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MONSTER LOVER

With his great hand, the fiendish creature
took her by the shoulder and lifted her as he
would 2 doll. He held her high and peered into
her face. He saw that she was beautiful—and
terrified.

Then he lifted his other hand and she saw
to her horror that it was larger and had a
more deadly look than the hand grasping her
shoulder. The great fingers curled into a giant
claw as she began to scream and cry for
mercy!
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Like one who on a lonely road
Doth walk 1n fear and dread,

And having once turned round,
Walks on,

And turns no more his head,

Because he knows a fnghtful fiend
Doth close behind him tread.

—Colendge
The Ancient Mariner

I have supp’d full with horrors.

—Shakespeare
Macbeth






FOREWORD

To say that I, Henry Roger, came by chance upon
the horrors I now recount is to give only superfluous
thought to the nature of things. Many have said that
chance is all, that all human patterns are thus begun,
thus fashioned, and thus ended.

In choosing to believe otherwise, I feel that I am
closer to the basic truths than those who see life as
but a mere patchwork of existences signifying nothing.
What it does signify is quite another matter, another
argument. But I do maintain that I was selected, per-
haps for no othe: reason than that of Mary Shelley’s
Robert Walton, or Melville’s Ishmael—to tell thee—
to recount in detail, the grisly incidents and events that
went to make up the second turning of the Franken-
stein Wheel.

The second turning. If that reference is cryptc,
please bear with me. It is not mine. It sprang from the
incredible brain of the fiend himself and was etched
indelibly upon my mind at a itme when my very
reason tottered.
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BOOK ONE:

THE PURSUIT






The Madman

The year 18 was a particularly active one for
me. The death of my father, Lord Ceal Roger, the
previous year, had thrown a great burden of responsi-
bility upon my shoulders. Coming into a title is not a
commonplace occurrence; and that, accompanied by
the flood of grief I experienced, made the load doubly
burdensome. My father and I had been very close and
the loss of him was a heart-tearing shock.

To call the fact that he left his affairs in lamentable
shape a blessing may seem ridiculous, but it was true.
Had I been eased into a smoothly functioning inhent-
ance, [ would have had more time to contemplate my
loss and indulge in self-pity. As it was, the problems
of straightening things out presented themselves
starkly and I was forced to meet them head-on. My
father had been a dreamer, a poet, and a painter of
sorts, 2 lover of field and sky and beauty, and thus
hardly the man to administer a vast estate.
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THE FRANKENSTEIN WHEEL

Therefore, by the ume I had gotten things
straightened out and found a capable overseer, the
spring grasses had softened the harshness of my fa-

ther’s grave and the sharp edge of my gnef had been
dulled.

It left me also somewhat at loose ends. A wander-
lust seized me and I took off for warmer climes. I
spent a brief ume in southern Italy and then moved
north into Switzerland and eastern France where the
grandeur of the snowy peaks and rushing nivers filled
me with awe and somehow compensated for the loss
that sull depressed me,

I must admit that my mood was unhealthily morbid
because I was finding morose pleasure in somber as-
pects. I had recently read a poem, Thanatopsss, by the
Amencan, William Cullen Bryant, and the poet’s lines
haunted me as I beheld the might and power of seem-

ingly uncaring nature.

. « . When thoughts
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight
Owver thy spirit, and sad smages
Of stern agony and shroud and pall,
And breathless darkness and the narrow house
Make thee to shudder and grow sick at beart . . .

The American had consolation for all this later in
his poem, but I was not interested. When [ realized
this I knew it was time to take myself in hand, so 1
quitted the melancholy realms and returned to famul-
1ar haunts.

Still the wanderlust was upon me and I tramped the
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more familiar hills and valleys of England, Wales, and
Scotland, and it was while I refamiliarized myself
with the streets of Edinburgh that I remembered with
pleasure the name and history of a friend.

Leland Welch and 1 had gotten on excellentdy at
Cambridge. Then Leland, ambitious to the core, had
repaired to Vienna where he sought out a psycholo-
gist named Freud who, according to Leland, was
making some startling progress toward solving the
mysteries of the human mind. The thing Leland and I
had in common, I believe, was inordinate curiosity.
But with a difference. His was channeled, disciplined,
while mine went helter-skelter in all directions. As a
child, I could wonder for hours about the mystenes of
the planets or the fantastic abilities of the humming-
bird, but instead of applying myself to the task of
learning such secrets, I would soon be off on some
other track.

Not so with Leland. He wondered about the
human mind and held to that course with a fine
single mindedness. And now, in Edinburgh, I recalled
Leland and hoped he was stll where I had last known
him to be, practicing his new mental arts at the
Queen’s Hospital. He was.

There is no point in describing our reunion other
than to say it was mutually delightful. We had dinner
together that very night and I enjoyed listening to the
irrepressible account of his past, present, and what he
saw as his future.

“A new world opens for me every morning,
Henry. The multiform world of the human mind!"

There was much of this, but I hasten to the segment
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of our discussion through which I became involved.
This was introduced by Leland’s statement: “It is
truly amazing—the fantasies, sometimes pathenc,
sometimes humorous, sometmes hornble, which ong-
inate in distressed minds.”

“Hornble?”

He threw me a piercing glance. “Why did you light
on that one, Henry?”

“What do you mean?”

“I said pathetc, humorous, and horrible. You ig-
nored the first two, but sparks of interest appeared in
your eyes at the latter.”

This annoyed me. “Just a minute. Are you trying to
—what 1s that strange word you used?”

“Psychoanalysis?”

“Yes. Are you trying to psychoanalyze me?”

He laughed. “Forgive me. It 1s difhcult to remove
my profession with my jacket. But since you showed
an interest, what would you think of a man who saw
his dead beloved being carried through the night by
an incredible monster while the same girl was in her
grave?”’

“I'll grant you the horror aspect. But there was cer-
tainly more to it than that.”

“Naturally. This partacular patent is now 1n re-
straint, under my supervision.”

“And what are your plans for him?”

“I shall dig 1nto his mind and find the source of his
nightmare delusions.”

“You're sure they are delusions?”

“Henry! Really! You have the true layman’s
penchant for the romantc. In this case, I am probably

16
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stretching the word beyond its meaning, but I think
you understand.”

“You said there was more to it.”

“Indeed there is, but the subject is hardly one for a
pleasant dinner. If you are truly interested, you may
talk to the patent and judge for yourself.”

“I would like to.”

“Very well. His name 1s Max Gregor. He 1s a na-
tve of one of those particularly bleak Orkney Islands
to the north of us. Gregor is a stolid, rural type, and
those 1slands are melancholy at best, so it seems natu-
ral that his hallucinatons should be in keeping.”

“You say he 1s under restraint?”

“In a locked-oft section of the hospital, but only to
keep hum from wandering away—he 1s not bound in
any manner. In fact, when you talk to him, you will
be struck by his apparent sanity.”

“A sanity you do not accept, however.”

“Nor will you when you hear his tale. . . .”

I presented myself at the hospital the next after-
noon, where Leland greeted me with some surprise.
“You actually came.”

“Of course. That was our arrangement, wasn’t it?”’

“Yes, but I really didn’t think your interest was
genuine.”

“It 1s quite genuine.”

He gave me one of his piercing looks as he mur-
mured, “Too much so, possibly.” But before I could
voice my annoyance, he added, “Very well. Come
this way. I'll take you to the patient.”

Leland ushered me to a small room, bare except for
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a table and two chairs, and a2 few minutes later Max
Gregor was sent in. He was a slow-mowving, soldly
built man who had once, I was sure, had the leathery
bloom of cold, northern environments upon his
cheeks. But now those cheeks were possessed of a
deathlike pallor, with 2 look of death and emptiness in
his eyes.

My unpracticed regard found him sane enough,
however, and when I frankly stated, “I am not a med-
ical man and there is no reason you should talk to me
if you do not so choose,” he shrugged his shoulders
and replied, “I have no objection, sir.”

““T'hen tell me a little about yourself.”

“I'here is little to tell. I am a simple man who has
led a ssmple life. I am a fisherman, or was. But no
more. They refuse to trust me beyond this hospital,
much less upon the billows, for fear I will do away
with myself.

“Perhaps for the uame being that is the wisest
course?”’

I formed the statement gently into a question, not
wishing to antagonize him.

“Perhaps,” he replied wearily. “They say I have be-
come a madman. Possibly they are right. Here in this
place so far from my native island I wonder myself if
it really happened.”

“There was a girl, I believe. Your betrothed?”

If his eyes had been empty before, they were dou-
bly so now; an emptiness that bespoke desolation and

despair beyond measure. When he spoke, it was to
himself rather than to me.

“Lenia. So beautiful. So full of life when I left her.”
18
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“You went on a voyage?”

“Almost to the Grand Banks, we went. We were
after cod but our fortunes were poor and the skipper,
Nels Amunsen, resolved not to return without a full
hold. He was Lenia’s father and in a2 way I was like a
son to him. The weeks passed and when we finally re-
rurned to port it was to find that his daughter, my be-
loved, had passed beyond reach of our yearning
arms.”

“How tragic!”

“Consumption of a swift and terrible nature took
her away.”

“I am sure,” I said, sull gently, “that the sympathy
of a stranger—"

He did not hear me. His gaze remained fixed on the
wall beyond. “It was a fearful loss,” he said, “but one
to be desired in the light of what followed.”

“I don’t understand.”

“If Lenia could not be in my arms, better she were
safe 1n her grave.”

The very simplicity of that statement made 1t term-
ble. A chill crawled up my spine, a sense of horror
that would not have resulted from the same words
shouted in the hysteria of madness. The simple words
of a simple man who had come to terms with the un-
speakable; but at what price?

‘The manner in which I pursued my inquiry, driven
on by curiosity, should have shamed me. Later, it did,
but at the moment I could not retire with so much left
unanswered. I continued to question him even though
his replies were slower in coming and the process be-
came tedious.

19
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Later, with the complete conversation still fresh in
my mind, I put his story down for future reference,
deleting the repettions and extraneous material. The
following, in essence, was what the poor unfortunate
said.

“l wandered disconsolate over our island, all ambai-
ton drained from me. I sought consolation from the
pounding sea and the inconstant sky. I watched the
clouds form and reform and saw her dear face
everywhere, while shunning company and seelang the
buffetings of nature herself. But the cold rains were
slow in tempering the fever of my grief and I am sure
I became a concern to my friends and those who
loved me.

“Time, however, worked its healing way, and I
finally accepted the cruelest loss a man can experience
and reconciled myself with frequent wvisits to her
grave where I kept fresh the flowers our wilder coun-
trysides afforded.

“Then, upon a certain night, I awoke from my
sleep, from a bad dream perhaps, with a renewed
yearning for her dear presence. In lieu of that impossi-
bility, I left my bed and went under a full moon to
her grave. There I found a peace I had not known
since I had gotten word of her death when coming off
the sea.

“I do not know how long I knelt there but finally,
with the moon lowering, I started back to my hut
over high ground which abutted the shore.

“It was then that I saw her—Lenia—on the beach
below me. She was running, her hair and white gown

20
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streaming out behind her, her dear face elevated
against the wind as she fled along the sand.

“Total consternation fair stunned me. I refused to
believe my eyes—what they told me—that down
there on sands silvered by the moon, my dear one was
risen from her grave to speed like a lovely wraith
along the beach.

“But after the first shock I rejected any sense of
wraith or ghost. My eyes were far too dependable and
the distance was not great. What I saw was not a
shade. It was my living, breathing beloved with the
joy of life aflame on her beautiful face. Her arms
were outstretched as she ran, flung to the dark heav-
ens in sheerest joy.

“I cried out, ‘Lenia! Lenia!’

“She threw a quick and radiant glance in my direc-
tion but ran on.

“‘Lema!’ I cried again. ‘Stop! Wait for me!’

“l hurled myselt down the slanting bluff unmindful
of rock or thomy brush. I landed heavily upon the
beach and came to my feet and pursued her.

“As I ran I did not see the apparition that was to dash
my hope into nothing. The sea was on my left and it
was out of the sea that he arose; reaching me just as I
reached Lenia so that the three of us came together at
once. And so hormble was the creature that I froze in
my tracks,

“He was of immense proportions with the face of a
mummy, yet made even more hornble by the amima-
ton which gave it an expression of a2 demon released
lately from hell. His extended arms, though huge in
proportion to his great torso, did not seem to be
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mates; nor did the clutching hands belong on the
leather-skinned wrists to which they were attached.
The head was misshaped in relation to the bestial neck
and there were ghastly seams in the skin where 1t ap-
peared some demented physician had been at work.

“Had the situadon been different I would no doubt
have run screaming into the night. But I had found
my beloved and I would not be denied. I hurled my-
self at the monster as his corpse’s fingers clawed out in
her direction.

“It was fudle. Insane courage could not stand
against the monster’s strength. One of the beamlike
arms swung in a half circle as my hands touched the
clammy flesh of his throat. The arm smashed against
my chest, lifing me from my feet and hurling me
backwards. I fell to the ground, gasping for the breath
that had been knocked from my body. Certain that
my ribs had been crushed, I stll struggled to regain
my feet. I failed, falling back again, and was subjected
to the unspeakable torture of seeing the monster seize
Lema, fling her over his shoulder, and flee back into
the sea from which he had come.

“By the ume I regained the use of my body, swift
strokes of his mighty arms had put him beyond reach
of my eyes. Only the lowered moon, the gloom of
night, and the ever-sounding sea remained.

“Recovering the use of my limbs, I ran full-ult to
the willage, howling as I went. “‘Wake up! Lenia is

alive! She was carried off by a monster! Come! We
must search the islands!’

At this point the poor creature I had put under such
cruel strain by insisting upon his story collapsed in his
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chair, He did not fall to the floor but sat with his arms
hanging, his head on his chest. His words now came in
a2 hoarse whisper.

“They judged me mad. They refused me a boat,
taking me instead, in full pity at my conditon, to
Lenia’s undisturbed grave. When I became violent,
they put me in chains. Now, here [ am.”

At that moment Leland returned. He scrutnized his
patient with a professional eye and spoke bnskly.
““That’s quite enough, I think. You've worn the poor
chap out. I'll return him to his bed.”

The few instants that followed were of vital impor-
tance—because I now agreed with Leland. The man
was mad. Overcome with grief at the death of the one
he loved, his mind had gone unhinged, leaving him
open to hallucinaaons.

But as he arose obedient to Leland’s command, he
paused and looked into my eyes. “Please help me,” he
murmured. Then his shoulders dropped and he shuf-
fled off after his keeper.

It was as though his pleading eyes had become
lenses through which I was able to look into the very
depths of his tortured soul. Had not this swift rapport
occurred, my whole channel of thinking would have
remained as it had been and I would have gone my
restless way and left the poor wretch to hus.

But now, further investigation was imperative. As I
said to Leland when he came back from depositing his
patient and we walked together out of that miserable
place, “Mad or not, he certainly believes his own
story.”

‘'Oh, they all do,” Leland replied with the cheerful
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mien he was forced to nurture along the helpless crea-
tures he tended, or go mad himself.

“I imagine so. And no doubt the vast bulk of what
your patents describe to you are hallucinatons. But
all of them? Could not some small percentage be ac-
counts of true happenings? Those of Max Gregor, for
instance?”

Leland laughed. Then, in fear that he had offended
me, he laid a quick hand on my arm and said, “My
dear Henry, forgive me. Your feelings in the matter
are not unique. When first faced by madness, wat-
nesses without exception lean toward belief—that 1s,
unless the stories are too utterly ridiculous.”

“And you feel Gregor’s tale falls into that
category.”

His fingers gripped my arm warmly and fell away.
“What do you think?”

I certainly could not defend the man in the face of
Leland’s professional knowledge, so I kept my peace.
Actually, I did not hold him sane myself, but a certain
compassion I could feel as a fellow human being—
something which was denied Leland as a professional
—held my final decision in abeyance. Further invesa-
gauon seemed imperatve. The reason for this, I told
myself, was that very compassion. However, it may
well have been my natural curiosity and need of a di-
rection in which to turn my restless feet.

At any rate, I took leave of my friend Leland and,
without informing him, booked passage northward on
a coastal vessel—paSt Aberdeen, past Kinnaird’s Head,

past John o’ Groats—my destinaton, the cold and
desolate Orkmeys. . . .
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The Gravedigger’s Story

There are some seventy islands in the Orkney
group, stretching from Caithness and the Pentland
Firth to the North Sound and beyond. Only a handful
are inhabited, most of them stemming out from Main-
land, the largest island of the group. I was deposited
there, in the town of Kirkwall and sought local trans-
portation.

Discreet inquiry at the Edinburgh Hospital had
gained me the name of Gregor’s island. It lay farther
north, beyond Stronsay, a smaller island called Eas-
tray. Having some skill on the water, I rented a small
skiff and set out alone for my destinadon, arriving off
a calm sea at the village of Larswall about ten o’clock
in the morning.

There was a tght little harbor with several fishing
boats moored to a solid dock and fishermen going
briskly about the tasks of seamen ashore.

I moored my skiff and straightway asked a rolling-
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gaited native where I might find the magistrate. He
looked me over curiously but was civil enough as he
directed me to a house in view from where we stood,
the most imposing structure in a group of unimposing
dwelling places. “Dave Tander will be the man you
want.”

I presented myself and found Tander to be a small,
rotund man who had certainly worsened physically
stnce he’d manned a fishing boat, if indeed he ever had.
He was courteous and obviously a person of intelli-
gence and some education. I inoduced myself and
was immediately invited to a cup of tea.

I had debated what approach I would use upon ar-
riving in Larswall and had decided that complete
frankness would be the best policy. So I explained
things to Mr. Tander over our cups—detailed them
exactly as they had transpired.

When I finished, he shook his head with the smallest
of sad smiles. “Poor Max. We took it very badly here
—what happened to him—but it was understandable.
He was always a dreamer, was Max, and the loss of
that sweet lassie was a blow to all of us.”

“My interview with him at the hospital was heart-
rending.”

“I’'m sure it was. Sending him there—literally into a
prison—tore at our own hearts. But it seemed best.
Cures in cases such as his have been accomplished, we
were told.”

““T'hen there was no substanniation of his story here
in Larswal]?”

Tander’s smile deepened and I got the uneasy feel-
ing that he was pitying me as well as Max Gregor.
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“Proof that a dead lass left her grave to dance on the
beach under a full moon? Hardly.”

“You did not feel it necessary to open the grave?”

“To what purpose?™

My uneasiness deepened. I seemed to have put my-
self in the position of defending a wild hallucination.
“I thought perhaps—in order to satsty yourselves
completely—"

“My dear Mr. Roger,” Tander said in the
patronizing voice he had every right to assume, “it
was not necessary. 1he grave had been in no way dis-
turbed.”

My teacup rattled in my saucer as I said, “I’m afraid
I present myself in a rather bad hight.”

“Not at all, not at all,” Tander replied heartily.
“We are happy to have visitors on this benighted
island for whatever reason. You must stay with us a
while as my guest.”

“You are most gracious.”

His blue eyes twinkled, revealing a merry strain in
his nature I had not previously noted. “You may even
search for poor Max’s friend to your heart’s content.”

IlPlease—"

“Forgive me. I am an outrageous host. But the
monster was real in a sense,”

“What senser”

“As a grotesque explanaton, you mught say. It has
no connection whatever with poor Max, but one of
our less reputable townsman took advantage of his
story in a disgusting manner.”

“You interest me.”

“Your interest will fade quickly, I fear, when I tell
27
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you. The person I refer to is Sam Lenz, a creature the
village would do well without. He lurks on the edges
of our society scratching a miserable living where he
can. He digs graves—scavenges the beaches for sal-
vage. No doubt he will accost you for alms before
your leave-taking, but once given, he will sneer at you
and show hus yellow teeth.”

I was surprised at seeing a man of Tander’s obwvi-
ously sunny nature reflect disgust in that manner,
Lenz, I decided, must be reprehensible indeed.

“Why 1s such a person allowed to roam free on
your 1sland?”

“He breaks no laws that we are aware of. And no
man can be put away on suspicion under Anglo-Saxon
justice.”

“In what manner did he become involved in the
Gregor affair?”

“None whatever, except, as I said, to take advan-
tage of it. He appeared at the local tavern with a
strange comn, a gold piece which the suspicious
proprietor finally identified as an ancient French piece
called a Louie, I believe. At any rate, I saw to it that
Lenz was questioned as to where he obtained the coin.
He sneered at me, as was his usual wont, and replied

that Gregor’s monster gave it to him for services
rendered.”

“What sort of services?”
““I'hat question was not asked. There seemed no
point in allowing the scoundrel to pile lie on lie and

thus make a mockery of legitimate inquiry."”
“What were the results?”

Tander shrogged. “There were none. Possession of
28
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the coin was not a breach of law, so I could only dis-
charge the blackleg and warn our constable to keep an
eye on him.”

“Where might I find this man Lenz?”

Another shrug was forthcoming. “Everywhere—
and nowhere. If he does not choose to be seen, you
could hunt our hills and crags for a generation with
no results.”

“A rather discouraging aspect.”

“Perhaps—perhaps not, good sir. You might obtain
results by merely making yourself available. I suggest
you take in our countryside, roam at will for a time.
As a stranger, you might interest Lenz.”

If the man had methods of making himself invisible,
[ did not see quite how the constable could “keep an
eye on him.” I did not press the point, however, In-
stead, I took advantage of the magistrate’s kind offer
of shelter and wandered the cheerless, five-mile island.
In case Sam Lenz preferred solitude, I sought it also,
searching out the lonely, wind-swept hills and shores
where there were only gray, scudding clouds and
complaining waves to keep me company.

The ploy worked. On the very first day of my
wanderings I stood in the shelter of a crag looking out
over the cold North Sea, when a2 whining voice broke
my reverie.

“G’day, guv'ner. Be ye waian’ fer me?”

I whirled, struggling to keep my composure. “And
why should I be waiang for you, sir?”

Calling him’ szr was a concession he did not deserve.
Tander had described him well: the sort of creature
which automatically stirs revulsion. His deeply
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seamed face was twisted into 2 permanent sneer. His
yellowed teeth were exhibited as though he thought
them pearls of great price. He was small of stature,
giving the impression that he could have slipped easily
into a rat hole. He was dressed in black, in garments
he might well have received at birth, so disreputable
were they in his mid-years.

“Why, guv'ner? Now let’s not be coy one with
t'other. Yer here in quest o’ mad Gregor’s yarn, now
be'n’t ye.”

I agreed with the wretch—that there was no point
in being coy as he put it. Nor was I particularly inter-
ested in how he had obtained his informaton concern-
ing me. “You are quite night,” I replied. “But how
does that concern you?”

“Because if that’s yer quest, matey, I'm the bucko
t'see. [ had traffic with Gregor’s fiend, that I did.”

“Why should I belhieve you?”

His sneer merged with a look of anger and his eyes,
small black buttons, bored arrogantly into mine. “Just
like the rest, aren’t ye? Nabobs loolan’ down on com-
mon folk. Very well, a curse on ye and good day.”
With that, he turned and began to shuffle off.

“Just 2 moment. I merely asked the question.”

When he turned back, only the sneer remained, and
he was chuckling deep in his foul throat. “That’s bet-
ter, guv'ner, much better. Now do we do business or
don’t we?"”’

“What sort of business?”

“The story, matey. The tale of Gregor’s monster.”

“Then the creature does exist?”
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“I'd be hard-pressed t'tell ye 'bout ’im if ’e didn't,
now wouldn’t I?”

“Very well, tell me what you know.”

“ "Thout compensation? Well hardly!”

“Tell me what you know and I will then decide
what your story is worth.”

“Easy there, matey. Easy. This be’n’t hardly a time
o’ mutu’]l trust now, be'n’t it? Honesty on me own
part—thank ye and a few farthings on yours.”

“Then what did you have in mind?” I demanded
tartly.

“Fifty pounds, guv'ner. Fifty English pounds.”

“Before I even hear your story?”

“’Fore yeread it.”

“Read 1t! Are you claiming the intelligence to—?"

He sprang back with a snarl. “A pox, ye bla’gard!”

With that, he whipped a sheaf of foolscap from his
pocket. “Just like the rest. Ye see me an ign’rant clod.
Not hardly. I had me book learnin’ as a lad.” With
that, his anger faded into a triumphant leer. “Lettn’
‘em think me a clod’s to the good while makin’ me
pile. But that’s over, matey. Now I've got it and it’s
me fer sunnier climes and a gentle life.”

“I understand you came by some gold pieces.”

“That I did,” he chuckled as he tapped the foolscap.
“It’s all down here in ink and quill. If yer a mind
t'buy, me passage is paid t’ the Carib islands. If not, I'll
do very well without ye.”

Educated or not, he was sly as a fox. Playing on an
interest that had brought me to this bleak place, his
bold approach only whetted that interest, something
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he well knew. If he merely gulled me with his offer, I
would be out fifty pounds. But if I refused him, I
would spend long nights wondenng if i1t had been an
honest offer.

“I shall think 1t over,” I said.

He shook his head decisively. “Not hardly. I take a
ship with the tide. No more of this place for me. It’s
NOWw Or never, guv ner.”

His leer of tnumph as I handed over the money was
proof of his certainty that I would do just that. And
my admiranon for his skills as 2 scoundrel made me
wonder why i1t had taken him so long to acquire his
pile. Transterring the foolscap to my hand, he
touched his aged stovepipe hat jauntily and said, “One
last word o’good advice, guv’ner. It’s just that ye take
yer interest in the fiend vi-car’ously, not face t'face or
God help ye.”

With that he was gone, slithering backward like a
lizard to blend with the blacks and grays of the ridge
beyond and then to disappear.

[ stood there for a ime, pondering the expenence
I’d just gone through. I had put the foolscap into my
inner greatcoat pocket and twice I half-withdrew it.
But neither uame did I have the courage to face possi-
ble proof of idiocy on my part. If I were to find that
I'd been gulled I knew that 1 would not breathe a
word to the magistrate. A man does not hke to ac-
knowledge himself a fool among strangers. But if I
had been cheated while able to stll lay hands on Lenz
[ would have been sorely tempted to reveal our meet-
ing regardless. Therefore, it was through such devious
reasoning as this that I did not examine the document
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untl I was safe in my room that night—well after the
tide upon which Sam Lenz claimed he would embark
to sunnier climes. . . .

A quick perusal of the document presented me with
a new puzzle. The neat, though somewhat crabbed
hand. The surprisingly able rhetoric and composition.
How could a man of now-obvious education mas-
querade as a near 1lliterate for so long and with such
consummate skill? This was merely a passing question,
however. Lenz had entered my life swiftly and de-
parted with equal speed. I could only hope our paths
never crossed again. With this thought in mund, I set-
tled down to read my fifty-pound purchase. And I
was extremely gratified to find that Lenz had got
straight to the point.

“He came with the storm that tore the island that
week in March. I was in my hut when the structure
shook to its foundatons from a great pounding on the
door. I opened it and he stood there, a sight to behold.

“Oh, what a bonny lad was this one, you may be
sure! A towering monster I first saw as a mistake of
my vision; a misshapen animal. When he lowered his
head and entered the hut I knew my error. No animal
except some nightmare beast could have been put to-
gether in such fashion.

“No, he was a nightmare man instead, constructed
of spare parts taken from human giants. His head was
shaped not like any head I had ever seen, nor did the
eyes belong, nor the jutting nose, nor the blasted-out
hole of a2 mouth. His shoulders were of greater width
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than my door so he had to turn to enter and then the
vast shoulders hunched down to keep the flattened top
of his head from touching my ceiling.

“Yet I feared him not, for in all my years on this
earth I have feared neither man nor dewvil. So I stood
in no terror of this mixture of both who had come to
me out of the storm. It was only with awe that I asked
his mission.

“*‘You are the gravedigger?’

“ 4 Aye.’

“‘I have work for you.” And he threw several gold
pieces down.

“I had expected guttural rumblings bereft of all in-
telligence. This was not the case. His voice was deep
as befit his great cavity of chest and torso, but the
words came clearly, even with a certain refinement of
tone and pronouncement.

“ “This is no might for work of any sort,’ I replied.

““There will be ime. Now you must come with
me.’

“ ] shall stay where I am.’

“My refusal was sincere enough. I would have
fought any effort to get me forth upon such a night.
But resistance was useless. He seized my arm and
dragged me forth as though I were a child’s doll.
Outside the rain came down in icy torrents, drenching
me as I was hauled to the shore and thrown like a
bundle of rags into a boat.

“There, having consigned myself, I huddled in the
prow and strove to make my coming death as com-
fortable as possible. He seated himself at the oars and
there followed such a voyage as no man could con-
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ceive of. We should have been swamped in minutes
but we were not. He pushed the craft into wave after
wave until I was sure we had passed earth’s end and
were now dnving madly toward the River Styx with
Charon waiting to assign us to our own circle of hell.

“Then we beached and again I was lifted and
dragged. We entered a dwelling of which I had no
knowledge save to know it was on one of the upper
islands because the howling gale came straight from
the Pole and we went into the teeth of it.

“The place was larger than my hut and was
furnished with strange-looking tanks, pipes, and oddly
shaped devices. Once inside, the monster pushed me
toward a corner where a pile of rags afforded some
comfort against the hard floor beneath. ‘Rest,’ he said.
“The storm will pass. Then there will be tomorrow’s
darkness.’

“I crouched there, far from sleep, and watched as
he sat down at the table and hegan pouring over notes
and papers srewn there. So intense were his studies
that he forgot my existence. I followed the changing
expressions on his inhuman face. When puzzled, he
emitted growls of complaint. Then, when a point
clarified, he smiled like a happy death’s head and
crooned with delight.

“He appeared to alternate between two tasks: the
solving of problems and an occupation more to his
taste. He would work with figures and symbols. Then,
usually after a period of great tension with vexing
problems, he would turn to the other and write
swiftly onto the pages of a green-bound journal, but
now with no hesitation or doubt.
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“Finally, I could hold my silence no longer and de-
manded, ‘Why have you brought me here?’

“ ‘As T said, I have work for you.’

“ ‘But to come for me on such a night—’

“‘l prefer nights when others fear the storms and
sit by their fires.’

“T'hat was understandable. There would have been
more than one case of sudden madness in the village if
this creature chose to walk abroad by the light of a
full moon.

“Finally, exhaustion drove me to sleep and when I
awoke daylight came in the narrow windows and the
monster, stull at his papers, lifted his head and mo-
tioned me to my feet.

“He led me to an adjoining room where the sight
which confronted me was shocking even to one of my
earthy calling. The room was filled with dismembered
bodies. Arms, legs, torsos were piled neatly on shelves
and numbered with small tags.

“However, the sight was not so grisly as it would
have been if the human remnants had been fresh from
recent deaths. Rather, they were old and dried, like
parts from mummies out of an ancient Egyptian
tomb.

““Take all of these away,’ the monster said. ‘Bury

them.’
“I'hat seemed too disagreeable a task to start before

breakfast. But upon seeing the room I began to won-
der what sort of a meal this creature would put to-
gether—upon what meat he himself subsisted, and
whether or not it would be presented to his guests

also.
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“Therefore, I did not mention breakfast, but went
to work as [ had been bidden. It took most of the day
to bury the contents of that room, after which I was
so in want of food that I could not forbear making
my needs known, whatever the menu.

“Providentially, the creature’s needs were normal in
that respect and we supped on a corn gruel and a
sheep shank which had been turned over the open fire.

“My host, or master, whichever, was most taciturn.
After the meal he indicated with a gesture and a grunt
that [ was to clear away the dishes. I washed them in
water from the rain barrel outside, thoroughly
drenching myself in the process, as the rain had only
slightly abated.

“It was while accomplishing this chore that I had a
truly frightening expenience. I had filled my bucket
and was rounding a corner of the house when a bolt
of lightning suddenly turned the night into day. This
in itself was no great surprise. I had seen and lived
with lightning many times before. But this bolt ap-
peared to change direction in the sky and form a
jagged path directly down toward the house.

“Thas led to the upper tip of a pole jutting up from
the ridge of the roof, an extension well beyond the
chimney which I had not noticed before, what with
the storm, the rain, and my preoccupation with bury-
ing the dried human parts. I noticed it full well now.
The lightning exploded with the thundering of can-
non, It was as though a wrthing snake of fire had
taken the ap of the pole in its teeth and was seeking to
tear it from its moorings.

“The bolt finally died and I rushed back into the
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house to find the creature in high agitaton. One sec-
tion of the strange equipment consisted of a panel
upon which dials of various sizes and shapes were
placed. Several of the needles on the dials were now
spinning wildly and a strange blue light flared from
another piece of equipment consisting of tubes and
bottles.

“The display was most alarming but the monster’s
delight was a thing to behold. He danced up and
down and clapped his huge hands together and uttered
guttural sounds which could have come only from an
ecstatic animal.

“It was these contrasts in the creature that held me
on the knife’s edge. I knew he was highly literate and
could speak like a man of great learning. Then, under
the conditons mentoned, he could revert to childish
ecstasy.

“He obviously regarded me as an underling, speak-
Ing to me only in the sparsest manner when somethmg
was needed, ignoring me the rest of the time. I de-
bated fleeing the house many tmes but being aware of
his great speed and stamina, I had not the courage to
try.

“His whole manner changed after the demonstra-
ton of the dials. He became more cheerful, more
brisk. A short time later, after darkness fell, he turned
on me suddenly and said, ‘We need food. Show me a
herd of kine.’

“The demand puzzled me for a time. Then I asked
questions, and as a result, we got into the boat and he
rowed with swift strokes back to my nadve island.
We approached from the northern side and I led him
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to a pasture land where one of the few herdsman our
island boasted kept a dozen cattle in a back pasture.
They were gentle beasts and showed no fear as we ap-
proached. The monster (I never learned his name) se-
lected one, a smallish bull. He grasped the anmimal by
one of its horns and, with his other hand doubled into
a fist, smote the beast a single great blow at the base of
its skull. Thus instantly slain, the beast fell in its
tracks, whereupon my monster casually lifted the car-
cass, a weight of at least thirty stone, and threw it
over his shoulder. We returned to the boat and I was
unnerved at the fear of our swamping what with the
added weight piled into the frail craft. The monster’s
skall prevented this and we returned to our lonely
island where he again occupied himself with the
strange paraphernalia there in the house.

“Toward evenung of the next day he became more
excited than betore. He suddenly shrieked, ‘Eureka!
The final problem is solved.’

“With that, he seized my arm and threw me half-
way across the room—not with any rancor, merely as
a result of his enthusiasm.

“‘We must hurry,’ he said, ‘or we will not be ready
for the next storm. Come.’

“Treaung me again as the veriest lackey, he hauled
me to the boat. We returned to my native island, but
not this ime to open pastureland—to the graveyard,
rather, where I was finally told of our mission.

“‘l need the bodies of females lately dead,” he told
me.

“My God!’
“He pushed me in rough impatience and demanded,
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‘Female bodies, I say! You would know. In this harsh
climate, those perhaps two months dead but no
longer.” When I hesitated, he seized my arm. “T'ell me!
Tell me! Before we lose the moon’s light!’

“In order to keep the bones of my arm from being
crushed I said, ‘Some forty days ago, a ship foundered
on the rocks off Devil’s Point nearby to this sland.
Most of the passengers were rescued but among those
lost were two females employed 1n the galley. They
were of low social caste, so far as was known, without
families, almost nameless—-’

““The monster snarled, ‘Spare me the history lesson.
Are their remains buried here?’

“I assured him that they were, that I myself had
dug the graves.

““T'hen on with it. I must have the bodies.’

“So, there under a2 moon which shed a light as pale
and bloodless as the cadavers I disinterred, we robbed
the two graves and carried the remains back to the
monster’s accursed refuge.

“Once there, he began working at fever heat, urged
on by the faint rumblings of another storm fathenng
in the north. My work with the dead had had a steel-
ing influence upon me. I was able to regard the bodies
of those who have passed on with a certain callous-
ness. But the manner in which this incredible fiend
threw the corpses upon a table and poised over them
with knife and saw filled me with revulsion. A brigade
of devils could not have kept me in that charnel house
another moment.

“I fled out into the night and rated myself as fortu-
nate that the monster was too preoccupied with his
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grisly work to follow. I took the boat and returned to
my native haunts, keeping an eye wary at all times for
sight of that hideous fiend bearing down upon me.
“Time passed. He did not come. I could only as-
sume that he was through with me. But my uneasi-
ness remained, and with no reason to stay among
those who despise me—and whom I despise—here on
this island, I have decided to leave these parts for-

cver . . .

There was no more. I sat there in my room as a
guest of the good magistrate, David Tander, and re-
read the final page by the light of my guttering
candle. I was in a quandary. First off, I was puzzled as
to the authenticity of the document in my hand. The
image of the repulsive little man who’d penned it
came into my mind. Had he really expenienced the
dreadful confrontation, or had he slyly invented the
whole thing in order to gull me out of a few miserable
pounds?

I thought it significant that he had made no mention
of the unfortunate Gregor or the beautiful maiden
stolen from him by death. Was this significant? What
I had before me was a wild yarn which needed verifi-
cation in order to be seen as even a semblance of
truth. Was there any way to obtain this verificadon?

I could demand that the graves of the two ship-
wrecked females be opened. That seemed logical. But
suppose the tombs were found to be empty; would
that prove Sam Lenz’s story? Not entirely, I decided.
The two bodies, if the graves had been violated, might
well be in the dissecting rooms of some medical col-
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lege. And if the farmer, whoever he was, did ac-
knowledge the loss of a bull, he would no doubt heot
at the idea of its having been stolen by a towenng
fiend who killed it with a single blow of his fist.

That left only a search for the uninhabited island as
feasible. But how feasible? Again, Lenz had given no
clue as to its locagon. As I pondered my dilemma I
saw again that sly, pinched, malevolent face. After a
few moments I could think only one word.

Fraud.

Disgusting fraud.

My decision was then made. I would abandon this
search. Max Gregor had been put away because of his
mad hallucination concerning a monster. How soon, if
[ continued with my inquiry, would I be sent to keep
him company?

There 1s something most satisfying in a final deci-
ston. It quiets the mind and puts one back onto normal
pursuits. My pursuit was again of the footloose vari-
ety. I thanked David Tander for his courtesies and re-
turned to England from whence I sojourned to south-
ern France and took a house on the Mediterranean. It
was a pleasant contrast—the sun, the company with
new friends I met in that land of eternal gaiery.

But 1t palled and I returned finally to London and
my flat on Gentry Mews.

Where a stunning surprise awaited me.
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The surprise came in the form of a letter from one
Felix De Lacy. From the postmark I noted it as hav-
ing been mailed there in London scarcely a week ear-
lier. The missive was bulky, contaiming, 1n addition to
Mr. De Lacy’s note, several sheets of foolscap which
appeared to be a brief manuscript but in the same

handwriting. The letter read:

My Dear Lord Roger:

I come to you with what you will no doubt
consider a strange request, and some even
stranger information. It is my hope that we may
meet personally but I choose to present first the
enclosed data which I beg you to peruse carefully
before making your decision. So kindly bear with
me, good sir.

I shall be most direct. I resolved to contact you
when, through investigations of my own, I dis-
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covered that you have shown interest in what i1s
purported to be an unspeakable monster afoot in
the Orkney Islands. I, too, for reasons you will
discover, am vitally interested in the truths or
falsehoods involved. I too visited Queen’s Hospi-
tal in Edinburgh to confront the unfortunate
Max Gregor when I became aware of his
existence. There, I met your friend, Dr. Leland
Welch, who told me of your interest.

[ too went northward and heard of you again
in Larswall. My visit there was fruitless. I found
nothing but disbelief and 2 desire among the na-
aves to forget the terrible incidents which took
place—including one of which I am sure you
have not yet been informed.

Following i1n your footsteps, I returned to
London to find that you had moved on to south-
ern France. As I had pressing affairs of my own
to handle, I turned to them and was so occupied
for a ime. Those obligations fulfilled, I discov-
ered that you had left the French address and it is
in the hope that you have returned to London
that I write thus letter.

While waiting, your lordship, I have put down
some background details which I hope will prove
of interest to you. I did this for two reasons.
First, I want you to decide, without any personal
pressure on my part, whether or not you wish to
embark upon what might be a dangerous enter-
prise. Also, if you do decide in my favor, you
will already possess vital knowledge of the situa-
tion and time will be saved.
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I now await your decision. I can be reached at
the Savoy Hotel and will come immediately
upon your bidding.

Now I remain, your lordship, your obedient
servant,

Felix De Lacy

PS. As to the development of which you
may not be aware—Max Gregor was released
from Queen’s Hospital while you were in France.
He returned to Estray Island and his native Lars-
wall, where a few days later he was found dead on
a lonely shore, horribly slashed and mutilated as
though by a savage beast.

F.D. L.

I had certainly been made aware of one thing—this
De Lacy was a man with a flare for the dramatic as a
means of furthering his ends. That terse postscript was
meant to whet my curiosity if nothing else, and gain
him the personal meeting for which he had pleaded.
S0 it was with high interest that I went on to his fools-
cap, and into the incredible story he had to tell.

“When I was a youth my sister, my father, and I
lived in a small forest cottage in France just below the
German border directly south of the German town of
Ingolstadt. Our circumstances were most meager due
to our not inconsiderable fortune having been seques-
tered by the French government. Further details of
our situation at the time are irrelevant. Suffice it to say

that we were reconciled to our lot and had hopes of
an improvement in our fortunes.
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“We had been residing in the cottage for nearly two
years when the terrible day I now refer to arrived.
My sister and I had gone into the woods that morning
where we remained, picking berres and digging roots,
until late afternoon. We should not have tarried so
long because there was an added responsibility we
bore mutually. Our father was stone-blind, having
been thus afflicted for years. Thus, we never left hum
alone for any great length of time.

“But we were not prepared for the stunning shock
which confronted us when we entered the cottage
upon our return. Our father was seated in his chair
and at his feet crouched a monster so hideous as to
defy description in the words of any language I have
mastered; an inhuman thing, yet grotesquely human 1n
that it was constructed of human parts—vast trunks
of legs, arms which would have beggared those of a
gorila. Its face was enough to send sane people
screaming toward whatever sanctuary: a huge death’s
head, yet imbued with some form of life.

“I am not a brave man, but seeing my father thus
menaced, I flew at the creature with a poker I seized
from the fireplace and belabored it with all my
strength.

“Heaven must have been taking note at the time be-
cause the fiend could have torn me to bits in an
instant. Instead, it emitted a horrible cry and fled.

“The ume of this incident was brief. It could have
been measured in seconds. But so deeply was it pressed
into my mind that every detail is clearly remembered
to this day.

“The revelation generated a search upon our part
and we found to our amazement that the monster had
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been living near us, perhaps for months, in an unused
shed which had long been abandoned. We found there
several books we had presumed lost and other arti-
facts proving he had not only been observing us over
those months but had entered our cottage many times.

“The fact that he had escaped detection all that
time must indicate to you a blindness afflicing my sis-
ter and me as well as our facher. To us, however, it 1n-
dicated a superhuman stealth upon the part of the
monster.

“The horrible confrontation left us with many
questions. Why had we not been harmed? What was
the apparition’s purpose in observing us for such a
length of ame? From whence had it come and in what
direction had it fled?

“Our great difficulty—Agatha’s and mine—was to
convince our father of the truth. He said the creature
had knocked civilly enough upon the door and begged
entrance. When this was granted it deposed itself as a
traveler hoping for food and shelter and at no ame
did it deport itself otherwise. His voice (father in-
sisted upon designating the monster as male though he
had no name for him) was deep, but resonant and cul-
tured. While they were alone, he had shown no mon-
strous tendencies whatever. Quite the opposite. His
approach had engendered nothing other than deep
sympathy upon my father’s part—to an extent that a
great sense of guilt arose in my father, a man of most
gentle nature. He brooded as time went on. Our for-
tunes did improve later. We left the forest cottage and
went back to our nightful place in society, but the
spectre of that awful day remained with my father
there in the dark cell of his blindness.
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“Years passed. My sister marnied and departed with
her husband to Australia, thus going out of our lives.
My father became enfeebled and I thought he had
forgotten the tme of horror in the forest corttage.

““T'hen I went through the sad but inevitable experi-
ence of his death, and when his will was read 1 discov-
ered how deeply the experience had merged into his
being. The will was so worded that 1t placed upon me
a solemn obligation to watch always for the Lonely
Wayftarer, as my father called him, to make reparation
1f humanly possible for the great wrong we had done
in driving him from our door.

“I could only decide that deep in his heart my fa-
ther had never believed what Agatha and I had told
him; that the Lonely Wayfarer was other than a wor-
thy, mortal man in need of help.

“Which brings me to the present, or rather, the near
past. With nothing having been heard again of the
monster, I had long assumed him dead or gone forever
out of my life. But through research I undertook
some years ago, and recent developments, some new
aspects have opened to me.

“There 1s much more which I will not burden you
with at this wriing. And I grant that the whole pres-
ent situadon is indeed tenuous. All logic states that
there is no connection between the recent tragedies in
the Orkneys and my experience long ago in northern
France. But my feelings in the matter go beyond
logic. Deep in my soul a dire voice keeps repeatng
and repeatung—

“The Monster still lives!”
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Felix De Lacy said, “You now understand, from the
data I have given you, why I must continue with my
mad quest. But so that we may understand each other
perfectly, tell me your own moave.”

I had met Felix De Lacy in the bar room of his
hotel and found him to be 2 man somewhat past mid-
dle age, slim, quite intense, but withal, an engaging
person. His question, however, seemed a little per-
emptory in the light of his plea that I interest myself
in his project. Sall, I could see the wisdom of an
understanding from the very start, so I explained as
best I could.

“Call 1t cunosity if you will—an inquiring nature.
It began casually enough, motivated by compassion
for the unfortunate Max Gregor. But there was more
to 1t than that. Perhaps a yearning for adventure and
thus an escape from boredom.”

“Most frankly put. I am deeply in debt to your
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lordship for your interest and I am sure that I can
promise you exciting adventure. But what is more—
definite peril.”

“That does not change my intent. But please—my
title has always been a source of embarrassment to me.
I do not like the servile deference it engenders in
many quarters. Therefore, I present myself whenever
possible as plain Mr. Henry Roger.”

“I shall respect that wish.”

“I'hank you. And now, if you will be so kind, tell
me that which your letter did not reveal—how you
can possibly associate your youthful experience in
France with Max Gregor’s tragedy in the Orkneys.”

“In order to do that, I will sketch, as briefly as pos-
sible, the results of my research and invesagations up
to this point. They came at various times and under
various circumstances. But what I uncovered i1s so in-
credible I can only state it, not defend it as truth,
though truth I know it to be.

“Shortly before our forest cottage experience, a
man named Victor Frankenstein—a madman no doubt,
but possessed of genius—did in fact create a living
monster from sectioned cadavers stolen from graves.
He performed this fiendish miracle in a laboratory 1n
Ingolstadt, Germany. When he looked upon his work,
he was horrified. Whether he drove his insane creation
from his sight or whether the creature fled of his own
voliton is not important. But beyond doubt it was the
same creature who found our cottage and spent those
months observing us.

“Victor Frankenstein was not clear of him, how-
ever. The monster faced him again and, in his loneli-
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ness, demanded that Frankenstein create for him a
mate—a female of his own horrble species. I think
Frankenstein must have agreed because, some time
later, he set up another laboratory on a deserted island
in the Orkneys. However, he was unable to repeat his
hideous miracle, or refused to complete it, because no
female counterpart of the monster ever existed, I am
sure.

“Evidently enraged by thus, the fiend virtually de-
stroyed Frankenstein by murdering those he loved.”

[ raised a hand to intervene. “If there is any truth to
that, it certainly does not square with the gentle crea-
ture with which your grandfather became obsessed.”

“Quite true,” De Lacy agreed. “This is one of the
Inconsistencies my investigations have not reconciled.
And I must admit that there are other gaps I have not
been able to fill. Much of my informaton came from
letters written by one Robert Walton, an Englishman,
to his sister Margaret. Walton, amply financed, had an
urge for the sea, and the letters were dispatched from
his ship. He was engaged in Arctic exploration,
and they told of an emaciated, half-deid Victor Fran-
kenstein Walton rescued from an ice pack. Franken-
stein had been pursuing a monster of indescribable
hideousness, intent upon the creature’s final destruc-
tion.

“I'hen, according to the missives, the monster too
came aboard the ship. There was a confrontation be-
tween the two after which Frankenstein died. There-
upon, the creature he had created, evidently now in-
tent upon self-destruction, vanished into the Polar
wastes where survival was palpably impossible.”
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“A fantastic tale!” I exclaimed.

“But again, the frustrating gaps. I never discovered
what transpired immediately after the murder of
Frankenstein’s loved ones. I assume that Frankenstein
made vengeance his life’s work and pursued the fiend
from that time on, to come finally to Walton’s ship. I
am sure the entire story was told in the letters but
many were destroyed or unattainable.”

“But what you did find put the monster in the Arc-
tic where he could not have survived. So that had to
be the end of it.”

“Perhaps, perhaps not. I see the recent events in the
Orkneys as beyond all possibility of coincidence. And
then again how do we know—?"

“The time span, man! The gap of years between
your cottage experience and the present.”

“What do we know about the mortality of a being
created from cadavers? For that matter, I have no
proof that Frankenstein did not create a female mon-
ster. Perhaps they mated. Perhaps their offspring is
only now reaching matunty.”

“T’hose are far-out suppositions.”

“I realize that, but are they any more fantastic than
that which we now know to be fact?”

“I suppose not—"

“Personally, I do not believe there was a mate. I
stick to the declaration made in my letter. The mon-
ster sall lives.”

“None of what you have said even remotely
touched upon Gregor’s story of seeing his beloved
risen from her grave.”

“As I stated,” De Lacy replied, “I do not function
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as a defender. I merely give you what I have, And
there 1s one more thing. My conversation with Gre-
gor at Queen’s Hospital. I think it was more revealing
than yours. Gregor described the monster to me in
greater detail. And I tell you. It was identical to our
forest appariaon.”

[ saw no point in further discussion. Nor, I am sure,
did De Lacy. At any rate, his eyes lit up in joy and
gratitude when I said, “It seems to me we should lay
this ghost once and for all by returning to Larswall
and making certain decisive moves. I am sure the good
David Tander will welcome us.”

“That 1s what I have prayed that you would say,”
De Lacy countered fervently. “I would like nothing
better than to terminate the curse of Victor Franken-
stein once and for all by whatever means. It is just
that, in all honesty, I do not feel up to it alone. [ have
been most desperately 1n need of help.”

The words engendered in me an admiration for the
man. He was charged with fear. Yet an inner courage
demanded that he carry on to whatever end fate had
in store.

“Separately, we could be destroyed,” I said, “but
together we may win through.”

And thus our pact was made. . . .

I found Felix De Lacy to be a pleasant traveling
companion. In view of his compulsive interest in the
tracking down of a fiend, I'd expected a somewhat
morbid nature about him. This was not the case. Once
we were embarked on our journey he made no men-
tion of our mutual objective. He had a cheerful, brisk
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personality and he was an excellent conversationalist.
As we traveled, he regaled me with most interesting
accounts of Australia, where he had visited his sister
and her husband. I had never been to the subconu-
nent, and resolved to make the trip if God spared me
and my health remained excellent.

As we had presumed, David Tander welcomed us
when we arrived in Larswall. Always the gentleman,
he bndled his surprise while I could clearly see that he
yearned to ask the direct question: What are you good
sirs doing back bere on our island?

Both Felix and I felt that guile should not be the
order of things, so that evening, over glasses of port, I
came straight to the point.

“Mr. Tander, we are most interested in the tragic
death of poor Max Gregor.”

He shook his head sadly. “Is your visit in any way
ofhcial?”

“No. Not in the least. Except that if we find crimi-
nal acts have been perpetrated, we would feel obliged
to contact the authorites.” |

This was an ill-advised statement and I quickly re-
gretted i1t. Tander reddened shightly as he said, “Mr.
Roger, I hope you have not gotten the impression that
we are overtly lawless here on Eastray Island. The
manner of Max’s death certainly creates a suspicion of
foul play.”

“A suspicion!” Felix burst forth. “I should certainly
think so. We understand the man was literally torn to
pieces!”

I telt sorry for Tander, he was so obviously dis-
tressed. “I cannot deny that. His flesh was rent by
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deep gashes as though he’d been attacked by a great
cat. His throat was slashed and he was almost blood-
less when he was found. The indication was that he
had lived for some time during the struggle and made
a great effort to defend himself. Had he died quickly,
the bleeding would have been less profuse.”

“To what conclusion did that lead?” Felix asked.

“That he was attacked by a vicious animal of some

sort.”
“You have such animals on this island?”

“No, my good sir. But neither do we have any hu-
mans who would be capable of such a hideous deed. It
1s not as though we were in London or some vast city
where degenerates may lurk behind every corner. We
have a small populaton and I know our people.”

“What about the monster which Max Gregor saw
originally?”

“An hallucination!” Tander cnied sharply. “It could
have been nothing else. If such a beast existed here in
our midst, 1t would have been seen by others!”

“He said it came from the sea.”

“T'll grant you some possibility of that being the
case. Who really knows what creatures are out there?
I do not admit it as probably—only as possible, be-
cause proof to the contrary cannot be presented.
However, in my own mind, I am convinced that the
monster was a figment of Max’s fevered imagination.”

“But man, you said there was no proof.”

“True. It 1s just that I cannot accept Max’s experi-
ence as being half myth and half truth. We know of
course that the sight of his dead beloved was pure
mental vision. To couple that with a true
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flesh-and-blood fiend in the same expernience is too
much.”

I could see that Felix intended to press on, to ac-
quaint Tander with the evidence he had gathered over
so many weary months and years. My instincts rose
against this and I signaled Felix to veer away. In the
first place, Tander was our host, and we were close to
treating him like a prisoner in dock.

Also, and possibly more important, it was obvious
that he and the people of Larswall had no answers and
expected none. They wanted the terrible incident for-
gotten, to dissolve eventually into myth and legend.

So I lifted my glass to Tander and said, “Your port
15 as fine as your hospitality, sir. And now, with your
leave, I shall retire. The tnp was most tiring. Are you
ready, Felix?”

He obviously was not but he acquiesced gracefully
and we went to our chamber, where I spoke immedi-
ately to Felix.

“There was no point in questoning Tander
further,” I said. “You ran the risk of antagonizing
him, after we had already learned something of vital
importance.”’

“And that was—?"

“The atatude of the people on this island. Tander
reflected it. They want no one prying about into the
tragedies they have experienced. Therefore, anything
we do must be done as secretly as possible. We will
get no help, and if we persist in open inquiry they will
no doubt throw obstacles in our path.”

This depressed Felix even as he accepted it as truth.
“All of which leaves us against a wall.”
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“Not entirely.” I regarded him narrowly as I went
on. “T'wo able-bodied men could most certainly open
a grave without help, could they not?”

“Why, yes—of course—"

His expression was telling: a look of revulsion
mixed with regret. It was not difficult to see that he
was coming, for the first time, to physical grips with a
problem which had been so long academic. There was
a vast difference between searching through musty
documents and facing up to the reality of physical
contact.

Making no note of his discomfort, I went on. “A
spade and a dark lantern should solve once and for all
the mystery of Max Gregor’s confrontation on the
beach. Fantasy or reality? We can soon know.”

“But suppose we find—"

“I have a suggestion, Felix.”

“I would welcome it.”

“I suggest we gear our future activites to what we
find.”

“I do not understand.”

“If we find Lenia’s coffin empty, we should cer-
tainly proceed further. If, on the other hand, the
star-crossed lass still rests in her grave, I suggest we
terminate our search. It will prove Max Gregor’s
hallucination, and on the strength of that, I think we
should assume that Sam Lenz invented his horrible
yarn in order to gain a few pounds.”

“But 1f we do proceed,” Felix said uncertainly,
“what steps would we take?”

“T'hen we would have only one possible course—to
search for the 1sland where Lenz served the monster.”
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“I agree,” Felix replied, and it was not difficult to
see that he preferred the first alternative—that we
find the girl resting peacefully in her grave. . . .

So we went forth the following morning, two gen-
tlemen of leisure, bent upon pleasantly visiang the
points of interest Eastray afforded, these points cer-
tainly including the weather-beaten old church, the
small, stone manse, and the ancient graveyard of
Larswall.

The whole religious establishment was located
westward of the village in a flat area guarded on three
sides by rocky ridges. The buildings had been erected
for permanence rather than beauty; a square stone
edifice, its steeple jutting up turretlike with a small
cross at the top to identify it for what 1t was. The
manse huddled by its side. We knocked upon the an-
cient door but got no response, so we assumed that the
good vicar was off on his ministerial duties.

Thus left us free to examine the cemetery and we
discovered that it lay roughly in two sections: a part
close to the church, which was reasonably well cared
for by the relaaves of those who had gone beyond,
and a part further out into which lesser personages
had evidently been placed. The nearer section boasted
permanent markers, some of them quite elaborate,
while in the other part the graves were marked by
wooden crosses only, many of them having rotted
away.

It was there, I assumed, that unknown and poorly
regarded souls were laad to rest, perhaps bodies
washed up from the sea. It would certainly have been
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from this section that the two female bodies referred
to by Lenz would have been purloined.

My mention of this brought Felix to a halt. “It just
occurred to me—"" he mused.

“Tell me.”

“You once said that if we found the graves of those
two unfortunate women empty, that it would prove
nothing, that the graves could have been robbed for

the benefit of some medical school.”

“Tme."

“Then could not the same thing hold for the body
of Lenia Amunsen?”

“I think not. Grave robbers specialize in the re-
mains of unimportant people. They tend to avoid the
graves of those who leave loved ones behind.”

“I am sure you are right.”

“Another thing, my dear Felix, we would not be
able to find the graves of those two women without
inquiries we certainly do not wish to make. While
there,” I went on, pointing my cane, “is the restung
place of Max Gregor’s beloved.”

‘The grave had been placed in a grassy nook,
guarded above by two steadfast northern pines. A
granite marker stood at the head while a plaster urn,
bearing now-wilted flowers, faced the foot.

All in all, I viewed the grave with satisfaction be-
cause it was so situated as to be not visible from the
manse.

“We will have to be very careful,” I said. “The sod

must be cut away in blocks so that we may replace it
exactly as it was.”

Felix looked at the sky and shivered. The day had
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been fair but now clouds were nising in the north and
a wind was stirring. As we turned from the grave, the
clouds scudded across the sun, casting a pall over the
cemetery and over our spints.

“What a grim place!” Felix murmured. “Let us re-
turn to David Tander’s fireside and a hot cup of tea.”

“I gather that you would not care to winter 1n the
Orkneys.”

“Or summer here either, for that matter.”

“Suall, there is a grandeur about these islands. And
one can hardly ignore the strength of spirit in those
who make their homes here.”

“But how they struggle for an existence!”

“Wherever habitation 1s possible on this earth you
will find mankind struggling to live. Even in the polar
climates to the north—there among the ice floes
around the Pole itself—men and women are ﬁghtmg
to win a livelihood.”

“It 1s something to contemplate,” Felix replied.

[ am sure, however, his thoughts were on the grim
task we planned when darkness came, . .

There were certain risks which were unavoidable,
These, we took into consideration and hoped for the
best. The greatest of these was avoiding the good
David Tander. He was the most cordial of hosts but
he would hardly have seen the witching hour as a ime
to stroll about on the island. Fortunately, he was a
bachelor, thus giving us only two souls to worry
about—Tander himself, and his housekeeper. The lat-
ter had quarters in the attc of his establishment and
‘Tander himself, we discovered when we crept from
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the house, slept the deep sleep of one whose
conscience was clear,

We commandeered a spade and a prying bar from
his rear toolshed and set off into the night just at the
hour of twelve, equipped also with a dark lantern
which threw a candle beam sufficient to guide us.

The threatened storm had not arrived, but a cold
night wind swept the i1sland and moaned fitfully
through the graveyard as though whispering news of
the upper world to the listening dead.

I went to work quickly while Felix held the lan-
tern. The sod over the grave was firm, which made
for easy removal in blocks. With the surface cut
away, I dug swiftly and was gratfied to find that
what with the rocky land, the grave was not the pre-
scribed six feet in depth. Half that distance brought
my spade to where a hollow ring signaled our goal.

‘The hid of the cofhn was cleared quickly and I care-
fully pried it loose. The moment had come. Felix
lowered the dark lantern into the grave and I pre-
pared to lift the id.

My own tension surprised me. I am a practical per-
son and see death as death, a state as logical as life.
But the thought of looking upon the pallid face of a
maiden in her grave under such circumstances as these
put queasy touches into my stomach.

Stll, I was more fortunate than my companion.
Felix’s hand, as he held the lantern, trembled lamenta-
bly.

){?Ve stared into the coffin, then lifted eur eyes and
stared at each other. No shrouded body. No pallid

face. The cofhn was empty.
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Nothing was said. After a few moments Felix with-
drew the lantern and within a half hour’s span the
grave was almost as we had found it, the earth
returned, the sod blocks back 1n place.

Nor did words pass between us on the way to Tan-
der’s house. It was only when we were back 1n our
chamber that I said, “You are terribly disappointed,
aren’t you Felix?”

He gave me a quick glance, then his eyes fell away.
“Why do you say that?”

“Because of my own reactuon. We are both appalled
by what we found because of its effect upon our own
destinies.- We were most firm in declaring an end to
this adventure if we found Lenia Amunsen stll in her
grave. And we both fully expected to so find her. Had
there been any doubt in our minds, we would not
have been so ghb in declanng our future course.”

“You mean resolving to go on if the body were not
there?”

“Exactly.”

‘l&_? »

[ threw the question back at him. “So—?"

“So unless we proceed as planned, we show our-
selves as weaklings.”

“You put it clearly.”

“Then I would say that we have no choice but to
goon,”

“I agree.”

“So be it.”

“As 1t 15, we could still fail. Finding that secluded
island will be far more difficult than finding a grave in

a cemetery.”
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Felix frowned. “My dear Henry. There is no need
to patronize me—to treat me as 2 frightened child.”

“But that was not my intenton.”

“Indeed it was. You were holding out failure as a
goal to be .desired—just as the girl’s body in her grave
was our acknowledged hope. With the die now cast, I
shall go on as resolutely as you yourself.”

By way of apology, I smiled ruefully. “You
misjudge me to my benefit, Felix. Resolute is hardly
the word. If there is one frightened child in this room,
there are certainly two.”

“I’'m sorry, Henry. Nerves—"

“And why not? I suggest we reure and face the
morning fresh and rested. . . .”

But sleep was difficult for me to find. I lay in bed
staring at the ceiling, one truth now etched sharply in
my mund: the monster still lived!
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The following morning I greeted Tander in his gar-
den, where he was tending his flowers, and informed
him that Felix and I planned a cruise among the
northern islands,

His reply was a worried glance at the heavens.
“Our weather 1s most uncertain in this latitude,” he
said. “I would hardly recommend an extended trip.”

“I am fairly well skilled in the handling of sail,” 1
informed him.

“Even granting that, there is peril. I mmplore you
not to venture too far. Most of the men are off with
the fishing fleet at this time so a rescue boat would be
difficult.”

My reply, that we would not stray too far into un-
known waters, was not entirely truthful, but 1t sat-
isfied him. Also, I was gratified that he did not inquire
deeply into our reasons for the cruise. Even casual
falsehood can be distasteful.
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Thus it came about that upon the following morn-
ing, Felix and I set the sail of a small skaff and, with
dawn breaking, tacked northward over the course we
hoped had been taken by Sam Lenz and his captor
that stormy night months earlier.

By this tme all our irresolutions had wvanished.
Whether faced by success or failure, we would put
forth our best efforts and stand upon the judgment of

fate.
Felix had no sailing slalls but neither was he 2 land-

lubber, having spent much time upon the water. For-
tunately, neither of us were susceptible to 724l de mer
as there were enough discomforts without upheavals
of the stomach. We were dressed for the weather but
the cold bite of the North Sea wind was most uncom-
fortable.

We held as close to due north as possible. Distance-
wise, we of course had lictle to go on. In his narratve,
Sam Lenz had been vague on that point, stadng only
that the monster’s powerful stroke had sent their boat
driving swiftly into the teeth of the wind. I longed to
know just how swiftly. I tried to estimate the distance
of our goal from Larswall on the basis of the other
trips he mentioned. When they came back to Larswall
to poach the bull from a local pasture the trip covered
some part of a single night; most of it, I assumed, be-
cause the many islands we passed could be seen as to-

tally barren from the skiff.

Finally, well into the evening, we came to a larger
one which held promise. We could see no sign of habi-
tation, but there were hills and ridges obstrucung the
view.
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“There might well be a2 hidden cottage or two on
that benighted pile of rock,” Felix observed.

“I agree. Perhaps we had better put into that cove
for the night and explore in morning light.”

Felix was as suff and sore as I, and readily agreed.
“We'd better put in, regardless,” he said. “Those are
certainly storm clouds bearing down from the north-
west.”

We quickly moored the skiff and erected the tent
we had brought along. And because the approaching
storm did not appear to be a small one, we moved our
supplies from the boat to the tent and prepared to
wait it out. We were able to prepare our meal and
clear away before the first lashings of icy rain drove
us inside. The wind increased in velocity and was soon
tearing at our tent stakes while we huddled in our
shelter and prayed the ropes would hold.

‘The howling of the gale, like thousands of lost souls
pleading with heaven, was of a nature to preclude
sleep. Yet so great was his exhauston that Felix
dropped off in a matter of minutes.

Fear of disaster to our tent and supplies kept me
awake longer, but finally I too dozed off. My sleep
was not as deep as his, however, because I was awak-
ened by the cessation of the screaming wind. When I
opened my eyes, the comparative silence was deaf-
ening. Only a gentle rain fell upon our canvas.

I went outside to find that while the heart of the
storm had passed, the heavens were sull plagued by
great, black cloudbanks.

These were revealed to me by brilliant flashes of
lightning which split the skies again and again. I
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watched, fascinated and awed by the display of na-
ture’s might. There were perhaps a2 dozen of these
flashing bolts before the celestal fury was spent.

After a time I returned to my sleeping pad and, de-
spite a new excitement which stirred me, managed to
go quickly to sleep.

The excitement remained with me when I awoke.
We breakfasted, after which we packed our gear and
Felix said, “We may as well look beyond those ridges
before reloading the boat.”

“I think we would be wasting our time,” was my
reply. “I suggest we return to the skiff and push north
by northwest. It may be to our advantage.”

He glanced at me questioningly, but made no
objection. Felix, as 1 had discovered, was not at his
best during the early hours. Being more of a night
person than otherwise, his resistance as well as his cu-
riosity was low upon awakening. |

We returned to the sea and sailed for some three
hours 1n the direction I had indicated. We passed
several 1slands and so long as I evinced no interest in
them, neither did Felix.

‘Then we came finally to a larger jut of rocky land
and when I selected a small cove for mooring, Felix
raised his eyebrows and asked, “Why here?”

“I think it 1s perhaps the island we are looking for.”

He remained mystified while we secured the skiff
and climbed to the top of a nearby peak. I studied the
jagged horizon and finally pointed in a westerly direc-
tion. “Just there, I think.”

A twenty-minute walk proved my prediction to be
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accurate, We topped a rise and were looking down at
a sprawling cottage on a level area just below.

Felix stared in amazement. “By all that is holy!
How did you know?”

I must confess that I enjoyed my triumph and his
obvious admiration. “It was surprisingly simple,” I ex-
plained. “Last night I left our tent to watch the storm
and I was intrigued by the fact that the lightming bolts
struck several times in approximately the same place
—here to the northwest. Then I recalled something
that Sam Lenz wrote—that a rod erected over the
monster’s hidden laboratory appeared to draw bolts
from the sky. So we sailed in this direction and from
the hillock, where we moored, I could just see the tip
of the rod he described.”

“And you call that simple, my dear Henry? You
are too modest. I call it superb reasoning.”

Before I could reply, our childish mood of excite-
ment fell away. We stood there in silence for several
long moments, before Felix said, “If the monster 1s
there, he has no doubt seen us.”

The realizatdon that we had come finally to grips
with the fiend, who murdered and destroyed without
conscience, brought the chilling reaction. We stood
there for some time, studying the abode for signs of
life. There were none. It had evidently been the home
of a farmer at some distant time; an optimistic fellow
who had tried to farm the few acres of sour earth sur-

rounding the house.
“If the monster is there,” I said ﬁnally, ‘we should

certainly have seen some evidence by now.”
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“Perhaps he is away.”

“Or sleeping?”

Felix straightened his shoulders. “Whatever the situ-
aton, we did not come this far to turn back.”

Then, with the courage I had grown to admire in
him, he marched boldly down the slope. I hastened to
catch him and we approached the cottage side by side.

Stll there was no sign of life. We found the door
sightly ajar, and I pushed it slowly, wath visions of a
hideous form suddenly charging out. Only silence
greeted us. I entered first, into a large, low-ceilinged
room and, oddly, the first thing to catch by eye was
the pile of rags upon which Sam Lenz had lain while
observing the actions of his captor.

Things were as he had described them. The table at
which the monster had sat at his studies was in the
middle of the room. On the left was the fireplace with
the spit upon which their meat had been roasted. The
enare far half of the room was given over to the
strange laboratory devices.

Our worst moment was when Felix saw the mon-
ster’s dissecton table. It was hardly a pleasant instant
for me either. I recalled sharply, the words of Sam
Lenz:

. . . the manner in which this tncredible fiend
threw the corpses on the table and poised over them
with a knife. . . .

The work of that knife was now apparent, the sec-
tioned bodies thrown callously in one corner.

“I can’t stand this!” Felix cried, and fled from the
cottage.

I shnnk from calling the fact that I remained a
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mark of greater callousness on my part; I prefer to
say that I maintained a stronger grip upon my emo-
tons than Felix. At any rate, I did remain, throwing a
blanket from Sam’s bedpile over the charnel heap.

[ then began examining the fantastuc laboratory
equipment which had been assembled in this remote
place, and stood in awe of the energy and ingenuity it
proved. The genius of Victor Frankenstem? Un-
doubtedly.

The control board—I assumed it was that—con-
tained no less than twenty dial indicators. There were
half-a-dozen vats and containers of various sizes—
some of metal, some of glass—each connected to oth-
ers by metal tubes.

There was a table quite apart from the one used for
dissecting. This second one was mounted upon a
hinged post and equipped with straps and buckles. In
contrast it was metculously clean, as though Victor
Frankenstein, at least in this area, had subscribed to
the theories of Pasteur and Lister relatve to antsepsis
and bactenal contaminaton.

The table at which the monster had worked while
Lenz observed him yielded a great amount of data
penciled upon foolscap and scraps of paper. There
was no order to it, thrown casually about as it was,
but this made no difference to me. I would not have
understood 1t even if it had been neatly catalogued.

Then, just as I was about to follow Felix out into
cleaner air, my eye fell upon 2 prize indeed. I do not
know how I overlooked it for so long, placed there as
it was in full view—propped against the control board
on the narrow shelf at its base,
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The green book to which Lenz had referred.

I picked it up and leafed through it, not even then
realizing its value, I saw only that it was narratve
rather than data, and written in a legible hand.

Unable to bear the sight ot the place any longer, I
thrust the book into my pocket and hurnied outside to
find Felix seated upon a stone up the slope. He was
pale but now more composed.

“I am sorry to have deserted you, my dear Henry,”
he said, “but remaining in that room would have made
me even more of a problem to you.”

“Please do not apologize. The main point at the
moment is whether or not we are alone here.”

Felix shuddered. “We were not set upon by the
fiend, but I still feel hidden eyes boring into me.”

“A natural feeling. However, I am sure that he is
either gone for good or off on some personal
misston.”

“In the latter case, we had better plan as to how we
will receive him when he returns.”

“I suggest that we do not remain here as 2 welcom-
ing commuittee. Let us return to our boat and find an-
other 1sland upon which to spend the might. Then we
will sail back to Larswall and bring our findings to the
attention of the authorities,”

“Agreed,” Felix replied. “In fact, I wonld agree to
any plan which would get me away from this ac-
cursed place. . . .”

An hour’s sailing brought us to a neighborning 1sland
which seemed acceptable as a night stand. We moored
and found a place for our tent which was buttressed
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on three sides by rocky cliffs, the fourth side facing
the sea.

We pitched our tent and when 1 mentioned food,
Felix gestured a denial of any such need. “A hot cup
of tea, Henry, but nothing more. I fear I shall have
lost some weight before my stomach will take food
agmn.”

[ did not press him, knowing full well how he felt.
We had our tea which I accompanied by a cold bis-
cuit, my own appetite not at all ravenous. Then Felix
went quickly to sleep, but with my own mind still
upon that momentous day’s activities, I was far from
sleep. I made myself comfortable, brought the lantern
close, and opened the green book.

It was only a matter of moments before I realized
what an incredible find it was. I skimmed through it
quickly, my excitement rising. It had been set down
by the hand of the monster himself! Again, I recalled
Lenz’s account:

. « « then, usually after a period of desperate ten-
sion . . . be would turn to the other and write swiftly
onto the pages of a green-bound journal. . . .

[ began to read. The ime passed. And the whole,
terrible world of Frankenstein’s fiend opened to
me. . . .
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Did I request thee, Maker, from my clay
To mold me man? Did I solicit thee
From darkness to promote me?

—Milton
Paradise Lost






BOOK TWO:

THE QUARRY






The Monster’s Chronicle

“My intent 1n setting down these words is simple. I
have been called fiend and monster. Men have turned
from me as from a stench out of Hell. In all places I
am looked upon with horror and pursued in fury be-
cause men fear what they cannot understand. But
there are human yearnings within this hideous frame-
work with which I was endowed: a yearning for jus-
tice; a balancing of the scales; a cry from my heart for
men to know that my creator, Victor Frankenstein,
was a greater fiend than L

““Therefore, I wnite:

“l was conceived in a mind, not 2 womb. I began
not as human seed, but as a rash and arrogant idea of a
man who put himself as high as God.

“Victor Frankenstein.

“This man, consumed by an evil dream, scavenged
through graveyards, opened tombs, thieved the bodies
of the dead, and stole from them the various parts
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which went to make up the hideous figure men see
when I walk the earth. This sacrilege having been
committed, he charged life into his creation and I was
born. My first memory is the sight of his face when he
looked upon me as a living thing. His expression of
disgust, loathing, horror. A look of such revulsion
that I ran terror-stricken into the night, 2 monstrosity
with the mind and consciousness of an infant, alone in
a dark world. My survival during those first hours and
days was made possible by the very horror I engen-
dered in men’s eyes. They fled me in fear of their
lives. Then, with the cowardice so prevalent in hu-
mans, they refused to believe what they had seen, pre-
ferring to call their senses traitors rather than face
further danger.

“Equipped with a full-grown body, I did not die
from exposure. I learned of light and dark and heat
and cold by experiencing them alone in a great forest
where I had gone for sanctuary. Hunger taught me
the need of food and instinct showed me means of
procuring it. I fashioned garments against the
weather, seeking neither help nor advice because early
experience told me it would not be forthcoming.

“It was thus that I came finally upon a small cot-
tage in the forest and remained unseen while I
watched. I saw a very old man and two children.
They seemed peaceful and gentle. Sdll, I would not
risk showing myself even while I was greatly at-
tracted to them.

“Therefore, I took up abode in a nearby shed once
used by animals but now deserted and never visited by
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any of the three. There, I lived and watched and
learned of the world into which the true monster,
Victor Frankenstein, had hurled me.

“The children, a boy and a girl, came and went. At
times they took the old man with them, carefully and
gently, and I learned in due ume that he was their fa-
ther and that he was blind.

“This proved of great advantage to me. With the
cunning of an animal, I entered their cottage even
while he sat alone by their fire, A thirst for knowl-
edge was ever with me, and I laboriously taught
myself to read from the children’s primer books I bor-
rowed off their cottage shelves.

“Later, I returned these books and took others,
from which I learned of history and progress and tur-
moil and the many follies of man. I learned also from
istening to the conversauons of the three when I
crept close to the cottage in the night.

“Untl, finally, my yearning for companionship
overcame my judgment and I knocked on the cottage
door one day when the children were off in the
woods,

“The old man bade me enter and I presented myself
as a traveler seeking food and shelter. His gentle na-
ture responded and he made me welcome, and we
were conversing when the children returned.

“During my long solitude I had almost forgotten
the hideous appearance I presented. Thus, I was mo-
mentarily surprised at the looks of horror on their
faces when they saw me. The boy could only believe
[ was intent upon murder and destruction. He bravely
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artacked me. I reacted only with sorrow and despair
and sobbed as I fled the cottage, never to see again this
family to whom I owed so much.

“But crouching alone in the forest, I was a far dif-
ferent person than the one who had entered it so many
months earlier. There was within me now a terror at
being alone. The need for companionship was over-
powering. It drove me to seek out my creator, Victor
Frankenstein. I accomplished this by traveling back-
ward as I had come, to the German town of Ingol-
stadt where I had been created. Sharpened animal
cunning stood me in good stead. Deviousness was my
main weapon, and I won through—to discover that
Victor Frankenstein had left Ingolstadt. I followed,
staying on hus trail, to finally meet him face to face in
the wild Valley of the Chamonix in southeastern
France where he had gone, a troubled man, to seek
solace from nature. It was a desolate place, a great
rocky gorge walled in by forest green, dotted here
and there by the gray of ruined and abandoned castles.

“We met there on a glacier with the savage niver
tumbling below us and I made my plea.

““Create for me a mate of my own kind; as ugly as
I. As leperously avoided by your kind. If you would
but do this for me, I would be complete and I would
freely forgive you the wrong you did by bringing me
into being.’

“The argument was long and heated, but I finally
won his agreement. He would create a female for me

in an honest effort to partly right the terrible wrong
he had done.
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“Overjoyed by his agreement, I willingly gave him
all the ume he would need, promising not to grow im-
patient if he encountered difficulties. On that note, we
parted.

“He did encounter difficulties but they were of an
emotional nature, a struggle with his revulsions and
his conscience. He was unable to remain in one place,
moving always, traveling restlessly about the conn-
nent.

“I was never far from him. Always invisible, always
in the background, watching, padendy waiting. And
it was during this ume that I experienced a tragedy of
my own. While following Victor Frankenstein, I
chanced to seck shelter in a horse shed. There was a
small child playing there and at sight of me the boy
screamed 1n terror. I seized him but with no thought
of murder. I wanted only to reassure and silence him.
This was impossible, and as a result, the child’s breath
was cut off and he died.

“l was as shocked as I am sure any human would
have been. Seeing nothing that I could do, not being
able to recreate life as could Frankenstein, I fled the
place and continued to follow my creator.

“I learned later that a girl, a servant of the Franken-
stein family, had been tried and convicted of the death
and was hanged for it. This shocked me deeply. Had I
been there at the ume, I am sure I would have inter-
vened, even at my own peril. At least that was what I
told myself in the bitterness of my self-condemnaton
and I sincerely hope 1t was true.

“Meanwhile, I followed Victor Frankenstein. He
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was joined by a friend, one Henry Clerval, and his
travels continued until he came finally to the bleak
and windswept Orkney Islands north of Scotland.

“There, it seemed, my long vigil would end because
Victor Frankenstein found a house on a deserted
island and set up a laboratory. I was overjoyed! Now
my long, lonely years would end in a companionship
which would bring me peace and contentment.

“But not so. With full half the preliminary work
done, the perfidious Frankenstein broke his promuse.
Seeing that this was true, I confronted him and he
confessed it. He could not bring himself to create a fe-
male counterpart of his first great sin against God and
nature.

“I pleaded and threatened but to no availl. Why I
did not kill him on the spot I will never know; prob-
ably because, even though he remained resolute in his
refusal, I would not give up hope.

“At any rate, I fled in anguish but remained upon
his perimeter. Now the goodness, the kindness, the
humanity I had learned from my months by the forest
cottage vanished. Twice betrayed—once by my very
creaton and a second time by Victor Frankenstein’s
cowardly betrayal, the demonic in me arose.

“I came upon Frankenstein’s friend, Clerval, and
slew him as casually as Frankenstein himself would
have stepped upon a bug. I heard of Frankenstein’s
coming marriage, whereupon I confronted him again
and promised to be with him on his wedding nught. I
kept that promise, killing his bride in vengeance for

having been deprived of my own, and presented him
with her dead body.
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“That left only Frankenstein himself to be dealt
with. But I did not confront him murderously. After
slaying his bride, a great sense of futility settled over
me. The satisfaction I had expected was not the prize
I won. Fudlity instead, when I discovered that there 1s
no satisfaction in vengeance. Rather, it deepened and
broadened my pit of black despair.

“I wanted only to escape from the realms of
humankind with their hatreds and crueltnes and