall. The clerk
flung open a window.

N“THigs adl | rigditt, sii 27" hecaaledd], poubit-
ting tny bags down at the bed

“Quite satisfactory, yes,” I replied,

“I'll $end up the maid to fix the
room. ‘Tomorrow there ought to be
an empty room on the main filoor.
We'll hold it for you if you wish.”

I looked around the room, and then
at him,

“Once this room is aired out and
made up it will be as good as amy,
I'm sure.”

“Only it's pleasanter to be with the
other patrons, don't you think, sir?*

“Yes, I suppose so, But then, I'm
really not a social creature,” I said,
thinking of the sleeping men in the
lobby, “and don't mind being alone
in the least™

He niodded” “You'li have to call
down the hall or come to the desk it
you want anything, sir. We don't
have the bells installed here in the
annex yet.”

“Very well.”

E door closed behind him. It
was clear to me that for some
reason the man was not at his ease,
but in a moment I had forgotten him.
I drew the water for my bath, and my
noisy splashings seon broke the ex-
treme qtlet of the annex, pushing
froam my mind all theught of anything
save the Iadian meund Hunt af the
morrew, Wihen 1 had finished bath-
ing, 1 dressed ahd made my way 18
the dining reem for dinner,
Walton is not a town of tremendous
social activity; so, after a short walk
up and down one ofF two of its streets,
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j&ad 2 stop in a small store for a cigar,
I returned 1o the hotel and my room
in the anmex,

It was approximately nine o’clock
when I went to bed. I slipped in be-
tween the fresh sheets and decided to
start a novel I had brought along. If
nothing else, I always managed to
cateh up on my sleep in these expedi-
tlons to small towns, and as I pulled
the sheet over me that night, I won-
dered vaguely how many ga es of my
beok I sheuld be able to finish befere
1 fell asleep. 1 turned my baek to the
reading lamp en the bed table and
epened my beelk,

I had not read five pages when 1
heard sounds from what at first
seemed to be the hall. I listened. No,
there was nothing. Yet, I had dis-
tinetly heard—ah. there they were
agaln. It was as it someone were weep-
ing, It sounded llke a woman, and the
sound eame from some other room in
the annex. I slipped noiselessly from
my bed and opened the dear leading
inte the hall; then I listened again.

It was unquestionably a woman sob-
bing. The sobs were choking, con-
vulsive, unrestrained, breaking dully
through the thin walls that separated
her room from the hall. A woman
alone, I thought. I wondered what I
should do, whether I could help her
in any way. The sound of the wom-
an's weeping arew more horrible be-
cause of its isolation in the annex.
The theught of gelng to her doer and
kneeking oceurred to me. I stepped
inte the hall, hoping te lecate her
feem.

In a moment, I identified the room
from which the sounds were issuing.
It was the very end of the hall, on the
left side, and it was easy to fix upon
because of the thin band of light that
came from beneath the door.

For an imstant I thought of sum-
moning the hotel clerk, but this idea
I dismissed@ almost as soon as I had
considered it. Silently, in my slip-
pered feet, I made my way down the
hall and stepped before her door, I
knoeked. The sobbing continued. "Il
knocked again, this time loudly. Still
there was ne answer. Instinctively my
hand went te the kneb, 1 tried it. The
deor was not lecked. I pushed it open.
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A very dim light was burning in-
side. It seemed to come from a read-
ing lamp bgf_ a bed much like mine, but
it was se dim, that enly the sound of
the sobbing led my eyes to the body of
a weman, huddled on the fieer by the
bed. She seefied exhausted by ber
geief and her sheulders sheek spas-
fedically. 1 éould net see the wem-
an's faee, for it lay iR deep shadew,
But 1 saw the mass ot her dark hair,
tumifiea dewn ever her Breast and her
neek.

My position in that case was an
awkward one,

“Is there anything I can do? 1
asked quietly.

There was no response. Her grief
seemed to cut her off from all outer
sensations. I wondered vaguely what
to do. On the bed table I now saw a
glass of water, Should I go to her
and suggest that she drink a glass of
cool water? No, that was hardly ap*
propeiate.

Y POSITION in the room was
extremely unpleasant, and 1
turned to lgo. But just as I made for
the dook, it opened, and a man, fully
dressed, entered quickly. He did not
bother to close the door, so that my
position behlnd it, Baitened against
the wall, wag not neted by him. He
walked inte the roem quickly, coming
te his knees at the woman’s side.

“Janet,” he said huskily.

The woman looked up now. In the
dim light her face showed faintly. It
was plain, but pretty. She brushed the
long hair away from her face, and
looked at the man. Her eyes were
pathetic.

“Yeou'\ve come back?" she said in a
low, weary voice.

He muttered something,

“I'm all right,” she replied.

Again he said something I did not
catch. Then a few words came clear.
. . put something around you . .
sitting on the floor like that ., . shiv-

ering.”

She was shivering, That even I
could see. She still sat there by the
bed, crouching there, her hand hold-
ing back the heavy hair, and she was
shuddering violently. The man pulled
a robe from a chair near the bed and



THE ROOM IN THE ANNEX

wrapped it about her shoulders, She
was wearing only a thin night-dress.

“Tekl me you’'ll stay,/’ she said.

The man was silent for a moment.
He stood up, looking about him awk-
wardly. For a moment I thought he
had seen me, but he had not: For-
tunately the light was too dim. Then
he shook his head slowly. An eager-
ness that had come into the woman's
face fled suddenly,

“We've gone over all this before,
Janet,” he said. “In fairness to her,
my dear, we've got to break this up.
It's not that I love her. I don’t. You
know that you're the only woman I've
ever loved. But the child was some-
thing we hadn't planned on—but it
changes everything. It forces me—"
His velee trailed off,

The whole situation was suddenly
obvious. A man, her lover no doubt,
deserting this woman, leaving her
alone in a small town hotel, there to
solve the whole problem herself. The
woman loving him with all her heart,
the man laving her not at all.

HE was speaking suddenly, with-

out energy or wigor, biut in her

exbatisted tones was the greatest pos-
sible.despair.

“You’re leaving me for a woman you
say you don't love, You're leaving me,
yet you say you love me)”

She began to laugh abruptly, as ene
might laugh when half-asleep, and yet
there was more in that hollow chortle
than weariness.

There was something ghastly in the
laughter of this broken woman. Now
I had no thought of getting away: the
whole drama unfolding before me held
me fascinated and paralyzed,

The man stooped suddenly and
kissed her forehead. Then he turned
and walked rapidly toward the door,

NEXT
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still not seeing me. Then it happened.
The woman’s hand slipped ug under
the pillew of her disturbed bed. It
came out with a shert revelver. Be-
fore 3 sound esuld eseape me, she had
foedi, and the man had erumpled e
the Beek next te the deer. Then she
began 8 whimper seftly.

I wanted to cry out, to run toward
her, to wrest the revolver from her
grasp, but I could do nothing. I was
rooted to the spot by an inexplicable
power. She dropped the revolver,
rose sltowly, and went to the bed table.
She drank the glass of water, began to
walk tinsteadily toward the m of
the maan en the fleok, then s nly
collapsed. The glass that 1 bad
theught eontained water, had all aleng
held peisomt

Somehow I got out of that room,
and somehow I got to the clerk’s desk
and shouted incoherently at him. The
clerk ran ahead of me down the hall
to the room in the annex. The door of
the room I had left was still open, but
the dim light had now gone out alto-
gether, and there came from the
stygian darkness an uncomfortable
stuffy odor.

Tie clerk pressed the light button,
and the room came into being. The
room was empty! And there was a
coating of dust on the furniture, un-
disturbed dusy!

The clerk’s apologetic voice seemed
to come as from a great distance,

“You must have been dreaming sir,
we haven't used this annex since a
murder was committed here, and a
suicide,. A woman shot a man, and
poisoned herself. It's given the hotel
a bad name. We haven't used the am-
nex since. People don't like=I'm
sorry, sir.”

But I was no longer hearing his
voice.

1SSUE

THE MASK OF THE MARIONETTE

A Nowedhts of Mystic- Control
By DON ALVISO



By LUCKER

Famous Authority on WithHnnaftr andl Superstition

OOTHSAVERS, psychics, prognosticators, seers—men of vision, mys-
ticism and occult science—ancient, medieval and modern pages of
history are full of strange revelations, previsions and the foretelling

of events long before they ocecur.

Who are these modeern mystics? What do they possess? How do they

differ from you and me?

“Psycthics are dreamers,’ say the skeptics. “Once in a while they guess
right—but only bv chance, not by any occult power.”

It is strange, however, to read of the power of soothsayers in the days
of old. How every king or emperor had his seer to warn him of the future.

Were it but a fad or fancy, those psychics
of old could not have held their place for
centuries.

Skeptics in 4,000 B.€. scoffed at Noah
and his progmostication of deluge. Many
scorned the fpyra.ruids built by mystics to
foretell the future of the world in symbol
and designs. The King of Egypt smeered
at Meses, who predicted the seven plagues.
Julius Caesar, warned by his soothsayer
as to the Ides of March, laughed, only to
meet death as predicted. And in 1431, Joan
of Arc, the Maid of Orcfeans, at the age of
19, was burned at the stake because she
dared reveal her occult power of vision.

Monwments of Power

TFrue, time may have distorted the facts
of history, but what of the modern psychics
whose progmostications still stand as mon-
uments of mystic strength?

Perhaps the most famous seer of the
past generation was Cheiro of England.
He passed away only several years ago,
after an amazing life of foretelling historic
eveats. For instance, in 1837 he met Lord
Kitchener for the first time. Leokiag at
Colonel Kitckener, then a comparatively
unknown soldier, Cheiro said: “You will
some day head the English army in its
greatest war of history ™

Did Kitdiensr Ramember?

Kitcthemer smiled, of course taking little
stock in a mystic's prediction—and forgot
the matter, But seven years later, in 1584,
Kitchener again met Cheiro who asked the
gﬁm soldier for a signed impression of
hand. Kitchener gave it, always ready

for the fuh of conjecture.
Cheiro was serious. Looking Kitehener
in the eye, the seer &aid: “Lerd

you wauld head the English army in a
great war. I now elaborate and tell you
what I see. You will have heavy respon-
sibility in‘that war beginning in 1914. You
will not meet death on the hattlefield as a
soldier might anticipate—but you will die
by disaster at sea in your 66th year.”

Was Cheiro right? He wast Lord Kitch-
ener died at sea on his way to Russia, and
in his 66th year. We weonder if Kitchener
remembered the predictiom, as the British
warship Hampsthire, went down in the cald
waters of the North Sea, June 2, 1916, de-
i;tr%%ed by German mines just off Scot-
an

Astoundvng Predictions

During his life, Cheiro was consulted by
promiment people throughout the world. He
wrote many boeks, and traveled to far cor-
ners, ever ready to inform and advise. His
power was natural. He @id not abuse it for
greed.

Many scoffed, but history records his as-
tounding predictiems. The editor of the
Lendon Publishing Company has docu-
mentary evidence te substantiate the
Kitchener predictiom, as well as many
others, such as Cheiro’s warning to W. T.
Stead, the editer of Review of Reviews,
made nine months in advance of Stead’s
death by drowmimg during April, 1GI2
Stead died on the Titanic along with 1,500
others, Aprit 14, 1912,

Also, four years in advance, Cheiro in-
formed Lord Russell of Killowen of the
date when he would become Lotd Chief
Justice of England. And long before the
events fook place, when such things were
not expected, Cheiro predicted the Boer
War; the death of Queen Victeria; the

years ago I teld yeu ihat , Entente Cordiale between Franee and Eag-
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Hambert

land; the assassination of
ﬁc of the

of Italy; the attempt on the
Shah of Persia in
year, month and date o

“in the midsammer of EM"‘. that "ita
duration would be about four years,”

“its end will show the collapse of the Cen-
tral Powers of Europe and the break-up
of Russia as an Empire,” Cheiro also pfe-
dieted, seven years in advance, “the down-~
fall of the Czar and his massacre together
with every member of his immediate
family.”

Those in doubt are invited to secure a
copy of Chetro's Warld Predictions, pub-
lished in 1928 by the Londom Publi
Company whose American office is 5043
Wt Avenue, North Hollywood, Cali-
ormia.

Thhe War of Wars

Even earthquakes are covered in the
predictions, and the coming of future wars:
Over 12 years ago Cheiro wrote as fol-
lows:

“Palestine and the surcounding ceuntries
will become the most fertile and one of
the richest provinces in the worid. Min-
erals and rare metals will be found there
in abundance, and large deposits of coal
and oil will be discovered in this part of
the earth in inexhaustible quantities.” (A
receat news dispatch read: nfathomed
wealth of the Dead Sea and Palestine esti-
mated at a thousand billion dolluts by four

eat firanciall groups, British, American,

uropean and @:-Eﬁhﬁmm who are
hankeﬁﬂa after the comgession to work

?e mineral and chemical" deposite found
hidden in the depthe ot the Dead Sea.)

ancient boundaries of Pa]estlnez
which ongmally extended to the river o
gypt - .-.;ﬂlhereatored...,'fl‘hisﬂ:
velopment arouse antagonisem from
foflowers of Islam; ami Turkey, backed by
Russia, will endeavor te recaptare Pales-
tiae,

“This coaflict will develnp inte the War
of Wars. Eagland will be attacked in all
her Molammedan possegsions. She will
give India her freedom but religious war-
fare will rend that country from end to
end until it becomes equally divided be-
tween the followers of the Mohammedan
and the followers of Buddha and Brahma.

“All her colomies will again send large
numbers of men to help the mother coun-
try. Italy and Germany will at tife same
petiod be at war with France; and Spain
ander a dictator will be engaged in a l:fe
and death struggle in Worth Africa.

“Later Germany and Italy (under French
control) will become allies and pour im-
mense numbers of troops into Palestine
and Egypt.

“Russsia will draw enormous masses of
Chinese and Tartars with her, and all Mo-
hammedan races witl be brought into the
conflict. The United States will be en-
gaged in war in Mexico with Japan and
will not take part until later in the Bure-

Fel

e. Great Britain will suffer
tu‘tihly prolonged warfare, the most
of Lmﬂm ard towns on the East coast
will be destroyed by fleets of airplanes
from Russia and Russian allies.

“In Ireland there will be Civil War be-
tween North and South, and a new Irish
Republic will inflict considerable
DX airplanes on such cities as Liverpool,

anchester, and the west of
England, befmr:e brought into the fold.

“Bat the life and death struggle will be
foug t in Palestine. The Islam allies will

rst be successful, but Jehovah will
come to the aid of His followers by earth-
quake, storm, flocd, fire and plagwe.”
is the prediction of the War of
Wars, and victory for the democracies.
Will this prognostication of Cheiro come
to pass? Whao can tell?

Other Modienx

Whe arge seme of fhe a{hef Medern
Mysties? m Werktd Wae afaﬂue&ﬁ aﬂe
BUtS! Eﬂ&iﬂ% pe=Eawienee

the English colomel whs was aeee ed %
Arab ’éﬂB&ﬁH&Eﬂ 48 3 Bringe at Meeed, o
heard o status ¥of aq infidel.

Many people called Lawrence A rein-,
carnated crusader doing penance for cruel
deeds coramitted ecenturies ago in the
desert, for it is frue that his ancestors rode
with Richard the Lion-Heart.

Lawrence had strange power over the
Arabs, and he was able to organize them
against the Turks. It has been claimed
that his occuft power won the Warld War,
for had the Ceatral Powers been able to
have free reign in Asia Minor, they would
have won the war. Lawrence prevented
that. His psychic power won him respect
of the Arabs and they follewed him, They
believed in his %i&ﬁom ot victory. No
one ceuld feol He was able ie -read
the mind of another and feretell the fu-
tare. As the great Shariff Abdullah said:

“It {8 nseless to try and deceive this man
=he sees the -futiire.”

Lawrence said he would live less than
a generation after the end of the World
War. He died in May, 1935, seventecen
years after the Armistice.

A Crime Detector

BBE what of seme Modern Mysties Jiv-
¢ today? Consider Dr. Thomas L. Gar:
t"eﬂ of New Yerk cne weu knswh as a
ﬂpﬁét&gﬁ t and eaﬁsu chelegist,
ower he wa.s able to selve
the im of 31 4000 by a Chicage Baak whi€h
had been victimized. The following is
quoted from a letter written o D¥. Garréit
from the Hass Detective Ageney ot Chi-
cago, to whom De, Garrett gave the star-
tling informatiemw:

Bexr Br, Garreltt: It 1a with the test plews-
un l:hnt T take this oppor: l;nzty to thaok yon for
&wd o my

th@ ldesgéty mgée ofie re ble for ﬁué'e%ouagu

of 17 65 108 l; my _elient: It waa
meost seart| g ah astaundyiﬁg yths: Fesnits you
(%nnnn 122)

on page



. ! _ (Cantlinasd from page 221)
One Cent a Day (st o, oty oty ey o
Brlngs $1°° a Mm tecting pgﬂ i _ﬁ'_'_["g ﬂ.igﬂfaﬁlfﬁ;%lnili 'n?as (lieé
means of lﬂavmg HM@ &iﬂk wha mi% t haye been
b e T gt 82t e 5,95 e i £ b i T
e fery/8D gﬁ‘fl@f-w‘m&e

One cannot deny decumemtary proof of
Yol this sort,

Tostitnetive Roowledge
cesce | Consider the modem mystic and psychic,
il tcEvan Shea of New York. More than 25,000
il ipeople have consulted him as to the future.
chical power came to Evan Shea when
he was a boy. He is able to fjick up a
trinket belonging to some individual and
instinctively tell of the past, present and
future of this persen without ever having
met the person. He actually sees that per-

son before him.

During the war, Dr. Shea worked with
the American Intelligence Department,
turally, the files on his activity in that
respect are not for the public. Whe knows
how many lives he saved or how much
property he kept intaet from enemies of
Amecica.

Let us watch Dr. Shea perform. This
happened recently and can be substantiated
gy affifiavit and other docummemtary evi-

ence.

Two New Yorkersi Tem Dumont and
Jerry Brown, were sitting in the grill of
the Hotel Commodore receantly. Brown
was telling Buniont that he had received
an offer of a position in Atlanta, Georgia,
but he was undecided whether or not to
accept it.

“I wish 3 could make up my mind,” said
Browm. “I hate to leave New York until
I am certain that there is no chance of
connecting here.”

s GBE0N Uncanny Hunches
ndfge  Dumont smiled. “I’'ve got a sn%gestiou,
Jerry. A friend of mine, Ewvan Shea, is a
pvetty good psychic, His hunches are un-
.|canny. He has given me and my friends
i some darn good tips when we have been at
‘| crossroads., Let me take you up and see
him, just for a lark. You don't have 1o
tell him aﬂ¥thing. Just write a question
en a slip of paper—hand it to him with
seme trinket of youes, your penknife for
instance. He won’t open it—just held it in
his hand and Re’ll tell yeu just what huneh
he gets.”

“Bunk,” ‘said Brm’s“My own. hunches

are as goed as amyone’s.

But Dumont persuaded Brown—and a
few minutes later they were at Shea's
apartment, The three men had coffee to-
gether and then Pumont suggested that
Brown ask a question.

ina Dayl
RO Seiied % “Youitze Not Guimg)”

: -mpg%;ﬁﬁm Brown wrote this question on a slip of
paper: “Should 2 accept the proposiitiem?>

3Y He wrapped the slip of paper around his
M. | penknife and handed it to Shea. The




held it in his hand and did not
fook at it. He gazed into Browm’s eyes
keenly. Brown could feel the power" of
the psychic's eyes. They were different—
seefged to look #ight through yati and be-
yond.

Shea sgoke gently as he raised his eyes,
*E feel that you have planned to go South
on a matter of business. But you are not
going. A letter is already on the way to
you, which will change your plans. 1 see
you standing on a rock looking into the
distance. It means that you will remain
where you are for a long time.”

Ty Licditer

And that was all. Brown was not con-
vinced of anything unusual. At the most
it was just a case of mind reading, and
Shea had made a guess, knowing that
Brown wanted to stay in New York.

Dumont and Browm left the mystic's
apartment. They returned to the Com-
modote and decided to have a drink be-
fore retiring. As they walked past the
hotel desk, Browmn said: “Just a minute
Tow: while I see if there have been any
phone calls fer e.”

Brown returned to Taomm, reading a letter
the clerk had just given him. Brown
opened it, and then with a strange expres-
sion and with a smile, handed. it to Tom.
“Read it,”" said Brown,

(Cantiinard! on page 124))
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THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers

m-227 Eirtiin. .

(Contizvumsd froam page 123)

Dumemt read it. It was frem a large
advettis:ing goncern of New York City
“Dear Mr. Brown: Several mentvhg age
told you that we did not have an opeﬁfag
at the timne, But a resignation has created
a spot for you if yoeu are still available,
Please call me-at orce, whether of net you
would like to be with us.”

Do Coming Rwedss Cast Their
Shadows Rdore?
Brown was eemmeea that Sheas pswer
was net mind-reading, for it is impessible

G to read somethihg iR A man’s mind that

doeg not exist, for Brown had ne lewl-

edge of the lettec and had fergeotten the

applieation which he had made months age
along with fmany othera,

Shea has too many similar cases to his
credit for them to be called mere coinci-
dence or guess. Do coining events cast
their shadows before them—and are some
minds sensitive enough to tune in with
these strange linss of force? Wiho kmows?

Varied Experiments

there are many psyehies today whe
have ﬁeen able to develep strange pewer
beyond seientific explanation, Experiments
are being made, many of them by scientista
in cooperation with so-called mystics.

Dr. Herry S. W. Hardwicke died onl
few weeks ago after proving that the
man mind had power of pmgnostlcahon
under certain emotiomal conditions. For
many months Dr, Hardwicke appeared on
the radio program “Mysteries Of The
Mind,” giving startling cases of extra sen-
sory percept-.ion.

s Adelbert Kline of New York :City
besnde being an expert in the practu:e of
mental telepathy, bas succeeded in pro-
jecting his astral form. He was “seen’ by
his wife miles away from where his body
was at that moment. And the life of Ed
Bodin, of New York City, was saved dur-
ing the World War in France, when he saw
a vision of a forthcoming explosion.

Soothsayers, psychics, prognosticators,
seers—men of vision, mysticism and occult
science? 'Who knows but that they are
merely the advance guard of humans who
have learned to use their extra sensory

erception, even as you or I fiight do?
yglaek Axts? Merely called “lllaek" be-

jse the full llght ot knewledge has net
penetrated the mind of fah.

—LUCIFER,

LETTERS FROM READERS

OIIIEINAI. SNG I'OEMS

E'VE had an exceptiomally large niail
hag since the last ‘issue, and we're

g sincerely thankful to all of you fer your

suggestions and criticisms, Advocates ea a



Black Arts Club will be glad to learn that
plans have already been made for one,
More ahout that further on in this column.

First, to the business of letters. We've
had a number from new readers, and here
are a few representative ones:

Yesterday X bought my first copy of your mag-
azine, and while I don't have much time to write
letters, I think the war-air storr DY Bon Alviso
deserves a word of praise. Ordinarily stories of
thie type leuwe me fist becaose they seem ko ima-
possible, hint in DBATH IS8 FORBIDDEN the
author makes it real. I hope you publish more of
them, smfl TH he a regular buyer of STRANGHE
STORIES. The story by Wikl Garth, HOUSE OF
THE CRIFFIN, was also quite good.

Idell Waedwell.
Walla Walla, Wash.

_After reading your magazine for the first time
T tliink I have found my ideal magazine. There ig
only one thing I'm afraid might happea. Ia the
past there have been magazines of this type
started, and after a few igsuves their storles

to have turped te selence-Hetian. .t Sﬂfﬂéﬂii‘. 9%%
that STHANGE STORIES sfays %938 that Jine
the uneannty that the fiFst 153488 Rave eontaingd.

I have seen several letters in the magaaine ex-
pressing the wish ie have fewer stariez and have
them longer. To thig I say No'—=a theusand times
No! I hope STRANGE STORIES will stay exactly
as it is, maybe with the exeeptien 6f seniaining
a few mere Pinlay drawings.

Concerning the Black Arts Club I think it wonald
be a swell idea, and am hoping that it will be
possible to get some kind of membership eard er
button of something to identify menibers.

Kenneth Elkin, Jr.
Hollywood, Calif,

Science fiction stories will be published
only as they're related to the field of the
uncanny. That’s what we've tried to de in
the past, and intend to do in the future,
Fair enough? Here's a letter from an ama-
teur devotee of the Black Arts:

Bave been reading yotir department with a very
great deal of interest for some mouths. Truthfully
1 leave that for the Mat, as 1 econsider it the mest
interesting seeciion of STRANGE STORIES. I’Ft
iaterested i sh% Q%ﬁ@iﬁ you d}&eua& PaFHSHIRE
e ot DAk a0 el

i} = -
yau egui ééﬂgg me a Nst @yg;ha I) 8%?331; you
lengw off, written en ihege subjects. I'd like F@ get
a little mere ascufate infarmatien thaé will give

(Canttsinued on page 126)
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SUCCESS ANB mm YOUlR

Learn to read YOUR DESTINY IN THE
STARS thru VAEUNA'S simple 35-jpage
m&ﬁng wdifin Love, Wiankage & Suotess,

ssifled with Your FREE Horoscope. Send
Birtk Date. Month & Year with only $1.00 io

...|But there i8 ne gfeater hab

9 l]:l:le 8|
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tﬁe a Doty idea ot thle euhb‘@ma. Fltuals, chaits,
A. Macpblerson.
Wmt Vanscouver, B, €, Gmada,

There are so many books on the Black
Arts and various phases of mystic science,
that it would be impossible for amybody
to read them in years. As a starter you
might consult several of the following:

MODERN MYSTICS AND MAGIC,
by W. S Moges, published by Charles
Serifwner, Y, C.; THE ADVENTURES
OF A MODBRN OCCULIST,, by Oliver
Bland, Dedd-Mead Co., N. Y. C.; LIFE,
DEATIH AND DESTINY, by Robert Alex-
ander, C. W. Daniel Co., Loadon, England;

4 MO DERN CULTS AND MOVEMENTS,

G. G Atkins Flemi Revell Co.,
'SECRETS OF BLACK ARTS,

B}mi ed 1, omahe[me:-. Baltima-re

NOWLEDGE
?SY@H% PAQT%, By Nellie Eefghle, Ai-
lianee Publishing Co., N. Y. C.

If you really want to make a hobby of
mystic science, we suggest you visit your
ublie library frequently and pick out
gooks to your liking. You will find thera
listed under wvarious divisions such as
Black Magic, Voedoa, Mysticism, Appari-
tlons, Ghosts, Gnosticism, Oceultism,

Witcheraft, ete. It fay_ take you years to
faster the, knowledge gstte scieﬂee,

~and it i
ene ihat gives yeu. di§£iﬂ§£l@ﬁ.
Now for a few lines from a novelist and
short story writer interested in the occult:

I limve just bought a copy of your mftzasine
and I whitit to comgratulate you on ilie good wrik-
amg of most of theni—itll above tlie average of the
oo-ealiefl pulp ismgaxines, Many of tlie stories in
the pulps ame so ly written that I can't read
thiem, although I am inferested in occult stories,
detective Betton and adventure stories, Keep up

pMidlid worlk.
York City- Eaxfharine Metealf Roof.

. A promise of interesting experiences

MDSgmes from a reader on the Pacific Coast:

Meet the West’s Most

Famous Pioneers
IN

THE ACTION-PACKED PAGES
OF A BRAND-NEW MAGAZINE
OF GUNFIGHTING THRILLS

THE RIO KID
WESTERN

NOW ON SMEWAT‘ ALL STANDS

O, Box 0B%, Seattle, Washington.




Lindsay, Calif.

And fimally from a sideline watcher of
the Black Arts:

1 read in azine ithat you are formim
¥Bl!mb mﬁ sendling Iy miemic E-%m

membershtp in same. X cannoct umfortunatel

claim any supernormal exptiriemees; however,

would be very interested ia hearing someone eise's.
I trust your clab will be a success and will be
glad to -comform with whatever requirements are

necessary.
Ralph Karltos.
North Chearloite, N. C,

Witall, the Black Arts Club is really un-
der way. In our next issue, the rules and
regulations of the club will be given, and
what you have to do to join. We want you
to become actively interested, bowever,
and we intend to have & spec¢ial section
devoted to active, Star NMenilress, as distin-
puigshed frem interested speectatois. As-
ewmg of experiences, observaiiows, and

%um%m%% oh the suBject of the Blagk Arts

wilt Feceive due aetice, and thewse &ontrib-
uting them will Be &%igﬁ%t%?i 3? Star
M . 06 RRep Yony ave Bg:!%ih Bt fHE
Aext issue for Purifier details, Pl yéoH
for your 1etferst
—THE EDITOR,

Tike WoordE's Graootest Sleuth
Tauifbes a Gvim Ryseery of
Baffling Clues

MURBER RIDES
THE SKIES

A Foll Boodibength Novel
40 the Beeember Issue of

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

EVERY lu[:

MONTH

AT ALL
STANDS
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Kidneys and Stop

Be Healthier, Happier
Live Longer

When you can get for 35 cents # aafe, efficient
and harmless stimulant and diuretic thet should
flush from yeour kidneys the waste matter, poj-
sons and acid thet are now doing' you harm, why
continue to hreak your restful sleep by getting
g through the nigjstt?

Don’t be an EASY MARK and accept a sub-
stitnte—Ask for Gold Medal Haarlems Oil Cap-
stifeg ~~right from Haarlem i Hellapd. GET
GOLD - ariginal—iéhe gencine. Kook
for the Gold Medal on I:he box—35 cents.

Other symptoms of weak kidneys and irrftated
blagdder may be hackache, puffy eyes, shifting
pains, burning or scanty passage,

tion mcture, reeord ang tran-

WAM' Sl p ief warkets,

Yeatinore Mosko Corporation, Dept. #4F, Portland, Ore.

ORXGINAL POEMS, BONGS
for Fulblication and Radio
ang for submission to mo-

SAVE 90 DAYS® TRIAU

%ﬁ“ﬁﬁ&ﬁlﬂnﬁﬁw&é’s‘m&m

Inereasa your inceme at bomie by bk,
BRijleWaitweithi Teaoperd Color msthell).
We instruct $td and supply you with
work. Write today foy FREE BOOKILET,

Wentwortin Pletontal €s., Ltd., Dopt, 160, Hamilltan, Owt.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

BihG Wit & Wk
i e opte

END NO Wﬁ%ﬂl&iﬂg
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PASSING OGF ERIC HOLM
(Cordinddd fremm page 104)

writing oft the paper. Following this,
he opened the ancient volume which
he still held on his lap.

Then he looked up, swept the room
with a nervous glance,

“l wondered about that, too,” he
said. “I thought that perhaps I had
bungled it or something. So I looked
it up in the book—the formula, that
is, before I turned the book over to
you.

“You see, Holm had written out the

la for me. It’s on this piece of
‘paper, just the way I recited it. Now,

if you'll look at chie book, youfH see

iF 1 Send YOO
fl'lills FINE SUIlT

i the original formula for summon-

oy ﬁ the beast is printed on page
thirt

-two, and that the foemula for
sending lt back to the sea starts op the
bottam of page thirty-theee and is
complete on page thirty-tour. Then,
if you’ll loek a little farther, yeu'll
see that there's anether fermula
started & the Batt@m of geage imﬂty-
BESEE Set i

irty=8ix. It you @mafe @ fg¢s
mula started of page thirty-twe with
that started of page thirty-Hve, yeu'll
find that they read exaetly alike:

“Wihen Holm copied that formula
out of the book, he turned over two
leaves. instead of one. While the two
formuilae start exactly alike, they
don’t end up alike. Gentlemen, they're
altogether different,

"The formula he meant to give me
was fog sending the beast back to the
sea; because in his haste he did not
notice that he turned two pages, and
because they read alike at the begin-

ning. The formula (e gave me was. for
$ ; ﬁ?‘zq the beast bae upoa the man

bad first seitd it owit!”

READ

l
Every Issue

EST FUN FICTION AND FOTOS t»



VOICES BN THE WIND
{Canaluded faoan page 106)

note written by him on the day of his
death. The note read:

Captain Joshua Ripley was master of
this ship in 1910 and 1911, I was his mate,
and I murdered him in his cabin, the same
cabin, the same bunk that I now occupy.
The medaiiion on the bulkhead is a like-
ness of him, Can anyone understand the
hell through which I've been passing, sleep-
ing on the very spot where I killed him,
staring his likeness in the faece, every hour
of the day and night? Lerd! have merey

on me!

“This explains many things,” said
Fanchley, "But not all. For instance,
where is the medzilfiom?”

For the medallion was no longer on
the bulkhead, and not so much as a

scratch indicated that such a thing
had ever rested there,

Summerfield and Hogan, to whom
Fanchley addressed his question had
no explanation to offer,

They could only shiver.

NGWWW ONW s A FAbE)

The second issue of

CARTOON HUMOR

100 pages of rib-titillating cartoons |
by America’s Premier Laughmakers:

SYDNEY HOEF
DOROTHY McKAY

TY MAHON

JARO FABRY
HOWARD BAER
JEFFERSON MACHAMER
GEORGE SHELLHASE
GREGORY @ALESSIO
REAMER KELLER
WILLIAM VON RIEGEN
BARNEY TOBEY
GILBERT BUNBY

Get a copy todlgy at youwr newsstand.
Oatly 25 cegits,
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Relieve Pain
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relieve the torturing pain of MNeuritls,
Newralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NUSHE € 18
fine formula, used by thousands. No opiates, ez |
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satiféfasisi= 3 17%
gilnutes—or your money hack, Don't suffer, De='z ztley. i g
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Johnson Smith & Co..~- Depaitment 942, - Delsoit, Micki
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ONLY DEPOSIT BUYS IT1

TEST IT FOR 10 BAVS IT OUR EXPEHﬁEI

Wi k‘f‘ﬁ@

l (duhi o

it “wen om & untl Includsd !Rll with cnn‘ TWI
Hulth Ilv Sue hamp are a pair of eye protectors.and a. de:cnpnn
fot Wihew fnel payment is ma g we send FREE » box of 10
~Tait m and alsa a b Suo Tam il to hasten the

MOET d $8.93 with your order, extra Carbons
mSusT wulhtms:}sud mth‘tvl:u:t:e money-back guarantee.

ensive TW’IN—M@ sun }l_?p so that you can have the beneficial ubtressedi

NOW.. .. 4 MINUTES withoeui
NEW TWIN-ARC SUN LAMP is

egiiialcn ONE HOUROyBUNSHINEYIN

Wihy lose thar handsome “lifeguard” TAN just because coal days Buve
ended your outdoor bathing? New you can keep yomr summer ten
wiith the revolutionizing pew TWIN- Health Ray Som Eamp. §t
gives you much meore ultraviolet cays in far less time! Tm these won-
derful “sun" baths in the privacy of your own home’ GOwis wm
minwes before your aew TWIN-ARE is equivaient «w ome fudd

of June sunshine!

IMPROVES YOUR APPEARAMCE = Gel that he-man appearance wiich ‘opiers tat
"3..“ tlo successll Many i
- 1 e <
you foakeirgli ﬁe ”WM

LOB% SUCCESSFUL~®RE SUCCESSFULI Social i3 well as husicess yoecivs oF
pends upon your . and a good coux of tio has & surprising effect oo your sppear-
lnce! esmen find_that theic ules actually increase afier they have acquires a
bfonze fen’ It’s the firs: impressiom that cownts! You will find vourself motw poapmiar,
ier everyone is atiracted by that bealthy-llooking van’ .

NEAL‘m llldlmi. TOO = Fnequent ewesuu 10 the ultreniiolet rays of W wen Wadgft
s bones wnd teeth, tones up the system and increases the activity e iviny
nnds Crons of surface pimples om the face or back occurting in ; acac sbee
clear up faster. Ultraviolet ra .zs create Vitamin D and are luable in the
and mltment of rickets. oratory tests hive showm that they quuzw ‘nur Phor
srms of athlete’s foot. Many Fh}'!“l&ﬂ’ order the use of vltravivlet ray lamps w
benefits of their medicinal

BRING “SUNLIGHT™ INTO YOUR HOME? Health Ray his perfected thie

comvenik bink of ic=with the PN ARC
s l;irnes fatter tlun in dbear summer sunsllluzt Daxxors willl tell yoa ow
physical benefit you can derive .. . and you | know witet 3 giicsen
tan your skin would acquire if you could
noom sun-bathing! Now, e TWIN-ARC
Lamp, you can get the same bhandsome tan. and ded +=- "ﬁ
effect in fawr minutes!

FULLY GUARANTEED -+Make This FREE Testd

HEALTH RAT MF5. €, [0, 303 ANE B
WWMMW&E
£} Seod fll detsils of FREE wizl offer
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1 will either pay 37 95 and receive fraw L
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Play Am Instrument

With HOME RECORDO you can
make a professional-like record of
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How often you have WSRiM 70 hear how yeu SOONB 10 othars:. And hew eften have ysu wished faf an
audition. HOME RECORDQ make's these easy and pessilss for yay pow. Berause, ng lsnger ¢an the
expense keep yeu from fulfilling yeur wish With the help of HOME RECORPS ey HH%H‘& Be one:
the fuelky ones to find fame and sucesss thraugh this §!Eﬂ8¥% methed ok Bringing voutb falents BEFgEE

proper autherities.
ITS LOTS OF FUN TOO! @Miwﬁ%ﬂb'w F#W%

Maving Recoxding Parties! replay them whenmever

You'll get a real thrill eut of HOME
RECORDING. Surprise yeur friends BBMPlETE GUTFI
by letting th@m hear yous veiee 8F play-
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OPERATES ON ANY

AC. OR D.C. EFLEc- | HOME RECORDING CO.,

TRIC PHONOGRAPHS | Studio KA, 11 West 17th s:t.
RECORD PLAYERS I New York, N. Y.s o !

RADIO-PHONO
i 1] lmhunll 6%ax
COMBINATIONS . .'sI d\%demi ent re HOMI;FGHBCO, bi{NG OU!]‘FIT o rﬁ%y
HAND-WINDING f@@%‘& 5 . posilgs, .on QFF;V@! (Send eaan of meney
PHONOGRAPHS ow foF and g2
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Writet HOME 1. Namre: . e
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