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All my life I have been fascinated with imaginative literature and
cinema, first as a reader and filmgoer, later as a collector, currently
as a fantasy writer, critic and anthologist. When I was a child grow-
ing up in a two-story house at the back of my father’s radio repair
shop in West Philadelphia, two factors shaped my early interest in
the bizarre and supernatural. The first was the local motion picture
theatre across the street; every Saturday afternoon Hollywood baby-
sat me with obligatory rubber-stamped westerns that I very quickly
grew bored with and (the good stuff) vintage horror movies like The
House of Frankenstein, Island of Lost Souls, Dracula’s Daughter, The
Body Snatcher, The Raven, The Lady and the Monster (the only one
that ever gave me nightmares, though the movie didn’t scare me—it
was the lobby poster, which, ironically, had nothing to do with the
actual film plot).

The other determining factor was the frequent presence in our
household of a magazine with lurid covers and ominously-titled con-
tents: Weird Tales. 1 don’t know who bought it, surely not my
mother or siblings. It must have been my father, though I don’t
recall him ever actually reading a copy—and yet there it was, issue
after issue, in our no-nonsense middle class home, a periodical that
devoted its pages to stories about ghosts, ghouls, gnomes, murderers,
monsters, vampires and mad scientists.

Two issues of “The Unique Magazine” (as it called itself) espe-
cially loom in my memory. Before them, I had made several abortive
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stabs at reading Bram Stoker’s Dracula, but always got bogged down
after the suspenseful conclusion of Chapter Four and never pro-
gressed any further. In fact, I never managed to finish reading any-
thing on my own that I started, and it made me feel somehow inade-
quate. But in March, 1947, and again in September of the same year,
I read three Weird Tales stories from first word to last and felt proud
of the accomplishment. For the record, they were “Mr. George” by
August Derleth, a beautifully-wrought ghost story that was the cover
story for March and, from September 1947, a grisly neo-gothic, “The
Pale Criminal” by C. Hall Thompson and a poignant lycanthropic
love story, “Eena”, by Manly Banister. (All three are included in this
collection.)

As I grew up, I stayed in touch as often as I could with Weird
Tales, though I seldom could afford the price of a copy. However, I
did manage to pick up the September 1954 issue—by that time, it
had shrunk from 93/4 inches X 61/2 inches to digest size—not realiz-
ing it would be the last issue of The Unique Magazine to appear for
the next nineteen years, but more about that later—the important
thing I want to communicate is that no one but us misfits thought
much of Weird Tales back then. Nowadays, the academics have
caught up with the aficionados and what we always knew has at last
become common knowledge: Weird Tales was—and hopefully, still
will be—the most important periodical devoted to imaginative fiction
in the history of American literature. No other serial publication, not
even the venerable, excellent The Magazine of Fantasy and Science
Fiction, has so consistently attracted, nurtured and developed such
an impressive stable of genre writers, including, but by no means
limited to some of the “stars” of the present volume: Robert Bloch,
Anthony Boucher, Ray Bradbury, Fredric Brown, L. Sprague de
Camp and Fletcher Pratt, Hugh B. Cave, August Derleth, Harry
Houdini, Edward D. Hoch, Robert E. Howard, Tanith Lee, Fritz
Leiber, Gaston Leroux, Maurice Level, Frank Belknap Long, H. P.
Lovecraft, Richard Matheson, Seabury Quinn, Henry Slesar, Clark
Ashton Smith, Jack Snow, Theodore Sturgeon, William Tenn and
H. R. Wakefield.

While we’re at it, let’s name-drop a few of the other significant
writers whose bylines have appeared in The Unique Magazine—
Robert Aickman, Isaac Asimov, E. F. Benson, Algernon Blackwood,
Nelson Bond, Joseph Payne Brennan, Ramsey Campbell, Mary Eliz-
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abeth Counselman, Miram Allen de Ford, Nictzin Dyalhis, Edmond
Hamilton, Robert Heinlein, Carl Jacobi, David H. Keller, Henry
Kuttner, Greye La Spina, Murray Leinster, Brian Lumley, John D.
MacDonald, A. Merritt, C. L. Moore, Q. Patrick, H. Beam Piper,
Joel Townsley Rogers, Sax Rohmer, Eric Frank Russell, Ray Russell,
Margaret St. Clair, Vincent Starrett, William F. Temple, Evangeline
Walton, Donald Wandrei, Manly Wade Wellman, Henry S. White-
head, Tennessee Williams and Jack Williamson. This list is far from
complete and does not even take into account the ongoing feature,
Weird Tales Reprint, which brought to the readers famous tales by
authors whose efforts predated the magazine. (There are six Weird
Tales Reprints in this volume, as well as several other early stories
collected by Sam Moskowitz in his 1973-74 Weird Tales revival is-
sues).

How could Weird Tales attract such a steady stream of genre
manuscripts from its loyal contributors? Surely not by generous pay-
ment—the magazine always had to struggle to stay in business—but
by offering an ongoing market for a kind of literature that, though it
has always been a significant aspect of world literature, was until
comparatively recently decidedly unwelcome in twentieth-century
America’s fiction periodicals. (Why this was so, though beyond the
scope of this article, is a problem I addressed in “Why Are Ghosts
Coming Back to Life?”, the introduction to Ghosts, Doubleday,
1981.) During much of its existence, Weird Tales boasted an unusu-
ally sympathetic editor, Farnsworth Wright, whose excellent taste
and compassionate friendship wooed and held onto so many of that
formidable roster of writers listed above. The ongoing policy of
Weird Tales was authoritatively spelled out in the magazine’s thir-
teenth issue of May/June/July 1924 (Vol. 4, No. 2), which featured
an editorial entitled “Why Weird Tales?” (It is reprinted in full as
Appendix I of this volume.)

Though this anthology is dedicated to the wonderful fiction that
appeared in Weird Tales, it should be noted that the magazine was
also renowned for the high calibre of its artwork, both interior and
exterior. True, the eerie covers often featured semi-nude maidens
whose relationship to the magazine’s contents was remote, but they
were generally well done, especially those drawn by Margaret Brun-
dage. Other important Weird Tales artists were Hannes Bok, Lee
Brown Coye, Harold DeLay, Bok-influenced Boris Dolgov, Virgil
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Finlay, Matt Fox, Frank Kelly Freas, Pete Kuhlhoff, C. Barker Pe-
trie Jr., Hugh Rankin, J. Allen St. John and A. R. Tilburne.

WEIRD TALES—THE MAGAZINE THAT NEVER DIES

The reason so many nudes appeared on the covers was to sell
newsstand copies. (No, that’s not why I never saw my Dad reading
Weird Tales; by the 1940s, the emphasis of the artwork was decidedly
tipped toward the macabre, rather than the titillative.) Weird Tales
always had trouble staying alive. During its long, intermittent run
from 1923 till the present, it has changed size, staff and physical
headquarters; several times, it went out of business . . . only to re-
turn from the grave again and again. Here’s a rundown of its princi-
pal incarnations:

In 1922, Jacob Clark Henneberger, a college man from Lancaster,
Pennsylvania, and a partner, John M. Lansinger, formed a company,
Rural Publications, Inc., which launched three magazines the follow-
ing year, Mystery Stories, Real Detective Tales and Weird Tales, Vol.
I, No. 1 of which appeared in March, 1923. It ran 192 pages, was 6
inches X 9 inches in size, cost twenty-five cents and featured two
dozen stories, including one by mystery novelist Joel Townsley Rog-
ers and contributions by Otis Adelbert Kline and Farnsworth
Wright, both on the magazine’s staff. Kline and Wright, a Chicago
music critic, assisted editor Edwin Baird. Financial problems with
Weird Tales developed swiftly, but Henneberger believed in it, sold
other of his holdings to Lansinger and obtained all rights to Weird
Tales for himself.

After a major reorganization and a technical hiatus—Vol. 4, No. 1
never was published—a revamped Weird Tales arrived on the news-
stands in a special Anniversary Issue dated May/June/July 1924,
containing thirty-five stories, two serial episodes, a Weird Crimes
article by Seabury Quinn, the above mentioned “Why Weird Tales?”’
editorial and the department, “Ask Houdini.” The issue measured
61/2 inches X 912 inches, sold for fifty cents and remained on sale
for three months.

Henneberger offered the editorship of the reorganized periodical to
his popular regular author H. P. Lovecraft, but Lovecraft declined.
He had just married and his wife preferred remaining in Brooklyn,
which sat well with Lovecraft, who hated the cold; accepting the
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editorship would have meant moving to Chicago. Henneberger next
considered his own staff members for the editorship and asked his
first reader, Farnsworth Wright, to assume control. Wright did so
and more than anyone else turned Weird Tales into a great magazine.

Wright (1888-1940), a Californian of urbane tastes with a deep
affection for people, contracted sleeping sickness during World War
1. His health temporarily improved, but in 1921 the ailment returned
in the form of Parkinson’s disease, a condition that remained with
Wright and worsened throughout his life. Nevertheless, he remained
at the helm of Weird Tales until 1940 when another reorganization
forced him to retire.

During the 1930s, the magazine’s size fluctuated slightly and its
page count varied from time to time, but all in all held fairly consis-
tent at 128 pages, selling for a quarter. During one financial crisis,
Weird Tales went bimonthly and in 1939 the cover price actually
dropped to fifteen cents. But in late 1938, the publishers decided to
retire, and the offices were relocated from Chicago to Rockefeller
Center. Wright made the move to New York, but the new owner, a
shoe manufacturer who wanted to diversify, decided to cut costs by
firing Wright and appointing associate editor Dorothy Mcllwraith to
the top post. Ms. Mcllwraith, also a capable editor, ran Weird Tales
from May 1940 till September 1954, when it finally went out of
business. The last few issues were printed in digest size and some of
the contents were never copyrighted.

In 1973, publisher Leo Margulies—having bought the magazine’s
rights and title some time after it went out of business—resurrected
Weird Tales, publishing four issues that were poorly distributed. (I
found my copies at a newspaper store near the Wilkes-Barre, Penn-
sylvania, bus terminal; that’s the only place I ever saw them on sale!)
Sam Moskowitz, a distinguished historian-essayist of science-fantasy,
edited these issues. Although much of the contents consisted of ob-
scure reprints from sources other than the original magazine, it
should be noted that most of Moskowitz’s reprints were long un-
available and richly deserved exhumation. (For instance, see F. Mar-
ion Crawford’s “The Dead Smile,” included in the present volume.)

Seven years after the Margulies—Moskowitz revival folded, Zebra
Books launched Vol. 48, No. 1 of Weird Tales in mass market paper-
back format. The editor, Lin Carter, put together four excellent is-
sues that resurrected some interesting obscurities by H. P. Lovecraft
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and Robert E. Howard and also included a good deal of worthwhile
new material by such prominent genre writers as Robert Aickman,
Ray Bradbury, Tanith Lee, Brian Lumley, and others. Unfortu-
nately, distribution was spotty. (There is an amusing, unconfirmed
rumor that the second issue meant for Pennsylvania distribution was
literally drop-shipped off a bus at a Keystone State crossroads, never
to be seen again.) There were also author payment problems, though
reportedly they were eventually amiably resolved by the publisher.
The Zebra revival never really caught hold. The last issue printed
was dated Summer 1983.

In 1984, yet another Weird Tales revival was attempted, the so-
called (and infamous) California issues. News items in the trade
press announced two different editors, each claiming to be the person
to whom manuscripts should be submitted. Vol. 49, No. 1, dated Fall
1984, attributed its editorship to Gil Lamont. Its table of contents
was distinguished by several fine writers, among them Robert Bloch,
Ray Bradbury, Stephen King, Arch Oboler and Henry Slesar
(“Speak,” included in this volume), though many stories were re-
prints. Also included was the first installment of a lurid novella by
A. E. van Vogt and Brinke Stevens, who was credited on the maga-
zine’s masthead as production executive. Subscriptions were solicited
and accepted—and the checks cashed—but the magazines never
were shipped.

In Winter 1985 a second California issue was published, this time
with Mark Monsolo credited as fiction editor. The contents alter-
nated between original stories and reprints, including tales by Robert
Bloch, William F. Temple, A. E. van Vogt and others. Curiously, the
second installment of the van Vogt-Brinke Stevens thriller, “The
Pandora Principle,” did not appear, but neither did Stevens’ name on
the masthead. Again, subscriptions were not filled. Soon afterward,
Robert Weinberg, who, with others, now controls the Weird Tales
title, logo, format, etc., took action and the California issues ended.
Some canny dealers who bought up the extant issues sell them at
high prices at science-fantasy conventions.

Near the end of 1987, Weird Tales came back to life yet again in
what is surely the most tasteful and, hopefully, the most successful
version since 1954. Terminus Publishing Co., Philadelphia, had its
first new issue of The Unique Magazine on display at the October
1987 World Fantasy Convention in Nashville, Tennessee. Subscrip-
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tions are now being solicited—and filled. (For further details, see
Appendix III, page 583.)

My criteria for selecting the contents of this Weird Tales anthology
have been few and simple:

¢ I have included at least one story from every above-listed incar-
nation of the magazine.

* I have tried to include tales representative of as many authors,
styles and moods as possible. In this regard, I resolved to use as
many of the famous authors generally associated with the magazine
as space and budget would permit, but as always, I have selected,
whenever possible, less familiar tales over oft-collected warhorses. I
have also dipped generously into the works of the more obscure
Weird Tales writers. In some cases, I have chosen material a bit more
“pulpish” than my taste normally would dictate. Weird Tales, after
all, was a pulp magazine and had its share of second-rate filler . .
though sometimes this latter category holds pleasant surprises for
patient readers.

* I always like to include weird poetry in my anthologies, but alas,
I cannot work up much enthusiasm for the verse that ran in Weird
Tales. Mea culpa.

* Each author is limited to a single selection.

But you and I have spent far too much time up front with this
introduction. Turn the page and enjoy some delicious shivers—the
Good Stuff awaits!

Marvin Kaye
New York City
December 1987






Next to Jack Benny, RAY BRADBURY (1920- ) is surely the most famous
celebrity to hail from*Waukegan, lllinois. Author of many acclaimed works of
fantasy and science fiction (among them The Martian Chronicles, Fahren-
heit 451, The Machineries of Joy, Something Wicked This Way Comes),
Bradbury may well be best remembered for his poignant novel Dandelion
Wine, which is generally regarded as one of the finest evocations of child-
hood and lost innocence in American literature. In his early years, Bradbury
contributed no fewer than twenty-five eerie stories to Weird Tales. (A poem
also appeared in the Summer 1983 Zebra Books revival.) Most of them were
reprinted in the rare Arkham House collection Dark Carnival, and some of
them—Dbut far from all—resurfaced in Bradbury’s still-in-print collection 7he
October Country (Ballantine Books). ““Interim’” was not included in the latter
volume and has rarely been seen since its first Weird Tales publication in July
1947.

INTERIM

by Ray Bradbury

The rustle went through the land from one end to the other: and the
land was not very large—being bounded on the east and west by
poplars, sycamores and great oaks and shrubs, and held on north
and south by wrought iron and mortared brick. From one end of this
land to the other, shortly before dawn, the rustling traveled. One
bird, about to sing, silenced itself, and there was a kind of dim puls-
ing and a whispering under the earth.

The coffins, each a womb for silent, stiffened contents, each deep,
each separate, were being slowly and certainly beat upon. The lids
and sides of the deep boxes gave off slow, even, muffled beats.

The earth bore each sound on and on. It started at one dark box
and the code beat and beat, passing on to the next box where a new,
tired dry hand would repeat the message slowly and tiredly. So it
went, until the deep-buried ones all heard and slowly began to under-
stand.

After a time it was like a great heart beating under the earth. The
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systolic murmuring continued as the sun readied itself beyond the
horizon.

The bird upon the tree crooked its bead-eyed head, waiting.

The heart beat on.

“Mrs. Lattimore.”

Slowly and painfully the beating spelled out the name.

(She was the one buried up on the north end, under the moss-tree,
a year ago, just before the planned birth of her child, remember her?
so pretty, she was!)

“Mrs. Lattimore.”

The heartbeat pounded, dim and far under the compressed sod.

“Have,” asked the heartbeat sluggishly. “You,” asked the heart-
beat tiredly. “Heard,” it asked. “What,” it asked. ‘Is happening,” it
continued. “To her?” it concluded.

The heartbeat paused dramatically. And the thousand cold con-
tents of a thousand deep boxes waited for the answer to the slow,
slow, beating question.

The sun hung just beyond the far blue hills. The stars shone
coldly.

Then, evenly, quietly, slowly, beat after beat, systolic thudding
upon thudding the answer to the question sounded. The land trem-
bled with it, and repeated it, again and again, pounding and pound-
ing away into a shocked and buried silence.

“Mrs. Lattimore.”

The pulsing deep under.

“Will have.”

Slowly, slowly.

“Her child today.”

And then a quick, amazing staccato, as of a thousand hands bat-
tering the lids in questioning hysteria:

“What’ll it possibly be like? How can this thing be? What will it
resemble? Why? Why? Why!”

The pounding faded. The sun rose.

Deep under, as the bird sang, deep under the stone where Mrs.
Lattimore’s name appeared, there was a scrabbling and a twisting
and a strange sound from her buried, earthmoist box.



RALPH MILNE FARLEY (1887-1963) was the pen name of early science fiction
writer Roger Sherman Hoar, best known for his adventures-on-Venus series,
“The Radio Man.”” Hoar, a Harvard graduate who taught mathematics and
engineering, at one time served as a Wisconsin state senator. He contributed
eleven short stories to Weird Tales, perhaps the most unusual of which is
““The House of Ecstasy,” a tale whose viewpoint is the rarely used second
person. (For further comment, see Appendix Il, page 574.)

THE HOUSE OF
ECSTASY

by Ralph Milne Farley

This actually happened to you. And when I say “you,” I mean you—
now reading these very words. For I know something about you—
something deeply personal—something which, however, I am afraid
that you have forgotten.

You’re puzzled? You don’t believe me? Read on, and I’ll prove it to
you—you’ll see that I am right.

To begin with, where were you at eight o’clock on that warm
evening of August 4 last summer?

You don’t remember? Oh, but I hope you will, my friend. For, as
you read on, you will realize the importance of remembering every
detail of that eventful night.

The weather was warm and muggy. It made you restless in the
house, until finally you went out for a little walk—down to the store
at the corner to buy a package of cigarettes—to take the air. Nothing
Yof importance, you thought.

A young fellow stopped you, asked for a light. Undoubtedly you
have forgotten this too, for you are so often asked for a light. And in
the dusk of that muggy evening there was nothing to stamp this
young fellow as any different from hundreds of others.

You gave him a match; and as the match flared up in the darkness,
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you studied his clean-cut whimsical features. Rather attractive, he
seemed to you.

You said to yourself, “Here is a man I’d like to know.”

Then you lit your own cigarette, and noticed that the young fellow
was studying you. You hoped that he too was favorably impressed by
what he saw.

“Rather a warm night,” he said in a pleasing voice, as he fell into
step beside you.

So the two of you discussed the weather for a few moments, walk-
ing aimlessly along.

Having thus broken the ice, the stranger asked, “Are you doing
anything this evening?”’

Somehow this question put you on your guard. What was his
racket, anyway? You glanced sharply at his face, at that moment
illumined by a streetlight which the two of you were passing. But
what you saw completely reassured you.

“No,” you replied. “I’'m not doing anything. Why?”

He laughed a bit embarrassedly. “Well, you see, there’s a clever
seer and mystic who lives just a couple of blocks from here. I was on
my way to his house for a séance, when I met you. I’d feel a little less
creepy if you’d come along.”

It sounded intriguing. But——

“What does he charge?” you asked.

The young man laughed—a pleasant friendly laugh. “No charge at
all,” he replied. “A real mystic doesn’t prostitute his weird abilities
by making money out of them. Only charlatans do that!”

“Okay,” you said, relieved that there was no fee. “I’ll try anything
once.”

“Come on,” he invited.

He led you to one of a block of identical three-story brownstone
fronts—no one would ever have imagined what it held. A massive
butler answered the door. He looked you suspiciously up and down;
then stepping aside, he solemnly ushered you and your friend into a
small reception room, where a hunchbacked dwarf of indefinable age
arose to greet the two of you. His hairless yellow skin was stretched
parchment-like over his skull. His eyes were quick-shifting, black
and beady. His slit mouth leered, first at your companion and then at
you.
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“Well?” he asked in a high-pitched querulous voice, shifting his
eyes back to your companion.

“Master,” the young man replied, bowing stiffly, “here is the per-
son whom you directed me to bring.”

“You have done well, my pupil,” quavered the dwarf, his hunched
shoulders shaking slightly as at some concealed jest. ‘““You may go.”

Astonished and indignant, you turned quickly to confront your
guide. But a subtle change seemed to have come over him. In the
bright light of the reception room he did not look as pleasing as he
had looked on the street.

His dark eyes were set at a decided slant. His black brows were
thick and tufted. His ears, nose and chin were pointed. And his sleek
black hair was brushed up on each side of his forehead into two little
peaks, almost like twin horns.

“Why, you said——" you began indignantly.

“What I said is of no matter,” he replied with a shrug and a
nonchalant wave of one slender hand. Turning on his heel, he stalked
out of the room.

You wheeled to follow him; but behind you a sharp voice croaked,
“Stop!”’

Invisible hands seemed to reach out from behind and turn you
around, and march you back to the toad-like squatting Master.

He smiled a slitted grin, evidently intended to be ingratiating.
“Why should you flee, my dear fellow?”” he murmured. “I am about
to do you a favor.”

“But—but——" you began.

“Silence!” he snapped. His face was stern. His claw-like hands, on
the ends of scrawny arms, reached out toward you in a fluttery ges-
ture as he crooned, “Sleep! Sleep! You are in my power. You will do
as I command. Sleep! Sleep!”

A delicious languor spread over you; and although your mind
remained abnormally clear, all control over your own body gradually
slipped from you.

The Master’s parchment face relaxed into a friendly grin once
more. “You are going to enjoy this,” he croaked gleefully, rubbing
his taloned hands together. “The ecstacy is going to be all yours. For,
alas, my poor crumpled body cannot thrill to the pleasures of the
flesh, except vicariously. So I have summoned you here, in the hope
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that a few crumbs may drop from the table of your enjoyment, for
me to pick up.”

“Yes, Master.” The words came to your lips through no volition of
your own.

The little dwarf grinned delightedly, and his hunched shoulders
shook with suppressed chuckles. “This is going to be good!” he chor-
tled. “Come. Follow me.”

Like a sleepwalker, you followed him out of the little reception
room, down the broad hall, up a flight of stairs, and into a large
room with softly carpeted floor, and pictures and mirrors on the
wall. The only article of furniture was a couch.

On that couch sat a beautiful young girl, clothed in a gown of
some filmy blue material. Her skin was a creamy olive shade, her
hair blue-black and lustrous, her face piquant and oval, her lips full
and inviting and her figure slenderly mature.

But her eyes (so you noted) almost spoiled the picture. They were
lusterless and dumb, like those of a stunned animal. You momen-
tarily wondered if your own eyes were not the same. And, when she
moved, she moved slowly, swimmingly, as in a slow-motion picture.

“Get up, my little dear,” croaked the hunchback, rubbing his
hands together and grinning with anticipation.

The girl arose, her sightless sleepwalking eyes on his penetrating
ones. “Yes, Master.” Her tones were flat and dead, and yet they
carried the hint of a bell-like quality.

“Here is your partner, my little dear,” he continued, with a leer,
waving one skinny talon toward you, as you stood sheepishly, striv-
ing to free your paralyzed muscles from his hypnotic spell. “Stand
up, my little dear.”

“Yes, Master.” She rose obediently and faced you.

Somehow, in spite of the dull animal look in her wide eyes, there
was something intensely appealing about her. So young. So soft. So
virginal. And so alone!

Fascinated, you stared and stared at this vision of loveliness. No
longer did you strain to escape, for now your every effort was to
break the Master’s hypnotic spell, not so as to leap away, but rather
so as to go forward.

As you ran your eyes appraisingly over every line and curve of her
perfect figure, the girl mechanically seated herself on the couch,
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lifted up one shapely leg, crossed her knees, unlatched the slipper,
and let it plop to the floor.

Its sudden sound seemed to shock the girl almost into conscious-
ness. Her wide, unseeing eyes narrowed, and her expression became
momentarily human—the one touch needed for complete perfection.

But only for a brief instant. Then the Master waved one taloned
hand in her direction. “Sleep!” he crooned. “Sleep, my little dear.
Sleep.”

Her vacant stare returned. She unfastened and took off the other
slipper.

The hunchback, grinning fatuously, held up one hand and said,
“My little dear, that will be enough for the present.” Then, turning
to you, “All right, my boy. She is yours.”

Released from your paralysis, although still under his spell, you
stole slowly, eagerly forward. Your feet seemed planted in shifting
sands. Interminable ages elapsed. Would you never reach her?

Behind you the cracked voice of the Master squeaked. ‘“Welcome
him, my little dear.”

In response to this command, the girl held out her arms to you. A
dumb eagerness suffused her piquant oval face. You in turn held out
your arms to her with an intense yearning to clasp them tightly
around her.

At last, after countless ages it seemed, you almost reached her,
your fingertips met hers, just barely brushing them, and a tingling
thrill swept through you. With one supreme effort, you leaped for-
ward.

But an invisible hand seemed to clamp itself upon one of your
shoulders, pulling you backward. And behind you sounded the croak
of the Master, saying, “Bah! You are mere automatons! There is no
vicarious pleasure to be had by me from such puppet amours as
this!”

Then his invisible hand spun you around to face his toad-like
leering features.

“Master!” you implored. “Master!”

His slant eyes narrowed, and his slit mouth broadened into a grin.
“I am going to be kind to you,” he announced, in his high-pitched,
cracked voice. “To the two of you—and to myself. I shall remove my
hypnotic spell, and then see if you two cannot react to each other like
normal human beings.”
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He waved one taloned hand imperiously.

“Awake!” he croaked. “It is my command that you both awake.”

The invisible hands upon your shoulders relaxed their hold. A
shudder passed through you. You lifted up one hand and brushed the
cobwebs from your eyes. You drew a deep breath. The sluggish
shackles slipped off your mind and soul. You were free. Free!

Wheeling eagerly, you confronted the beautiful, olive-skinned girl.
But now she drew away from you—her eyes, no longer dumb, now
pools of horror. Her two little hands fluttered up in front of her, as if
to ward you off. A dull red flush, commencing at the rounded hollow
of her slim young throat, crept slowly up until it suffused her entire
face as she cringed back against the couch.

And you—your eagerness to clasp her in your arms now changed
to eagerness to protect her. You halted abruptly.

From behind you there came a cackling laugh and the words: “She
does not seem to relish you, my friend. Well, I shall leave the two of
you alone together for a while, until you and she become better
acquainted. Adios!”

A door slammed and there was the sound of the turning of a key
in the lock.

The girl was now seated on the edge of the couch, with one hand
raised to her eyes to blot out the unwelcome sight of you.

But by now you were in complete command of yourself, once
more a gentleman. “My dear young lady,” you breathed, moving
forward, “there’s nothing to be afraid of. I want to help you; I want
to be your friend. Trust me, and I’ll try to get you out of here. That
dwarf is a dangerous madman and we've got to forget everything
except how to outwit him.”

She smiled, and nodded. “I do trust you!” she exclaimed, rising
and gripping your arm.

Hurriedly you made a circuit of all four walls of the room, care-
fully inspecting them. It was a room without a single window. There
was only one door and that was of solid oak and locked.

“It is no use, Galahad,” said the girl, in a rich liquid voice, but
with a touch of mocking sadness. “The Master has us safely impris-
oned and there’s nothing we can do about it. Of course, when he is
through with you, he will probably let you go. But I am to be kept
here for good.”
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“I will come back with the police and raid the place and rescue
you,” you asserted.

She smiled sadly. “I wonder,” she said.

“Why do you wonder?”’ you asked, surprised. “If that crazy dwarf
is fool enough to let me loose, it ought to be a simple matter to come
back here and break in.”

“I wonder.”

“Why do you keep saying, ‘I wonder’?”

“Because other men have been brought here to me by the Master
and they have promised, just as you are now promising. And yet
none of them has ever come back.”

“But I will.”

“I wonder.”

“Stop it!” you stormed. “Stop parrotting those words! I'm a gen-
tleman and I keep my word. Besides I—er—I admire you very
much,” you continued lamely. “I’ve never seen a girl quite like you.
Of course T’ll come back!”

“The Master is a skilful hypnotist. Before he lets you go, he will
hypnotize you into forgetting everything.”

“He couldn’t make a man forget you!”

“Yes, even me. Yet perhaps——"

“Perhaps what?”’

“Perhaps—if you were to hold me in your arms——"

Eagerly you clasped her to you and covered her upturned flower-
face with kisses until finally your lips met and she returned your
passion in one soul-searing embrace.

As you released her, you exultantly exclaimed, “Now let the Mas-
ter do his worst! I shall never forget that kiss!”

A cackling laugh echoed through the vacant reaches of the room.

Startled, you sprang to your feet; but there was no one in the
room. No one except you yourself and the dark-haired, olive-skinned
girl.

Again the cackling laugh. It seemed to come from everywhere—
from nowhere.

“Where are you, Master?” you cried.

“Ahal” spoke his cracked voice out of the air. “I see that you have
learned respect and that you address me by my proper title. And I
thank you for a very pleasant evening; I enjoyed that kiss! You too
ought to thank me/”
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“I don’t!” you stormed. “Let us out of here or I’ll call the police!
Where are you, anyway?”

“I am behind one of the mirrors in the wall,” he croaked. “It is
what is known in the glass trade as an X-ray mirror, that is to say, a
transparent one. From your side you can see nothing but reflections,
whereas from my side it is merely a slightly grayed window-pane.
And so I have been able to enjoy vicariously your little moment of
bliss.”

“But your voice?”’ you asked, incredulous.

“I am talking into a microphone,” croaked the invisible dwarf.
“There are loudspeakers behind several of the pictures—And now I
am coming in to join my two little playmates.”

“If you enter this room, I shall wring your neck!” you raged.

“I rather think not,” rasped his high-pitched voice, trailing off into
nothingness.

You turned and placed one arm comfortingly around the shaken
girl.

The key grated in the lock. The door opened. The repulsively
leering hunchback came hopping in.

Now was your chance. With cool determination you charged
across the room!

But, grinning unconcernedly, he held out one arm in your direc-
tion with the flat of his hand toward you. A mighty invisible blow
smote you squarely in the chest, flinging you back upon the couch
and upon the pathetic little figure there.

Making passes with his hands, the obscene frog-like Master ap-
proached you. “Sleep! Sleep!” he murmured. “Sleep, my friend.”

Your veins filled with water and you slumped helplessly.

“Get up!”’ he commanded, not unkindly.

You arose.

“Follow me!”

Like a sleepwalker you followed.

Behind you there sounded the pleading voice of your sweetheart,
imploring, “Oh, my lover, be sure and make a note of the number of
this house when you leave it and come back and rescue me!”

Love is strong! In spite of the invisible hands which sought to
restrain you, you turned and cried, “I will! I promise you!”

Her sweet eyes filled with gladness; then shot a glance toward the
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Master, a glance filled with scorn for his thwarted powers, then back
to you again, welling with perfect confidence.

“I believe you,” she cried happily. “I shall be waiting.”

Then you turned and followed the hunchback out of the room.
Dazedly you were led to the street door.

On the threshold the Master transfixed you with his penetrating
gaze and commanded incisively, “You will now forget all that has
happened in this house of ecstasy this evening! Do you hear me? You
will forget @/l that has happened! Go down the steps, turn to the
right and walk away. When you reach the corner, you will awake.
But you will remember nothing. Good-night, my friend, and I thank
you for a very pleasant evening.”

The door closed behind you.

Ringing in your ears was the insistent command of the wistful girl
who had given you her love. “You must not forget! You must not
forget.”

Already you felt stronger and more free. The spell was beginning
to lift. The vision of a piquant oval pleading face was before your
eyes.

“I will not forget!” you stalwartly promised as you went down the
steps. Then, before you turned to the right as commanded, you took
careful note of the house number.

You returned from your walk that evening with a vague idea that
something was wrong, a vague realization that you had been out of
your house an hour or so longer than you could account for.

You consider yourself to be a man of your word, don’t you? And
yet you have never returned to the house of ecstasy to rescue that
girl, although you solemnly promised her that you would.

I have now told you all that I myself know of the episode. But
unfortunately I do not know the address of the house of ecstasy. You
need that address. You have to have that address, if you are ever to
rescue the girl who loved and trusted you.

Try hard, my friend, try hard.

Can’t you remember? You must remember!



“The Stolen Body,” a fascinating speculation upon the alleged dangers of
out-of-body travel, ran in the November 1925 issue of Weird Tales. It was
the first of three stories that the magazine published by H. G. WELLS
(1866-1946), British author of The War of the Worlds, The Island of Doctor
Moreau, The Invisible Man, The Time Machine and many other imaginative
novels and short stories.

THE STOLEN BODY

by H. G. Wells

Mr. Bessel was the senior partner in the firm of Bessel, Hart, and
Brown, of St. Paul’s Churchyard, and for many years he was well
known among those interested in psychical research as a liberal-
minded and conscientious investigator. He was an unmarried man,
and instead of living in the suburbs, after the fashion of his class, he
occupied rooms in the Albany, near Piccadilly. He was particularly
interested in the questions of thought transference and of apparitions
of the living, and in November, 1896, he commenced a series of
experiments in conjunction with Mr. Vincey, of Staple Inn, in order
to test the alleged possibility of projecting an apparition of oneself by
force of will through space.

Their experiments were conducted in the following manner: At a
pre-arranged hour Mr. Bessel shut himself in one of his rooms in the
Albany and Mr. Vincey in his sitting-room in Staple Inn, and each
then fixed his mind as resolutely as possible on the other. Mr. Bessel
had acquired the art of self-hypnotism, and, so far as he could, he
attempted first to hypnotise himself and then to project himself as a
“phantom of the living” across the intervening space of nearly two
miles into Mr. Vincey’s apartment. On several evenings this was
tried without any satisfactory result, but on the fifth or sixth occa-
sion Mr. Vincey did actually see or imagine he saw an apparition of
Mr. Bessel standing in his room. He states that the appearance, al-
though brief, was very vivid and real. He noticed that Mr. Bessel’s
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face was white and his expression anxious, and, moreover, that his
hair was disordered. For a moment Mr. Vincey, in spite of his state
of expectation, was too surprised to speak or move, and in that mo-
ment it seemed to him as though the figure glanced over its shoulder
and incontinently vanished.

It had been arranged that an attempt should be made to photo-
graph any phantasm seen, but Mr. Vincey had not the instant pres-
ence of mind to snap the camera that lay ready on the table beside
him, and when he did so he was too late. Greatly elated, however,
even by this partial success, he made a note of the exact time, and at
once took a cab to the Albany to inform Mr. Bessel of this result.

He was surprised to find Mr. Bessel’s outer door standing open to
the night, and the inner apartments lit and in an extraordinary disor-
der. An empty champagne magnum lay smashed upon the floor; its
neck had been broken off against the inkpot on the bureau and lay
beside it. An octagonal occasional table, which carried a bronze stat-
uette and a number of choice books, had been rudely overturned, and
down the primrose paper of the wall inky fingers had been drawn, as
it seemed for the mere pleasure of defilement. One of the delicate
chintz curtains had been violently torn from its rings and thrust
upon the fire, so that the smell of its smouldering filled the room.
Indeed the whole place was disarranged in the strangest fashion. For
a few minutes Mr. Vincey, who had entered sure of finding Mr.
Bessel in his easy chair awaiting him, could scarcely believe his eyes,
and stood staring helplessly at these unanticipated things.

Then, full of a vague sense of calamity, he sought the porter at the
entrance lodge. “Where is Mr. Bessel?” he asked. “Do you know
that all the furniture is broken in Mr. Bessel’s room?”” The porter
said nothing, but, obeying his gestures, came at once to Mr. Bessel’s
apartment to see the state of affairs. “This settles it,”” he said, survey-
ing the lunatic confusion. “I didn’t know of this. Mr. Bessel’s gone
off. He’s mad!”

He then proceeded to tell Mr. Vincey that about half an hour
previously, that is to say, at about the time of Mr. Bessel’s apparition
in Mr. Vincey’s rooms, the missing gentleman had rushed out of the
gates of the Albany into Vigo street, hatless and with disordered
hair, and had vanished into the direction of Bond Street. “And as he
went past me,” said the porter, “he laughed—a sort of gasping laugh,
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with his mouth open and his eyes glaring—I tell you, sir, he fair
scared mel—like this.”

According to his imitation it was anything but a pleasant laugh.
“He waved his hand, with all his fingers crooked and clawing—like
that. And he said, in a sort of fierce whisper, ‘Life.” Just that one
word, Lifel””

“Dear me,” said Mr. Vincey. “Tut, tut,” and “Dear me!”” He could
think of nothing else to say. He was naturally very much surprised.
He turned from the room to the porter and from the porter to the
room in the gravest perplexity. Beyond his suggestion that probably
Mr. Bessel would come back presently and explain what had hap-
pened, their conversation was unable to proceed. “It might be a
sudden toothache,” said the porter, “a very sudden and violent
toothache, jumping on him suddenly-like and driving him wild. I've
broken things myself before now in such a case . . .”” He thought.
“If it was, why should he say ‘Life’ to me as he went past?”’

Mr. Vincey did not know. Mr. Bessel did not return, and at last
Mr. Vincey, having done some more helpless staring, and having
addressed a note of brief inquiry and left it in a conspicuous position
on the bureau, returned in a very perplexed frame of mind to his own
premises in Staple Inn. This affair had given him a shock. He was at
a loss to account for Mr. Bessel’s conduct on any sane hypothesis.
He tried to read, but he could not do so; he went for a short walk,
and was so preoccupied that he narrowly escaped a cab at the top of
Chancery Lane; and at last—a full hour before his usual time—he
went to bed. For a considerable time he could not sleep because of
his memory of the silent confusion of Mr. Bessel’s apartment, and
when at length he did attain an uneasy slumber it was at once dis-
turbed by a very vivid and distressing dream of Mr. Bessel.

He saw Mr. Bessel gesticulating wildly, and with his face white
and contorted. And, inexplicably mingled with his appearance, sug-
gested perhaps by his gestures, was an intense fear, an urgency to act.
He even believes that he heard the voice of his fellow experimenter
calling distressfully to him, though at the time he considered this to
be an illusion. The vivid impression remained though Mr. Vincey
awoke. For a space he lay awake and trembling in the darkness,
possessed with that vague, unaccountable terror of unknown pos-
sibilities that comes out of dreams upon even the bravest men. But at
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last he roused himself, and turned over and went to sleep again, only
for the dream to return with enhanced vividness.

He awoke with such a strong conviction that Mr. Bessel was in
overwhelming distress and need of help that sleep was no longer
possible. He was persuaded that his friend had rushed out to some
dire calamity. For a time he lay reasoning vainly against this belief,
but at last he gave way to it. He arose, against all reason, lit his gas
and dressed, and set out through the deserted streets—deserted, save
for a noiseless policeman or so and the early news carts—towards
Vigo Street to inquire if Mr. Bessel had returned.

But he never got there. As he was going down Long Acre some
unaccountable impulse turned him aside out of that street towards
Covent Garden, which was just waking to its nocturnal activities. He
saw the market in front of him—a queer effect of glowing yellow
lights and busy black figures. He became aware of a shouting, and
perceived a figure turn the corner by the hotel and run swiftly to-
wards him. He knew at once that it was Mr. Bessel. But it was Mr.
Bessel transfigured. He was hatless and dishevelled, his collar was
torn open, he grasped a bone-handled walking-cane near the ferrule
end, and his mouth was pulled awry. And he ran, with agile strides,
very rapidly. Their encounter was the affair of an instant. “Bessell”
cried Vincey.

The running man gave no sign of recognition either of Mr. Vincey
or of his own name. Instead, he cut at his friend savagely with the
stick, hitting him in the face within an inch of the eye. Mr. Vincey,
stunned and astonished, staggered back, lost his footing, and fell
heavily on the pavement. It seemed to him that Mr. Bessel leapt over
him as he fell. When he looked again Mr. Bessel had vanished, and a
policeman and a number of garden porters and salesmen were rush-
ing past towards Long Acre in hot pursuit.

With the assistance of several passersby—for the whole street was
speedily alive with running people—Mr. Vincey struggled to his feet.
He at once became the centre of a crowd greedy to see his injury. A
multitude of voices competed to reassure him of his safety, and then
to tell him of the behaviour of the madman, as they regarded Mr.
Bessel. He had suddenly appeared in the middle of the market
screaming “Life! Life!”” striking left and right with a bloodstained
walking stick, and dancing and shouting with laughter at each suc-
cessful blow. A lad and two women had broken heads, and he had
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smashed a man’s wrist; a little child had been knocked insensible,
and for a time he had driven everyone before him, so furious and
resolute had his behaviour been. Then he made a raid upon a coffee
stall, hurled its paraffin flare through the window of the post office,
and fled laughing, after stunning the foremost of the two policemen
who had the pluck to charge him.

Mr. Vincey’s first impulse was naturally to join in the pursuit of
his friend, in order if possible to save him from the violence of the
indignant people. But his action was slow, the blow had half stunned
him, and while this was still no more than a resolution came the
news, shouted through the crowd, that Mr. Bessel had eluded his
pursuers. At first Mr. Vincey could scarcely credit this, but the
universality of the report, and presently the dignified return of two
futile policemen, convinced him. After some aimless inquiries he
returned towards Staple Inn, padding a handkerchief to a now very
painful nose.

He was angry and astonished and perplexed. It appeared to him
indisputable that Mr. Bessel must have gone violently mad in the
midst of his experiment in thought transference, but why that should
make him appear with a sad white face in Mr. Vincey’s dreams
seemed a problem beyond solution. He racked his brains in vain to
explain this. It seemed to him at last that not simply Mr. Bessel, but
the order of things must be insane. But he could think of nothing to
do. He shut himself carefully into his room, lit his fire—it was a gas
fire with asbestos bricks—and, fearing fresh dreams if he went to
bed, remained bathing his injured face, or holding up books in a vain
attempt to read, until dawn. Throughout that vigil he had a curious
persuasion that Mr. Bessel was endeavouring to speak to him, but he
would not let himself attend to any such belief.

About dawn, his physical fatigue asserted itself, and he went to
bed and slept at last in spite of dreaming. He rose late, unrested and
anxious and in considerable facial pain. The morning papers had no
news of Mr. Bessel’s aberration—it had come too late for them. Mr.
Vincey’s perplexities, to which the fever of his bruise added fresh
irritation, became at last intolerable, and, after a fruitless visit to the
Albany, he went down to St. Paul’s Churchyard to Mr. Hart, Mr.
Bessel’s partner, and so far as Mr. Vincey knew, his nearest friend.

He was surprised to learn that Mr. Hart, although he knew noth-
ing of the outbreak, had also been disturbed by a vision, the very
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vision that Mr. Vincey had seen—MTr. Bessel, white and dishevelled,
pleading earnestly by his gestures for help. That was his impression
of the import of his signs. “I was just going to look him up in the
Albany when you arrived,” said Mr. Hart. “I was so sure of some-
thing being wrong with him.”

As the outcome of their consultation, the two gentlemen decided
to inquire at Scotland Yard for news of their missing friend. “He is
bound to be laid by the heels,” said Mr. Hart. “‘He can’t go on at that
pace for long.” But the police authorities had not laid Mr. Bessel by
the heels. They confirmed Mr. Vincey’s overnight experiences and
added fresh circumstances, some of an even graver character than
those he knew—a list of smashed glass along the upper half of Tot-
tenham Court Road, an attack upon a policeman in Hampstead
Road, and an atrocious assault upon a woman. All these outrages
were committed between half-past twelve and a quarter to two in the
morning, and between those hours—and, indeed, from the very mo-
ment of Mr. Bessel’s first rush from his rooms at half-past nine in the
evening—they could trace the deepening violence of his fantastic
career. For the last hour, at least from before one, that is, until a
quarter to two, he had run amuck through London, eluding with
amazing agility every effort to stop or capture him.

But after a quarter to two he had vanished. Up to that hour wit-
nesses were multitudinous. Dozens of people had seen him, fled from
him or pursued him, and then things suddenly came to an end. At a
quarter to two he had been seen running down the Euston Road
towards Baker Street, flourishing a can of burning colza oil and
Jjerking splashes of flame therefrom at the windows of the houses he
passed. But none of the policemen on Euston Road beyond the Wax-
work Exhibition, nor any of those in the side streets down which he
must have passed had he left the Euston Road, had seen anything of
him. Abruptly he disappeared. Nothing of his subsequent doings
came to light in spite of the keenest inquiry.

Here was a fresh astonishment for Mr. Vincey. He had found
considerable comfort in Mr. Hart’s conviction: “He is bound to be
laid by the heels before long,” and in that assurance he had been able
to suspend his mental perplexities. But any fresh development
seemed destined to add new impossibilities to a pile already heaped
beyond the powers of his acceptance. He found himself doubting
whether his memory might not have played him some grotesque
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trick, debating whether any of these things could possibly have hap-
pened; and in the afternoon he hunted up Mr. Hart again to share
the intolerable weight on his mind. He found Mr. Hart engaged with
a well-known private detective, but as that gentleman accomplished
nothing in this case, we need not enlarge upon his proceedings.

All that day Mr. Bessel’s whereabouts eluded an unceasingly ac-
tive inquiry, and all that night. And all that day there was a persua-
sion in the back of Mr. Vincey’s mind that Mr. Bessel sought his
attention, and all through the night Mr. Bessel with a tear-stained
face of anguish pursued him through his dreams. And whenever he
saw Mr. Bessel in his dreams he also saw a number of other faces,
vague but malignant, that seemed to be pursuing Mr. Bessel.

It was on the following day, Sunday, that Mr. Vincey recalled
certain remarkable stories of Mrs. Bullock, the medium, who was
then attracting attention for the first time in London. He determined
to consult her. She was staying at the house of that well-known
inquirer, Dr. Wilson Paget, and Mr. Vincey, although he had never
met that gentleman before, repaired to him forthwith with the inten-
tion of invoking her help. But scarcely had he mentioned the name of
Bessel when Dr. Paget interrupted him. “Last night—just at the
end,” he said, “we had a communication.”

He left the room, and returned with a slate on which were certain
words written in handwriting, shaky indeed, but indisputably the
handwriting of Mr. Bessel!

“How did you get this?” said Mr. Vincey. “Do you mean?——"

“We got it last night,” said Dr. Paget. With numerous interrup-
tions from Mr. Vincey, he proceeded to explain how the writing had
been obtained. It appears that in her séances, Mrs. Bullock passes
into a condition of trance, her eyes rolling up in a strange way under
her eyelids, and her body becoming rigid. She then begins to talk
very rapidly, usually in voices other than her own. At the same time
one or both of her hands may become active, and if slates and pencils
are provided they will then write messages simultaneously with and
quite independently of the flow of words from her mouth. By many
she is considered an even more remarkable medium than the cele-
brated Mrs. Piper. It was one of these messages, the one written by
her left hand, that Mr. Vincey now had before him. It consisted of
eight words written disconnectedly “George Bessel . . . trial excav"
. . . Baker Street . . . help . . . starvation.” Curiously enough,
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neither Dr. Paget nor the two other inquirers who were present had
heard of the disappearance of Mr. Bessel—the news of it appeared
only in the evening papers of Saturday—and they had put the mes-
sage aside with many others of a vague and enigmatical sort that
Mrs. Bullock has from time to time delivered.

When Dr. Paget heard Mr. Vincey’s story, he gave himself at once
with great energy to the pursuit of this clue to the discovery of Mr.
Bessel. It would serve no useful purpose here to describe the inqui-
ries of Mr. Vincey and himself; suffice it that the clue was a genuine
one, and that Mr. Bessel was actually discovered by its aid.

He was found at the bottom of a detached shaft which had been
sunk and abandoned at the commencement of the work for the new
electric railway near Baker Street Station. His arm and leg and two
ribs were broken. The shaft is protected by a hoarding nearly twenty
feet high, and over this, incredible as it seems, Mr. Bessel, a stout,
middle-aged gentleman, must have scrambled in order to fall down
the shaft. He was saturated in colza oil, and the smashed tin lay
beside him, but luckily the flame had been extinguished by his fall.
And his madness had passed from him altogether. But he was, of
course, terribly enfeebled, and at the sight of his rescuers he gave
way to hysterical weeping.

In view of the deplorable state of his flat, he was taken to the
house of Dr. Hatton in Upper Baker Street. Here he was subjected to
a sedative treatment, and anything that might recall the violent crisis
through which he had passed was carefully avoided. But on the sec-
ond day he volunteered a statement.

Since that occasion Mr. Bessel has several times repeated this
statement—to myself among other people—varying the details as the
narrator of real experiences always does, but never by any chance
contradicting himself in any particular. And the statement he makes
is in substance as follows.

In order to understand it clearly it is necessary to go back to his
experiments with Mr. Vincey before his remarkable attack. Mr. Bes-
sel’s first attempts at self-projection, in his experiments with Mr.
Vincey, were, as the reader will remember, unsuccessful. But
through all of them he was concentrating all his power and will upon
getting out of the body—‘‘willing it with all my might,” he says. At
last, almost against expectation, came success. And Mr. Bessel as-
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serts that he, being alive, did actually, by an effort of will, leave his
body and pass into some place or state outside this world.

The release was, he asserts, instantaneous. “At one moment I was
seated in my chair, with my eyes tightly shut, my hands gripping the
arms of the chair, doing all I could to concentrate my mind on
Vincey, and then I perceived myself outside my body—saw my body
near me, but certainly not containing me, with the hands relaxing
and the head drooping forward on the breast.”

Nothing shakes him in his assurance of that release. He describes
in a quiet, matter-of-fact way the new sensation he experienced. He
felt he had become impalpable—so much he had expected, but he
had not expected to find himself enormously large. So, however, it
would seem he became. “‘I was a great cloud—if I may express it that
way—anchored to my body. It appeared to me, at first, as if I had
discovered a greater self of which the conscious being in my brain
was only a little part. I saw the Albany and Piccadilly and Regent
Street and all the rooms and places in the houses, very minute and
very bright and distinct, spread out below me like a little city seen
from a balloon. Every now and then vague shapes like drifting
wreaths of smoke made the vision a little indistinct, but at first I paid
little heed to them. The thing that astonished me most, and which
astonishes me still, is that I saw quite distinctly the insides of the
houses as well as the streets, saw little people dining and talking in
the private houses, men and women dining, playing billiards, and
drinking in restaurants and hotels, and several places of entertain-
ment crammed with people. It was like watching the affairs of a glass
hive.”

Such were Mr. Bessel’s exact words as I took them down when he
told me the story. Quite forgetful of Mr. Vincey, he remained for a
space observing these things. Impelled by curiosity, he says, he
stooped down, and with the shadowy arm he found himself possessed
of attempted to touch a man walking along Vigo Street. But he could
not do so, though his finger seemed to pass through the man. Some-
thing prevented his doing this, but what it was he finds it hard to
describe. He compares the obstacle to a sheet of glass.

“I felt as a kitten may feel,” he said, “when it goes for the first
time to pat its reflection in a mirror.” Again and again, on the occa-
sion when I heard him tell this story, Mr. Bessel returned to that
comparison of the sheet of glass. Yet it was not altogether a precise
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comparison, because, as the reader will speedily see, there were inter-
ruptions of this generally impermeable resistance, means of getting
through the barrier to the material world again. But, naturally, there
is a very great difficulty in expressing these unprecedented impres-
sions in the language of everyday experience.

A thing that impressed him instantly, and which weighed upon
him throughout all this experience, was the stillness of this place—he
was in a world without sound.

At first Mr. Bessel’s mental state was an unemotional wonder. His
thought chiefly concerned itself with where he might be. He was out
of the body—out of his material body, at any rate—but that was not
all. He believes, and I for one believe also, that he was somewhere
out of space, as we understand it, altogether. By a strenuous effort of
will he had passed out of his body into a world beyond this world, a
world undreamt of, yet lying so close to it and so strangely situated
with regard to it that all things on this earth are clearly visible both
from without and from within in this other world about us. For a
long time, as it seemed to him, this realisation occupied his mind to
the exclusion of all other matters, and then he recalled the engage-
ment with Mr. Vincey, to which this astonishing experience was,
after all, but a prelude.

He turned his mind to locomotion in this new body in which he
found himself. For a time he was unable to shift himself from his
attachment to his earthly carcass. For a time this new strange cloud
body of his simply swayed, contracted, expanded, coiled, and
writhed with his efforts to free himself, and then quite suddenly the
link that bound him snapped. For a moment everything was hidden
by what appeared to be whirling spheres of dark vapour, and then
through a momentary gap he saw his drooping body collapse limply,
saw his lifeless head drop sideways and found he was driving along
like a huge cloud in a strange place of shadowy clouds that had the
luminous intricacy of London spread like a model below.

But now he was aware that the fluctuating vapour about him was
something more than vapour, and the temerarious excitement of his
first essay was shot with fear. For he perceived, at first indistinctly,
and then suddenly very clearly, that he was surrounded by faces/
that each roll and coil of the seeming cloud-stuff was a face. And
such faces! Faces of thin shadow, faces of gaseous tenuity. Faces like
those faces that glare with intolerable strangeness upon the sleeper in
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the evil hours of his dreams. Evil, greedy eyes that were full of a
covetous curiosity, faces with knit brows and snarling, smiling lips;
their vague hands clutched at Mr. Bessel as he passed, and the rest of
their bodies was but an elusive streak of trailing darkness. Never a
word they said, never a sound from the mouths that seemed to gib-
ber. All about him they pressed in that dreamy silence, passing freely
through the dim mistiness that was his body, gathering ever more
numerously about him. And the shadowy Mr. Bessel, now suddenly
fear-stricken, drove through the silent, active multitude of eyes and
clutching hands.

So inhuman were these faces, so malignant their staring eyes, and
shadowy, clawing gestures, that it did not occur to Mr. Bessel to
attempt intercourse with these drifting creatures. Idiot phantoms,
they seemed, children of vain desire, beings unborn and forbidden
the boon of being, whose only expressions and gestures told of the
envy and craving for life that was their one link with existence.

It says much for his resolution that, amidst the swarming cloud of
these noiseless spirits of evil, he could still think of Mr. Vincey. He
made a violent effort of will and found himself, he knew not how,
stooping towards Staple Inn, saw Vincey sitting attentive and alert in
his armchair by the fire.

And clustering also about him, as they clustered ever about all
that lives and breathes, was another multitude of these vain voiceless
shadows, longing, desiring, seeking some loophole into life.

For a space Mr. Bessel sought ineffectually to attract his friend’s
attention. He tried to get in front of his eyes, to move the objects in
his room, to touch him. But Mr. Vincey remained unaffected, igno-
rant of the being that was so close to his own. The strange something
that Mr. Bessel has compared to a sheet of glass separated them
impermeably.

And at last Mr. Bessel did a desperate thing. I have told how that
in some strange way he could see not only the outside of a man as we
see him, but within. He extended his shadowy hand and thrust his
vague black fingers, as it seemed, through the heedless brain.

Then, suddenly, Mr. Vincey started like a man who recalls his
attention from wandering thoughts, and it seemed to Mr. Bessel that
a little dark-red body situated in the middle of Mr. Vincey’s brain
swelled and glowed as he did so. Since that experience he has been
shown anatomical figures of the brain, and he knows now that this is
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that useless structure, as doctors call it, the pineal eye. For, strange
as it will seem to many, we have, deep in our brains—where it cannot
possibly see any earthly light—an eye! At the time this, with the rest
of the internal anatomy of the brain, was quite new to him. At the
sight of its changed appearance, however, he thrust forth his finger,
and, rather fearful still of the consequences, touched this little spot.
And instantly Mr. Vincey started, and Mr. Bessel knew that he was
seen.

And at that instant it came to Mr. Bessel that evil had happened to
his body, and behold! a great wind blew through all that world of
shadows and tore him away. So strong was this persuasion that he
thought no more of Mr. Vincey, but turned about forthwith, and all
the countless faces drove back with him like leaves before a gale. But
he returned too late. In an instant he saw the body that he had left
inert and collapsed—Ilying, indeed, like the body of a man just dead
—had arisen, had arisen by virtue of some strength and will beyond
his own. It stood with staring eyes, stretching its limbs in dubious
fashion.

For a moment he watched it in wild dismay, and then he stooped
towards it. But the pane of glass had closed against him again, and
he was foiled. He beat himself passionately against this, and all about
him the spirits of evil grinned and pointed and mocked. He gave way
to furious anger. He compares himself to a bird that has fluttered
heedlessly into a room and is beating at the window-pane that holds
it back from freedom.

And behold! the little body that had once been his was now danc-
ing with delight. He saw it shouting, though he could not hear its
shouts; he saw the violence of its movements grow. He watched it
fling his cherished furniture about in the mad delight of existence,
rend his books apart, smash bottles, drink heedlessly from the jagged
fragments, leap and smite in a passionate acceptance of living. He
watched these actions in paralyzed astonishment. Then once more he
hurled himself against the impassable barrier, and then, with all that
crew of mocking ghosts about him, hurried back in dire confusion to
Vincey to tell him of the outrage that had come upon him.

But the brain of Vincey was now closed against apparitions, and
the disembodied Mr. Bessel pursued him in vain as he hurried out
into Holborn to call a cab. Foiled and terror-stricken, Mr. Bessel
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swept back again, to find his desecrated body whooping in a glorious
frenzy down the Burlington Arcade .

And now the attentive reader begins to understand Mr. Bessel’s
interpretation of the first part of this strange story. The being whose
frantic rush through London had inflicted so much injury and disas-
ter had indeed Mr. Bessel’s body, but it was not Mr. Bessel. It was an
evil spirit out of that strange world beyond existence, into which Mr.
Bessel had so rashly ventured. For twenty hours it held possession of
him, and for all those twenty hours the dispossessed spirit-body of
Mr. Bessel was going to and fro in that unheard-of middle world of
shadows seeking help in vain.

He spent many hours beating at the minds of Mr. Vincey and of
his friend Mr. Hart. Each, as we know, he roused by his efforts. But
the language that might convey his situation to these helpers across
the gulf he did not know; his feeble fingers groped vainly and
powerlessly in their brains. Once, indeed, as we have already told, he
was able to turn Mr. Vincey aside from his path so that he encoun-
tered the stolen body in its career, but he could not make him under-
stand the thing that had happened: he was unable to draw any help
from that encounter . . .

All through those hours, the persuasion was overwhelming in Mr.
Bessel’s mind that presently his body would be killed by its furious
tenant, and he would have to remain in this shadow-land for ever-
more. So that those long hours were a growing agony of fear. And
ever as he hurried to and fro in his ineffectual excitement, innumera-
ble spirits of that world about him mobbed him and confused his
mind. And ever an envious applauding multitude poured after their
successful fellow as he went upon his glorious career.

For that, it would seem, must be the life of these bodiless things of
this world that is the shadow of our world. Ever they watch, cov-
eting a way into a mortal body, in order that they may descend, as
furies and frenzies, as violent lusts and mad, strange impulses, rejoic-
ing in the body they have won. For Mr. Bessel was not the only
human soul in that place. Witness the fact that he met first one, and
afterwards several shadows of men, men like himself, it seemed, who
had lost their bodies even it may be as he had lost his, and wandered,
despairingly, in that lost world that is neither life nor death. They
could not speak because that world is silent, yet he knew them for
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men because of their dim human bodies, and because of the sadness
of their faces.

But how they had come into that world he could not tell, nor
where the bodies they had lost might be, whether they still raved
about the earth, or whether they were closed for ever in death against
return. That they were the spirits of the dead neither he nor I believe.
But Dr. Wilson Paget thinks they are the rational souls of men who
are lost in madness on the earth.

At last Mr. Bessel chanced upon a place where a little crowd of
such disembodied silent creatures was gathered, and thrusting
through them he saw below a brightly-lit room, and four or five quiet
gentlemen and a woman, a stoutish woman dressed in black bomba-
zine and sitting awkwardly in a chair with her head thrown back. He
knew her from her portraits to be Mrs. Bullock, the medium. And he
perceived that tracts and structures in her brain glowed and stirred
as he had seen the pineal eye in the brain of Mr. Vincey glow. The
light was very fitful; sometimes it was a broad illumination, and
sometimes merely a faint twilight spot, and it shifted slowly about
her brain. She kept on talking and writing with one hand. And Mr.
Bessel saw that the crowding shadows of men about him, and a great
multitude of the shadow spirits of that shadow land, were all striving
and thrusting to touch the lighted regions of her brain. As one
gained her brain or another was thrust away, her voice and the
writing of her hand changed. So that what she said was disorderly
and confused for the most part; now a fragment of one soul’s mes-
sage, and now a fragment of another’s, and now she babbled the
insane fancies of the spirits of vain desire. Then Mr. Bessel under-
stood that she spoke for the spirit that had touch of her, and he
began to struggle very furiously towards her. But he was on the
outside of the crowd and at that time he could not reach her, and at
last, growing anxious, he went away to find what had happened
meanwhile to his body.

For a long time he went to and fro seeking it in vain and fearing
that it must have been killed, and then he found it at the bottom of
the shaft in Baker Street, writhing furiously and cursing with pain.
Its leg and an arm and two ribs had been broken by its fall. More-
over, the evil spirit was angry because his time had been so short and
because of the pain—making violent movements and casting his
body about.
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And at that Mr. Bessel returned with redoubled earnestness to the
room where the séance was going on, and so soon as he had thrust
himself within sight of the place he saw one of the men who stood
about the medium looking at his watch as if he meant that the séance
should presently end. At that a great number of the shadows who
had been striving turned away with gestures of despair. But the
thought that the séance was almost over only made Mr. Bessel the
more earnest, and he struggled so stoutly with his will against the
others that presently he gained the woman’s brain. It chanced that
just at that moment it glowed very brightly, and in that instant she
wrote the message that Dr. Wilson Paget preserved. And then the
other shadows and the cloud of evil spirits about him had thrust Mr.
Bessel away from her, and for all the rest of the séance he could
regain her no more.

So he went back and watched through the long hours at the bot-
tom of the shaft where the evil spirit lay in the stolen body it had
maimed, writhing and cursing, and weeping and groaning, and learn-
ing the lesson of pain. And towards dawn the thing he had waited for
happened; the brain glowed brightly and the evil spirit came out, and
Mr. Bessel entered the body he had feared he should never enter
again. As he did so, the silence—the brooding silence—ended; he
heard the tumult of traffic and the voices of people overhead, and
that strange world that is the shadow of our world—the dark and
silent shadows of ineffectual desire and the shadows of lost men—
vanished clean away.

He lay there for the space of about three hours before he was
found. And in spite of the pain and suffering of his wounds, and of
the dim damp place in which he lay; in spite of the tears—wrung
from him by his physical distress—his heart was full of gladness to
know that he was nevertheless back once more in the kindly world of
men.
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THE SCRAWNY ONE

by Anthony Boucher

The old magician had only one arm.

“That is why,” he explained, “I now employ the fuse. It is danger-
ous to reach any part of your body inside the pentacle when you light
the powder. They are hungry, these ones that we call up, and our
flesh is to their taste.”

John Harker watched the old man lead the fuse from the powder-
heaped center of the pentacle to a safe distance from its rim. He
watched him lean over and strike a match on the cement floor,
watched the sudden flame disquiet the shadows of the deserted ware-
house, watched the fuse begin to sputter.

Then John Harker struck. The knife pierced easily through the
soft flesh of the old back. His other hand came up to keep the magi-
cian from falling across the fuse. He hurled the dying body back,
safely away from fuse and pentacle, and thrust it from his mind as
his eyes followed the sputtering sparks.

John Harker was unconcerned with fingerprints and clues. After
tonight no man could touch him, not even for the most easily proved
murder.

He had built to this carefully. Six months of research in the role of
a freelance writer, investigating the multitudinous magic cults of
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Southern California. A meticulous screening of frauds, fakes and
phonies, and finally the discovery of this one-armed man of undeni-
able powers. The arrangements for this instant of ultimate truth, the
calling up of a demon . . .

The hissing boom within the pentacle drowned out the last grating
rattle of the old man’s voice. John Harker looked at what he had
caused to be summoned.

The first word that came to him was scrawny. Which is a peculiar
word to apply to something not of our flesh, nor shaped in any way
conceivable to us; but there was that in what passed for its eyes that
told of endless deprivation, insufficiency, hunger.

It spoke, though no sound waves disturbed the stillness of the
warehouse. It said, “You called me. I can grant you one wish. Make
up your mind.”

John Harker smiled. “Are your customers usually so irresolute? I
have made up my mind.”

The scrawny one’s eyes fed on him. “What can you want?” it said,
and there was hatred and envy in its soundless words. “What can
any man want when you have the one thing to be prized above all
others . . . flesh?”

“How fortunate,” Harker observed, “that you are not empowered
to call us up. But little though you may believe it, we have our
hungers too, and largely because of this so enviable flesh. And my
own hungers I am resolved to end now.”

“Your wish!” The scrawny one writhed in impatience.

Harker deliberately dawdled, savoring this little moment of power,
this curtain-raiser to the ultimate power. “In the opera,” he began,
“Mephisto, when summoned, proffers Faust first gold, then glory,
then power. But that prime idiot the learned Doctor Faust replies, ‘I
want a treasure that contains them all! . . . I want youth! * Harker
laughed and hummed a snatch of the tripping tune to which Faust
expresses his senile desire. “But I know better.”

“Your wish!” the scrawny one insisted.

“I know that power and wisdom and strength and honor and glory
and blessing can all be summed up, in this most worldly of all possi-
ble worlds, in one word: wealth. My wish is simple: You will make
me the richest man in the world. From that all else will follow.”

The scrawny one made a sign of agreement, while darting hunger
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glimmered in several of its eyes. Then it added, ‘“You must release
me from the pentacle before I can accomplish that.”

John Harker hesitated. “I know that you are bound to truth while
you are contained there. You swear to me that if I release you you
will do no harm to me in soul or body?”

“I swear.”

“You swear that if I release you you will, immediately, make me
the richest man in the world?”

“I swear. You must cut the pentacle with cold steel.”

John Harker nodded and jerked the knife from the dead magi-
cian’s back. As he extended the bloody knife toward the pentacle
there was a flicker of the scrawny shape, and that part of the blade
which protruded beyond the rim was licked clean of blood.

The cold steel descended and scraped across the cement floor.

The pentacle was empty and the scrawny one was beside John
Harker.

“Now!” he commanded.

But the scrawny one flashed the thought that it had something to
do first.

When there was no trace left of the magician’s body (and how
convenient that was, even when you were unconcerned about damag-
ing evidence), the not quite so scrawny one ceased its intricate vibra-
tions and stood all but motionless beside John Harker.

“Are you ready for your wish?” it asked.

John Harker smiled and nodded.

That is, he lowered his chin in assent. A nod is usually concluded
by bringing the chin back to its normal position. But his muscles
would not obey and his chin remained sunk on his breastbone.

There was trouble with his eyes too. He did not remember closing
the lids, but closed they were and obstinately so.

His ears functioned. They brought a sound of music totally unfa-
miliar to him who had casually prided himself on his knowledge of
music. And mingled with the wailing of unknown pipes was the
wailing of hundreds of unknown voices. And mingled with the
plunking of strings and the thumping of drums was the plunking
thump of hundreds of small hard objects, like the rattle of hail close
to his ears.

His other senses functioned, too. One told him that he lay sus-
pended on some flat metal surface, that he did not rest in one posi-
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tion, but slowly kept floating higher in the air. And another told him
that there was not a fiber of his body that did not ache with a pain so
exquisitely refined as to be almost beyond the limits of conscious
endurance.

And yet another sense informed him that he was surrounded by a
stench of decay, an aura of charnel rot so strong, so intimate, that he
could not long resist the conclusion that it rose from his own vile
body.

The upward movement had stopped, and he floated in equipoise as
the music and the rattle ceased and a shout went up from the hun-
dreds of voices. Now at last his eyes half-opened, and he could see
his vast bloated bulk swaying in one pan of a tremendous gold bal-
ance, while in the other pan hung his weight in precious stones.

The sight of his wealth gave him a last flash of strength. He was
able to move his hand close enough to his eyes for their half-parted
slits to watch his little finger slowly detach itself and drop, leaving a
ragged stump of corruption. Through the eyes that had once been
John Harker’s, it read the newspaper story:

RICHEST MAN DYING
Annual gem rite held

RAVENPORE, India (UP).—The Djatoon of Khot, reputedly
the wealthiest man in the world, lay dying here today of an
obscure disease; but his loyal subjects still performed the tradi-
tional annual ceremony in which the Djatoon is presented with
his weight in precious stones.

The greatest physicians of three continents profess themselves
baffled by the degenerative malignancy which has attacked the
wealthy potentate, and express no hopes for his recovery.

The once scrawny one used John Harker’s features to shape a
satisfied smile. Then it used John Harker’s muscles to propel his
body and went out into the streets of the city, there to accomplish at
its leisure those delightful undertakings which would enable it, in
time, quite to forget its starved and scrawny past.



The legend of the apprentice sorcerer who meddles with his master’s magic,
almost drowns himself, is rescued by his irate boss and then fired is nowa-
days most often associated with the segment of the Walt Disney film fantasia
in which Mickey Mouse performs the titular role to the accompaniment of
Paul Dukas’ popular tone poem L“Apprenti Sorcier. Dukas derived his com-
position from a long poem by the great German poet-dramatist johann
Wolfgang von Goethe, but the germ of Goethe’s plot is still older: a dialogue
by LUCIAN OF SAMOSATA (A.D. 117-2). Lucian, a Syrian by birth and later an
Antioch lawyer, lived at least until A.D. 192, wrote a large number of satirical
sketches, including a dialogue variously translated as ‘“The Lie-Fancier’ or
“The Pathological Liar.” In it, two Athenians stroll together while one of
them, Tychiades, tells his friend one tall tale after another, many of which
Lucian borrowed from earlier literary sources. But the following anecdote—
offered here in the Sir Thomas More translation that was published in the
October 1939 issue of Weird Tales—is thought to be wholly Lucian’s. (For
further comment, see Appendix |l, page 574. Also note the grim variant on
the sorcerer’s apprentice tale by Robert Bloch on page 433.)

THE SORCERER’S
APPRENTICE

by Lucian
Translated by Sir Thomas More

When a certain Eucrates saw an Egyptian magician named Pancrates
do many marvels, he gradually insinuated himself into his friendship
until he learned nearly all his secrets. At last the magician persuaded
him to leave all his servants in Memphis and accompany him alone,
for they would have no lack of servants; and from that time
(Eucrates said) thus we lived.

“When we came into an inn, he taking the bolt of the door, or a
broom or bar, and clothing it, spoke a charm to it, and to enable it to
g0, and in all things to resemble a man. The thing going forth, would
draw water, provide, and dress our supper, and diligently wait and
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attend upon us. After his business was done, he pronounced another
charm, and turned the broom into a broom again, and the pestle into
a pestle. This was an art which, though I labored much, I could not
learn of him. For this was a mystery which he denied me, though in
all things else he were open.

“One day, hiding myself in a dark corner, I overheard his charm,
which was but three syllables. He having appointed the bolt its busi-
ness, went into the market.

“The next day, he having some other appointment in the market, I
taking the pestle and appareling it, in like manner pronounced the
syllables, and bid it fetch me some water. When it had brought me a
basin full, ‘It is enough,’ I said, ‘fetch no more, but be a pestle again.’
But it was so far from obeying me, that it ceased not to fetch water
till it had overflowed the room. I, much troubled at the accident, and
fearing lest if Pancrates return (as he did) he would be much dis-
pleased, took an ax and cut the pestle in two. Then both parts taking
several buckets fetched water. And instead of one, I had two ser-
vants.

“In the meantime Pancrates came in, and perceiving what had
happened, transformed them into wood again, as they were before I
uttered the spell. Shortly after he secretly left me, and vanishing
went I know not whither.”




ROBERT E. HOWARD (1906-36) was one of the most popular of all Weird Tales
authors. His Conan stories helped establish a considerable cult of Howard
fans, a cult still growing, thanks to the recent Conan films starring Arnold
Schwarzenegger. By the time he died at the tragically early age of thirty,
Howard had written fifty-five stories for Weird Tales, including the Solomon
Kane adventure ““Skulls in the Stars,” which appeared in the January 1929
issue.

SKULLS
IN THE STARS

by Robert E. Howard

He told how murderers walk the earth
Beneath the curse of Cain,
With crimson clouds before their eyes
And flames about their brain:
For blood has left upon their souls
Its everlasting stain.
—Hood

There are two roads to Torkertown. One, the shorter and more direct
route, leads across a barren upland moor, and the other, which is
much longer, winds its tortuous way in and out among the hum-
mocks and quagmires of the swamps, skirting the low hills to the
east. It was a dangerous and tedious trail; so Solomon Kane halted in
amazement when a breathless youth from the village he had just left,
overtook him and implored him for God’s sake to take the swamp
road.

“The swamp road!” Kane stared at the boy.

He was a tall, gaunt man, was Solomon Kane, his darkly pallid
face and deep brooding eyes made more somber by the drab Puritan-
ical garb he affected.
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“Yes, sir, ’tis safer,” the youngster answered to his surprised excla-
mation.

“Then the moor road must be haunted by Satan himself, for your
townsmen warned me against traversing the other.”

“Because of the quagmires, sir, that you might not see in the dark.
You had better return to the village and continue your journey in the
morning, sir.”

“Taking the swamp road?”

“Yes, sir.”

Kane shrugged and shook his head. “The moon rises almost as
soon as twilight dies. By its light I can reach Torkertown in a few
hours, across the moor.”

“Sir, you had better not. No one ever goes that way. There are no
houses at all upon the moor, while in the swamp there is the house of
old Ezra who lives there all alone since his maniac cousin, Gideon,
wandered off and died in the swamp and was never found-—and old
Ezra, though a miser, would not refuse you lodging should you de-
cide to stop until morning. Since you must go, you had better go the
swamp road.”

Kane eyed the boy piercingly. The lad squirmed and shuffled his
feet.

“Since this moor road is so dour to wayfarers,” said the Puritan,
“why did not the villagers tell me the whole tale, instead of vague
mouthings?”

“Men like not to talk of it, sir. We hoped that you would take the
swamp road after the men advised you to, but when we watched and
saw that you turned not at the forks, they sent me to run after you
and beg you to reconsider.”

“Name of the Devil!” exclaimed Kane sharply, the unaccustomed
oath showing his irritation; “the swamp road and the moor road—
what is it that threatens me and why should I go miles out of my way
and risk the bogs and mires?”

““Sir,” said the boy, dropping his voice and drawing closer, “we be
simple villagers who like not to talk of such things lest foul fortune
befall us, but the moor road is a way accurst and hath not been
traversed by any of the countryside for a year or more. It is death to
walk those moors by night, as hath been found by some score of
unfortunates. Some foul horror haunts the way and claims men for
his victims.”
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“So? And what is this thing like?”

“No man knows. None has ever seen it and lived, but latefarers
have heard terrible laughter far out on the fen and men have heard
the horrid shrieks of its victims. Sir, in God’s name return to the
village, there pass the night, and tomorrow take the swamp trail to
Yorkertown.”

Far back in Kane’s gloomy eyes a scintillant light had begun to
glimmer, like a witch’s torch glinting under fathoms of cold gray ice.
His blood quickened. Adventure! The lure of life-risk and battle! The
thrill of breathtaking, touch-and-go drama! Not that Kane recog-
nized his sensations as such. He sincerely considered that he voiced
his real feelings when he said, “These things be deeds of some power
of evil. The lords of darkness have laid a curse upon the country. A
strong man is needed to combat Satan and his might. Therefore I go,
who have defied him many a time.”

“Sir,” the boy began, then closed his mouth as he saw the futility
of argument. He only added, “The corpses of the victims are bruised
and torn, sir.”

He stood there at the crossroads, sighing regretfully as he watched
the tall, rangy figure swinging up the road that led toward the moors.

The sun was setting as Kane came over the brow of the low hill
which debouched into the upland fen. Huge and bloodred it sank
down behind the sullen horizon of the moors, seeming to touch the
rank grass with fire; so for a moment the watcher seemed to be
gazing out across a sea of blood. Then the dark shadows came glid-
ing from the east, the western blaze faded, and Solomon Kane struck
out boldly in the gathering darkness.

The road was dim from disuse but was clearly defined. Kane went
swiftly but warily, sword and pistols at hand. Stars blinked out and
night winds whispered among the grass like weeping spectres. The
moon began to rise, lean and haggard, like a skull among the stars.

Then suddenly Kane stopped short. From somewhere in front of
him sounded a strange and eery echo—or something like an echo.
Again, this time louder. Kane started forward again. Were his senses
deceiving him? No!

Far out there pealed a whisper of frightful laughter. And again,
closer this time. No human being ever laughed like that—there was
no mirth in it, only hatred and horror and soul-destroying terror.
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Kane halted. He was not afraid, but for a second he was almost
unnerved. Then stabbing through that awesome laughter, came the
sound of a scream that was undoubtedly human. Kane started for-
ward, increasing his gait. He cursed the illusive lights and flickering
shadows which veiled the moor in the rising moon and made accu-
rate sight impossible. The laughter continued, growing louder, as did
the screams. Then sounded faintly the drum of frantic human feet.
Kane broke into a run.

Some human was being hunted to his death out there on the fen,
and by what manner of horror God only knew. The sound of the
flying feet halted abruptly and the screaming rose unbearably, min-
gled with other sounds unnamable and hideous. Evidently the man
had been overtaken, and Kane, his flesh crawling, visualized some
ghastly fiend of the darkness crouching on the back of its victim—
crouching and tearing.

Then the noise of a terrible and short struggle came clearly
through the abysmal silence of the fen and the footfalls began again,
but stumbling and uneven. The screaming continued, but with a
gasping gurgle. The sweat stood cold on Kane’s forehead and body.
This was heaping horror on horror in an intolerable manner.

God, for a moment’s clear light! The frightful drama was being
enacted within a very short distance of him, to judge by the ease with
which the sounds reached him. But this hellish half-light veiled all in
shifting shadows, so that the moors appeared a haze of blurred illu-
sions and stunted trees and bushes seemed like giants.

Kane shouted, striving to increase the speed of his advance. The
shrieks of the unknown broke into a hideous shrill squealing; again
there was the sound of a struggle, and then from the shadows of the
tall grass a thing came reeling—a thing that had once been a man—a
gore-covered, frightful thing that fell at Kane’s feet and writhed and
groveled and raised its terrible face to the rising moon and gibbered
and yammered and fell down again and died in its own blood.

The moon was up now, and the light was better. Kane bent above the
body, which lay stark in its mutilation, and he shuddered—a rare
thing for him, who had seen the deeds of the Spanish Inquisition and
the witch-finders.

Some wayfarer, he supposed. Then like a hand of ice on his spine
he was aware that he was not alone. He looked up, his cold eyes
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piercing the shadows whence the dead man had staggered. He saw
nothing, but he knew—he felt—that other eyes gave back his stare,
terrible eyes not of this Earth. He straightened and drew a pistol,
waiting. The moonlight spread like a lake of pale blood over the
moor and trees and grasses took on their proper sizes.

The shadows melted and Kane saw/ At first he thought it only a
shadow of mist, a wisp of moor fog that swayed in the tall grass
before him. He gazed. More illusion, he thought. Then the thing
began to take on shape, vague and indistinct. Two hideous eyes
flamed at him—eyes which held all the stark horror which has been
the heritage of man since the fearful dawn ages—eyes frightful and
insane, with an insanity transcending Earthly insanity. The form of
the thing was misty and vague, a brainshattering travesty on the
human form, like, yet horribly unlike. The grass and bushes beyond
showed clearly through it.

Kane felt the blood pound in his temples, yet he was as cold as ice.
How such an unstable being as that which wavered before him could
harm a man in a physical way was more than he could understand,
yet the red horror at his feet gave mute testimony that the fiend
could act with terrible material effect.

Of one thing Kane was sure: there would be no hunting of him
across the dreary moors, no screaming and fleeing to be dragged
down again and again. If he must die he would die in his tracks, his
wounds in front.

Now a vague and grisly mouth gaped wide and the demoniac
laughter again shrieked out, soul-shaking in its nearness. And in the
midst of that threat of doom, Kane deliberately leveled his long
pistol and fired. A maniacal yell of rage and mockery answered the
report and the thing came at him like a flying sheet of smoke, long
shadowy arms stretched to drag him down.

Kane, moving with the dynamic speed of a famished wolf, fired
the second pistol with as little effect, snatched his long rapier from its
sheath and thrust into the center of the misty attacker. The blade
sang as it passed clear through, encountering no solid resistance, and
Kane felt icy fingers grip his limbs, bestial talons tear his garments
and the skin beneath.

He dropped the useless sword and sought to grapple with his foe.
It was like fighting a floating mist, a flying shadow armed with dag-
gerlike claws. His savage blows met empty air, his leanly mighty
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arms, in whose grasp strong men had died, swept nothingness and
clutched emptiness. Naught was solid or real save the flaying, apelike
fingers with their crooked talons, and the crazy eyes which burned
into the shuddering depths of his soul.

Kane realized that he was in a desperate plight indeed. Already his
garments hung in tatters and he bled from a score of deep wounds.
But he never flinched, and the thought of flight never entered his
mind. He had never fled from a single foe and had the thought
occurred to him he would have flushed with shame.

He saw no help for it now, but that his form should lie there beside
the fragments of the other victim, but the thought held no terrors for
him. His only wish was to give as good an account of himself as
possible before the end came and if he could, to inflict some damage
on his unearthly foe.

There above the dead man’s torn body, man fought with demon
under the pale light of the rising moon, with all the advantages with
the demon, save one. And that one was enough to overcome all the
others. For if abstract hate may bring into material substance a
ghostly thing, may not courage, equally abstract, form a concrete
weapon to combat that ghost?

Kane fought with his arms and his feet and his hands and he was
aware at last that the ghost began to give back before him and the
fearful laughter changed to screams of baffled fury. For man’s only
weapon is courage that flinches not from the gates of Hell itself and
against such not even the legions of Hell can stand.

Of this Kane knew nothing; he only knew that the talons which
tore and rended him seemed to grow weaker and wavering, that a
wild light grew and grew in the horrible eyes. And reeling and gasp-
ing, he rushed in, grappled the thing at last and threw it and as they
tumbled about on the moor and it writhed and lapped his limbs like a
serpent of smoke, his flesh crawled and his hair stood on end, for he
began to understand its gibbering.

He did not hear and comprehend as a man hears and comprehends
the speech of a man, but the frightful secrets it imparted in whisper-
ings and yammerings and screaming silences sank fingers of ice into
his soul, and he knew.
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The hut of old Ezra the miser stood by the road in the midst of the
swamp, half screened by the sullen trees which grew about it. The
walls were rotting, the roof crumbling, and great pallid and green
fungus-monsters clung to it and writhed about the doors and win-
dows, as if seeking to peer within. The trees leaned above it and their
gray branches intertwined so that it crouched in the semi-darkness
like a monstrous dwarf over whose shoulder ogres leer.

The road which wound down into the swamp, among rotting
stumps and rank hummocks and scummy, snake-haunted pools and
bogs, crawled past the hut. Many people passed that way these days,
but few saw old Ezra, save a glimpse of a yellow face peering
throught the fungus-screened windows, itself like an ugly fungus.

Old Ezra the miser partook much of the quality of the swamp, for
he was gnarled and bent and sullen; his fingers were like clutching
parasitic plants and his locks hung like drab moss above eyes trained
to the murk of the swamplands. His eyes were like a dead man’s, yet
hinted of depths abysmal and loathsome as the dead lakes of the
swamplands.

These eyes gleamed now at the man who stood in front of his hut.
This man was tall and gaunt and dark, his face was haggard and
claw-marked and he was bandaged of arm and leg. Somewhat behind
this man stood a number of villagers.

“You are Ezra of the swamp road?”

“Aye, and what want ye of me?”

“Where is your cousin Gideon, the maniac youth who abode with
you?”

“Gideon?”

[ Ay e"’

“He wandered away into the swamp and never came back. No
doubt he lost his way and was set upon by wolves or died in a
quagmire or was struck by an adder.”

“How long ago?”’

“Over a year.”

“Aye. Hark ye, Ezra the miser. Soon after your cousin’s disappear-
ance, a countryman, coming home across the moors, was set upon by
some unknown fiend and torn to pieces and thereafter it became
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death to cross those moors. First men of the countryside, then
strangers who wandered over the fen fell to the clutches of the thing.
Many men have died since the first one.

“Last night I crossed the moors and heard the flight and pursuing
of another victim, a stranger who knew not the evil of the moors.
Ezra the miser, it was a fearful thing, for the wretch twice broke
from the fiend, terribly wounded, and each time the demon caught
and dragged him down again. And at last he fell dead at my very
feet, done to death in a manner that would freeze the statue of a
saint.”

The villagers moved restlessly and murmured fearfully to each
other and old Ezra’s eyes shifted furtively. Yet the somber expression
of Solomon Kane never altered and his condor-like stare seemed to
transfix the miser.

“Aye, aye!” muttered old Ezra hurriedly; “a bad thing, a bad
thing! Yet why do you tell this thing to me?”

“Aye, a sad thing. Harken farther, Ezra. The fiend came out of the
shadows and I fought with it over the body of its victim. Aye, how I
overcame it, I know not, for the battle was hard and long, but the
powers of good and light were on my side, which are mightier than
the powers of Hell.

“At the last I was stronger, and it broke from me and fled and I
followed to no avail. Yet, before it fled it whispered to me a mon-
strous truth.”

Old Ezra stared, stared wildly, seemed to shrink into himself.
“Nay, why tell me this?”” he muttered.

“I returned to the village and told my tale,” said Kane, “for I
knew that now I had the power to rid the moors of its curse forever.
Ezra, come with us!”

“Where?” gasped the miser.

“To the rotting oak on the moors.”

Ezra reeled as though struck; he screamed incoherently and turned
to flee.

On the instant, at Kane’s sharp order, two brawny villagers sprang
forward and seized the miser. They twisted the dagger from his
withered hand and pinioned his arms, shuddering as their fingers
encountered his clammy flesh.

Kane motioned them to follow and turning, strode up the trail,
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followed by the villagers, who found their strength taxed to the ut-
most in their task of bearing their prisoner along. Through the
swamp they went and out, taking a little-used trail which led up over
the low hills and out on the moors.

The sun was sliding down the horizon and old Ezra stared at it
with bulging eyes—stared as if he could not gaze enough. Far out on
the moors reared up the great oak tree like a gibbet, now only a
decaying shell. There Solomon Kane halted.

Old Ezra writhed in his captor’s grasp and made inarticulate
noises.

“Over a year ago,” said Solomon Kane, “you, fearing that your
insane cousin Gideon would tell men of your cruelties to him,
brought him away from the swamp by the very trail by which we
came and murdered him here in the night.”

Ezra cringed and snarled. “You can not prove this lie!”

Kane spoke a few words to an agile villager. The youth clambered
up the rotting bole of the tree and from a crevice, high up, dragged
something that fell with a clatter at the feet of the miser. Ezra went
limp with a terrible shriek.

The object was a man’s skeleton, the skull cleft.

“You—how know you this? You are Satan!” gibbered old Ezra.

Kane folded his arms. “The thing I fought last night told me this
thing as we reeled in battle and I followed it to this tree. For the fiend
is Gideon’s ghost!”’

Ezra shrieked again and fought savagely.

“You knew,” said Kane somberly, “you knew what thing did these
deeds. You feared the ghost of the maniac and that is why you chose
to leave his body on the fen instead of concealing it in the swamp.
For you knew the ghost would haunt the place of his death. He was
insane in life and in death he did not know where to find his slayer;
else he had come to you in your hut. He hates no man but you, but
his crazed spirit can not tell one man from another and he slays all,
lest he let his killer escape. Yet he will know you and rest in peace
forever after. Hate hath made of his ghost a solid thing that can rend
and slay and though he feared you terribly in life, in death he fears
you not.”

Kane halted. He glanced at the sun.

“All this I had from Gideon’s ghost in his yammerings and his
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whisperings and his shrieking silences. Naught but your death will
lay that ghost.”

Ezra listened in breathless silence and Kane pronounced the
words of his doom.

“A hard thing it is,” said Kane somberly, “to sentence a man to
death in cold blood and in such a manner as I have in mind, but you
must die that others may live—and God knoweth you deserve death.

“You shall not die by noose, bullet or sword, but at the talons of
him you slew—for naught else will satiate him.”

At these words Ezra’s brain shattered, his knees gave way and he
fell groveling and screaming for death, begging them to burn him at
the stake, to flay him alive. Kane’s face was set like death and the
villagers, the fear rousing their cruelty, bound the screeching wretch
to the oak tree, and one of them bade him make his peace with God.
But Ezra made no answer, shrieking in a high shrill voice with un-
bearable monotony. Then the villager would have struck the miser
across the face, but Kane stayed him.

“Let him make his peace with Satan whom he is more like to
meet,” said the Puritan grimly. “The sun is about to set. Loose his
cords so that he may work loose by dark, since it is better to meet
death free and unshackled than bound like a sacrifice.”

As they turned to leave him, old Ezra yammered and gibbered
unhuman sounds and then fell silent, staring at the sun with terrible
intensity.

They walked away across the fen, and Kane flung a last look at the
grotesque form bound to the tree, seeming in the uncertain light like
a great fungus growing to the bole. And suddenly the miser screamed
hideously, “Death! Death! There are skulls in the stars!”

“Life was good to him, though he was gnarled and churlish and
devil,” Kane sighed. “Mayhap God has a place for such souls where
fire and sacrifice may cleanse them of their dross as fire cleans the
forest of fungus things. Yet my heart is heavy within me.”

“Nay, sir,” one of the villagers spoke, “you have done but the will
of God and good alone shall come of this night’s deed.”

“Nay,” answered Kane heavily, “I know not—I know not.”

The sun had gone down and night spread with amazing swiftness,
as if great shadows came rushing down from unknown voids to cloak
the world with hurrying darkness. Through the thick night came a
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weird echo and the men halted and looked back the way they had
come.

Nothing could be seen. The moor was an ocean of shadows and
the tall grass about them bent in long waves before the faint wind,
breaking the deathly stillness with breathless murmurings.

Then far away the red disk of the moon rose over the fen and for
an instant a grim silhouette was etched blackly against it. A shape
came flying across the face of the moon—a bent grotesque thing
whose feet seemed scarcely to touch the earth and close behind came
a thing like a flying shadow—a nameless, shapeless horror.

A moment the racing twain stood out boldly against the moon,
then they merged into one unnamable, formless mass, and vanished
in the shadows.

Far across the fen sounded a single shriek of terrible laughter.
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One of the first stories | ever read as a boy was ‘“Eena’”” by MANLY BANISTER
(1914— ) in the September 1947 issue of Weird Tales. Though at least
one of its characters is a bit stereotypical by today’s standards, ‘‘Eena’’ has
weathered the years well and still is quite moving. With great compassion,
Manly Banister unfolds a tragic tale of a werehuman and the man who fell in
love with her.

EENA

by Manly Banister

The she-wolf was silhouetted sharply against the moon-gilded waters
of Wolf Lake. Silent as Death in the cover of a rotting log, Joel
Cameron sighted along a dully gleaming rifle barrel. He squeezed the
trigger.

The gray-tipped wolf leaped high, cavorted grotesquely in midair.
The beast threshed in short-lived agony upon the ground and lay
still. Joel ejected the cartridge from the smoking chamber.

“Five bucks, and all profit!”” he grunted, anticipating the State
bounty.

In the act of legging over the log, he stopped and swiftly raised his
weapon. His attention had been so intent upon the she-wolf as she
slunk from the forest edge, he had not noticed the whelp that fol-
lowed her. Terrified, the whimpering wolf cub galloped toward the
safety of the woods. Joel dropped his rifle and sprinted.

“T’ll be darned!” he panted, scooping the wolfling up into his arms.
“An albino whelp!”

In this manner, Eena the she-wolfling was introduced to the world
and the ways of men.

Joel’s cabin was a mile down the lakeshore, hidden in a wooded
draw that protected it from wind and weather, and separated from
the edge of the lake by a thin screen of timber.

Joel Cameron had been born and raised in the high pine woods.
Later fortune, through the medium of a battered typewriter and a
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skillful ability to weave a fanciful yarn, had led him to life in the city.
But each Spring he returned to the cabin he had built in the hills and
stayed there until the crispness of early Autumn presaged the coming
of snow.

It was an ideal life, one to which Joel’s temperament was ideally
suited. When editorial favor inclined to the lean side, which it often
did, he could depend upon the cabin in the mountains for refuge
from the palsied palms of greedy landlords. The state wolf-bounty
kept the figurative wolf from his door by inviting the literal one
within.

Eena proved to be different from the usual wolfkind. Joel recog-
nized this from the first. Even her albinoism was different. She lacked
the red eyes usually associated with the lack of pigmentation. They
were gray-hazel, and they gave Joel a weird sense of being somehow
human. They were distinctly out of place in the snow-white, lupine
visage of the wolfiet.

Eena grew rapidly and prodigiously. At one time or another, every
homesteader in the valley below passed by to see the albino. Some
admired her look of intelligence, the growing strength of her. Some
deplored the fact that a wolf so handy for killing should be allowed
to live.

Pierre Lebrut, a trapper who had a tumble-down cabin a mile
away, rubbed his palms on his greasy overalls and spat toward the
caged wolf.

“Cameroon,” said he, “I catch her, I keel her, you bat!” He
scowled at the white wolf, and Eena’s hackles raised in response.
“She bad one, all right,” Pierre growled. “She breeng bad luck. You
see!l”

The man went away, and Joel crouched by the chicken-wire fence
of Eena’s pen. He had got into the practice of talking softly to the
animal.

“Kill you? Not you, my beauty!” He chuckled fondly. The half-
grown wolf cocked her head at him and stared with unblinking,
gray-hazel eyes.

“Sometimes I wonder if you’d let me scratch your ears?” He
smiled through the fence. Eena lolled her tongue with a friendly grin.
“On the other hand,” Joel told her, “I need both my hands to type
with! You’re an independent she-cuss. Maybe that’s why I like you!”

Eena furnished Joel with material for several stories that went
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over well. As the Summer drifted somnolently past, he regarded her
with increasing fondness. By the time Fall came around, Joel consid-
ered himself on friendly terms with the wolf, though he never dared
venture close enough to touch her.

By this time, too, the curiosity of the countryside was more or less
satiated in regard to the albino wolf, and the traffic of visitors had
long since returned to normal . . . one every two weeks.

Pete Martin worked the first homestcad on the country road that
led to Valley Junction. Pete Martin was the valley’s pride as a wolf
hunter.

“Sent three sons an’ a daughter through college on wolf-hides!” he
often asserted, referring to the monthly bounty-checks from the
State.

“Pll give you fifty bucks fer that wolf-bitch,” Pete told Joel.
“Youw’ll be winterin’ in the city pretty soon, an’ you can’t take the
hellion with you. I want to cross her with some 0’ my best dogs an’
raise me a breed o’ good wolf-hunters.”

Eena, six months old now and as big as a grown wolf, snoozed in
the shade of the kennel Joel had built for her. Joel frowned.

“If I could think of some way to keep her,” he told the home-
steader, “I’d never part with her. Under the circumstances, I’ll take
your offer. I'll be driving to the city within three days. I’ll bring her
by then.”

The two men shook hands solemnly on the agreement.

That night, Eena burrowed under the chicken wire fence of her
enclosure. Like a silent wraith, she disappeared into the trackless
wilds of the pine forest.

Joel drove his battered coupé back to the city, fifty dollars poorer
than he might have been.

October winds rustled the waters of Wolf Lake. Deciduous trees
turned red and gold and brown. The foothills blazed with Nature’s
paintpot.

November skies were leaden. The frost giants awakened in the
earth. Snow smothered the valley and the hills. Existence in the wild
turned bleak and harrowing. On silent pads the wolfpack stole into
the haunts of men. They followed the lead of a great white she-wolf,
the largest and most cunning wolf ever seen.

The wolves swept down from the hills and lurked in the swirling
skirts of the blizzard to strike and kill. They took a costly toll from
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the livestock that pastured in the valley. The homesteaders cursed
the white she-leader of the pack. Joel Cameron’s name was anathema
on every tongue.

Eena was a year old the following spring. The handful of wolfling
Joel Cameron had carried to his cabin a year before was now twice
the size of the largest, sturdiest male in her pack. It was to this, and
to her wise cunning, that she owed her leadership.

Eena regarded the black wolves lolling around her in the warm
sun. These were her kind, yet not her kind. She knew she was differ-
ent in more ways than size and the color of her pelt. For weeks she
had felt a restlessness stirring inside her, an inexplicable thrilling of
unknown significance.

Across the lake which glittered like a turquoise jewel in its setting
of forest emerald, the sun sparkled upon the snowy mantilla of the
mountain that thrust bare, stone shoulders up from a clinging bodice
of pine woods.

Memory stirred the mind of the white she-wolf. She was thinking
of a cabin hidden in a woodsy draw, hard by the waters of the lake.
She remembered a clean-lined young face, a soothing voice that had
spoken to her in pleasing, unintelligible syllables. She remembered
kindness and something that amounted to friendship with a creature
who was called man. Eena whimpered and got up.

The wolves rose with her and ringed around expectantly. A long
moment Eena stood poised and silent, dwarfing the members of her
pack. A thought, feeling . . . a command . . . went from her to
them. The wolves sank back upon their haunches, tongues lolling.
Eena turned and trotted alone into the forest.

The white wolf padded silently along sun-barred aisles of the for-
est. Her path led in an easy circle around the lake. Near sunset, she
came unerringly upon the clearing occupied by Joel Cameron’s
cabin.

She crept into a thicket of elderberry trees and peered expectantly
forth. Not toward the cabin, for that with the setting sun was at her
back. Her questing glance winged across the darkening blue waters
of the lake and fixed upon the glowing summit of the mountain.

Fascinated, Eena watched the fading beauty of it. The sky turned
smoky-hued. A star or two glittered diamond-hard. A golden glow
paled the sable sky beyond the shoulder of the mountain.

Crouched in the voiceless shadows, Eena held her breath and tin-
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gled with suspense. Instinct gave her thrilling warning. She was
about to witness the essence of her difference from the wolfkind.

The moon came up full, a pumpkin-yellow disk, and rested its chin
upon the mountain to ponder the scene thoughtfully before com-
mencing its climb into the sky . . . And Eena changed.

The change shook her with ecstasy.

Bubbling rapture accompanied the smooth flowing of supple mus-
cles, the adjusting of bones in their sockets. An excitement of sensual
pleasure engulfed every nerve and sinew. Afterward, she lay for long
supine, one arm flung across her eyes to bar the eldritch glare of the
moon, panting, trembling with remembered delight.

She sat up at last and thrilled to the shapely beauty of her form.
Eena knew she was a woman, and she was content. She did not
question how this had come about.

Eena crept down to the water’s edge and surveyed her reflection in
the dark surface of the lake. A faint breeze stirred the platinum
tresses against round, golden shoulders. Her face was eager, full-
lipped with flaring brows accenting her gray-hazel eyes. Her body
was high of breast and long of leg, and the moonlight caressed her
with a touch of mystery and magic.

The cabin was still, high-lighted and shadowed in the moon-brim-
ming canyon. Eena padded around it in a cautious circle. The air was
dead, without scent. The man with the kind face and soothing voice
was not here.

Puzzled and hurt, Eena turned away. She swam a while in the icy
waters of the lake, revelling in the tonic effect of the chill.

Later, she roamed aimlessly, enjoying the easy response of her
nerves and muscles. Once, her keen wolf-sense detected a rabbit
quaking in a patch of brush. She started it up. As the frightened
animal ran out, she sprinted swiftly and seized it in her hands. The
rabbit uttered a thin, terrorized shriek and died.

Eena sank her teeth in the rabbit’s throat and exulted to the gush-
ing warmth of blood. She sat down upon the needled turf, methodi-
cally tore the animal to pieces and ate it.

From time to time in her wandering, Eena responded to her wom-
an’s nature and crept down to the lake to admire her reflection.

The night was short . . . too short. Eena’s aimless perigrination
brought her just before dawn to another cabin. Pierre Lebrut lived
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here. Eena’s sensitive nose caught the trapper’s reek strong upon the
air. A sluggish memory stirred in her brain. Eena snarled without
sound and retreated with the prickling of invisible hackles stirring
the length of her spine.

A twig snapped under Eena’s foot. Steel piano-wire sang and a
bent sapling straightened with a rush. Eena was flung to earth, one
foot jerked high in the wire noose of a snare. She threshed in wild
panic, clawing and snapping wolf-fashion at the searing pain in her
ankle.

Within the musty cabin, Lebrut sat up in his tumbled bunk.

“By gar, she sound like bear in dat trap!”

He slipped into heavy boots—he slept in his pants and undershirt
—seized his rifle and hurried outside.

Gray dawn lighted the east, reflected palely into the forest. Lebrut
saw the woman caught in his snare, laid down his rifle and hurried to
release her.

“Sacre nom d’un loup!”’ he muttered, slackening the wire to re-
move the noose from Eena’s threshing ankle. “Lady, you pick fine
time an’ place for peecneec—an’ w’at you do wit’ no clo’es on?”

Pierre was excited and his voice shrill. The scent of him was over-
powering in Eena’s nostrils. She bit him savagely on the calf.

Pierre yelled in sudden fright. He fell heavily on the wolf-girl and
she snapped and clawed in renewed terror. The man grunted with
anger and fought her, pinioned her arms.

“You wild one, hein?”” Eena’s body was closed, arched and quiver-
ing. Pierre grinned. “Maybe Pierre tame you wit’ a kees, hein?”

The sun came up over the shoulder of the mountain and tinged the
lake with blood . . . And Eena changed.

It was no sensation of pleasure to return to the wolf. Eena felt the
agony of the change in every muscle and nerve. She screamed with
the horrid crunching and grinding of bones in her head, lengthening
into the lupine muzzle. Albino fur sprouted like a million thorny
barbs from her tender skin.

Pierre was still wide-eyed and frozen with horror when the fangs
of the agonized wolf ripped the life from his terror-stricken body.

Pete Martin looked grim as he pried open the stiffened fingers of the
dead trapper. The wind stirred a tuft of albino fur on the dead man’s
palm.
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“Your albino bitch, Joel,” the homesteader said.

Joel bit his lip.

“It’s a devil of a thing for a man to come back to, Pete.” He
looked stolidly down at the dead man. “Poor Pierre! He died hard.”
Joel brought his glance up to meet the kindly stare of the home-
steader. “I know the valley blames me for not killing Eena when she
was a pup.”

Martin shrugged. “It’s too late now for blame, Joel. Maybe I’'m to
blame for not takin’ her with me the day I offered to buy her. I
dunno.” He scratched his long jaw. “Well, we better see about gettin’
Pierre properly planted, I guess.”

Joel’s expression was darkly stormy. “I feel responsible for the
cattle . . . for Pierre.” He wondered silently when and where the
white wolf would kill again. He tongued dry lips. “I’ll track her
down and destroy her.”

“There’s a thousand dollars on her hide, Joel. Every homesteader
in the valley chipped in.”

“If I bring in her hide,” Joel clipped, “it won’t cost the homestead-
ers a cent!”

The homesteader’s gray eyes lighted with a friendly gleam.

“Figured you’d look at it like that, Joel. I’ll give you what help I
cand el

Joel spent the following month in the hinterland, returning to his
cabin at intervals only to replenish supplies. The wolves were wary.
He seldom came upon wolf-sign, and saw no wolves at all. But he
heard them. By night their lonesome song rang eerily through the
forest and echoed from the mountains.

Joel made final return to his cabin and that night drove his coupé
down a moonlit road to the Martin homestead.

“Reckoned you wouldn’t find her,” the homesteader acknowl-
edged Joel’s acquiescence to defeat. “She knows she’s hunted an’ will
always manage to be some place else. She was here night before last
with her pack an’ got my prize heifer.”

Joel made a gesture of despair. “You see what I'm up against?
Besides, I'm behind in my work. I came up here to finish a book. The
publisher is yelling his head off for it. How can I write a book and
hunt wolves, too?”

The homesteader spat a fine stream of tobacco juice. “You go
ahead an’ write your book, son. You’ve made your try an’ ’twarn’t
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your fault you failed. Some of us are gittin’ together in the mornin’.
We’ll take to the wolf-trail an’ stick it out till we git her!”

Joel’s heart felt heavy. He still had a fond memory of the white
she-wolf he had nursed from babyhood. He remembered her attitude
of sage intelligence, her qualities that had made her seem almost
human. Then he remembered she had turned killer, and he peered
into the moon-shadows as he drove along the county road, half
afraid he might spy her lurking there.

He turned down the indistinct ruts that led to his lakeside cabin,
and another mile of bumpy going brought him home. The wobbling
headlights swept across the cabin front, revealed an open door.

Joel suffered mild panic. Had a bear forced entry? He could imag-
ine the shambles the animal had made of the interior. He sprang out
and approached the house cautiously, rifle ready. Everything inside
was in order. He lit the mantle of the kerosene lamp, went out and
shut off the car lights and reentered the cabin.

Eena lay curled on a bearskin rug in front of the stone fireplace.
Her platinum curls glistened silver contrast against the dull gold of
her naked skin. She supported her chin with her hands and watched
him with wide wary eyes. A patch of full-moon brilliance, brighter
than the lamplight, puddled the floor at her feet.

Joel stared. She was a dream come to life. The shock of seeing her
there dismayed him.

“Who are you?” he essayed at last.

Eena stirred languidly. Her expression mimicked a wolfish grin.
Hot blood surged into Joel’s cheeks. He caught up a dressing gown
and flung it to her.

“Put it on,” he ordered.

Eena sobered, regarded the garment, and swung her level glance
back to the man.

“Haven’t you ever seen clothes before?” he asked sarcastically. He
crossed over and adjusted the robe hastily about her shoulders. “Sup-
pose one of the neighbors came by?”

The possibility was not likely, he knew. He said things simply to
cover up his own shock and embarrassment. He sat down heavily in
a leather club chair and stared at her. Eena stared back with friendly
indifference.

Joel’s mind boiled with fantastic questions. The girl remained si-
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lent. Only her eyes spoke and their meaning was not quite clear to
the beleaguered man.

He gave up trying to draw a word from her. Was she a deaf-mute?
Who was she? Why was she here? He recalled stories he had heard of
white savages; but those were found only in the wilds of the South
American jungle, or in some hidden Shangri-La of Tibet. He tried to
place her racial type but was unsuccessful. There was something
familiar about the shape and look of her eyes, but what it was eluded
him.

He knew only that she was very beautiful, that he wanted her as he
had never wanted another human being before. He could not know
that Eena was not quite . . . human.

“I can’t sit here all night, just looking at you,” he said at last. He
grinned with wry humor. “It’s an idea, though, at that!”” He stood
up. “Lady, if you will consent to occupy the guest room tonight, the
hotel can accommodate you.”

Joel held out his hand to help her rise. Eena moved like a flash,
shaking off the encumbering dressing gown. She paused at the door
and smiled at him. The lamplight made molten gold of her body, a
tawny silhouette against the moon-silvered outdoors.

Then she was gone, like a wolf goes, on swift, silent pads.

And with her, the warmth went from the cabin. Joel felt a chill,
followed by a helpless feeling of immeasurable loss.

In the cold, gray light of dawn, the cabin shivered to a thunderous
knocking. Joel tumbled from bed, threw on a dressing gown and
greeted Pete Martin at the door. Martin was backed by half a dozen
husky homesteaders.

“Thought I’d let you know we’re headin’ along the wolf-trail.”

Joel grumpily asserted the idea was a fine one, he was glad to
know it, and now would they go away and let him sleep?

“We wouldn’t have stopped,” Martin apologized, “‘except we won-
dered about your visitor last night.”

Joel’s jaw cracked in the middle of a yawn. He swallowed hard
and flushed blackly.

“Visitor? What visitor?” he hedged.

The homesteader crooked a finger and Joel followed out upon the
porch. Martin pointed out the wolf-tracks that crossed and recrossed
the yard.
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“Those are the tracks of your white bitch, Joel. She came home
last night. Didn’t see her, did you?”

Joel closed his eyes. He felt a swimming sensation in his head.

“No. No, I didn’t see her.” Fantastically, he thought of the visitor
he had seen and thought of her body mutilated and torn by sharp
wolf-fangs. He shuddered.

The homesteader shrugged. “Keep a look-out for her, Joel. She’ll

be back again . . . if we don’t git her first!”
He gestured to his companions, and they filed off into the forest.
Joel stood alone, looking down at the tracks . . . at one track that

had gone unnoticed by the others—the single print of a woman’s
shapely foot.

Joel Cameron was pleased with his own industry. He finished proof-
reading the final chapter of his book, gathered the manuscript to-
gether and wrapped it for shipment. There, it was off his mind.

He took the manuscript down to the village post office, collected a
few necessary supplies. Toward sunset, he legged into his car and
chugged away up the county road toward home.

Night shadows fell swiftly. The sky turned smoky, then sequinned.
The moon came up full over the roof of the forest.

Joel turned into the ruts that meandered through the woods to his
cabin. Wobbling headlamps bored a tunnel through the gloom. The
night was eerily still throughout the pine woods. Joel slewed the
machine around a bumpy turn. The wolf-woman stood starkly illu-
mined in the glare of the headlights.

Joel jammed a foot on the brakes. He scrambled from his seat,
calling. Eena flashed into the shadows. After two minutes struggle
with the whipping underbrush, Joel gave up and went back to his
car.

He was suddenly lonesome and despondent. He ground the coupé
through the final furlong and killed the motor in front of the cabin.

Eena sat quietly upon the porch.

Even with the lights off, Joel could see her there. Her form was
tawny gold in the moonlight. Her hair was a flashing silver aura
enhaloing her laughing face.

Joel started toward her, thought better of it, and sat on the
runningboard. Eena was less than ten feet away. Joel said nothing.
Eena answered in kind.
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After a while, Joel began to talk to her, softly. He mused and
wondered aloud, letting his thoughts drift with the association of his
words. Eena cocked her head attentively. She appeared to be listen-
ing, but he knew that his words held no meaning for her.

What language would serve him? What syllables would convey to
her knowledge of the tumultuous beating in his breast her simple
presence evoked?

He moved toward her, murmuring softly. He took the firm, golden
flesh of her arm in his grasp. Eena looked up into Joel’s strong kindly
face. Her eyes spoke the thought her tongue could not.

Joel drew her gently to her feet. She swayed, and he caught her to
him. Her lips were as tender and responsive as he had dreamed they
would be. He took them, hungrily . . .

Eena prowled the forest resentfully. She hated to be hunted. Twice,
now, the coming of the full moon had brought her only pangs of
frustration. The hunters who swarmed in the woods prevented her
going to the man she loved.

The pine woods shimmered in the heat of midsummer. Hunters
from all over the state, attracted by the enormous price on Eena’s
hide, came to blunder among the hills. When they went away, de-
feated, others came instead of them.

Eena had no rest. She was hounded and harried. By night, the
forest twinkled with campfires.

Once, a hunter reckless enough to hunt alone had cornered the
she-wolf. Braving the fire of his weapon, Eena attacked and ripped
the man to shreds of bloody ruin. The price on Eena’s life doubled
overnight.

Once, too, she had been trapped by a horde of hunters and their
dogs at the lip of a precipice, overlooking Wolf Lake. The she-wolf
leaped, and swam to safety through a hail of lead. The rock thereaf-
ter was called Wolf Leap and Eena’s character became legendary.

The swelling moon nightly presaged the approach of the change.
Eena longed for it, longed for the pleasure of her human form, and
gladly paid with the pangs of her return to the wolf. All the savage
ferocity of her wolf nature rebelled at the restriction the presence of
hunters imposed. Then cunning asserted itself.

Joel’s cabin lay westward. Eena turned her pointed muzzle into
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the east. On silent pads she fled through the silver and dross of the
moonlit forest. At dawn, she rested.

Facing northward, she took up her way for a number of hours;
then she turned into the west.

It was easy running. The way led up steep mountainsides, down
precipitous declivities. She swam mountain torrents, crossed ravines
on fallen pines. When she hungered, she pulled down a white-tailed
deer and gorged on the kill.

In midafternoon, Eena made her way southward. She had com-
pletely encircled the hunters that swarmed in the forest.

The white wolf came at last into familiar territory at the west end
of the lake. She slackened her pace, although a frantic urge to hurry
assailed her. She knew the limitations of her human form, and with
moonrise tonight the Change would be visited upon her. She wanted
to be close by the cabin when that came to pass.

She had slightly more than an hour to span the miles that yet lay
between.

Eena skulked along in the shadowy underbrush, pausing at inter-
vals to scent for danger. She soon paralleled the lakeshore, a hurry-
ing white wraith in the green-gray shadows of the forest. The wind
brought a smell of dampness off the lake, a formless breath of stale
fishiness. The pines cast long shadows upon the water. The sky dark-
ened in the east.

A rifle cracked. The whistling missile spent itself far out over the
lake, and Eena gathered her muscles with the instant response of
spring steel and lunged ahead. A man yelled, and dogs began to bark
frantically. Eena doubled away from the lake, putting on a fresh
burst of speed.

The wind had betrayed her. It had come to her nostrils from the
sterile face of the water, while her danger lay on the other hand.

A rifle spat livid flame in the green gloom ahead. Eena leaped,
snarling and snapping at the trenchant pain in her shoulder. Spurting
blood reddened her muzzle, stained the snowy pelt of her side.

Other rifles cracked all around her. Rifle balls whined nastily
through the woods. The yelping of dogs was bedlam.

The white wolf recovered her stride in spite of her searing wound.
She ran with desperation and terror hounding her, her goal an idea
interlocked with the memory of a kindly face and a soothing voice.
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Eena fled for the protection of the one being in all the forest whom
she loved, the one man among men who loved her.

Joel Cameron heard the flat racketing of gunfire, the distant shout-
ing and yelping. A strange uneasiness held him motionless, listening.
He caught up his rifle and hurried to the door.

The noise swelled louder by the moment. Twilight pressed down
upon the forest, swirled into the clearing about the cabin. Joel saw
the men, then, flitting silhouettes between the pines, limned against
the tarnished silver of the lake. The forest trembled with the belling
of the dog-pack.

His ears caught another sound, nearer . . . more terrifying. He
heard the swift whisper of racing pads, the sound of a heavy body
hurtling through the undergrowth.

The enormous pale form of the wolf leaped from the forest edge,
charged relentlessly toward him. A mental gong sounded in the
man’s clamoring brain. Joel’s rifle snapped automatically into the
hollow of his shoulder. The report ripped echoes from the hills.

The murderous shock of the ball lifted the white wolf, flung her
with bleeding breast back upon her haunches. Gathering the last
atom of her strength, Eena lunged and fell kicking at Joe Cameron’s
feet.

The man sighted carefully for the mercy shot that would send a
bullet crashing into Eena’s brain. The moon came up full over the
shoulder of the mountain, bridged the lake with its golden track,
thrust a questing beam through a gap in the pines.

The effulgent glow caressed Eena’s wolf-form. Eena died with the
ecstasy of the Change soothing the agony of her hurts.

Joel stared, uncomprehending. The rifle fell from his nerveless
grasp. Slowly, his knees buckled. He dropped beside the huddled
girl-shape, gathered limp, tawny shoulders against his chest and bur-
ied his face in the silver cloud of her hair.

He was holding her like that when the hunters burst into the
moonlit clearing. He did not look up, even when they went silently
away.
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THE LOOK

by Maurice Level

The log fire was dying in the grate. About the whole room, lighted by
a too heavily shaded lamp, there was something vaguely menacing
that chilled my blood the moment I entered it.

My friend came forward. “I am glad to see you, very glad,” he
said, holding out his hand.

He had aged and altered so that I should hardly have recognized
him. Extending his hand in the direction of the fireplace, he said in a
low voice, “My friend Janville . . . my wife.”

I discerned a very pale face and a slender form that bowed slightly,
while a subdued voice, a melancholy, weary voice, murmured, “We
are pleased to see you here, Monsieur.”

My friend offered me a chair. The white form relapsed into immo-
bility; and silence, a deadened silence through which flitted indefin-
able thoughts, fell upon us.

I could think of nothing to say. These two had been man and wife
for some months. They had been in love for years before they were
free to marry. And this was how I found them now!

My friend broke the silence with a hesitating inquiry as to my
health, and his thought seemed far from the words that fell from his
lips.
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“Fine,” I replied, and speaking lower, I added, ‘“You are happy?”

“Yes,” he muttered.

His wife coughed slightly, and rose.

“Forgive me, Monsieur, but I am a little tired. You will excuse me,
I am sure. . . . Please do not go.”

She crossed the dining-room, presented her forehead to her hus-
band, and left us.

My friend got up and paced the floor with long strides, gnawing
his mustache, then, stopping abruptly before me, put his hand on my
shoulder.

“I said I was happy. That’s a lie!”

I looked at him in mute astonishment.

“No doubt you think I am out of my mind,” he continued. “Not
yet, but I'm likely to be before long. . . . Don’t you feel some sinis-
ter influence brooding over this house?”

“Your wife and you appear to be under some cloud, certainly.
Some worry, no doubt, the importance of which you exaggerate.”

“No! No! No! There’s a horror hanging to these walls . . . there’s
a terror creeping about these floors. Between my wife and me there’s
the shadow of Crime . . . of Crime!

“As you know, she who today is my wife was for long months my
mistress. You know how desperately I loved her . . . or rather you
do not know . . . no one carn know . . . I worshipped her, that
creature, worshipped her to the point of devotion . . . of frenzy.
From the day she came into my life, there was no other life for me.
She became a need in my nature, a flaw in my sanity, a vice in my
blood.

“I thought of running away with her, of challenging the voice of
scandal. But neither of us had any means. I had only my profession
to support me. And our being together openly in Paris was not to be
thought of . . . so I put aside honor, every moral scruple. To see
her more frequently, I obtained an introduction to the husband. 1
cultivated his acquaintance. I came to be his constant guest, his
intimate friend.

“I made that despicable third in a household who, under the shel-
ter of its welcome, steals in cold blood from its master his peace and
happiness.

“I spent my holidays with them. He was a great sportsman; while
he was out in the woods and fields I passed my time with her.



THE LOOK - 59

“One day we two were startled by loud cries. I ran downstairs, and
found the terrified servants gathered around the husband.

“Stretched upon a couch, he was fighting for breath with quick,
short gasps, as he clutched at a wound in his abdomen.

“‘Ah, Monsieur,’ faltered the man who carried his game-bag,
‘how suddenly it happened! Monsieur had just shot a woodcock . . .
it fell in the rushes, he ran toward the spot, and all in a moment, I
don’t know how it happened, but I heard a report—a cry—and I saw
Monsieur fall forward . . . I brought him here.’

“I cut away the clothes and examined his injuries. The charge had
plowed through his side. Blood flowed in jets from a terrible wound
extending from above the hip to the thigh.

“Years of training made me regard him solely as a patient. I ex-
amined him as if it had been a hospital case. I even gave a sigh of
satisfaction as I learned that his injuries were really superficial. The
intestines did not appear to be involved, but on the wound’s internal
surface a small artery was spurting freely.

“Hearing footsteps, I looked up, and saw Her standing in the
doorway. A strange and unaccountable agony gripped my heart. It
was with a great effort that I said, ‘Don’t come here. . . . Go away.’

““No,” she said, and drew nearer.

“I could not take my eyes from hers—she had fascinated them.
My finger still pressing upon the artery, the sufferer full in her view,
I watched that look of hers as a man watches a dagger pointed at his
throat, a wavering dagger, the gleam of which hypnotizes him.

She drew still nearer, and a cloudy impotence fell upon my will.
That look spoke things of terrible import. It seized upon my soul,
that look; it spoke—no need of words to make me understand what
it asked of me. It said:

““You can have me for your own. . . . You can take me and keep
me. . . . I shall thrill to no other joy, faint under no other fondness
. . . if only you will—

“Once more I faltered: ‘You must not stay here. . . . Go away.’

“But the look spoke again:

“‘Soul without resolution . . . heart that dares not . . . what
have you always longed for? . . . Look! . . . Chance changes your

dream to reality.’
“The artery pulsed under my finger and, little by little, strive as I
would to maintain it, the pressure diminished.’
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“She was close to me. She bent above me. Her breath played in my
hair; the emanation from her body stole into every fiber of my being,
impregnated my hands, my lips—that exhalation of love which was
madness to me.

“All conception of time, of danger, of duty, fled from my mind.

“Suddenly the door opened, and a servant appeared with my sur-
gical case. The stupor was dispelled.

“ ‘Quick! Give it to me! I shouted rather than called.

“But then . . . I saw that my finger had deserted its post . . .
that there was now no pulsation under it . . . that the stricken
man’s lip was drawn upward into the mocking semblance of a smile

. and . . . that it was all over.

“Our eyes met. And in that moment a shadow fell between us, a

shadow with a mocking smile—the shadow of the dead man. . . .

“I thought at first that this nightmare would fade away. I strove to
assure myself that the fatal issue was an accident, unavoidable. But
since she became my wife, that shadow is between us, always, every-
where. Neither speaks of it, but it comes between our meeting eyes.

“I—I see once more her eyes, the look, saying, ‘Take me. Let us be
free.” She—she sees once more my hand, as, by slow degrees, it lets
the life of her husband ebb away. And hatred has come, a silent
hatred, the hatred of two murderers who are in the bonds of a mu-
tual fear.

“We remain for hours as you have seen us tonight. Words rush up
within us, smite asunder the clenched teeth, half open the lips—and
we keep silence.”

He took a dagger from the table, tried the edge with his finger.

“Cowards . . . both of us!”

He flung the weapon, clanging, to the table, and burying his face in
his hands, burst into tears.
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METHOUCGHT |
HEARD A VOICE

by L. Sprague de Camp and Fletcher Pratt

Doc Brenner came in just as Mr. Jeffers was delivering himself explo-
sively.

“Psychiatry, phooey!” he said. “Psychology, phooey! Psychoanal-
ysis, phooey! They’re a bunch of witch doctors. All they do is substi-
tute one phony belief for another. It wouldn’t do him any good.”

“What wouldn’t do who any good?” said Doc Brenner. “I will
start the evening with a double Manhattan, Mr. Cohan.”

“Dr. Bronck here,” said the stoop-shouldered and tweedy Profes-
sor Thott. “Dr. Bronck, meet Doc Brenner. He’s a medical man and
may be able to put you onto the person you want.”

Brenner shook hands with a tall man who had an alligator-like
smile, graying hair worn a little longer than normal, a vest edged
with white piping and pince-nez on a black ribbon. “How do you
do?”” said this individual in a low tone, and glanced apprehensively
over his shoulder toward the back of the room where two other
customers were playing pinochle at a table. In a still lower tone he
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said, “I fear this young man is right. I doubt whether a psychiatrist
would be the right person for my case.”

“What seems to be the trouble?” asked Brenner, downing his
double Manhattan and putting the cherry into his mouth.

He addressed Dr. Bronck, but it was Thott who answered. “He
has a bad case of zombies.”

“Zombies?” said Brenner.

“Zombies!” said Jeffers.

“Only one to a customer,” said the bartender, firmly. “I am not
forgetting the night that poor young felly, Mr. Murdoch, come in
here and I let him have three of them. Him and his dragons!”

“It’s all right, Mr. Cohan,” said Thott. “As a matter of fact I’ll
have a Scotch and soda, myself. We weren’t ordering, just discussing
real zombies—the undead, as they call them in Dracula.”

“Is that what they call zombies after, now?”” said Mr. Cohan.
“Sure, it’s a disgraceful thing, putting the name of a corpse to good
liquor.”

Brenner cleared his throat, and looked at Dr. Bronck. “Do you see
them?” he asked.

“No, they see him,” said Thott, once more speaking for his ac-
quaintance, and as the latter again looked over his shoulder at the
pinochle players. “I suppose I had better tell him about it, Fabian. It
might be something that could be cured by a throat operation.” Dr.
Bronck shuddered; Thott turned to Brenner:

“He’s really in a cruel dilemma, since he’s a professional lecturer
and things have become so bad that he hardly dares raise his voice
above a whisper these days. We thought perhaps a psychiatrist”—
Jeffers snorted audibly into his beer—"“might be able to resolve the
problem by reference to something in his past; but it is equally possi-
ble that the question is purely medical. We would value your opinion.

“I’'m sure you must have heard of Dr. Bronck, even if you haven’t
met him before. No? That’s because you’re too exclusively a city
mouse, Brenner. You should get out into the heart of America some-
time, around among the ladies’ clubs, and places adult education is
conducted on the basis of attending one lecture a week all winter.
You will find Dr. Bronck better known there than Albert Einstein
and considerably more intimately. Dr. Bronck is a travel lecturer.

“Especially with regard to Egypt and the Holy Land, a subject on
which he is uniquely qualified to speak by reason of having studied
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for the pastorate of the Dutch Reformed Church. Why didn’t you go
on with it, Fabian?”

Dr. Bronck whispered something behind his hand to Thott.

“Oh, yes, I remember you telling me now. He felt he could carry a
more meaningful message to his audiences, and they would be more
interested, if he did it in a secular way. It is his view that when
people pay to hear a thing, they will accept it more readily and give it
more thought than when it comes to them, so to speak, as a gift. In
fact, one might call Dr. Bronck a secular religious teacher. He is very
successful at it and has been heard by many thousands; I believe that
they have frequently been forced to turn people away from his fa-
mous Breakfast in Bethlehem and the equally praised Sailing in the
Steps of St. Paul.

“Both these lectures, like others in Dr. Bronck’s repertoire, have
been given so many times in the course of the thirty years he has
been on the platform that his delivery of them has become practically
automatic. It is his custom, I understand, not to alter so much as a
word. When he returns from one of his summer trips he works up an
entirely new lecture for the delectation of those audiences who have
already heard his previous list, but will not willingly forego the privi-
lege of having Dr. Bronck with them again.

“It is thus apparent that the text of what he has to say can in no
way be responsible for the extraordinary affliction that has come
upon him. Neither can it be his voice alone. Many years ago, at the
very outset of his distinguished career, Dr. Bronck underwent a
course of instruction at the Della Crusca Institute of Polyrhythmic
Vocal Culture to improve both his speaking voice and his knowledge
of English. The tonal habits he acquired at that time have changed
only so much as advancing years would allow; when he delivers a
lecture, it is identical with the last previous reading of the same text,
not only in the words used, but as to gestures, intonations and
pauses. Do I exaggerate, Fabian?”

Dr. Bronck shook his head, beckoned to Mr. Cohan, and pointed
to the glasses. “More libations, good Boniface,” he said in a stage
whisper.

“It is possible that his voice alone might have a hypnotic effect on
certain individuals under the right conditions. It is also possible that
the subject matter may in some way combine with the voice, but I
am at a loss to account for the—spreading of the contagion.
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“However—Dr. Bronck spent his summer in the Holy Land that
year, retracing the footsteps of Saul and David. It was something he
had done before, but on this occasion he was putting the whole thing
onto color film, including the famous cave of the Witch of Endor, for
his lecture entitled Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders of the Old Testa-
ment, which is so much appreciated throughout the South.

“The lecture is one that he had delivered in previous years without
provoking untoward incidents, and then dropped for some time be-
cause he had only slides to illustrate it. He revised it somewhat for
reappearance on the list, and it made the sensational success that is
usual with Dr. Bronck’s lectures.” (Dr. Bronck smiled his ample,
tooth-displaying smile, ducked his head slightly as though acknowl-
edging applause, and said: “Thank you” in a small voice.)

“I do not believe he noticed the change in the reception of this
lecture at first, though if he had it is difficult to see how he could
have avoided the trouble that later arose. The change came about as
gradually as the emergence of a forest fire from a single dropped
cigarette, and its origin is as hard to trace as the point where the
cigarette was dropped.

“Looking back over it, Dr. Bronck is inclined to believe that the
first manifestation which forced itself upon his attention was when
he gave Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders in Birmingham. Am I right
about it being Birmingham, Fabian? At the end of a lecture it is his
custom to have a question period, since a part of his popularity is due
to the feeling of personal acquaintanceship he leaves with his audi-
ences. Many people, of course, do not wish to stay for this period, so
when the lights are turned on and he says ‘. . . and so, my friends,
we take leave of the Holy Land and return to our workaday world,’
there is a certain amount of movement toward the exits. This was
true at the Birmingham lecture; but two men in the audience, instead
of leaving in the ordinary way by the doors at the back of the hall,
marched straight up and out the emergency exit at the side of the
speaker’s platform.

“At the time Dr. Bronck was extremely busy with his questions
and the incident only flicked at his attention as a minor discourtesy
which he noted out of the corner of his eye. It was only later, when
the matter became more important and he was trying to remember
details, that he realized that something odd about the appearance of
the pair had registered on his subconscious memory. They were star-
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ing straight before them and lifting their feet very high as they
walked; and Dr. Bronck recalls the thought flashing across his mind
in the fraction of a second that both men must be drunk.

“What is it, Fabian? . . . Oh, yes, he says it is not unusual to
prepare for a religious lecture in the South by the liberal ingestion of
corn liquor. People seem to feel that it enables them to attain more
readily the emotional state desirable for receiving a revelation.
Which reminds me, Mr. Cohan, our emotional states require a little
bolstering. Will you see to it?

“On that circuit a lecture at Birmingham is usually followed by
others at Tuscaloosa, Selma, Montgomery, and Mobile. Dr. Bronck
recalls nothing of special interest about the first three, but at Mobile,
where the lecture was held in the open air under a tent, the Birming-
ham incident was repeated—that is, men shouldered out straight
past the speaker’s platform when the lights came up. Only this time
there were four of them instead of two, all walking in the same
peculiar dazed manner. Again Dr. Bronck was too busy with his
questions to notice the incident except as one makes a mental remark
upon a repeated peculiarity. It was not until he had covered Pensa-
cola and Tallahassee and swung up to Waycross, Georgia, that the
matter really forced itself upon his attention.

“At Waycross, seven or eight people, men and women alike, nearly
half a row, stood up and marched out when the lights came on. They
used the normal exit at the rear of the hall this time, but Dr. Bronck
was looking directly at them, and he could not miss the fact that the
whole group, who had been sitting together, left with the same high
step and fixity of vision he had remarked at Birmingham and Mobile.

“After he had finished the usual post-lecture reception at the home
of one of the social leaders of Waycross and was in his hotel room,
restoring his emotional state, he connected the occurrence with the
two previous incidents. As he did so, something struck him with
prodigious force. Two of the four men of Mobile had also been pres-
ent at Waycross, and as nearly as he could recall, the same two were
the pair that had pushed past the speaker’s platform at Birmingham.
Then he remembered also that in all three places he had given the
same lecture—Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders. At Selma and Pensa-
cola, where the audience exhibited their admiration of Dr. Bronck in
the normal manner, he had given Breakfast in Bethlehem, and at
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Tuscaloosa, Montgomery and Tallahassee, it was Sailing in the Steps
of St. Paul.

“You may judge that it was with some trepidation that he ap-
proached the next reading of the unfortunate Sorcerers and Spiritual
Leaders lecture, which was scheduled for Columbia, South Carolina.
As soon as he reached the platform and began looking over the
audience in the few minutes while being introduced, his fears were
justified. The same two men were there, now sitting in the middle of
a row of people, all of whom seemed to bear a family resemblance, in
that their faces had a curious colorless character. They were
pecfectly well-behaved, merely sat there with their hands in their
laps, waiting for him to begin; did not even applaud when the chair-
man finished his introduction and Dr. Bronck stepped to the po-
dium. And when he had finished, they marched out in single file, the
whole row of them, moving as though they had been hypnotized or
stunned.

“However flattering it is to a lecturer when part of his audience
follows him from place to place, it is a somewhat unnerving experi-
ence to be a focus of attraction for a growing group of people who
look as though they had just come from a graveyard, and who are
not really there to listen to the lecture, but to be thrown into a state
of ecstatic catalepsy by the lecturer’s voice. Not to mention that Dr.
Bronck felt his position as a religious teacher might be compromised
by such events, which, although not altering the value of his teach-
ing, might be taken in the wrong spirit by the unthinking.

“By the time he reached Asheville and there were twenty of these
persons in the audience, Dr. Bronck was more than a little disturbed.
It was evident that the people who are normally his hearers had
begun to notice the intrusion of these peculiar characters, and were
not taking it too well. And it was also apparent that the effect of the
lecture on these individuals was impermanent; they reached their
period of exaltation after hearing Dr. Bronck for an hour, and then
the effect apparently gradually wore off, so that they had to have the
dosage renewed. He was thus being pursued about the country by a
retinue that was growing embarrassingly.

“Upon consideration, he decided that in a manner which he could
by no means explain, the zombie effect was produced by the lecture
Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders of the Old Testament. By telegraph-
ing ahead, he managed to persuade his sponsors at Lynchburg, Vir-
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ginia, to accept Breakfast in Bethlehem instead. His special group
was present, larger than ever, not having been advised of the change,
but he was relieved to see that only one of them—one of the original
two from Mobile—left with the typical high step and fixed stare. The
rest shambled out, looking at the floor, with their hands in their
pockets.

“This particular tour ended at Richmond and Dr. Bronck enjoyed
a week of rest before taking a swing through New England and
central New York. In the interval he waited on his agents, McPher-
son and Kantor, and told them firmly that he declined to deliver
Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders again. They are notorious slave-driv-
ers—I have been under their management myself—but they were not
too averse, as audiences in the northern states require a somewhat
more sophisticated and more sentimental approach, and Dr.
Bronck’s habit of not modifying his lectures was well established.

“He did Connecticut and Rhode Island easily, though at Bristol,
where he gave Characters of the Crusades, he thought he recognized
one of his Southern friends in the audience. At Worcester, however,
he was shocked. The lecture was Sailing in the Steps of St. Paul and
his eye, now attuned to looking for it, caught the zombie effect in at
least two of those present. One of them was definitely a person who
had attended one of the Sorcerers and Spiritual Leaders lectures in
the South.

“You will understand that Dr. Bronck has little opportunity to
make personal observations of the thousands of people who come to
hear him, except as they are unusual in some way. But the Worcester
experience was shocking because at that point he realized that his
peculiar clientele had not deserted him when he ceased to give Sor-
cerers and Spiritual Leaders. They had merely been following him
and accustoming themselves to the accent of his voice until anything
he said in any lecture would produce the effect they desired.

“At Albany, he felt himself on safe ground again, having given
Breakfast in Bethlehem, but at Utica, where he gave Sailing in the
Steps of St. Paul, there were four who left with the cataleptic march,
and by time he reached Binghamton and Characters in the Crusades,
the number had become eight.

“He managed to finish this tour, which terminated at Buffalo,
without having his private audience attract too much attention from
the others and, after another brief rest, went out for a trip along the
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Pacific Coast, which had no incidents except for the simultaneous
exhibition of the zombie effect on almost a third of his audience in
Los Angeles. It was fortunately the last lecture of the year; he be-
lieved that he had conquered whatever influence was at work—at
least on audiences above the Los Angeles level—and happily em-
barked for Rome, where he spent the summer in working up a new
lecture.”

(Dr. Bronck abruptly emitted a loud burp and motioned for the
refilling of his glass.)

“Yes, Fabian, I know. Mr. Cohan will take care of the matter. In
the fall, the first tour arranged for him was through Ohio, Kentucky,
and Tennessee. I believe it opened at Columbus, did it not, Fabian?
Dr. Bronck had just arrived in the city and was seated in his hotel
room, restoring his emotional state, when he received a telephone
call. It was a man’s voice, with the sugary accent of the deep South;
he said that he had heard Dr. Bronck lecture during the previous
year, and wished to discuss a theory with him. The theory was that
the world had really been created in 1932, complete with records and
people whose memories indicated an earlier existence. Now this sort
of thing happens rather frequently to lecturers, as good God, I know,
and Dr. Bronck put up the standard defense, which was to say that
he was engaged with somebody in the room. But the man was persis-
tent, and Dr. Bronck was forced to enter upon explanations. After a
minute or two he asked some semi-rhetorical question, ending with
“Wouldn’t it?” or something like that, and was rather surprised to
get no answer. He called “Hello!’ two or three times, still without
drawing any reply. There was no click of the phone hanging up; just
nobody answering at the other end. That night—"

“That night was bloody awful,” said Dr. Bronck. “I need a drink
when I think of it.”

“Indeed, it must have been awful, Fabian. There were at least
twenty of the gray-faced people in the audience, and although the
lecture was the new one he had made up in Rome, Children of the
Catacombs, every single one of them got up and went out with the
sleepwalker gait. They had apparently been increasing their sensitiv-
ity by practicing with transcriptions of Dr. Bronck’s voice. Or per-
haps, during the summer in Rome, the voice itself had acquired the
additional richness and timbre necessary to the easy production of
the zombie effect, regardless of the words spoken.
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“At Dayton, Dr. Bronck found the numbers of his special audi-
ence tragically increased, and at Cincinnati, where he gave Breakfast
in Bethlehem in an effort to dismiss them for one night at least, he
found that they had attuned themselves even to this lecture. He gave
but one more public lecture—at Lexington—after which he wired to
McPherson and Kantor that he was suffering from a severe nervous
breakdown and would have to cancel the rest of the trip. He—"

“That isn’t the worst, my friend,” said Dr. Bronck, his voice
showing evident traces of the improvement in his emotional state.
“That isn’t the worst at all. They try to telephone me; at all hours of
the day and night they try to telephone me. They ash—ask questions
—where is the Mount of Gibeon? Wha’ line of march did the Israel-
ites take under Joshua? My friends, it is a conspiracy to keep me
talking until the wire goes dead. They meet me on the public streets
in their cerements of a forgotten world. They are ruining my
professhion; they are depriving me of the privilege of carrying joy to
many souls in spiritual need. They form associations and besiege my
agents with requests that I speak before them—calling themselves
the Arcane Adepts of St. Louis, or the Blavatsky Circle of Los Ange-
les—they offer me fabulous sums to pander to—"’

His voice had risen, and as he flung out one arm in an oratorical
gesture, “Look!” said Doc Brenner, suddenly, and pointed.

The two pinochle players at the back had dropped their cards.
With arms at their sides and heads held back, staring straight before
them with unwinking eyes, they were marching toward the door,
each foot carefully lifted and placed before the other.
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gem. According to lyricist Alan Jay Lerner and composer Frederick Loewe,
there is a charming Scottish town, Brigadoon, that appears only once a
century. Dolphin’s village of Wychburne is equally hard to find, but that is
fortunate; it holds scant charm for the hapless tourist who visits it in “Off the
Map.”

OFF THE MAP

by Rex Dolphin

Excuse my shivers, but it’s good to sit down over a cigarette and
recover my wits and talk to someone who can perhaps persuade me
that it never happened.

I often knock around about the countryside, looking out unusual
and picturesque places, and one of my pleasures in an old English
town is to haunt the second-hand bookshops in search of local lore.

See this? Yes, it’s an old map—seventeenth century to be exact—
and I found it in a musty old shop in a part of the country I’d better
not mention. No, this has nothing to do with buried treasure, though
to be truthful it does concern some golden guineas; guineas that no
one will touch. Give you the chance? Maybe, but there’s something
you should know first.

Here on the map are three villages. Let’s call them Burgholme,
Wychburne and Ervington. Burgholme and Ervington you can still
find on modern maps; you’ll look in vain for Wychburne. Where has
it gone, you ask? That’s the whole point . . .

As you see, Wychburne lay between the other two villages, but
today’s large-scale map will show you nothing but wild and waste
land, moor, hill and bog. Intrigued by this, I searched encyclopedias
and guidebooks old and new, but not a word about Wychburne.
There seemed to be a conspiracy of silence wrapped about the place
and I began to wonder if it had ever existed except in the old
mapmaker’s imagination; or, due to the primitive cartographic meth-
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ods of that day, it had been placed many miles from its true site and
now bore a different name.

That disastrous curiosity made me take a train to the nearest town
and hike six miles to Burgholme. This place was little more than a
hamlet, with no church, chapel or pub. The weather that late sum-
mer afternoon was Novemberish, damp with a swirling mist, and the
sun giving up his efforts in disgust.

After the long walk the sudden ending of exercise made me chilly,
and the need for refreshment was evident. I searched the dismal
village for the usual battered and ill-written TEAS sign without which
no English village, however small, is complete. There wasn’t one in
Burgholme.

So it would have to be a cortage. They all looked equally un-
friendly. I picked one and knocked at the door.

It was opened by a thin-faced middleaged woman who said:
“well?”

A ragged staring little girl appeared beside her and in the back-
ground, a brawny farm laborer.

“Excuse me, but can you provide me with a tea?” I said politely.

She didn’t answer. Instead, the man came nearer and said in a
pointedly unfriendly manner:

“What are you doing in Burgholme anyway, mister? Nobody ever
comes here.”

Since I never dress in conventional hiker’s kit, perhaps the ques-
tion was understandable.

“Just hiking,” I replied. “And I've got hungry and thirsty.”

“Ha!” said the man. And they all looked at me as if I were a being
from another world.

“I’ll pay you well.”

That turned the trick. “All right. Come in.”

“Thanks.”

It was a silent meal. All attempts at conversation failed. As I ate,
they sat and watched every movement of my face and hands; and
though to be fair, the food was good and plentiful, it was the most
uncomfortable meal I've ever had.

At the end I made one more attempt.

“What is the quickest way to Ervington?”’

The inevitable answer: “Why d’you want to go to Ervington, Mis-
ter?”
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“I'm just walking for pleasure—seeing the countryside. Can’t you
understand that?”

“No.” But he gave me the route to Ervington all the same. It was a
roundabout way and entailed going backward to get forward.

“Can’t I get there across country, then?”’ I asked.

“Not if you don’t want to get lost.”

“Surely there must be some sort of a footpath?’ I asked. And then
came what I had been leading up to: “After all, long ago there used
to be a village—probably in ruins now—between here and Erv-
ington . . .”

A look, queer, as of suppressed horror, came to the faces of the
man and woman.

“. . . a place called Wychburne . .

The woman went dead white. The man made the Sign of the Cross
and said in an unnatural voice:

“There are some places it don’t do to talk about, mister. Better
“What’s the matter with Wychburne?” I persisted.

The man got up, stood between me and his family.

“Go,” he said, and almost pushed me through the doorway.

As I walked away I saw their terrified faces watching me from
behind the curtain.

The air seemed to get grayer and colder as I passed the last few
huddled cottages that marked the end of the village—the end that,
according to the old map, led past the entrance to the Wychburne
road. There was a sound now, that of shuffling and of sticks tapping
on the pebbled road.

It came towards me. It came out of the swirling mist, a bent old
man making wearily for home. He must have been eighty, to judge
by his folded and lined face and deepset rheumy eyes which he
turned questingly in my direction. His tattered black coat hung
loosely on his body.

I stopped. So did his shuffling.

“Should there be,” I said loudly, for I imagined he would certainly
be deaf, “be a road leading to Wychburne somewhere along here?”

Dead silence for a few seconds, the silence of utter shock.

Then he dropped his sticks and ran—yes, this old man ran—to-
wards the village. Hoppityhop, like a crippled crow, his coat flapping
about him.

”»
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My first feeling was to laugh, both at the idea and the spectacle.
Then I checked myself. What, other than intense fear, could have
given those withered legs wings? What was there about the mere
name of Wychburne that inspired terror?

I shrugged my shoulders to myself and persuaded myself that
country superstitions—whatever they were in this case—were sheer
nonsense. Well clear of the village now, I seemed to be in a deserted
land. Getting out my maps, I checked my position. Yes, just around
here, perhaps fifty yards along on the left, should be the road or
track to Wychburne.

Then the mist closed about me like a blanket dropped over my
head. This is where, if I hadn’t been dead stupid or hungry with
curiosity, I should have turned back to the comparative civilization
of Burgholme. Instead, I searched around and found what seemed to
be a rough track. I got out my compass, set a course, and went into
the fog.

What I had struck I don’t know, but I stumbled over rocks, tore my
trousers in thorn bushes, sank up to my ankles in squelch, tripped
over what the folk in those parts call pot-holes, and fell flat on my
face more than once. And all these hazards were invisible. Sweat
poured off me from sheer pigheadedness and exhaustion.

How long this lasted I could not judge, but just as I said to myself,
“Stop it, you fool, you’re all in!” I seemed to come to the end of the
difficulties and found beneath my feet a level although still stony
track. All my strength flowed back.

Then, from far ahead in the mist, came the thin flowing notes of a
fiddle, playing some kind of an old country jig. And, faintly, the ebb
and flow of voices raised in revelry, as if Merrie England were here
again.

The road led steeply down into the valley, but still nothing could
be seen. The sounds of merriment got nearer and nearer, and finally I
felt, “I'm here!”

Very gradually the mist cleared and there it was—Wychburne! A
compact little village, nestling under the surrounding steep clifflike
hills, almost as if a giant had scooped out a spoonful of the earth’s
surface and dropped the village neatly into the cavity. The houses
were grouped around a neat village green on which the fiddlers were
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playing and a merry crowd dancing. Girls and men, all dressed in the
colorful clothes of Restoration days.

There wasn’t a thing modern in the place, from the rosecovered
timber-and-white cottages to the horse-wagons “parked” in the inn-
yard. What could there be about this place to inspire terror?
Wychburne was charming!

But what was its secret? Was it a “lost village”—a place that was
unknown to outsiders, that had resisted the inroads of modern prog-
ress, had become cut off and was so completely self-contained as to
be capable of carrying on an independent existence? It was inaccessi-
ble enough, and its approaches certainly didn’t invite visitors, let
alone motor traffic. Surveyors, mapmakers, census takers, county
planners—how could all these have overlooked its existence? Yet the
fact remained that it didn’t exist in present-day records!

The mist—perhaps that explained it. If Wychburne was perma-
nently hidden from view both from land and air, all these things
were conceivable.

I moved towards the inn-yard, stood looking at the scene, now
close-up, and a strange feeling of timelessness and of not being my-
self came over me. Everything now was larger than life, overinti-
mate, and as I threaded among the people I saw their faces close to
mine, felt the push of their bodies, and the air was full of their rich
voices and laughter and snatches of song and music. There was, too,
an indefinable odor—a thing one notices only among people of a
different race.

Suddenly a face turned towards me and eyes looked straight into
mine. It was a heavy countryman’s face, but full of dignity and inde-
pendence, and the wide-brimmed tall feathered hat added to its stat-
ure.

“What do ye here, stranger?”’ the man asked in accents I’d never
heard before.

“Traveling,” I answered. “What goes on here, a carnival?”

“And whence come ye, stranger?”

“From London.”

“From London!” he echoed, and there was a gasp in his voice.
Then he shouted to the crowd, “The stranger comes from London!”

The crowd took up the words in a kind of prolonged echo: “From
London! From London!”
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The words hummed around for some seconds, then the music
stopped. The laughter stopped. The voices stopped.

From a window above the inn a low wailing shriek started, gather-
ing strength and building up to a horrible scream that ended
abruptly in a choking sob. I looked and saw that it had been uttered
by a girl whose beautiful face now expressed final hopelessness.

A hundred faces seemed to turn in my direction, seemingly all
accusing me of some awful crime. And indeed there was a feeling of
guilt on me, but guilt of just what I didn’t know, although I felt I
should have knowledge.

The people now seemed to peel away from me, until I was left
isolated on the green. The man who had spoken to me had vanished;
now he suddenly reappeared at the head of a small group of pur-
poseful-looking men.

They all bore long staves, and the foremost—my man—lunged at
me with his, catching me a painful blow under the heart.

“What means this?”’ I gasped in anger. Fear was to come later.

“Begone, bringer of evill” he roared.

Then they all set about me with the staves, not one man coming
near enough to touch me with his hands. Argument was futile. I
turned and ran—ran while I still had brains in my head and whole
bones in my legs.

Crash, crash, they hit me with their sticks as they pursued. I
stumbled over rocks and tree-roots as I made the rough ascent out of
the village in the opposite direction to that from which I had entered.
I fell, was beaten all over, rose, ran, fell again—a deadly, Kkilling
repetition. In the middle of all this, the mist closed about me again.
And still those fiends hounded me. I must have run miles.

I fell for the last time. I was finished. I tried to rise. It was useless.
A savage flurry of blows rained on my head. Then—blackout.

When I regained my senses, I was lying flat, face down on the hard
rock, soaked to the skin with mist and bruised all over. A few inches
from my eyes, lying on the stony ground, was what I took at first to
be a much-weathered halfpenny. I reached out for it painfully—I
suppose it’s a human instinct to pick up a coin however valueless—
scraped it and rubbed it clean on my tattered sleeve.

I sat up sharply, my distress forgotten. It was a Charles II golden
guinea! And there was another, and another! Five altogether I found,
and the remnants of metal buckles, which seemed to argue a whole
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leather bagful of coins. The others were no doubt scattered around or
buried. I told myself I would come back here later and search prop-
erly. Meantime, my exhaustion had returned and I had to get to
shelter if I wasn’t to die of exposure.

There was some sort of a track here and I followed it as best I
could. Presently, still with thick mist hiding everything, I felt my feet
touch tarmac, and I pushed on, miles it seemed, till a glimmer ahead
showed another village. This, I knew, must be Ervington, last of the
three villages on the map.

A hanging sign, unreadable in the mist, appeared ahead, and be-
low it the welcome warmth of lights; and soon I heard the friendly
undertone of casual inn conversation. I walked in, feeling like a sec-
ond-hand scarecrow that the crows have defeated.

The conversation stopped. The few customers, all seated, stared at
me. The landlord, a shrewd-looking, puckered-faced short man,
stopped polishing a glass. His look was enough question.

“Wychburne,” I muttered. “What is Wychburne? Can anyone tell
me? I’ve just got back . . .”

The drinkers all stood up, as if drilled, edged their way round me
one by one, and dashed out into the road. I gazed after them. When I
looked back to the bar, the landlord had laid a double-barrelled
shotgun meaningly across it, the snouts in my direction.

“Stay,” he rasped. “Don’t move an inch nearer my bar.”

“Look,” I said desperately, “I’'m sick of these riddles. Everything
that’s happened since I arrived in these parts has been inexplicable.
Do you know the answer?”

He twisted a grin. “I’'m no oracle, mister. But though I'm not as
dumb as the local population, being a bit of a travelled man and
partly educated, I still respect their superstitions. Let’s see . . .
somehow you heard of Wychburne? You tried to find it? You’re a
Londoner? You found Wychburne and they drove you out, nearly
killing you in the process?”

I answered each question with a nod.

“Yes,” he mused, “I suppose it was bound to happen one day.”

“You’ve not quite finished,” 1 pointed out.

“How, mister?”

I fished in my pocket. “Where I fell, I found the remains of a
leather bag and these.” I held up the gold pieces.
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“My God, that as well? So it isn’t just a legend!” The last words
were muttered almost to himself.

He was scared.

“Yes—and now the explanation, man!”’ I pressed. “What is
Wychburne?”

“There’s no such place,” he said. He lifted the bar-flap, picked up
the gun, and grunted: “Go through that door and out into the back-
yard, quick!”’

In no condition to argue with a shotgun, I obeyed.

“How can you say there’s no such place?” I demanded. “After
what I’ve just been through? And what’s the meaning of this panto-
mime?”’

“There was such a place. Not now. Get undressed.”

“What?”

“Get undressed. Jump into that old butt. Don’t argue, man. It’s
the best I can do for you. Good. Stay there a minute.”

He went across the cobbled yard to the back door; returned quickly
carrying a can of liquid. He found a long stick, pushed my clothes,
still containing the guineas, well away from me as I stood shivering
in the empty barrel and poured the fluid over them. It was kerosene,
from the oily stench. A match, a sheet of smoky flame, and my
clothes were ashes.

What was he going to do to me? So far I had believed him—he was
by far the most rational being I’d met since arriving in the neighbor-
hood—but now, was I dealing with a maniac?

Back into the house he went, coming out this time with a large jug
and a long hose which was still attached to something inside the
house. He pointed the hose at me . . . Something sprayed out . . .

It was nothing more than water, but almost unbearably hot. “Soap
coming over!” he called. “Catch!”

Then he poured the contents of the jug over me into the butt. A
very powerful disinfectant, by the smell.

“Now wash!” he ordered. “As thoroughly as you can.”

*“All right,” T spluttered. “You seem to know what you’re doing,
though it still beats me. Now you tell me all about Wychburne.”

“Nearly three hundred years ago,” he said slowly, “a traveller set
out from London on a horse, carrying all his gold in a leather bag.
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He was escaping from something and looking for an isolated country
hideout where he could stay till the trouble was over.

“Yes, he found Wychburne. He stayed at the inn there. The first to
die was the innkeeper’s daughter. They knew he was the cause. They
chased him out of the village and beat him to death with the staves.
The gold stayed with him. Nobody would touch it.

“In less than a week, there wasn’t a life left in Wychburne. The
men of Ervington and Burgholme pitched oil, straw, and everything
inflammable they could find into Wychburne from the steep hills
around it and set fire to the whole village. Then they rolled boulders
into it and filled up the little valley with rocks and earth till not a
sign of the village remained. That’s the story, and it’s known to every
soul in the two villages—and until today by nobody else.”

“But what happened to me?” I cried, shivering.

“That’s anybody’s guess, mister.”

“And what—?” I began, but he’d vanished into the house again.

This time he came back with a rough outfit of clothes, shoes, an
old towel, half a bottle of brandy and some sandwiches.

“When you’re dressed, get yourself to a doctor, and don’t use any
transport. You might be all right, but there’s no telling.”

“You mean I’'m to walk?” I gasped.

“Sorry, mister. Yes.”

“No chance of staying the night?”

“Ugh. Not likely. You see, these things happened in 1665—the
year of the Great Plague.”

Don’t go, my friend . . . Don’t look at me like that . . . for
God’s sake . .
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THE LAST TRAIN

by Fredric Brown

Eliot Haig sat alone at a bar, as he had sat alone at many bars before,
and outside it was dusk, a peculiar dusk. Inside the tavern it was dim
and shadowy, almost darker than outside. The blue bar mirror
heightened the effect; in it Haig seemed to see himself as in dim
moonlight from a blue moon. Dimly but clearly he saw himself; not
double, despite the several drinks he had had, but single. Very, very
single.

And as always when he had been drinking a few hours he thought,
maybe this time Pl do it.

The it was vague and big; it meant everything. It meant making a
big jump from one life to another life that he had so long contem-
plated. It meant simply walking out on the moderately successful
semishyster lawyer named Eliot Haig, walking out on all the petty
complications of his life, on the personal involvements, the legal
chicanery that was just inside the letter of the law or indetectably
outside; it meant cutting the cable of habit that tied him to an exis-
tence that had become without meaning or significance or incentive.

The blue reflection depressed him and he felt, more strongly than
usual, the need to move, to go somewhere else if only for another
drink. He finished the last sip of his highball and slid off the stool to
the solid floor. He said, “So long, Joe,” and strolled toward the front.

The bartender said, “Must be a big fire somewhere; lookit that sky.
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Wonder if it’s the lumberyards other side of town.” The bartender
was leaning to the front window, staring out and up.

Haig looked up after he had gone through the door. The sky was a
pinkish gray, as though with the glow of a distant fire. But it covered
all of the sky he could see from where he stood, with no clue to the
direction of the conflagration.

He strolled south at random. The far whistle of a locomotive came
to his ears, reminding him.

Why not, he thought. Why not tonight? The old impulse, ghost of
thousands of unsatisfactory evenings, was stronger tonight. He was
walking, even now, toward the railway station; but that he had done
before, often. Often he had gone so far as to watch trains depart,
thinking, as he watched each: I should be on that train. Never actu-
ally boarding one.

Half a block from the station, he heard clang of bell and chug of
steam and the starting of the train. He’d missed that one, if he’d had
the nerve to take it.

And suddenly it came to him that tonight was different, that to-
night he’d really make it. Just with the clothes he had on, the money
that happened to be in his pocket. Just as he’d always intended; the
clean break. Let them report him missing, let them wonder, let some-
one else straighten the tangled mess his business would suddenly be
without him.

Walter Yates was standing in front of the open door of his tavern a
few doors from the station. He said, “Hello, Mr. Haig. Beautiful
aurora borealis tonight. Best one I've ever seen.”

“That what it is?”” Haig asked. “I thought it was reflection from a
big fire.”

Walter shook his head. “Nope. Look north; the sky’s kind of shiv-
ery up that way. It’s the aurora.”

Haig turned and looked north, back along the street. The reddish
glow in that direction was—yes, ‘“‘shivery’ described it well. It was
beautiful, too, but just a little frightening, even when one knew what
it was.

He turned back and went past Walter into the tavern, asking, “Got
a drink for a thirsty man?”

Later, stirring a highball with the glass rod, he asked, ‘“Walter,
when does the next train leave?”

“For where?”
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“For anywhere.”

Walter glanced up at the clock. “In a few minutes. It’s going to
highball any second now.”

“Too soon; I want to finish this drink. And the next one after
that?”

“There’s one at ten-fourteen. Maybe that’s the last one out to-
night. Up to midnight anyway, it is; I close up then, so I don’t
know.”

“Where does it— Wait, don’t tell me where it goes. I don’t want to
know. But I’'m going to be on it.”

“Without knowing where it goes?”

“Without caring where it goes,” corrected Haig. ‘“And look, Wal-
ter, I’'m serious. I want you to do this for me: if you read in the
newspapers that I’ve disappeared, don’t tell anyone I was here to-
night, or what I told you. I didn’t mean to tell anyone.”

Walter nodded sagely. “I can keep my trap shut, Mr. Haig. You’ve
been a good customer. They won’t trace you through me.”

Haig swayed a little on the stool. His eyes focused on Walter’s
face, seeing the slight smile. There was a haunting sense of familiar-
ity in this conversation. It was as though he had said the same words
before, had had the same answer.

Sharply he asked, “Have I told you that before, Walter? How
often?”

“Oh, six—eight—maybe ten times. I don’t remember.”

Haig said, “God,” softly. He stared at Walter and Walter’s face
blurred and separated into two faces and only an effort pulled them
back into one face, faintly smiling, ironically tolerant. It had been
oftener, he knew now, than ten times. ‘“Walter, am I a lush?”

“I wouldn’t call you that, Mr. Haig. You drink a lot, yes, but—"

He didn’t want to look at Walter any more.

He stared down into his glass and saw that it was empty. He
ordered another, and while Walter was getting it, he stared at himself
in the mirror behind the bar. Not a blue mirror here, thank God. It
was bad enough to see two images of himself in the plain mirror; the
twin images Haig and Haig, only that was now an outworn joke with
himself and it was one of the reasons he was going to catch that
train. Going to, by God, drunk or sober he’d be on that train.

Only that phrase too had a ring of uneasy familiarity.

How many times?
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He stared down into a glass a quarter full and the next time it was
over half full and Walter was saying, “Maybe it is a fire, Mr. Haig, a
big fire; that’s getting too bright for an aurora. I’'m going out a
second.”

But Haig stayed on the stool and when he looked again, Walter
was back behind the bar, fiddling with the radio.

Haig asked, “Is it a fire?”

“Must be. ’m going to get the ten-fifteen newscast and see.” The
radio blared jazz, a high-riding jittery clarinet over muted brass and
restless drums. “Be on in a minute; that’s the station.”

“Be on in a minute—" He almost fell, getting off the stool. “It’s
ten-fourteen, then?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. The floor seemed tilting a little as he
headed for the open door. Only a few doors and through the station.
He might make it; he might actually make it. Suddenly it was as
though he’d had nothing to drink at all and his mind was crystal
clear no matter how his feet might stagger. And trains seldom left on
the exact second, and Walter might have said “in a minute” meaning
three or two or four minutes. There was a chance.

He fell on the steps but got up and went on, losing only seconds.
Past the ticket window—he could buy his ticket on the train—and
through the back doors to the platform, the gates, and the red tail-
light of a train pulling out only yards, but hopeless yards, away. Ten
yards, a hundred. Dwindling.

The station agent stood at the edge of the platform looking out
after the departing train.

He must have heard Haig’s footsteps; over his shoulder he said,
“Too bad you missed it. That was the last one.”

Haig suddenly saw the funny side of it and began to laugh. It was
simply too ridiculous to take seriously, the narrowness of the margin
by which he’d missed that train. Besides, there’d be an early one. All
he had to do was go back in the station and wait until— He asked,
“When’s the first one out tomorrow?”

“You don’t understand,” said the agent.

For the first time he turned and Haig saw his face against the
crimson, blazing sky. ““You don’t understand,” he said. “That was
the last train.”



““Ti Michel,”” a tale at once both savage and tender, appeared in June 1926,
the last of six Weird Tales stories by w. ). STAMPER, a little-known author
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of Haiti.

Tl MICHEL

by W. J. Stamper

For two years I had purchased my rum supply from Ti Michel, not
only because he gave me better prices than any other of the numer-
ous liquor shops that squat along the waterfront of Port Liberté, but
also because there was an air of mystery about the man which I
could never quite fathom. In spite of the reputation he had of having
been a Caco at one time and of having committed various and bloody
crimes, there was about him a gentle and insinuating manner which
had won me completely the first time I had visited his shop. He was
shorter and blacker than the average Haitian, with a peculiar habit of
rubbing his fat hands together rapidly when talking. I do not remem-
ber of speaking with him a single time when he failed to rub his
hands together and say:

“Ti Michel, Monsieur, he is not a bad man.”

As I had never dropped the slightest hint that I considered him
other than an honest and law-abiding citizen, I was at great loss to
understand his reason for repeating this same sentence at our every
meeting. I tried to make myself believe it to be a mere mannerism,
but there always seemed to be a vague dread or fear in his mind, the
reason for which I had not the slightest inkling.

It was late evening of a sultry day when the clouds of mosquitoes
swarm up from the marshes to prey upon the inhabitants that I took
my jug and sauntered down the squalid street toward the shop of
Michel. This was my usual time for going for grog because the fish-
ing craft from outside the reef came in shortly after dark, which
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meant that Michel’s place would be clogged with a type of customer
with whom I did not desire to mingle.

He was sitting in a chair outside the door smoking and knocking
an occasional mosquito from his fat cheeks when I walked up.

“Ah!” he said suavely between puffs of acrid smoke; “I expected
Monsieur sooner than this, for it has been three days that he does not
come for a jug of Michel’s Barbancourt.”

He indicated a chair on the other side of the door and invited me
to sit down. As soon as I was seated he took his pipe from his mouth,
pointed out across the bay with the long stem, and began to speak in
a low and reverent voice. The words seemed strangely soft and senti-
mental for a man who was reputed to have been a member of the
murderous Cacos among the wild mountains of Bohouc and Pignon.

“There, Monsieur, is the home of Ti Michel. He is not a seller of
rum, but a man of the sea. Once I had my own smack, as trim a craft
as ever skimmed the bosom of the Caribbean. Many the time I
dropped my nets outside yonder reef and whistled through the whole
day, crossing the bar at evening with the largest catch of the whole
fleet. The Estrella was a beauty. I was happy when I held her tiller
and felt her leap before the breeze. Now I am useless and must sit
here and wait for the boys to come in and buy my liquor. Look,
Monsieur, look! They’re coming in now.”

In his excitement he had arisen from his chair. The pipe quivered
in his hand and tears stood in his eyes. The reputed murderer was
weeping and trembling.

I looked out across the bay where the curling foam rolled over the
hidden reef and I saw the fleet moving toward Port Liberté. Out
there on the roll of white surf, brightly limned against the red haze of
a setting sun, swayed and bellied the gray sails of the tiny fishing
boats as they tossed and fought the tide. Then I glanced at the sob-
bing figure of Michel, something of the mystery of the sea and those
swarthy boatmen who wring their living from its heaving depths
sweeping over me. The silence was broken by a murmur from Mi-
chel.

“Ti Michel, Monsieur, he is not a bad man.”

“I know you are not a bad man, Michel,” I reassured him, as I
placed my hands on his shoulders, reminding him that my jug was
still empty and darkness was coming on.

I followed him into the long, low building and I noticed that his
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fat hands were still trembling when he replaced the chimney on the
oil lamp. He went slowly through the process of filling my jug from
one of the two aged and mossy casks which stood on two square
blocks of wood at the end of the room. These casks were of enor-
mous size, holding more than two hundred gallons. He did the very
thing I had expected, the very thing I had seen him do scores of
times, a thing which had puzzled me ever since I had known him. He
filled my demijohn from the left cask. Not once had I seen him draw
liquor from the cobwebbed cask on the right, a matter which had
caused me much thought and wonderment. My curiosity got the best
of me and I questioned him.

“Michel,” I asked in as casual a voice as I could command, “why
is it you never give me rum from the right cask? Is it not very old
and smooth?”’

I thought he winced a little at this question, but his answer was
forthcoming.

“That rum is for the gendarmes. It is not for my friend, the Ameri-
can. The gendarme is not a smart man, he never asks questions.”

Then, as if to explode any theory I might have as to the mystery of
Ti Michel and the cobwebbed cask, a uniformed gendarme entered
with a jug, which Michel proceeded to fill from the very cask that
had occasioned me so much thought.

“This is very excellent rum,” said Michel softly, as the jug filled
with a liquid the color of a cloudy amber. As the Haitian demijohn is
invariably made of glass, I could see very plainly as the liquor
mounted to the top, a seething mass of oily beads, evidence of a fine
quality of rum.

I bade the old man goodnight and went back to my barracks
completely baffled. Why had he never given me liquor from the right
cask? Surely it was not poisoned. Before I slept, I hazarded a thou-
sand guesses without arriving at any solution.

It was again mosquito time the next afternoon that a native boy came
running breathlessly up the steps and began to tell me something in a
rasping patois which I had great difficulty in understanding.
“Michel sick,” he said. “He send for Monsieur, vite, vite!”
Seizing my hat from the rack, I rushed down the street and into
the open door of the shop. I did not see Michel behind the counter,
and the oil lamp was still burning, although it was late in the after-
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noon. The door leading from the bar into the room in the rear, which
I judged to be his sleeping quarters was covered with a sort of curtain
or portiére. This I pushed back, and entered the room. It was an evil-
smelling den, dark and musty. One square hole in the adobe wall
admitted just enough light to enable me to see the utter poverty of
the almost barren room. In a dusky corner, on a native bed consist-
ing of a few boards covered with straw mats and a vile-smelling
blanket, lay the huddled form of Ti Michel. I stepped over to him.
His face was contorted with pain, the eyes staring with a strange,
wild light.

“A little rum, Monsieur,” he asked huskily. “I think I am to die
very soon and there is much I wish to tell you.”

In a moment’s time I placed a glass of liquor to his purple lips, and
he livened up perceptibly after swallowing it. There was an empty
goodsbox in the center of the room. Drawing this close up to the bed
where I could hear him more clearly (for his voice had a tone I had
heard before, the tone of approaching death) I sat down to listen.

“To begin with, Monsieur, Ti Michel is not a bad man. If I have
ever done anything of which I should be ashamed, it was not my own
fault. I grew up along the waterfront with all the other boys that fish
out beyond the reef and come to my place at night for their rum. My
fondest wish was to have my own boat, and at the age of twenty, by
dint of saving and starving, I had enough money to buy the Estrella.
Ah, the Estrella was a beauty, Monsieur. For ten happy years I put
out to sea every morning and returned at evening with the biggest
catch of the whole fleet. Then, at the age of thirty, I married the
woman of my choice and bought a little home near the beach where
we lived happily until the dread elephantiasis attacked my legs and
rendered me unfit for further life at sea. A daughter had been born to
us and she was twelve years of age when I decided that I would have
to enter some business to earn a living. I bought this shop and we
came here to live.

“Then, Monsieur, fate began to take a hand, and no more cruel
fate ever pursued mortal than that which struck at me from every
side. My wife sickened and passed away. I buried her in the cemetery
over on the point and returned to this lonely room. My daugther
grew to be very beautiful and she tended the bar when I was away in
the hills to buy taffia—that is the white, raw rum, before it is aged.
The people began to talk about my trips to the hills. They said I was
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a member of Norde’s band of Cacos among the wild mountains of
Pignon, and that I had committed bloody crimes. They were liars,
Monsieur, just black, black liars. My business began to fail, my cus-
tomers began to desert me, all except those boys that fish across the
reef. They alone believed in me and I love them.

“One day I returned from a trip to the hills and dismounted out-
side the door, expecting to hear the sweet voice of my loved daughter
welcoming me home. Instead there came to my ears a scream of
mortal terror. I rushed in and looked through the curtains of this
door, and what I saw crazed me with fear and anger. She was strug-
gling in the arms of a burly gendarme, a corporal from the barracks
up the street, a great black brute, wearing the uniform of my coun-
try. She was very strong and he had thrown her across the bed, his
powerful hands at her fair throat, strangling her into submission. I
saw her tongue protruding from her lips and heard a choking gurgle
in her throat. Red was before my eyes. I leaped behind the counter,
and digging into a chest of tools, I found a clawhammer. I dashed
through the curtain at a stride and made for the uniformed beast.
The hammer rose above my head and I brought it down with all my
might on his kinky skull. The crash of bones was like sweet music to
my ears. He released his hold and sank across the body of my girl—
dead. I rolled his body, like that of a swine, off upon the floor, and
with the bedcovers wiped the bloody froth from the crimson mouth
of my baby.

“My God, Monsieur, 1 rubbed her cooling body with trembling
hands and all the time her great, black eyes stared up at me pleading.
I saw the ghastly stare that told me I had come too late. I placed my
hand on her full bosom. Her heart was still. Madly I clasped her to
my heart and pleaded with her not to leave me. Back and forth
across the room I carried her, but she hung limp in my arms. She
was dead. I smoothed back her tangled hair, laid her out on this very
bed, and closed her dead eyes. Sometimes I have lain here at night,
Monsieur, and imagined she was sleeping beside me. On those nights
I was very happy.

“At length I stooped to examine the brute that had murdered my
child. I turned him over, and blood was flowing from his nose and
ears. A thick stream was slowly stealing across the floor. There was a
hole in the top of his head from which issued a waterish fluid and
brains. Fury and madness surged through me. I squatted beside the
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crimson stream and splashed my hands in it even as a child would
play in mud. If Monsieur will move that grass rug there just a little, I
think he may still see the stains.”

“For God’s sake, no, Michel!” I said. “Go on.”

“After what seemed ages, though in fact it was but a few minutes,
my reason began to assert itself and I thought to dispose of the body.
I could not make report to the Commandant of Gendarmes, Mon-
sieur, for he would have hanged me to the tallest tree in Port Liberté.
He would not have believed my story. There was no law in those
days before the Americans came to our shores, no justice. The gen-
darme swaggered up to your counter, bought your rum, and spat in
your face as payment. He mistreated your family, and if you reported
it to the commandant, you were kicked and clubbed for your trouble.
Don’t you think Michel would have had a chance for a fair trial if
you had been here then, Monsieur?”

I nodded and he continued.

“Then a scheme came to my mind, and terrible as it may seem to
you, I put it into execution. Life is very sweet and I did not hesitate.
I reasoned that if the bodies of my daughter and the gendarme were
hidden away and I put out the word that she was missing, the people
would think they had eloped, for everyone knew that he frequented
my place often and was infatuated with my daughter. I therefore
rolled his body under the bed, covered my dead child with a blanket
and waited the fall of night.

“I cleansed the hammer and placed it in the chest. A little rum
sufficed to clean my hands of bloodstains. I replaced the curtain over
there and took my place behind the counter as if nothing had oc-
curred. I sold much rum to the fishermen that night. A few gen-
darmes came late that evening and I remember hearing two of them
talk at a table.

“ ‘Guess Bousset is in the back room with Michel’s daughter,” said
one.

“Bousset was the name of the corporal I had killed, Monsieur.

“I was very jovial during the whole of the evening and I treated
the crowd many times. At length they began to drift away one by
one, and when the clock struck the hour of 12 I was alone, standing
above the dead with my oil lamp in my hand. Every sound terrified
me, for I was afraid the continued absence of Bousset might be no-
ticed and my shop would be the first place they searched. This room
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was an awful place that night. The light shone with a pale and sickly
glimmer as it played on the staring eyes of my dead girl and the
boots of the dead gendarme that protruded from beneath the bed.

“I put out the lamp and the ghastly work began. Beneath the small
chicken coop behind the house I dug frantically for a long time and
finally a shallow grave was finished. Without a cheering word from
the old father that reads from a great book when the dead are buried
across on the point in the cemetery, I laid my baby sadly in the
yellow clay. I think the dirt was damp with my tears when the grave
was filled. With a sigh, I replaced the chicken coop and as I did this,
the cocks began to crow. I could see the lights from the fishing fleet
as they put out to sea. I could hear the fishermen whistling and
hallooing to one another amid the bobbing flares. Oh, how I wished I
were with them as I had been years before!

“Dawn slowly broadened into day. I took no food, and swallowing
a glass of rum, made my way to the barracks of the commandant.
This official, somewhat the worse for drink, twisted his long mus-
tache and chuckled when I told him my daughter had been missing
since midnight.

“Before he had time to answer me, a sergeant hurried up and
saluted.

* ‘Sir, I have to report Corporal Bousset as absent over leave since
noon yesterday,” he said.

“ ‘Ah ha! laughed the commandant gleefully, ‘the wench has ske-
daddled with a deserter. They will be with the Cacos by nightfall. I
can hardly imagine Ti Michel as being angry because his daughter
has chosen to live with the very people with whom he has so long
been associated. She came by her thieving blood honestly, old man.
They are both where they belong. To hell with them.” He strode into
the barracks, leaving me staring with amazement at the success of
my plan.

“I feigned great sorrow and made as if to follow him. A burly
sentinel stopped me with a blow in the face and bade me go home
lest he split my skull.

“My child and the deserter became the talk of the town and every-
body said that no more could have been expected of her because she
had Caco blood in her veins. That hurt me, Monsieur, but I never
answered their slurs. The good fishermen never deserted me and I
have been able to live. That has all been three years ago now, and I
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have been lonely in the death room. I was mighty glad when you
came to Port Liberté, Monsieur. Do you think Ti Michel a bad
man?”’

“No,” I answered, and I think I was weeping. “Would that we
Americans had been here then!”

“Now, Monsieur, it is getting late and I think the fishermen will be
coming soon. Ti Michel will not be at the bar to serve them.”

Suddenly he sat bolt upright in bed and I saw the stare of death in
his rolling eyes.

“The cask, Monsieur, the right cask!” he gurgled, and sank back
among the bedcovers—dead.

I pulled the blanket over his face and stepped softly into the bar,
carrying with me the box I had been sitting on. Once beside the
cobwebbed cask which had been the source of so much curiosity to
me, I almost hesitated to examine it. I mounted the box.

With grim foreboding 1 lifted the heavy oaken lid. It was mossy
and dank and my hands trembled as if I had an ague. I pulled. It
creaked and loosened. I dropped it to the floor. I looked and the
sight curdled my blood with horror.

There, floating in the liquid that was the color of cloudy amber,
was the preserved and gruesome body of Corporal Bousset. It hung
suspended, arms half bent, face down. In the top of the head, from
which the kinky hair had slipped, was a gaping hole large enough to
permit the insertion of a man’s thumb, and from this there protruded
a whitish and ragged wisp of human brain.

I dropped to the floor, overcome with the ghastly sight, and made
for the door. I thought I must smother. I closed the door with a bang
that sounded weird and ghostly through the whole house.

As I stepped into the street, the sun was sinking into the bosom of
the Caribbean in a haze of red. The mosquitoes were swarming up
from the marshes, and out across the white-foamed bar the fishing
fleet was coming home. Perhaps many of those dusky boatmen ex-
pected to drink at Michel’s counter that night.
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IN THE X-RAY

by Fritz Leiber, Jr.

“Do the dead come back?”’ Dr. Ballard repeated the question puz-
zledly. “What’s that got to do with your ankle? ”

“I didn’t say that,” Nancy Sawyer answered sharply. “I said, ‘I
tried an ice pack.” You must have misheard me.”

“But . . .” Dr. Ballard began. Then, “Of course I must have,” he
said quickly. “Go on, Miss Sawyer.”

The girl hesitated. Her glance strayed to the large gleaming win-
dow and the graying sky beyond. She was a young woman with
prominent eyes, a narrow chin, strong white teeth, reddish hair and a
beautiful doelike figure which included legs long and slim—except
for the ankle of the one outstretched stockingless on the chair before
her. That was encircled by a hard, white, somewhat irregular swell-
ing.

Dr. Ballard was a man of middle age and size, with strong soft-
skinned hands. He looked intelligent and as successful as his sleekly
furnished office.

“Well, there isn’t much more to it,” the girl said finally. “I tried
the ice pack, but the swelling wouldn’t go down. So Marge made me
call you.”

“I see. Tell me, Miss Sawyer, hadn’t your ankle bothered you
before last night?”

“No. I just woke up from a nightmare frightened because some-
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thing had grabbed my foot, and I reached down and touched my
ankle—and there it was.”

“Your ankle didn’t feel or look any different the day before?”

“No.”

“Yet when you woke up the swelling was there?”

“Just as it is now.”

“Do you think you might have twisted your foot while you were
asleep?”

l‘No.’,

“And you don’t feel any pain in it now?”

“No, except a feeling of something hard clasped snugly around it
and every once in a while squeezing a bit tighter.”

“Ever do any sleepwalking?”’

“No.”

“Any allergies?”

S‘No.,,

“Can you think of anything else—anything at all—that might
have a bearing on this trouble?”

Again Nancy looked out the window. “I have a twin sister,” she
said after a moment, in a different voice. “Or rather, I had. She died
more than a year ago.” She looked back quickly at Dr. Ballard. “But
I don’t know why I should mention that,” she said hurriedly. “It
couldn’t possibly have any bearing on this. She died of apoplexy.”

There was a pause.

“I suppose the X-ray will show what’s the matter?” she continued.

The doctor nodded. “We’ll have it soon. Miss Snyder’s getting it
now.”

Nancy started to get up, asked, “Is it all right for me to move
around?” Dr. Ballard nodded. She went over to the window, limping
just a little, and looked down.

“You have a nice view, you can see half the city,” she said. “We
have the river at our apartment. I think we’re higher, though.”

“This is the twentieth floor,” Dr. Ballard said.

“We’re twenty-three,” she told him. “I like high buildings. It’s a
little like being in an airplane. With the river right under our win-
dows I can imagine I'm flying over water.”

There was a soft knock at the door. Nancy looked around inquir-
ingly. “The X-ray?”” He shook his head. He went to the door and
opened it.
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“It’s your friend Miss Hudson.”
“Hi, Marge,” Nancy called. “Come on in.”

The stocky, sandy-haired girl hung in the doorway. “T’ll stay out
here,” she said. “I thought we could go home together though.”

“Darling, how nice of you. But I'll be a bit longer, I’'m afraid.”

“That’s all right. How are you feeling, Nancy?”

“Wonderful, dear. Especially now that your doctor has taken a
picture that’ll show him what’s inside this bump of mine.”

“Well, I’'ll be out here,” the other girl said and turned back into
the waiting room. She passed a woman in white who came in, shut
the door, and handed the doctor a large, brown envelope.

He turned to Nancy. “I’ll look at this and be back right away.”

“Dr. Myers is on the phone,” the nurse told him as they started
out. “Wants to know about tonight. Can he come here and drive over
with you?”

“How soon can he get here?”

“About half an hour, he says.”

“Tell him that will be fine, Miss Snyder.”

The door closed behind them. Nancy sat still for perhaps two
minutes. Then she jerked, as if at a twinge of pain. She looked at her
ankle. Bending over, she clasped her hand around her good ankle
and squeezed experimentally. She shuddered.

The door banged open. Dr. Ballard hurried in and immediately
began to reexamine the swelling, swiftly exploring each detail of its
outlines with gentle fingers, at the same time firing questions.

“Are you absolutely sure, Miss Sawyer, that you hadn’t noticed
anything of this swelling before last night? Perhaps just some slight
change in shape or feeling, or a tendency to favor that ankle, or just a
disinclination to look at it? Cast your mind back.”

Nancy hesitated uneasily, but when she spoke it was with cer-
tainty. “No, I’'m absolutely sure.”

He shook his head. “Very well. And now, Miss Sawyer, that twin
of yours. Was she identical?”

Nancy looked at him. “Why are you interested in that? Doctor,
what does the X-ray show?”

“I have a very good reason, which I'll explain to you later. I'll go
into details about the X-ray then too. You can set your mind at rest
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on one point, though, if it’s been worrying you. This swelling is in no
sense malignant.”

“Thank goodness, Doctor.”

“But now about the twin.”

“You really want to know?”

“I do.”

Nancy’s manner and voice showed some signs of agitation. “Why,
yes,” she said, “we were identical. People were always mistaking us
for each other. We looked exactly alike, but underneath . . .” Her
voice trailed off. There was a change in the atmosphere of the office,
a change hard to define. Abruptly she continued, “Dr. Ballard, I'd
like to tell you about her, tell you things I’ve hardly told anyone else.
You know, it was she I was dreaming about last night. In fact, I
thought it was she who had grabbed me in my nightmare. What’s the
matter, Dr. Ballard?”

It did seem that Dr. Ballard had changed color, though it was hard
to tell in the failing light. What he said, a little jerkily, was, “Noth-
ing, Miss Sawyer. Please go ahead.” He leaned forward a little, rest-
ing his elbows on the desk, and watched her.

“You know, Dr. Ballard,” she began slowly, “most people think
that twins are very affectionate. They think stories of twins hating
each other are invented by writers looking for morbid plots.

“But in my case the morbid plot happened to be the simple truth.
Beth tyrannized over me, hated me and . . . wasn’t above express-
ing her hate in a physical way.” She took a deep breath.

“It started when we were little girls. As far back as I can remem-
ber, I was always the slave and she was the mistress. And if I didn’t
carry out her orders faithfully, and sometimes if I did, there was
always a slap or a pinch. Not a little-girl pinch. Beth had peculiarly
strong fingers. I was very afraid of them.

“There’s something terrible, Dr. Ballard, about the way one hu-
man being can intimidate another, crush their will power, reduce to
mush their ability to fight back. You’d think the victim could escape
so easily—look, there are people all around, teachers and friends to
confide in, your father and mother—but it’s as if you were bound by
invisible chains, your mouth shut by an invisible gag. And it grows
and grows, like the horrors of a concentration camp. A whole inner
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world of pain and fright. And yet on the surface—why, there seems
to be nothing at all.

“For of course no one else had the faintest idea of what was going
on between us. Everyone thought we loved each other very much.
Beth especially was always being praised for her ‘sunny gaiety.” I was
supposed to be a little ‘subdued.” Oh, how she used to fuss and coo
over me when there were people around. Though even then there
would be pinches on the sly—hard ones I never winced at. And more
than that, for. . . .”

Nancy broke off. “But I really don’t think I should be wasting
your time with all these childhood gripes, Dr. Ballard. Especially
since I know you have an engagement for this evening.”

“That’s just an informal dinner with a few old cronies. I have lots
of time. Go right ahead. I'm interested.”

Nancy paused, frowning a little. “The funny thing is,” she contin-
ued, “I never understood why Beth hated me. It was as if she were
intensely jealous. Yet there was no reason for that. She was the suc-
cessful one, the one who won the prizes and played the leads in the
school shows and got the nicest presents and all the boys. But some-
how each success made her worse. I've sometimes thought, Dr. Bal-
lard, that only cruel people can be successful, that success is really a
reward for cruelty . . . to someone.”

Dr. Ballard knit his brows, might have nodded.

“The only thing I ever read that helped explain it to me,” she went
on, “was something in psychoanalysis. The idea that each of us has
an equal dose of love and hate, and that it’s our business to balance
them off, to act in such a way that both have expression and yet so
that the hate is always under the control of the love.

“But perhaps when the two people are very close together, as it is
with twins, the balancing works out differently. Perhaps all the soft-
ness and love begins to gather in the one person and all the hardness
and hate in the other. And then the hate takes the lead, because it’s
an emotion of violence and power and action—a concentrated emo-
tion, not misty like love. And it keeps on and on, getting worse all
the time, until it’s so strong you feel it will never stop, not even with
death.

“For it did keep on, Dr. Ballard, and it did get worse.” Nancy
looked at him closely. “Oh, I know what I’ve been telling you isn’t
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supposed to be so unusual among children. ‘Little barbarians,” people
say, quite confident that they’ll outgrow it. Quite convinced that
wrist-twisting and pinching are things that will automatically stop
when children begin to grow up.”

Nancy smiled thinly at him. “Well, they don’t stop, Dr. Ballard.
You know, it’s very hard for most people to associate actual cruelty
with an adolescent girl, maybe because of the way girls have been
glorified in advertising. Yet I could write you a pretty chapter on just
that topic. Of course a lot of it that happened in my case was what
you’d call mental cruelty. I was shy and Beth had a hundred ways of
embarrassing me. And if a boy became interested in me, she’d always
take him away.”

“I’d hardly have thought she’d have been able to,” remarked Dr.
Ballard.

“You think I’'m good-looking? But I'm only good-looking in an
odd way, and in any case it never seemed to count then. It’s true,
though, that twice there were boys who wouldn’t respond to her
invitations. Then both times she played a trick that only she could,
because we were identical twins. She would pretend to be me—she
could always imitate my manner and voice, even my reactions, pre-
cisely, though I couldn’t possibly have imitated her—and then she
would . . . do something that would make the boy drop me cold.”

“Do something?”

Nancy looked down. “‘Oh, insult the boy cruelly, pretending to be
me. Or else make some foul, boastful confession, pretending it was
mine. If you knew how those boys loathed me afterwards . . .

“But as I said, it wasn’t only mental cruelty or indecent tricks. I
remember nights when I’d done something to displease her and I'd
gone to bed before her and she’d come in and I’d pretend to be asleep
and after a while she’d say—oh, I know, Dr. Ballard, it sounds like
something a silly little girl would say, but it didn’t sound like that
then, with my head under the sheet, pressed into the pillow, and her
footsteps moving slowly around the bed—she’d say, ‘I’'m thinking of
how to punish you.” And then there’d be a long wait, while I still
pretended to be asleep, and then the touch . . . oh, Dr. Ballard, her
hands! I was so afraid of her hands! But . . . what is it, Dr. Bal-
lard?”

“Nothing. Go on.”

“There’s nothing much more to say. Except that Beth’s cruelty



IN THE X-RAY - 97

and my fear went on until a year ago, when she died suddenly—I
suppose you’d say tragically—of a blood clot on the brain. I've often
wondered since then whether her hatred of me, so long and so clev-
erly concealed, mightn’t have had something to do with it.
Apoplexy’s what haters die of, isn’t it, Doctor?

“I remember leaning over her bed the day she died, lying there para-
lyzed, with her beautiful face white and stiff as a fish’s, one eye bigger
than the other. I felt pity for her (You realize, Doctor, don’t you,
that I always loved her?) but just then her hand flopped a little way
across the blanket and touched mine, although they said she was
completely paralyzed, and her big eye twitched around a little until it
was looking almost at me and her lips moved and I thought I heard
her say, ‘I’ll come back and punish you for this,” and then I felt her
fingers moving, just a little, on my skin, as if they were trying to close
on my wrist, and I jerked back with a cry.

“Mother was very angry with me for that. She thought I was just a
selfish, thoughtless girl, afraid of death and unable to repress my fear
even for my dying sister’s sake. Of course I could never tell her the
real reason. I've never really told that to anyone, except you. And
now that I’ve told you I hardly know why I’ve done it.”

She smiled nervously, quite unhumorously.

“Wasn’t there something about a dream you had last night?”’ Dr.
Ballard asked softly.

“Oh, yes!” The listlessness snapped out of her. “I dreamed I was
walking in an old graveyard with gnarly gray trees, and overhead the
sky was gray and low and threatening, and everything was weird and
dreadful. But somehow I was very happy. But then I felt a faint
movement under my feet and I looked down at the grave I was
passing and I saw the earth falling away into it. Just a little cone-
shaped pit at first, with the dark sandy earth sliding down its sides,
and a small black hole at the bottom. I knew I must run away
quickly, but I couldn’t move an inch. Then the pit grew larger and
the earth tumbled down its sides in chunks and the black hole grew.
And still I was rooted there. I looked at the gravestone beyond and it
said ‘Elizabeth Sawyer, 1926-48." Then out of the hole came a hand
and arm, only there was just shreds of dark flesh clinging to the
bone, and it began to feel around with an awful, snatching swiftness.
Then suddenly the earth heaved and opened, and a figure came
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swiftly hitching itself up out of the hole. And although the flesh was
green and shrunken and eaten and the eyes just holes, I recognized
Beth—there was still the beautiful reddish hair. And then the ragged
hand touched my ankle and instantly closed on it and the other hand
came groping upward, higher, higher, and I screamed . . . and then
I woke up.”

Nancy was leaning forward, her eyes fixed on the doctor. Suddenly
her hair seemed to bush out, just a trifle. Perhaps it had “stood on
end.” At any rate, she said, “Dr. Ballard, I'm frightened.”

“I’m sorry if I've made you distress yourself,” he said. The words
were more reassuring than the tone of voice. He suddenly took her
hand in his and for a few moments they sat there silently. Then she
smiled and moved a little and said, “It’s gone now. I’ve been very
silly. I don’t know why I told you all I did about Beth. It couldn’t
help you with my ankle.”

“No, of course not,” he said after a moment.

“Why did you ask if she was identical?”’

He leaned back. His voice became brisker again. “I’ll tell you
about that right now—and about what the X-ray shows. I think
there’s a connection. As you probably know, Miss Sawyer, identical
twins look so nearly alike because they come from the same germ
cell. Before it starts to develop, it splits in two. Instead of one indi-
vidual, two develop. That was what happened in the case of you and
your sister.” He paused. “But,” he continued, “sometimes, especially
if there’s a strong tendency to twin births in the family, the splitting
doesn’t stop there. One of the two cells splits again. The result—
triplets. I believe that also happened in your case.”

Nancy looked at him puzzeldly. “But then what happened to the
third child?”

“The third sister,” he amplified. “There can’t be identical boy-
and-girl twins or triplets, you know, since sex is determined in the
original germ cell. There, Miss Sawyer, we come to my second point.
Not all twins develop and are actually born. Some start to develop
and then stop.”

“What happens to them?”

“Sometimes what there is of them is engulfed in the child that does
develop completely—little fragments of a body, bits of this and that,
all buried in the flesh of the child that is actually born. I think that
happened in your case.”
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Nancy looked at him oddly. “You mean I have in me bits of
another twin sister, a triplet sister, who didn’t develop?”

“Exactly.”

“And that all this is connected with my ankle?”

fYesh

“But then how—7?"

“Sometimes nothing happens to the engulfed fragments. But
sometimes, perhaps many years later, they begin to grow—in a natu-
ral way rather than malignantly. There are well-authenticated cases
of this happening—as recently as 1890 a Mexican boy in this way
‘gave birth’ to his own twin brother, completely developed though of
course dead. There’s nothing nearly as extensive as that in your case,
but 'm sure there is a pocket of engulfed materials around your
ankle and that it recently started to grow, so gradually that you
didn’t notice it until the growth became so extensive as to be irritat-
ing.”

Nancy eyed him closely. “What sort of materials? I mean the
engulfed fragments.”

He hesitated. “I’'m not quite sure,” he said. “The X-ray was . . .
oh, such things are apt to be odd, though harmless stuff—teeth, hair,
nails, you never can tell. We’ll know better later.”

“Could I see the X-ray?”

He hesitated again. “I’m afraid it wouldn’t mean anything to you.
Just a lot of shadows.”

“Could there be . . . other pockets of fragments?”

“It’s not likely. And if there are, it’s improbable they’ll ever bother
you.”

There was a pause.

Nancy said, “I don’t like it.

“I don’t like it,” she repeated. “It’s as if Beth had come back.
Inside me.”

“The fragments have no connection with your dead sister,” Dr.
Ballard assured her. “They’re not part of Beth, but of a third sister, if
you can call such fragments a person.”

“But those fragments only began to grow after Beth died. As if
Beth’s soul . . . And was it my original cell that split a second time?
—or was it Beth’s?—so that it was the fragments of half her cell that
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I absorbed, so that . . .” She stopped. “I’'m afraid I’'m being silly
again.”

He looked at her for a while, then, with the air of someone snap-
ping to attention, quickly nodded.

“But, Doctor,” she said, also like someone snatching at practical-
ity, “what’s to happen now?”

“Well,” he replied, “in order to get rid of this disfigurement to
your ankle a relatively minor operation will be necessary. You see,
this sort of foreign body can’t be reduced in size by heat or X-ray or
injections. Surgery is needed, though probably only under local an-
aesthetic. Could you arrange to enter a hospital tomorrow? Then I
could operate the next morning. You’d have to stay about four
days.”

She thought for a moment, then said, “Yes, I think I could manage
that.” She looked distastefully at her ankle. “In fact, I'd like to do it
as soon as possible.”

“Good. We’ll ask Miss Snyder to arrange things.”

When the nurse entered, she said, “Dr. Myers is outside.”

“Tell him I’ll be right along,” Dr. Ballard said. “And then I’d like
you to call Central Hospital. Miss Sawyer will take the reservation
we got for Mrs. Phipps and were about to cancel.” And they dis-
cussed details while Nancy pulled on stocking and shoe.

Nancy said goodbye and started for the waiting room, favoring her
bad leg. Dr. Ballard watched her. The nurse opened the door. Be-
yond, Nancy’s friend got up with a smile. There was now, besides
her, a dark, oldish man in the waiting room.

As the nurse was about to close the door, Dr. Ballard said, “Miss
Sawyer.”

She turned. “Yes?”

“If your ankle should start to trouble you tonight—or anything
else—please call me.”

“Thank you, Doctor, I will.”

Dr. Ballard nodded. Then he called to his friend, “Be right with
you.” The dark, oldish man flapped an arm at him.

The door closed. Dr. Ballard went to his desk, took an X-ray
photograph out of its brown envelope, switched on the light, studied
the photograph incredulously.

He put it back in its envelope and on the desk. He got his hat and
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overcoat from the closet. He turned out the light. Then suddenly he
went back and got the envelope, stuffed it in his pocket and went out.

The dinner with Dr. Myers and three other old professional friends
proved if anything more enjoyable than Dr. Ballard had anticipated.
It led to relaxation, gossip, a leisurely evening stroll, a drink to-
gether, a few final yarns. At one point Dr. Ballard felt a fleeting
impulse to get the X-ray out of his overcoat pocket and show it to
them and tell his little yarn about it, but something made him hesi-
tate and he forgot the idea. He felt very easy in his mind as he drove
home about midnight. He even hummed a little. This mood was not
disturbed until he saw the face of Miss Willis, his resident secretary.

“What is it?” he asked crisply.

“Miss Nancy Sawyer. She. . . .” For once the imperturbable
graying blonde seemed to have difficulty speaking.

“Yes?”

“She called up first about an hour and a half ago.”

“Her ankle had begun to pain her?”

“She didn’t say anything about her ankle. She said she was getting
a sore throat.”

“What!”

“It seemed unimportant to me, too, though of course I told her I"'d
inform you when you got in. But she seemed rather frightened, kept
complaining of this tightness she felt in her throat . . .”

“Yes? Yes?”

“So I agreed to get in touch with you immediately. She hung up. I
called the restaurant, but you’d just left. Then I called Dr. Myers’
home, but didn’t get any answer. I told the operator to keep trying.

“About a half hour ago Miss Sawyer’s friend, a Marge Hudson,
called. She said Miss Sawyer had gone to bed and was apparently
asleep, but she didn’t like the way she was tossing around, as if she
were having a particularly bad dream, and especially she didn’t like
the noises she was making in her throat, as if she were having diffi-
culty breathing. She said she had looked closely at Miss Sawyer’s
throat as she lay sleeping, and it seemed swollen. I told her I was
making every effort to get in touch with you and we left it at that.”

“That wasn’t all?”

“No,” Miss Willis’ agitation returned. “Just two minutes before
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you arrived, the phone rang again. At first the line seemed to be
dead. I was about to hang up. Then I began to hear a clicking,
gargling sound. Low at first but then it grew louder. Then suddenly
it broke free and whooped out in what I think was Miss Sawyer’s
voice. There were only two words, I think, but I couldn’t catch them
because they were so loud they stopped the phone. After that, noth-
ing, although I listened and listened and kept saying ‘hello’ over and
over. But Dr. Ballard, that gargling sound! It was as if I were listen-
ing to someone being strangled, very slowly, very, very. . . .”

But Dr. Ballard had grabbed up his surgical bag and was racing
for his car. He drove rather well for a doctor and, tonight, very fast.
He was about three blocks from the river when he heard a siren,
ahead of him.

Nancy Sawyer’s apartment hotel was at the end of a short street
terminated by a high concrete curb and metal fence and, directly
below, the river. Now there was a fire engine drawn up to the fence
and playing a searchlight down over the edge through the faintly
misty air. Dr. Ballard could see a couple of figures in shiny black
coats beside the searchlight. As he jumped out of his car he could
hear shouts and what sounded like the motor of a launch. He hesi-
tated for a moment, then ran into the hotel.

The lobby was empty. There was no one behind the counter. He
ran to the open elevator. It was an automatic. He punched the
twenty-three button.

On that floor there was one open door in the short corridor. Marge
Hudson met him inside it.

“She jumped?”’

The girl nodded. “They’re hunting for her body. I’ve been watch-
ing. Come on.”

She led him to a dark bedroom. There was a studio couch, its
covers disordered, and beside it a phone. River air was pouring in
through a large, hinged window, open wide. They went to it and
looked down. The circling launch looked like a toy boat. Its search-
light and that from the fire engine roved across the dark water.
Shouts and chugging came up faintly.

“How did it happen?” he asked the girl at the window.

“I was watching her as she lay in bed,” Marge Hudson answered
without looking around. “About twenty minutes after I called your
home, she seemed to be getting worse. She had more trouble breath-
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ing. I tried to wake her, but couldn’t. I went to the kitchen to make
an ice pack. It took longer than I’d thought. I heard a noise that at
first I didn’t connect with Nancy. Then I realized that she was stran-
gling. I rushed back. Just then she screamed out horribly. I heard
something fall—I think it was the phone—and footsteps and the
window opening. When I came in she was standing on the sill in her
nightdress, clawing at her throat. Before I could get to her, she
jumped.”

“Earlier in the evening she’d complained of a sore throat?”

“Yes. She said, jokingly, that the trouble with her ankle must be
spreading to her throat. After she called your home and couldn’t get
you, she took some aspirin and went to bed.”

Dr. Ballard switched on the lamp by the bed. He pulled the brown
envelope from his coat pocket, took out the X-ray and held it up
against the light.

“You say she screamed at the end,” he said in a not very steady
voice. “Were there any definite words?”

The girl at the window hesitated. “I’m not sure,” she said slowly.
“They were suddenly choked off, exactly as if a hand had tightened
around her throat. But I think there were two words. ‘Hand’ and
‘Beth.” ”

Dr. Ballard’s gaze flickered toward the mocking face in the photo-
graph on the chest of drawers, then back to the ghostly black and
whites of the one in his hands. His arms were shaking.

“They haven’t found her yet,” Marge said, still looking down at
the river and the circling launch.

Dr. Ballard was staring incredulously at the X-ray, as if by staring
he could make what he saw go away. But that was impossible. It was
a perfectly defined and unambiguous exposure.

There, in the X-ray’s blacks and grays, he could see the bones of
Nancy Sawyer’s ankle and, tightly clenched around them, deep un-
der skin and flesh, the slender bones of a human hand.



Because of adverse reader reaction, humor rarely raised its shaggy head in
Weird Tales. One of the most successful examples is also unfortunately the
most obscure: ““Speak’’ by HENRY SLESAR (1927- ) ran in Fall 1984, the
first of the two “/California issues,” which almost rival Vol. 1, No. 1 for
scarcity (see The Eyrie, page xx). Slesar, Emmy award-winning former head
writer of the long-running TV soap opera ‘“The Edge of Night,” has written
hundreds of fantasy and science fiction short stories, as well as mysteries and
thrillers, one of which, The Gray Flannel Shroud, won an Edgar award from
the Mystery Writers of America.

SPEAK

by Henry Slesar

“Hello. Phyllis? This is Manny. I’'m at the office.”

“Wait a minute—"

“No, please, don’t interrupt. I gotta do this my way, Phyllis. This
one time you should give me the last word. Ha, that’s like a joke, the
last word. You know what I’m sitting here with? Dr. Pfeiffer’s good-
night express, those pills he prescribed me last month for sleeping. I
got the whole bottle right here in front of me. Empty.”

“Manny—"

“You know why it’s empty? On account of they’re all inside me,
all those nice little white pills pushing against the stomach valves like
in the commercial. I wonder if they work fast, fast, fast? I sure hope
so—you know me when I make up my mind to do something. This
morning, when I got the call from Rodolfo at the Garden, I said to
myself, Manny, anybody else in your shoes would kill himself. So
why not, I said. Why am I so different from anybody else? I was
gonna do it at home, but then I thought, what for? Why should I
mess things up for you? Better I should get Pfeiffer’s prescription
filled at lunch and do it in the office. What could be a more fitting
place, this lousy, crummy office?”

“Manny, please listen to me—"

“Maybe you never knew how bad things were with me, maybe I
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didn’t cry enough. You know what I always told you, Phyllis—show
business is no business. I would have been better off going into the
florist racket with your brother like your family wanted. But kill me,
I had to be a circus type. I couldn’t be a regular Joe Shnook making
paper boxes or wrapping up posies, not me. I had sawdust in my
blood. In this day and age, right? They got Cinerama, they got color
television, they got World’s Fairs, and what does Manny give them?
Freaks and novelties, right? Smart, huh? Some genius, your husband,
right?”

“Manny, for Pete’s sake—"

“But that wasn’t bad enough. I couldn’t even do that right. All I
wanted was something unique, something different, and what do I
get? One fake after another. One flop after another. That dumb magi-
cian from Argentina. That pinheaded cretin. And that bearded lady.
Who could forget him, that big phony. One after another, ponies,
floppolas. Well I’'m through. Through with the whole mess—"

“Manny—"

“Yeah, I know, I know. You want to hear what happened to the
Siamese twins. That’s what finally broke my back, Phyllis, that was
the straw. This morning, I get a call from Rodolfo at the Arena.
Some wise-guy reporter from the News spotted one of the twins in a
bar on Third Avenue. Yeah, one of the twins. Rodolfo threw me out
of the show, of course. He swears I’ll never work another circus or
carny in the country, and he can do it. No, come to think it, he can’t
do nothing to me anymore. Nobody can . . .”

“Manny! Please!”

“It’s just no use, Phyllis. All these years I kept saying to myself—
one act’ll do it. One big break. One really great novelty. One block-
buster and I’ll be right on top. But you know what I think? I
wouldn’t know a great act if I saw one. I'm a loser, Phyllis. I'm a
wrong-guesser. Nothing good ever comes my way, because I got
nothing going for me. That’s the truth.”

“Manny—"

“So long, Phyllis. You’ve been a good wife to me and I wish I'd
treated you better. But take my word for it—yow’ll be better off
without me . . .”

“Manny, will you please listen? This isn’t Phyllis! Phyllis isn’t
here, she went out to get some groceries. Manny, this is Rex. Your
dog. Your dog. I don’t know what came over me. When I heard the
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phone ringing, I just had to answer. I knocked it off the table with
my paw and I started talking. Manny, can you hear me? It’s Rex!
Manny, say something. Please! Manny, are you there! Rowf! Manny!
Manny!”

— =
W % "o,‘}x

——
C ) T i
,"!\\\\-x«!‘\ . \\\“‘ ) =
- —— - =




Crumbling castles in the Black Forest, ruined nobles bent on nefarious do-
ings, hideous entities, bloodstained manuscripts revealing terrible secrets—
the stock-in-trade of the ‘“Gothic effect’” inherited from the Teutons and
filtered through the writings of Horace Walpole, M. G. Lewis, Charles Matu-
rin and Edgar Allan Poe—is an essential portion of the Weird Tales cosmos.
In “The Pale Criminal’’ (September 1947), one of four C. HALL THOMPSON
stories printed in Weird Tales, the mixture is leavened by a soupgon of Freud.

THE PALE CRIMINAL

by C. Hall Thompson

An idea made this pale criminal pale. Adequate was he for the deed
when he did it, but the idea of it he could not endure when it was done.
—Friedrich Nietzsche

I confess, in the beginning the case of Simon Conrad did not strike
me as singular. On my first visit to the Castle von Zengerstein, I had
no suspicion of the secret that lay hidden in the vaults of that Gothic
pile that towered on a craggy hillcrest at the Black Forest’s edge. I
found Luther Markheim, master of Zengerstein, nothing more than a
mountainous relic of the decadent line that spawned him; he and his
companion, one Doctor Victor Rupert, were mildly concerned over
the fate of Simon Conrad, but they feared they could be of little
assistance since they had never even seen the gentleman in question.
It was all very commonplace. No hint of the festering evil of Zenger-
stein seeped through the veneer of ordinariness.

But events have taken a strange turn. The Conrad affair is no
longer simply a missing persons case; it is a crime whose hideous
memory still lurks in the mirror of the tarn that separates the Castle
from the deserted village of Zengerstein. Perhaps when you have
come to know the facts of the case you will say that I, Ludwig Koch,
Inspektor of Police of the town of Donaueschingen, some twenty
kilometres to the north, should have guessed at the macabre truth.
But I am a simple man. My dealings in the world of crime had been
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with petty theft and trespassing. Never before had I been drawn into
such a web of malignity as shrouded the house of Luther Markheim.
I had heard men whisper, on a winter’s night in the Hofbrau, of an
evil that lingers in shadow, beyond the understanding of normal
minds; once, on a visit to Baden, I had seen the Teufels Kanzel on
the brink of the Schwarzwald, where, legend has it, the Devil
preached to his disciples; to me, it seemed only an altar of scorched
stone. The supernatural has always been beyond my ken. But of late,
I have undergone a change. Having witnessed the horror of Zenger-
stein, only an idiot could remain an unbeliever.

The entire truth of the affair has never been disclosed. For years, it
has lain in the police archives, at Donaueschingen, buried in the
rotting pages of the manuscript of Luther Markheim. Only recently
it was decided that in view of work being done by one Sigmund
Freud in a new field called psychiatry, it would be advisable to re-
lease the story of Zengerstein that these doctors might benefit by
study of the quirks of a criminal mind in action. To outward appear-
ances the manuscript does not seem extraordinary; it was written in
ink by a precise hand, the story is told with scientific clarity; and,
except one turned to the last scrawled lines, except one examined the
brownish stains on the final pages and knew them to be the marks of
dried blood, one would never guess that these words were written by
a man who had been blind for nearly a decade.

THE MARKHEZIM MANUSCRIPT

There is so little time. Now, in the night, here in my bedchamber, I
should feel safe. I should know that there can be no truth in the
unholy phantasms that have come to haunt my every waking mo-
ment. The doors are locked. Nothing could penetrate those ponder-
ous panels. Nothing human. Yet, at every whimper of the wind in the
grate, I start; the howling of the wolf-hounds gnaws at my nerves.
Rain sobs against the casement, lashed by the winds sweeping up
from the River Murg. And throughout the stormy night, Koch and
his deputies continue to wander the Black Forest, their lanterns bob-
bing like cat’s eyes in outer darkness. Still they search for Simon
Conrad. Soon, perhaps, they shall return to Zengerstein to question
me again. But it is not Koch I fear. It is that thing no barred portal
can ward off; that bloated livid face that floats somewhere in the well
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of the mirror by the bed; dark beings stir in the pit beyond that glass;
and every moment the scabrous visage grows nearer, the blind eyes.-
burn more fiercely. Soon, it will rise from the crypts beneath the
castle. I know. There is no escape. Soon, the time will have run out.
And then, the slash of the scalpel, the pale face pressed close to mine
—and death. The same death that monster brought to Simon Conrad
short weeks ago.

It is incredible that things have come to this impasse. Every step of
my plan was laid with such care. And now, at the final moment, the
whole structure crumbles beneath me. There can be but one answer.
Somewhere I have made a mistake; some thread of the web has
tangled and snapped. Perhaps, if I retrace every step, there may yet
be time for reparation. I must be exceedingly careful. I must not slip
again. This is my last chance.

It began nine years ago, in Freiburg, in the winter of 189-. I was a
different man then. I was not a ponderous object of pity with a
scarred face and sightless eyes; people then did not avoid me and
turn to their friends to whisper that a “has-been” always depressed
them. In December of 189-, I was one of the most successful men in
the city of the Hapsburgs. Mine was a place of honor at the banquet-
tables of the Freiherren. My huge bulk then was the impressive figure
of a man in the prime of life, well-dressed, imposing, a monument to
the scientific genius it embodied; women marvelled at my delicate,
sensitive hands—the hands of Herr Doktor Luther Markheim, one
of the greatest surgeons in Germany. I was chief of staff at the Spital
Hapsburg; the universities of Vienna had honored me with degrees
for my work in surgical research. Countless students came to me,
inspired, to study the art of the knife; it was among them that I
discovered Victor Rupert.

He was not an idiot. An idiot could never have gained my confi-
dence as he did. From the outset, it was obvious that his was the
most promising talent in my select class at the Freiburg Universitat.
His hands were slim and steady; he used the scalpel with the dexter-
ity of a miniature-painter. No. There was nothing idiotic about
Victor Rupert. But he was a weakling and a fool. The only son of a
burger who had made a fortune in ale and bestowed on himself a
Baron’s coronet, from his boyhood Victor was a coddled child; on
the death of his parents he came into a considerable estate and con-
tinued where his mother and father left off—he coddled himself.
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Small, dark-skinned, with huge eyes, he affected florid waistcoats and
the softest boots that money could buy. His time was divided be-
tween the Hofbrau barmaids and the ladies of the chorus at the
Theatre Strauss. The evening invariably ended with some passing
companions carrying Victor, dead drunk, to his quarters in the
Freiburgstrasse and departing with whatever money they could steal.
A fool; a weakling whose brain had lost control of the flesh. I
thought I could change him; I thought, in time, I could make him a
useful member of the profession. I should have known better. I
should have cast him back into drunken oblivion where he belonged.
I should have destroyed him before he destroyed me.

I dare not dwell upon the details of the accident; for me every
moment of remembering is agony relived. The stench of chemical gas
in the laboratory, the horrified look of realization on the face of the
student named Lund, the roar of the explosion and hellfire eating
into my flesh, slicing across my eyes, Lund’s screams slowly dwin-
dling, and at last, merciful darkness. You may find the known facts
of the case in the files of any newspaper in Freiburg; they tell me the
Zeitung Leute bore the headline:

PROMINENT SURGEON BLINDED,
STUDENT KILLED,
IN UNIVERSITY BLAST

It was called a freak accident; the truth never reached the public;
no one ever knew that an hour before I had seen Rupert conducting
an experiment in that laboratory; no one ever guessed that the “acci-
dent” was caused by the negligence of a fool whose mind was still
fogged by the burgundy he had swilled the night before.

Rupert was terrified. Exactly how I have never learned—possibly
by bribing the orderly—he gained my bedside before the authorities
questioned me. He clutched my sleeve; abject terror whined in every
breath he drew.

“Before God, Herr Doktor, I’ll do whatever you ask! I'll work for
you, devote my life to serving you; give you all the money I have in
this world. But I beg of you . . . I” A sob broke his words. “On my
knees, I beg you, do not tell them it was I . . .”

Anger seethed in the new, obscene, darkness of my brain. My
throat felt tight. I freed my arm of his quivering grasp.
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“Snivelling swine!” I hissed. “Why? Tell me one reason why I
should remain silent!” Laughter tore through my facial bandages.
“The priceless fool! He destroys my sight; he ruins the career of a
genius! And then he asks my protection!” The laugh shattered on a
furious sob. My fingers closed over his wrist; the bones felt thin and
brittle; 1 twisted. “Why? Tell me, Victor; Why?”

I felt his body wince; he whimpered.

“Nein, Herr Doktor! You must understand! They would imprison
me! Throw me into a cell; leave me torot! I . . . I could not endure
it; I am a sensitive man . . .”

“Indeed!”

“Lieber Gott, have mercy, mein Herr!” The clammy wrist writhed
in my grip. “I promise you! Whatever I have is yours; my money, my
life! You must listen to me!”

And in the end, I did.

Do not misunderstand. I did not forgive Rupert. How can you
forgive the inane court jester who has destroyed the Castle? No, I
listened to Rupert because it was to my advantage to listen. Already
I had tasted the first bitter consequences of my blindness; a voice by
my bed when they thought I was still unconscious: “Well, that fin-
ishes the great Markheim. A pity. But he was getting on in years
. . . Perhaps it is as well to go out before your talent deteriorates
. . .” This from a medical idiot unfit to be my laboratory assistant!
Pity, old acquaintances uneasy in my blind fumbling presence, slow
decay surrounded by mocking memories of what I had once been;
that was the prospect of life should I remain in Freiburg. I had lived
well; now with only the pittance granted by the Spital Hapsburg, 1
would be buried alive in some dank areaway, three flights up, forgot-
ten, alone. I knew I must escape. Victor Rupert offered the way out.
His money would allow me to live comfortably and in seclusion; to
hide the ruined tomb of genius that was my body in the solitude of
the Castle von Zengerstein.

The Baronial title of Zengerstein was no tinsel honor bought by
some grubby burger suddenly grown rich. As early as 1407 the coro-
net was bestowed upon one General Lothar von Zengerstein of the
Army of Ferdinand by the Emperor himself; the title carried with it
certain lands some miles south of Donaueschingen, bordering the
Black Forest, and dominated by an ancient, brooding Schloss; under
the guiding hand of Lothar, a shrewd businessman when not cam-
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paigning, the estate and the village that sprang up in the Castle’s
shadow rapidly became one of the most prosperous in the Lower
Schwarzwald region. There was food and comfort for all; the bauer
who paid allegiance to Lothar were content. The house of Zenger-
stein bore sons; like their fathers, they followed the military life;
Zengersteinschloss rang with laughter of late revelry and wine. Such
was the state of affairs when my grandfather, Bruno, Ninth Baron
von Zengerstein, became head of the house.

Bruno was the father of two sons and a daughter, Lizavetta;
Lizavetta von Zengerstein was my mother. My earliest recollections
center about the mammoth halls of the Castle where I was taken to
live when my father, Paul Markheim, a medical student in Vienna,
died of consumption shortly after my birth. I recall the towering
figures of my grandfather and uncles grouped about the Teutonic
hearth, drinking schnapps and laughing boisterously over the success
of some past campaign, on the battlefield or in the kitchen of the Inn
with the new barmaid. I was in a private school in Berlin when the
Franco-Prussian war broke out; vague stirrings of it reached my
sheltered world. Baron Bruno and his sons were among the first to
reach the front; the younger son was killed by a musket-ball that
shattered his brain; Karl, the eldest, died of typhoid in an obscure
village in the Midi. Baron von Zengerstein returned a broken man.

The death of his sons destroyed all hope for fulfillment of his one
desire; there would never be an heir to carry on the name of Zenger-
stein. He was an old man, his powers wasted in a profligate youth,
and now he entombed himself in the Castle to brood away the final
hours of the last of the Zengersteins. Unwholesome legends surround
the last days of Bruno von Zengerstein; it is said that in his mad
desire to perpetuate his line, he consorted with the powers of dark-
ness; the shelves of his private library were cluttered with volumes of
forbidden lore; more than one village girl was terrorized by the
cloaked figure that roamed the region of the Castle tarn during the
night hours. The bauer grew uneasy; after sundown they clung to
their hearthfires behind locked cottage doors. One by one, families
packed their belongings and moved on, away from the Schwarzwald,
where, if legend does not lie, the souls of Bruno’s unborn heirs bayed
like hounds to the baleful moon. The village was empty; thatched
cottage rooves caved in and rats burrowed in the ruins. Zenger-
steinschloss fell into disrepair; the priceless tapestries decayed; cob-
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webs coated the stone walls; cold grates bore charred relics of sacri-
fices made by the Baron von Zengerstein. The peasants who found
his body and buried it in the Castle crypt say that the contorted dead
face could only have been that of a madman. My mother was living,
at that time, in Berlin; she did not go home for the last rites of the
Baron. The strange stories frightened her once; she expressed the
desire never to see Zengerstein again; her wish was granted. When
she returned to the Castle, she lay in the sightless dark of her coffin.
At the age of twenty-nine, I became legal heir to the Baronial lands
of Zengerstein.

My homecoming fell far short of that of which I had so often
dreamed. I had thought one day to return, triumphant; I had
planned again and again the restoration of the State of Zengerstein.
And now at last I would return, but the dreams were shattered. I
rode to the Castle in the coach of a reluctant driver who feared the
lonely road that wound through the hamlet to the gates of Zenger-
stein. I returned the blind relic of a genius who spoke to none save
the companion he called Victor, to pass the lingering years alone and
embittered. But at least, I thought, I would find peace in oblivion.

I was wrong. For nine years I pursued the mocking shadow of
contentment; nine years tortured by fantasies of what heights my
career might have attained but for the weakness of Victor Rupert;
nine years of festering blind ambition, during which one idea came to
obsess me: I must see again! Together with Victor, I made an exhaus-
tive study of blindness; night after night Victor read aloud from
countless ancient volumes; his voice cracked; his eyes ached; I gave
him no rest. Every bypath of science and sorcery, every chance of
recovery, by miracle or surgery, we explored. And, slowly, in my
mind, there began to formulate a rather terrifying theory; bit by bit,
fragments of medical knowledge fell into place to weave the weird
pattern. It was only a theory; I told myself to be detached, weigh
every possibility. There was perhaps one chance in a million that the
theory would succeed in practice. Failure might mean death. But I
knew I would take that chance, if only I had the materials with
which to work—the forbidden human materials. That problem was
solved the night Simon Conrad came to Zengerstein.

It is not strange that Conrad lost his way. That evening a bulwark
of clouds swept southward along the River Murg; fog crawled
through the deserted village lanes and settled like a caul over the tarn
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outside the gates of Zengerstein. The storm unleashed furiously in
the dusk. Winds keened in the catacombs beneath the Castle. Rain
lashed at the casements of the library until, with a nervous gesture,
Victor closed the velvet portieres. In that storm, Simon Conrad did
not have a chance. At best, the roads of the district are few and
obscured by the lichen-fingers of the encroaching forest. A single
footpath winds on into the flatlands that stretch toward Donauesch-
ingen, but at a certain point in that lane the traveler may easily go
astray and find himself lost in the byways of Zengerstein with none
of whom to ask the way, no path to take but the rutted passage that
climbs the hill to the gates of the Castle itself.

All day, Victor and I had been restless; never ideal companions,
penned in too long by the storm, we could scarcely bear each other’s
presence. Victor haunted the wine cabinet; I lost count of the times
the decanter clinked against his glass. I ignored him; my mind busied
itself with one thought, the possibilities of the success of my experi-
ment. The library had been long silent, save for the whimpering of
the storm.

Then, suddenly, after dark, the wolfhounds that guard the
grounds of Zengerstein broke into a howl of attack. Breath hissed
between Victor’s lips; his light tread crossed the floor to the case-
ment; the portieres were drawn aside. The howling grew louder.

“What is it?” I snapped. ‘“Victor, what’s the matter with those
infernal beasts?”

“I can’t see clearly . . .” Rupert’s voice was strained. “There
seems to be a light . . . out by the tarn . . . A man carrying a
lantern . . .”

“A man . . . ?” I strode to his side, caught his shoulder.

“Yes . . . My shoulder . . . you’re hurting me . . . Please,
there’s no need to be frightened . . . The hounds will rout
him . . .”

“Call them off,” I cut in sharply.

“What?” Victor whined. “But the man may be a thief . . . a
Killerimtson?

“You heard me! I want that man unharmed! Call off the dogs!”

He obeyed.

I heard his cry to the animals; the angry baying died away. Victor
was still uneasy but he did not question my next command; he ran
through the downfall toward the steaming tarn. He was gone some
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time; he must have had difficulty helping the trespasser to shelter,
for, though unharmed, the man who sank into the hearth-chair was
badly shaken and terrified. His breath came in sobs; in his grip, the
glass of brandy Victor had given him rattled against his teeth. A full
five minutes passed before he had grown calm enough to speak or
understand what was said to him.

I flatter myself that I handled my first interview with Simon Con-
rad with consummate art; the circumstances were far from favorable,
but, in the minutes that had lapsed since the first baying of the
hounds a cunning assurance had laid hold on my mind. Winning
Conrad over was ridiculously easy. Victor told me the man’s right
hand had been scratched by the fangs of Prinz; under my most solici-
tous directions, Simon Conrad’s wound was cared for; he was sup-
plied with dry clothes, steaming coffee and an invitation to spend the
night at Zengerstein. I apologized for the necessary precaution of the
dogs; with what craft I played upon his sympathies for the idiosyn-
cracies of a blind recluse! As he sighed and sank back in his chair,
Simon Conrad brimmed with goodwill and our best wine.

“Jawohl, Herr Doktor, this is quite an adventure I have had! Trav-
eling alone in the Schwarzwald country is not the pastime for a
timorous man, I fear . . .

He laughed with inane good humor; I fancy my response was a
trifle false. I was not in a mood for laughter. Alone! I thought. Then,
he is alone! Excitement dried my throat. Every thread of the pattern
fell so neatly into place!

I wearied of his chatter. I writhed under his gauche solicitude for
my affliction.

“It must be a lonely world for you. Ja. Me, I do not know what I
would do without my eyes. I am a jeweler by trade, you see; the firm
of Krondorf in Munich. I have been fortunate, Gott sei dank! My
sight has always been perfect . . .”

The mask of polite interest my guest saw gave no hint of the
impatience that seethed in my brain. I thought the prattling fool
would never be quiet; I thought he would never retire to the bed-
chamber Victor had prepared for him. But he did.

“Schlafen Sie wohl, Herr Conrad,” I called after him.

“Danke . . .”

Two sets of footsteps receded up the stone stairway. I poured
myself a drink. Agitation destroyed my usually keen sense of direc-
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tion; some of the wine spilled. I rose and paced before the hearth
until Victor returned. I clutched his arm.

“His eyes!” I hissed. “What were they like, Victor?”

The fragile body drew away from me.

“I do not understand, Herr Doktor. What does all this solicitude
for Conrad mean?” The old whine crept into his tone. “You’ve acted
most peculiarly ever since he appeared . . . I .. .”

“The eyes!” I snapped. “The eyes, you idiot!”

“How should I know?” Petulantly, Victor freed his arm. “His eyes
are like any others . . . a young man’s eyes . . . keen and very
blue. I don’t see . . .”

I nodded. “Then we need wait no longer . .

”

“Wait? I don’t under . . .” The nasal voice withered; Victor swal-
lowed audibly. “The experiment? You don’t mean . . . No, you
can’t . . .”

“But we can—we shall!”

“No!” It was a weak cry of cowardice. “I won’t do it . . . It’s
insane . . . Anyway, it might only fail . . .”

“It can’t fail,” I said thickly. “I must see again!”

“I won’t be involved in this hideous . . .”

“You will” My fingers caught his lapel, crept upward and closed
on his throat. “You’ll do as I say or spend the rest of your days
rotting in prison. The authorities would still be interested to know
who caused the accident at Freiburg, my dear Victor . . . I thrust
him from me. “Think it over,” I said levelly. “Think, quickly.”

I heard the raw sound of his breathing. His tread approached the
wine cabinet; there was the cold clink of bottle and glass. I smiled.
After a long minute, Victor said in a soft, beaten voice:

“When?”

It was not easy. I had never done this sort of thing before. I had no
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