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A Cey
[:y O/Qt'cfor @Qc;ussea u

(author of The Curse of Amen-Ra)

I HAD SEEN FROM the first that the seance was doomed
to failure. Doctor Claude Merrick had inveigled three distinguished
physicians into attending, that night in 1930, and we had got into the
usual rut. Charlie Wing, Merrick's Chinese boy, and a born medium,
had been possessed in turn by the spirits of Queen Victoria, Mary, Queen
of Scots, and Julius Caesar, and was now writhing uneasily, preparatory
to awaking to his natural state.

And then it came, that brief 'Help me! I don't know where I am! "

"Who are you ? " asked Merrick.

"He is painting in his room. I can't get in. I can't wake up. I hate
Milburn." :

"But who are you? " asked Merrick again.

""Parlez-vous ? Parlez-vous ? "' came the answer. Then Charlie sneezed
and woke, and seance was at an end. Merrick turned on the lights. The
three physicians rose, looking bored and annoyed; a litle ashamed,
too, as if they had placed themselves in a ridiculous position. '

Copyright 1931 by The Clayton Magazines, Inc., for
STRANGE TALES, September; by permission of Forrest J.
Ackerman.
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' While, as he relates in his introduction to Alva Rogers'
nostalgic volume, A Requiem for Astounding, the inaugura-

. tion of ASTOUNDING STORIES OF SUPER-SCIENCE
' was a difficult task for Harry Bates, there was no such
problem with STRANGE TALES. This is partly because the

‘ writing of weird fiction did not (as science fiction did in the
Gernsback days) consist of trying to make a story around

. scientific theses and speculations, but rather adding to an
already established body of lore, very little of which had to

' be explained to the reader. In any event, the first issue of
STRANGE TALES was on a much firmer level than the first

. issue of ASTOUNDING, most of the contents of the latter
: being neither particularly good science nor good fiction.

. (One of the exceptions, of course, was Murray Leinster's
. Tanks; another was an out-and-out occult tale— The Stolen
Mind, by C. V. Tench.) VICTOR ROUSSEAU was an old-

‘ time favorite with readers of WEIRD TALES, as well as
readers of the old Munsey magazines; and while his con-

| tributions to ASTOUNDING hardly justified the word-of-
mouth reputation he enjoyed among science fiction readers,

. ‘his contributions to STRANGE TALES left no doubt about
i why he was appreciated. I have often thought that had
' Clayton produced ST to compete visually —trimmed edges,
which made a magazine seem less pulpy — with WT, Bates's

. ‘magazine would have stood up much better against Wright's.
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"Very interesting, Doctor Merrick," said Forbes, the brain specialist.
"'It certainly gives one food for thought."

"A quite extraordinary exhibition," said Burroughs, the head of the
State Hospital for the Insane. "Though you'll agree with me, I'm sure,
that we shall have to go a considerable way further before we can apply
your methods to the average case."

The third physician said very little, and looked frankly annoyed. Mer-
rick ushered them out, a smile uponhislips. Charlie was straightening the
seance room preparatory to serving dinner. Out of his trances he knew
nothing that had occurred, and was just a good Chinese servant.

""Well, Benson, failure—rank failure," laughed Merrick, when he had
got over his annoyance. "I warned those three wiseacres that they might
expect just the sort of thing that has happened. Mischievous spirits, pre-
tending to be the shades of the mighty dead; elementals playing pranks

29

RE g




30 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

upon humans; astrals, discarded shells ot thought, mere automata,
tracted to the medium and pouring out the contests of their sou
minds in gibberish. .
"I explained it all to them. I tried to tell them of the enormous diff
culties. I begged them to realize that it is like the task of the pearl-dive
satisfied with one pearl out of a barrel of waste products. It didn't ge
It never goes. These fellows demand an instant, logical explanation
heaven and hell and the hereafter, by James Johnson, late of the Unie
League Club, together with full proof of identity." '

IT WAS DISAPPOINTING. I might almost say, heartrending
If only the investigator would try to understand what he is up against
Imagine a public call-box, with the receiver off the hook, and a mob
all at the same time, trying to transmit messages, while half asleep
to various friends; also imagine a group of urchins interrupting the
to shout oppobrious epithets or to play pranks, and you begin to ge
some notion of the difficulties of posthumous communication. But I ha
seen enough in my capacity as secretary to Doctor Claude Merrick
be convinced of the reality of inter-communication between the dead
and the living. : 4

As a physician of considerable reputation, naturally he did not court
publicity. Yet, believing in the truth ofthis, believing, too, that many cases "
of insanity are due to what is termed '"possession. he felt it his duty
to attempt to convince some of his own profession.

Charlie Wing's mediumistic powers had been discovered by accident.
The boy had been Merrick's servant for a year before he was discovered
entranced in the kitchen one evening, a piece of paper on the table, a
pencil in his hand, and on the paper a certain message— but that is by
the way. He was setting the table now with a bland smile on his yellow
face, as if nothing had occured that afternoon at all out of the line of
his ordinary duties. :

"'Benson," said Merrick, "did you get that fragment that came through
attheend? " 3

""About Milburn ? "

"Yes. That was unusual, getting a name across, when the communi-
cator could not give his own." '

"You think that was real ? ' T asked.

"It sounded as if the communicator made a wild grab at the telephone
just as the line was going out of business. Most of our veridical messages
have come through in that way."
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"'But what does Milburn signify ? "' I asked.

"It is a fishing village on the coast of Massachusetts. There is an art-
ists' colony there, I believe, although I expect it has now broken up for
the winter. You remember our case with the policeman who was painting
landscapes under the guidance of the late Weathermore ?"'

I remembered that case. Weathermore, cut off in his prime, had in-
spired a young policeman of artistic powers to continue his work. In
the end, Merrick had persuaded the dead man to abandon his attempts
at continuing the vicarious practice of his art.

I am inclined to think,' said Merrick, ''that Weathermore was back
of that communication. Somebody is in trouble at Milburn, and Weather-
more is helping him while he is asleep. That is why he couldn't wake up,
as he phrased it."

"Who can it be? "'

""He gave his name as Parlezvous,' said Merrick thoughtfully. "'Of
course, that is the sort of prank a low-class spirit or elemental would
indulge in. At the same time, the difficulty of getting names across, except
pictographically, is enormous."'

He paced the room. Charlie had set the soup on the table, but Mer-
rick, deep in thought, seemed not to perceive it, and I knew he would
not appreciate having his attention called to the matter.

Suddenly he stepped into the office adjacent and came back with a
copy of Who's Who. He turned the pages rapidly.

"Here you are, Benson," he said. '"Born 1887, educated at Groton
studied art in Paris. Exhibited, et cetera. Married, first, Georgiana Mc-
Laren, daughter of Ian McLaren, of Boston, 1912; second, Millicent
Hayes daughter of James Hayes of London 1926. Daughter Elsie,
born 1928."

"Well ? " I asked.

"It was Weathermore who was at the back of this, Benson," said
the doctor, closing the heavy volume. ""Very clever of him getting that
word Milburn across like that, with Mary, Queen of Scots and Julius
Caesar cluttering up the wires. But I'm not so sure the message has
reference to him, after all. It said that 'he' was painting in the room.

“If it was Weathermore, he wouldn't have gone to all that trouble
to communicate unless this person is in desperate need of help," con-
tinued the doctor.

"But, Doctor Merrick," I said, "you haven't told me who this person
is, or how you got his name," I protested.

He stared at me. "Eh? What's that? I thought I'd told you," he
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answered. ''Why, our friend, Parlez-vous, is French — Alfred French
of the most representative of modern American painters. Rather h;g
ious of our friend Weathermore, wasn't it? But I'm inclined to thin
was his wife who sent out that appeal for help while resting this a
noon.

"'Come along, Benson, the soup's getting cold."

I THINK IT WAS the doctor's realization that Weathermo:
would not have asked his aid in any ordinary case that decided him
go down to Milburn. Fortunately it was not difficult to obtain a note
introduction to French, and, after registering at the local hotel, we stro
along the shore road to French's bungalow. ’

There were some half-dozen houses and bungalows standing alo
the shore, but all except French's had been closed for the winter. His wa
the last of all, a long, old-fashioned, single-story cottage standing
the very edge of the low cliff, with the Atlantic breakers roaring under
neath and tossing foam almost to the doorstep. '

It was a desolate place, even in summer, and much more so n
with the few straggling birches almost denuded to their withered leaves
'fmd that expanse of sea and sky, and the roar of the ocean perpetua
.;l;:d one;sdears. There was an eery feeling about the cottage, too, whid

not decrease as we stepped u i
brass knocker upon the denrigjd plafe.and Henemmdme s

It was French himself who opened the door — I remembered having
seen his portrait somewhere. His hair was disordered, his face anxious.

”My name is Merrick—Doctor Merrick,” my companion began

Thank God you've come, Doctor," answered French. "My wife h
been asleep since two o'clock this afternoon, and I can't wake her up!'

Without further explanations, Merrick entered the cottage, and I ft;l-
lowed at his heels. French led the way into a large bedroou,l tastefully
furnished in Colonial style. Beyond it I could see his studio, ;vith .palnt'-
ings on easels. On the bed lay a young woman, apparently fast aslee
Her face was flushed, her eyes closed, her breathing stertorous. In a crib
beside her, a child of three was sitting up, playing assiduously with a

doll. She raised her eyes solemnly to ours, and then returned to her
doll without a word. Her face was strangely white. :

[
2

N['ERRICK STEPPED TO THE bedside and raised the wo-
man's arm. It remained extended stiffly in the air. He made two or three
passes over her face and snapped his fingers.
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"Wake up!" he commanded her.

Instantly the arm dropped. The woman opened her eyes, looked at
us in surprise, and sat up.

"Why, Alfred, what's the matter?" she inquired, in astonishment.

French, overcome with gratitude, and a little awed, had readily agreed
to Merrick's request that he should let his wife believe we had been called
in to treat her. He promised to make full explanations later, and Mrs.
French's state of health certainly called for attention.

"I never feel well here,’" she told us. "'All last summer I was upset,
but this summer I've been worse than ever before. But Alfred loves this
place, and so I agreed to remain untilthe middle of November. You see,"
she added, "'he used to come here with his first wife, Georgiana, year after
year. She died here suddenly, seven years ago. She's buried in the old
cemetery on the hilltop.

"You may say I'm foolish to accede to his wishes,' she went on,
"but, you see, Alfred's art means everything to him, and then we are
very happy together. And Elsie needs the sea air. You may
have noticed . . . "

Merrick nodded. ''Anemic, decidedly," he said. "But how about your-
self, Mrs. French ? What is the chief trouble ?"

"I think it began with worrying about Elsie," she answered. "'She
was so healthy when we came here in June, and almost immediately
she began to be sick. We've had several doctors here, including Mes-
senger, who came all the way from Boston, but they can't find out what's
the cause of the trouble, and all they advise is to let her have the benefit
of the sea air."

"But you own symptoms, Mrs. French?" asked the doctor again.

"I can't sleep from worrying," she answered. "And when I do sleep,
I sleep for hours, and Alfred can't wake me. And I have the most dread-
ful dreams."'

“Ah, and can you describe these dreams to me? I mean, any dream
that seems to recur pretty constantly ?"

"I can't remember a thing, but they're terrible beyond imagination. I
know that I try to wake, and I can't wake. And then I'm afraid to go to
sleep again, and all of a sudden my eyes close, and . . . "

She began sobbing hysterically, and Merrick questioned her no farther.

PUTTING LITTLE ELSIE to bed was a rite, as in so many
American families where everything centers about the child. First, French
had to ride her on his back up and down the studio, and pretend to be
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respectively a slow old horse, a spirited char
R s , ger, and an elephant. Th
Millicent French had to tell her stories, with dramatic impl;rsor:laﬁ
being successively, father bear, mother bear, and baby bear.
‘And then came the rite of the doll. For George had to be disro .
w11th pretensa? o‘f bathing, and robed in his nightgown, and rocked tc
ts.h&p,d adnd f.mall}’ laid upon the pillow beside his little mistress. G Iy
en did Elsie consent to having the light put out, and even then th
had to be two farewell kisses. ; -
"Has your little girl always insisted th : 5
3 t thatis a male doll ?"
Merrick of French a - i ?"" asked
spring. » when the parents had finally disposed of their '
"No, she thinks it's a girl doll." &
the name is George." girl doll,” he answered, "but she insists
"How long has she done that ?"

"Since we came here this summer. A b

_ : . As a matter of fact, my first wife's

iarne was Geu_rglana, he added. "It's possible that the chilflr has
s ehname mentioned, although naturally my wifeand I seldom refer to
can-?pe é’:u two gentlemen will have supper with us,”" he added. '"We
offer i ; o
kg ‘yl?u very much in the way of a meal, but if you
:'We‘ll be delighted," answered Merrick promptly. ]
% We s.ar down to cold ham and tongue, a salad, and some dessert that
i cred1.t to Mrs. French's cooking. After the dishes had been clear.
aw'a:%', Mlllllicen; French withdrew, apologizing for leaving us :
really believe I'm going to have a '

. i 1 gﬂ(}d, SDI}Hd 1 . 3
shesiald. You've done me good in some way, Doctor Mer:iflfl?’ o :
e looked very charming as she smiled and bade us good nig]lt.-’1

e i e
! e not prove to be the F i
known Weathermore, and he wa case. French .
: : s not unfavorably dispased t
consideration of psychic matters. The doctor m{d hifn fr ?;Ta"d thﬂ;;
communication. ankly of the,--
"It's all very extraordinary," ]
5 y,' said French, leaning forward i
a':hs.u' in the big studio. "As a matter of fact, I've— I'w;,rge been ;fra;:i l:]:gi
'?h uences here were not exactly good for either my wife or daughter.
e trutl? is — well, my first wife and I were very happy here." -
He sighed. "You see, Elsie and she were friends," he said. "I felt

that in a way it brough
ght us all clo b
=i ebslie: ser together. You see, as I told you, ]
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"I am going to speak frankly to you, French,'" Merrick interrupted
him. "You have made a monumental error, and you are likely to pay
dearly for it. You believed that the dead are in intimate association with
the living, thinking the same thoughts, actuated by the same feelings as

when they were alive."
"Isn't that so?"" cried French, starting up in his chair. "Do you mean

to tell me . .. ?"
"] mean to tell you," answered Merrick, "that the boundary which
was set between the dead and the living, if crossed at all, it must be

under expert guidance."
There was a solemnity about his tones that impressed us both with a

sense of awe, almost of terror. _

"The dead,"' said Merrick, "however intensely they long to revisit
those whom they loved, can re-enter this sensorylife as we enter the astral
world — in sleep; that istosay, indreams. To them, everything is distorted,
changed; and on their plane matter is so plastic that their wishes in-
sensibly create new situations which they mistake for reality.

"] have known a father, who loved his child beyond anything on
Earth, and sought to revisit it. He did so as a haunting poltergeist,
flinging crockery around, knocking down pictures from the walls, ter-
rorizing the child he loved with hideous manifestations, and all this
without the slightest idea that he was causing trouble or making his
presence manifest at all."

"Then," said French

Georgiana ... ?"
Merrick did not answer him for a while. Presently he spoke again.

"It is fortunate that Weathermore sent me here," he said. ''l must
tell you frankly, French, that the trouble has, in my opinion, already
progressed so far, that, even if you were to leave Milburn immediately;
if you were to burn down this house and plough up the ground on
which it stands, it is unlikely it could be cured."

"Do you mean—good God, do you mean that Georgiana is the cause
of— of my wife's and daughter's illness ?" asked French.

"But, my dear sir, you summoned her, did you not, even though the
call was partly an unconscious one? Did you not come here with the
idea of entering into a sort of communion with her? That desire reached

far into the next world, French."
French said in shaky tones, ''She always wanted a child. It was the

unhappiest thing in her life."
Merrick nodded gravely. "I see that your own diagnosis is pretty

in a shaky voice, "you mean that
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correct,” he replied. "You probably realized that your wife was in
cataleptic state this afternoon ? You know what that portends ?''
"That she was in an abnormal conditon. That she— she . . . "
"That she had been thrown into a mediumistic condition, not neces-
sarily by your first wife, but by the elemental influences that are alwa
waiting to rush in and obtain sustenance at the ex pense of human being
just as humanity preys upon the beasts, andthe beasts upon the vegetab
kingdom."
Again there was silence. "What am I to do ?" asked French.
"With your permission, I am going to keep watch in the bedroo
tonight," answered Merrick. "'Perhaps you will permit Mr. Benson to sta
there with me. At what hour does your wife fall asleep ?"' : i
"Now it is curious you should have asked me that," French answered.
“Invariably at twenty minutes before one. It—it is the hour at whi h 8
Georgiana died," he added in a shaken whisper.

L WAS EXACTLY twenty minutes before one when French
came back into the studio and informed us that his wife was asleep. We.
went in softly. Millicent French was fast asleep, but her breathing was
natural, her skin moist and of a natural color. In the crib beside her th
child slept, clutching the big doll in her arms. There was nothing eerie
about the room. Outside, beneath the cliff, the sea splashed softly. There
was a half-moon in the sky, castingaflood of silver through the windows.

Merrick drew up two chairs beside little Elsie's crib and sat watching
her. T wondered why it was the child he watched instead of the mother.
I sat down beside him, while French flung himself into a big armchair
at the side of his wife's bed and sat there, his head in his hands.

The pose Merrick assumed, his air of quiet watchfulness reminded m

of Luke Fildes' celebrated apinting of '"The Doctor"

. Strength seemed t
radiate from him.

[ knew that what human being could do, Merric
would do. A small clock on the dressing-table ticked away the minutes

It seemed close in the room, despite the season and the fact that th
window was partly open. Time and again I felt my eyes closing; then
would open them with a sudden start, always to see Merrick seated
there, watching. I could see the hands of the clock in the flood of moon
light. It was two o'clock now. Nothing had happened.

Then slowly a feeling of intense depression began to overcome me, I
seemed to feel another presence in the room. It was nothing evil, b

something bewildered, baffled, groping through darkness. The feeling
of closeness was becoming accentuated.
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The next thing I knew, I was lying on a}}o::hnge ‘mdthe 33;.1:;:; i{;i 2
i i window.

flood of sunlight was streaming in through the e
sr(:::ell oof co{fee.gMerrick came briskly out of the kitchen, carrying-a tray
with plates and cups.

"zI\)wake Benson?'"" he asked. "Don't worry; I slept, t(?o. It waii,tloo
stron for,us‘ But you pretty nearly got into the cataleptic state. efre
startixglg back after breakfast to get Charlie. He's about the last hope for

the Frenches."'

HOCKED TO SEE the change in Millicent French
ané E‘?;;:Swh?:n we returned with Charlie Wing on the fo‘govzi;ﬂgdd]fgd
Mrs. French was almost in a condition of collapse, while n:l e
lost all the energy she had shown on that evening of our arrci:ra : o dof’l
in her crib, looking like a little waxen image, and clut lding o
tightly in her arms. There was the weazened look of an old man up
haﬁﬁzsﬁesﬁad told his wife that Charlie had come to help her till ;hri
grew stronger, and she had not the 1e‘.':nergy to ask any questions, bu
suﬂl;glltotzzce%::t;f rﬁgrc:cif Iilsattllllr;e any hope?" he askec‘l late that
afternoon, v\:hﬂe we three sat together in the studio, and Charlt:; scoiri;:j
the dishes in .the kitchen, whistling a cheerful tune ie V\; k e
""That Chinese boy of yours — s it possible he can be of any ass stz:d t.he

"Charlie is one of the best mediums I haw? known,'' respon e
doctor. "I can say no more than that. ‘Tomght, my friend, we s I
cither free your wife and daughter from this influence f;‘)rev:hr,' Io; e. ;a'id

He shrugged his shoulders. "If we win through, rench, X thos;
"remember for the rest of your life that the paths of the living ani o
we call dead lie in different directions, and never seek communica

uidance."
Sav:l:n ti?n:z;pf: tgne. “Benson, I think I'd like :ﬁ take a little stroll to
clear my brain," he said. "'Will you come with me

THE HOUSE and struck inland across a field,
folgfmglff‘:arrow road with the dead stalks of goldenrod waist-:lgt
on either side of us. Crows flapped and cawed on dead stumps, or d:\r ecl:d
ed noisily into the air. A little distance back of the house wa:l:l Eegd-
burying-ground. It contained some twenty-five or thirty grcalt;ves, :e e
stones, which had all either tilted or fallen, dating back to a century




38

MAGAZINE OF HORROR

before in some cases. It was not difficult to locate that of French's
wife, if only for the comparative newness of the stone. A wreath of in
mortelles lay on the mound. 3

Merrick stopped and read the inscription. " 'Let her rest in peace,"!
he commented, translating the three Latin words. "Easier said than d
French. Your idea of letting her rest in peace, poor soul, is to set off
alarm clock in her ears!"

He turned to me. "Benson, there's a spade under the back seat of
‘car," he said. ''Please bring it here at once. And don't let French
you." 3

We had parked the car just around the curve of the shore road, an
it was not difficult to get the spade and strike a course back behind
untenanted cottages without French seeing me. But Merrick's sudden or
had filled me with apprehensions of terror. It was only too easy to gu
the purpose in his mind. My every instinct revolted, and with that re
lion came doubts of the whole business.

Suppose Merrick was self-deluded, Charlie Wing animpostor, the wh
French affair cleverly staged by the Chinese, and Millicent French a
the child simply the victims of some obscure disease? To violate

sanctity of the grave, and unknown to French himself, seemed to me
tolerable. :

But when I saw Merrick waiting quietly beside the mound, the stre
that always radiated from him calmed my doubts. As if understan
my state of mind, he said; "'There's no need for you to wait, Benson
it disturbs you. Suppose you stroll back slowly,
presently."

"No, I'll see this thing through," I answered. " But are you sure . , , P

He clapped his hand on my shoulder. "I'm as sure as I've ever b
sure of anything,'" he replied.

With that he set to work. With a strength of which I had believ
him incapable, he began digging into the mound and tossing the clo
aside. It was worse than eery, it was horrible, to see him progressi
in the failing light, with those birds of ill omen sitting on the stumps 3
rails of the decaying fence, and watching him.

Soon Merrick was below the ground, only his head and should
showing, and these disappeared from my view as he dug deeper; fling
up great shovelfuls of earth beside the trench. He was still working w
undiminished energy. I stepped to the side of the grave and volunteer
to take my turn at the work, but he only shook his head and went

Nevertheless he was fully a half hour at work before I saw a corn

and I'll rejoin y:
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of the coffin come into view, and it was ten minutes more befm]‘;al tl(;e
casket lay completely exposed to view. Then Merrick inserted tl?g Tz; et
beneath a corner of the rotten wood, and began to lever at the lid. Tha
was when I stepped back so as not to see. .

But I could hear, and I shuddered as I heard the sudden rendmﬂg,
splintering sound which indicated that the lid had given. Involuntarily
I closed my eyes. Wi

"Come here, Benson,'' ca errick.

Mastering my horror with a supreme effort, I stepped once morl(;
to the side of the grave. I opened my eyes and looke(.i down. Butda
that I could make out inside the coffin was a heap of white bones and a

little mounds of dust.
fewl\.fllerri::[;: leaped up and caught me as I reeled. For a moment every-
thing went black. Then I recovered myself and stomli' unassisted.

"It's—it's all right,” I muttered. "I thought . . . . :

"Why, what's the matter, Benson ?"" asked the doctor in evident aston-

k] all

ishment. "'What was it that you expected to see ? . :

: But suddenly he understood what had been passing through my r;}fn}(li
"Did you expect to see flesh and blood inside the coffin, man ?' le
asked. "No, no, Benson, I assure you you're on the wrong trail al-
together."' ’ .
og;'es it was true—I had expected to see something far more terrible
than E’l mere heap of moldering bones. And I was mystified beyond
measure as the doctor laid down the spade and motioned to me to ac-
company him back to the house.

IT WAS NO USE asking Merrick questions or de_manding
explanations before he was ready to volunteer statements. So much I h:i11
learned at a very early date in our association. When he was ready, he
would explain, and until then I must just be content to puzzle out my

wn solutions in my mind. Joier
; But what had been the purpose of opening the grave and__leav.mghlt
open? Had Merrick really expected to find nothing bl.?t bones in the
coffinl?’ Again my doubts returned. I was in a state of considerable agita-
ti the time we got back to the bungalow. ' : :

mr(llllgrli: Wing wgas hard at work with the dinner in the kitchen, and

istling discordantly in his usual cheerful manner. ‘

Whllit \:flfs :1 SOITY rr):eal that we three sat down to. The C'hlld had fall(;ln
asleep, and Millicent French had refused toleaveher; Charlie had b'rc::lg t
her a ’light meal, but she had only drunk a little tea. French declined to
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eat anything. I saw his haggard eyes watchin .
g every movement that the
doctor made. There appeared to be resentment in them now. He was 1z
the sItate Ef ;nind when an explosion is imminent.
"I've had enough of this fooling !"" he shouted suddenly, start
2 ! : ing to his
EFEL Leave this house, the three of you! What do I k}t;ow aboEt you #
th?: é:;kc?ﬁe he;-e ;\rilih a lot of poppycock, and then you brought i
! How do I know what your schemes P use
I tell you, or, by God, I'll kill you!"! sk this' B
His voice rose into a shriek. He leaped across the room, snatched 3
rcvolver' .from a drawer, and pointed it at Merrick's head. ""Now
you go ?'* he shouted, his face working with maniacal anger.
The doctor looked at French without any change of expression.
moved his hands almost imperceptibly in front of the enraged ma
face, snapped his fingers, reached out and took the weapon and slip
it hlllto his pocket. French stared at him with a bewildered look.
“I feel — queer," he said, clapping his hand to his head.
5 Go and ltile down, my dear fellow,'"" replied Merrick. "'You'll be fee
er presently." And, as French stumbled away, the d
with an expression of satisfaction. T fen S E
dWeH, that's the best thing that's happened yet," he said. 'You do |
understand, Benson ? You realized that French was temporarily obse:
that he didn't remember when I awakened him ?"
¥eshut xS
"It means that certain entities across the riv
: er, whom I might c
evil companions of that unfortunate woman, are getting alarmeﬁ. T

was their little challenge to us. But
. ge to us. But when you face the elementals boldl

IT WAS A LITTLE after twelve when we adjourned to
bedroom for the seance. French had been quite himself ever since
outburst, of which it was evident he retained no recollection. The doc
:ad %lveq l\{lrs. French a pretty strong hypodermic of morph-ine, and s
: :,-i s’ast asleep. In the crib beside her lay Elsie, clasping the oll in

Our preparations were simple. A clothes closetinthe corner of the ro
served as the dark cabinet, and Charlie was ensconced there in a cha
a broad grin on his yellow face. I am positive he had not the least ide
what happened when he was entranced, but just what he thought he was
doing I had never been able to make out. Three chairs were set ou
front of the cabinet, but in such a way as to bring the child's bed —
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foot of it— into the semi-circle. Then thelights were extinguished, and pres-
ently Charlie began to moan and breathe heavily.

It was a scene to which I was well accustomed. In a little while the
communications from Julius Caesar and the rest of them would begin.
Some mediums have their guides who assume control and chase away
these mischievous entities, but for some reason or other Charlie had al-
ways been an open telephone line, and we had had to rely entirely upon
our judgment as to the validity of what came through.

But each medium has his peculiarities, and, on the other hand, Charlie
Wing was that rare being, a materializing one. I had seen too much to
doubt this. I had seen the ectoplasmic swirls take the forms of heads
and limbs, and we had a nice little collection of photographs which,
as Merrick had often said, were too obviously genuine to carry the
slightest weight with persons whose judgments were preconceived.

On this occasion I waited with more anxiety than ever before; with a
feeling of anxiety that approached terror. I had seen by the look on Mer-
rick's face before the lights went off that he was in a state of extreme
tension.

And as I sat there I was wondering about the open grave, and what

he had expected to find in it.
The manifestations came suddenly. From Charlie's lips issued a con-

fused muttering, as of a number of persons all trying to talk at once,
struggling, jostling each other. If that was fake, it was the work of a
master. Then a deep voice, a man's voice, "'Get away from here, all of
you!" And then, more startling in its dramatic quality, ''Merrick ! Mer-
rick! Where are you! The light is blinding me! I can't— hold on—for
long."

"T'm here!"" said Merrick.

“I'm—1I'm ... " Againtheeternal difficulty of getting a name through.
""The fog — the rain— sunshine— barometer . . . "'

"Yes, I know you, Weathermore!"

""Yes, Weathermore. I—I'm bewildered — coming back. So difficult!
I've tried to tell her, but she doesn't understand. They're fooling her, that
crowd of devils round her, and she's good. She's good, but she doesn't
understand, I want to help him— confrere— painter — gay Paree -

"Yes, yes! Goon!"

"They're stronger than me. I—can't holdon .. .

The voice ended abruptly in a high-pitched cry like a woman's. Then
followed utter silence, save for the heavy, stertorous breathing that came
from the lips of Millicent French, and from her husband's. Both were
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asleep, but this time I had no inclination to sleep. I sat crouched up i
my chair, oppressed by the most awful fear that I have ever felt. It wa
as if all the devils in hell were about to launch themselves into the room.

Faintly, very faintly in the little light thatfiltered through the window, I
could see Charlie twisting and squirming in his chair. Now and again.
a moan broke from his lips, but no voice came from it.

I knew what that silence meant. It was the prelude to a materialization,
With Charlie—1I don't know how it is with other mediums — voices and
materializations never came simultaneously. It was as if he needed all his
powers for the one thing or the other. : :

Stronger and stronger came that sense of evil. It seemed to me now 2
if the doctor and I bore the wholeburden of the fight upon our shoulders

IT WAS BEGINNING to grow luminous within the closer.”
Slowly Charlie's face was beginning to stand out against the background
of darkness. It was covered with a filmy cloud, slightly self-luminous, a_
cloud that was almost imperceptibly detaching itself and gathering itself"
together. =

Little ripples seemed to be running through it in all directions, as if its
was a mass of unstable jelly, so fast that it was impossible to say which -
way the cloud was moving. It circled aboutthe face of the entranced man,
now right, now left of him, forming intolittle swirls that momentarily seem-
ed to take the form of a face, of an arm thrust out through a mass of =
draperies, and then resolved itself again into an undifferentiated mass.
And then I heard a sound behind me— the creaking of bed springs.

I glanced back. Millicent French was rising from the bed. But she
was rising as one might picture the dead rising upon the Day of Judg-
ment. And that sight still haunts my memory as the most dreaful of all
the things I saw that night. b 3

Jerkily, foot by foot, she rose, till she was seated on the edge of the
bed. Then, with the same jerky succession of movements, she was crouch-
ing upon the floor beside it. She was rising, her knees had straightened,
and she now stood upright. And now she was moving toward the cabinet,
with arms extended stiffly in front of her; and, dark though it was, I
could see that every muscle of her body was set in the rigor of complete
catalepsy.

Forward, slowly, hesitantly, as a soul awaiting judgment might move
toward the dread seat, moved Millicent. She was coming straight toward
us, and I looked at the doctor, not knowing whether he meant to break
the circle and let her pass through. Butinstead of passing me, she moved
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(illustration by Amos Sewell )

toward the foot of the child's bed and stood there, arms still- outstretched,

but as if in protection. ;
uAnd theg I saw the ectoplasm within the cupboard take shape wn]"l
astounding rapidity. One instant it was a whirling cloud—the next, it

the form of a young woman ! :
haita::;lith, a phanmn}; bui{i;t up for the time by the. personality be;nnd
it. Only a phantom, for it was indistinct at the edges, and I coul e;ee
that the trailing draperies concealed gaps that had not been covered —
at the back of the head, the back of the the body. It was barely nfofe
than two-dimensional, a flattened silhouette, and yet curiously, horribly

real.
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I never read or saw of any more stupendous drama than the one
enacted in pantomime before me, as the dead woman and the living =
one confronted each other. And to my mind the chief horror of it was =
this, that the two, the living and dead, were merely masks. o

Of the dead woman, this was certainly the case. But of the living,
it was also true, for what was Millicent French but a shell, a mask, *
almost as devitalized as the thing that faced her? In stark horror I
watched the two draw near, until the outstretched arms of the living
woman almost touched the dead one inside the circle.

NOT A SOUND CAME from either, but I could see a look
of fear growing in Millicent's eyes. And her arms, which had been extend- =
ed in front of her, were being bent back until they were stretched out
horizontally in front of the crib. I saw an expression begin to dawn upon
the face of the ghoul, a look of triumph, of ecstasy . . . e

Then suddenly she was gone! There was only the living woman
standing at the foot of the crib. But her arms were jerking downward,
and then, in the same rigid catalepsy, she stood, a marble statue, to
all appearance, inanimate.

There was now no objective phenomenon within the room. The cloud
of ectoplasm that had been about Charlie's head had vanished. For a
moment I thought that the seance was over, that Merrick had banished
the phantom and robbed it of its power.

Then I saw Merrick glance back toward the crib, and I saw some-
thing that almost drove the last remnant of sanity from my brain.

For the doll that the child had clasped all night in her arms had grown
somehow swollen—monstrously distended. The face had grown larger,
the lips redder, and the eyelids seemed to tremble, while the eyes be-
neath them seemed to reflect an evil light. i

Then, even as I looked, a tremor ran through the doll's body. It
stirred, it turned, and those red lips were implanted full upon little Elsie's ! :

Merrick's hand fell upon my wrist with a grip of steel. "'Keep your =
head, Benson," he whispered. "We've won! We've won! God, I scarcely
dared hope that she would take the lure! Keep by me!" :

As he spoke I was conscious that the evil which had oppressed me =
had vanished, and it was like the lifting of a heavy cloud. I could see
Charlie slumped forward in his seat. Millicent French had collapsed
across the bed; her husband was still breathing heavily in his chair.
Quietly I stepped toward the crib and looked down at the hellish thing
that lay clasped in Elsie's arms. ;

A Cry From Beyond 45

It was alive! It was flesh and blood, and yet through the flesh I seem-
ed to see the framework of the doll. But it was alive, for there was a flush.
of blood in the cheeks, and the horrible red lips were growing redder.

And as I looked I seemed to see the child grow even more waxen, as
if its life-blood was being drained into the doll's body.

"Keep your head, Benson," whispered Merrick to me again, and step-
ped to the side of the crib. He stooped and placed his hands about the
monstrous thing at Elsie's side. _ ;

It was smiling evilly, and, when Merrick tried to pick it up, it still
dlung to the child with its stumpy hands, and the red lips were withdrawn
with an audible suction. It lay in Merrick's arms, squirming and still
smiling.

"Cgme!” he whispered to me; and, carrying the horrible burden, he
made his way out of the house. I strode after him over the field. I .knfew
where he was going now, and I could hear the thing making plaintive
litle mewing noises, which grew fainter, until, by the time we reached the

graveyard it had grown silent.

THE MOON HAD nearly set, but by the light of it I could still
see the thing, faintly squirming. The eyelids opened, and it looked up
piteously into Merrick's face. Merrick poised himself upon th(? edge of the
open grave and hurled it down into the coffin. I heard the yielding thud,
as of flesh, as it struck the bottom.

: Night after night, Diane dreamed that her dead lover, wl_m
had willed her his house in Bayonne, was calling her to arise
and open a door—a door which would not open. And every
morning she awoke to find her slipp-er:z. and gown torn,
and her fingernails broken and covered with verdigris. Thus
was Pierre d'Artois introduced to the bizarre mystery of -
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"The spade, Benson, the spade!" he called, as he jumped down after
it and began frantically adjusting the lid of the coffin.

I leaped down after him, spade in hand. A plaintive mewing was
coming from within the coffin. There were feeble blows against the lid.
The most dreadful thing of all was the appearance of a stumpy hand,
that seemed half flesh, half wax, between coffin and lid. Merrick thrust
it back with the edge of the spade, and began dragging down the earth
from the sides. And all the while that piteous mewing went on, till the in-
creasing weight of the earth smothered it.

But I can tell no more. I only know that I crouched beside the grave,
watching Merrick at work, watching him stamping down the shovelled-
in earth, and gradually growing taller, until at length he emerged, and
only a low mound, as before, marked the site of his work.

He had carefully cut away the sods, and these he now replaced and
stamped down in turn. As far as I was able to judge in the faint moon- |
light, no evidences remained that the grave had been tampered with.

Then only did Merrick drop on the grass beside me and wipe away
the sweat that streamed from his forehead. For a while he was too ex-
hausted to talk. :

"Well, we've won," he said at length. "It's all over."

I said nothing, and he went on, ""You understood, didn't you, Benson ?
She —the dead woman —had wanted a child. So little Elsie's doll became
the focus of all the devil's work that was taking place. It was the doll
that was draining the child's life-blood nightly, although it was only
when Charile Wing came on the scene that the spirit was able to mater-
ialize into a definite shape.

"You must not think that that poor woman was aware of what she
was doing. But there are always elementals ready to lend their aid to
anything and everything that attords them their supreme desire of coming
into touch with mortals.

"I saw that it was touch and go. The only hope lay in materializing
this astral shell of the dead woman—a thing entirely automatic and
devoid of knowledge or responsibility. I hoped that it would gravitate
automatically to the doll instead of returning to the astral sphere, ready
to plague the Frenches again. That hope was gratified, and now, six
feet beneath the earth, it will slowly molder until its final dissolution sets
the dead woman free from the earthbound condition into which her love
and desires plunged her."
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"DOCTOR, I'M FEELING so much better today, and Elsie seems
better too, though she's so weak. I've got a feeling that the worst is over,
and that we're both going to get better from now on."

"I can assure you of it, Mrs. French,'" answered the doctor. "'I am so
certain of it, that Benson and I are starting back to town this morning.
If you should need us again, we are at your disposal, but I'm quite
sure everything will be fine from now on." .

“That must have been wonderful medicine you gave us," said Milli-
cent vaguely. ''But do you know, Elsie's hidden her doll away and won't
tell me where she's put it. Where's dolly, darling " she asked as the child
toddled into the room toward her mother.

"Baby buried old dolly, nasty old dolly," answered little Elsie. "Baby

buried horrid old dolly last night, in the ground." : :
"Now, did you ever hear such fancies "' asked Millicent. ''Last night

she wouldn't go to sleep without her doll, and now she hates it."

"I've got that feeling, too," said French, aswe stood at the door. "You
hypnotized us all last night, didn'tyou, Doctor ? I know I slept like a top,
and I'm feeling like a different man. But I'm still afraid for Millicent and
the child." 3

"Nothing more to be afraid of, if you remember my warning, French,
replied the doctor. ""One life at a time, now and henceforward.”

"All leady, Mastah!" came Charlie's cheerful voice from the car.

So, with a final wave of the hand, Merrick stepped out into the bright

sunlight, and I followed him.
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