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.ﬂn troduction

THERE ARE TIMES when a question can be more mean-
ingful than an answer. Some years ago, during a policy discus-
sion with a publisher, the question was put to us: “Are you a
reader or an editor?” We've been pondering over the subtle
differences ever since.

Yet, as Holmes would say, it’s really quite elementary.
When we ourselves read a magazine we are concerned only with
our own preferences, likes, and dislikes. But when, as an editor,
we read manuscripts, or consider what authors and stories to
select for reprinting, we’re bound to consider what our readers
and potential readers prefer, so far as we can estimate it.
Where there are any good clues, and these conflict with our own
personal preferences, we must put ourselves to one side, as a
reader, and as an editor, cater to our readers. There is one ex-
ception, of course, as we have mentioned before; we should not
select a story which we consider to be poor; for if our readers
tend to disagree with our judgment that a story is good, why
this is the sort of misfortune which any editor must face — but
if the readers tend to abhor a story which we ourselves thought
poor in the first place, then we've been idiotic. Better to risk
misfortune than idiocy.

The majority, and a massive one it is, have approved of
the policy with which we started MAGAZINE OF HORROR:
some classical material, some worthy material from magazines
now generally unavailable, and some new material, brought
together with as good a balance and variety in each issue as
possible at the time; and, taking the longer view, presenting as
wide an over-all balance as possible.

So long as we can do so in each issue, we want to offer
you a good example from the works of at least one classic auth-
or we have not presented formerly; we also want to present at
least one author, favored in the 20’s and 30’s, whose name has
not appeared on our contents page previously. And, if possible,
we want to present in each issue at least one story which some
reader has asked for.

You have helped us greatly with your lists of suggestions,
and we particularly thank those of you who keep sending us

(Turn To Page 125)
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The Night Wire
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Short-short stories are always in need for most fiction magazines, as
they are very handy to fill up a few pa‘%es when the jigsaw puzzle of
the issue is put together. Famsworth Wright once said, some years
after the event, that he was delighted with The Night Wire, but
never dreamed it would e such an impact on his readers as it did
— if he had, he would have featured it on the cover of the issue, hav-
ing the artist do a scene from it for the illustration. Despite the dated
aspect of the setting (somehow, stories which presumably took
place in the '20°s seem more dated todsgathan stories written in the
16th century), we think you will find t the impact is still there.
Our to ALiceé PrestoN, who was the first to ask for it.

“NEW YORK, September 30
CP FLASH

Ambassador Holliwell died
here today. The end came sud-
denly as the ambassador was
alone in his study. .. .”

There is something ungodly
about thees night wire jobs. You
sit up here on the top floor of
a skyscraper and listen in to
the whispers of a civilization.
New York, London, Calcutta,
Bombay, Singapore — they’re
your next-door neighbors after

the street lights go dim and the
world has gone to sleep.

Along in the quiet hours be-
tween two and four, the receiv-
ing operators doze over their
sounders and the news comes
in. Fires and disasters and sui-
cides. Murders, crowds, catas-
trophies. Sometimes an earth-
quake with a casualty list as
long as your arm. The night wire
man takes it down almost in his
sleep, picking it off on his type-
writer with one finger.
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Once in a long time you prick
up your ears and listen. You've
heard of some one you knew in
Singapore, Halifax or Paris,
long ago. Maybe they’ve been

romoted, but more probably
&ey’ve been murdered or
drowned. Perhaps they just de-
cided to quit and took some bi-
zarre way out. Made it inter-
esting enough to get in the
news.

But that doesn’t happen often.
Most of the time you sit and
doze and tap, tap on your type-
writer and wish you were home
in bed.

Sometimes, though, queer
things happen. One did the
other night, and I haven’t got
over it yet. I wish I could.

You see, I handle the night
manager’s desk in a western
seaport town; what the name is,
doesn’t matter.

There is, or rather was, onl
one night operator on my stafE
a fellow named John Morgan,
about forty years of a%:a, ) |
should say, and a sober, hard-
working sort.

He was one of the best oper-
ators I ever knew, what is
known as a “double” man. That
means he could handle two in-
struments at once and type the
stories on different typewriters
at the same time. He was one
of the three men 1 ever knew
who could do it consistently,
hour after hour, and never make
a mistake.

Generally, we used only one

wire at night, but sometimes,
when it was late and the news
was coming fast, the Chicago
and Denver stations would open
a second wire, and then Mor-
gan would do his stuff. He was
a wizard, a mechanical automa-
tic wizard which functioned
marvelously but was without
imagination.

On the night of the sixteenth
he complained of feeling tired.
It was the first and last time I
had ever heard him say a word
about himself, and 1 had known
him for three years.

It was just three o'clock and
we were-running only one wire.
I was nodding over reports at
my desk and not aning much
attention to him, when he spoke.

“Jim,” he said, “does it feel
close in here to you?”

“Wh,i:, no, John,” I answered,
h“bi:Ut”I 1 open a window if you

e.

“Never mind,” he said. “I
reckon I'm just a little tired.

That was all that was said,
and I went on working, Eve
ten minutes or so I would walrt
over and take a pile of copy
that had stacked up neatly be-
side the typewriter as the mes-
sages were printed out in trip-
licate.

It must have been twenty
minutes after he spoke that I
noticed he had opened up the
other wire and was using both
typewriters. I thought it was a
little unusual, as there was
nothing very “hot” coming in.
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On my next trip I picked up
the copy from both machines
and took it back to my desk to
sort out the duplicates.

The first wire was runnin
out the usual sort of stuff an
I just looked over it hurriedly.
Then I turned to the second
pile of copy. I remembered it
particularly because the story
was from a town I had never
heard of: “Xebico”. Here is the
dispatch. I saved a duplicate of
it from our files:

“Xebico, Sept. 16 CP BUL-
LETIN

“The heaviest mist in the his-
tory of the city settled over the
town at 4 o’clock yesterday af-
ternoon. All traffic has stopped
and the mist hangs like a pall
over everything. Lights of ord-
inary intensity fail to pierce the
fog, which is constantly grow-
ing heavier,

Scientists here are unable
to agree as to the cause, and
the local weather bureau states
that the like has never occurred
before in the history of the city.

“At 7 p.M. last night munici-
pal authorities . . .

(more)”

That was all there was. Noth-
ing out of the ordinary at a
bureau headquarters, but, as I
say, I noticed the story because
of the name of the town.

IT MUST HAVE been fifteen
minutes later that I went over
for another batch of copy. Mor-
gan was slumped down in his

chair and had switched his

reen electric light shade so
that the gleam missed his eyes
and hit only the top of the two
typewriters.

Only the usual stuff was in
the righthand pile, but the left-
hand batch carried another story
from Xebico. All press dispatch-
es come in “takes” meaning that
parts of many different stories
are strung along together, per-
haps with but a few paragraphs
of each coming through at a
time, This second story was
marked “add fog.” Here is the
copy:

At 7 pmM. the fog had in-
creased noticeably. All lights
were now invisible and the town
was shrouded in pitch darkness.

“As a peculiarity of the phe-
nomenon, the fog is accompa-
nied by a sickly odor, compar-
able to nothing yet experienced
here.”

Below that in customary press
fashion was the hour, 3:27, and
the initials of the operator, JM.

There was only one other
story in the pile from the second
wire. Here it is:

“2nd add Xebico Fog

“Accounts as to the origin of
the mist differ greatly. Among
the most unusual is that of the
sexton of the local church, who
groped his way to headquarters
in a hysterical condition and
declared that the fog originat-
ed in the village churchyard.

“ It was first visible as a soft
gray blanket clinging to the
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earth above the graves,” he stat-
ed. ‘Then it began to rise, high-
er and higher. A subterranean
breeze seemed to blow it in bil-
lows, which split up and then
joined together again.

“ ‘Fog phantoms, writhing in
anguish, twisted the mist into

ueer forms and figures. And

en, in the very thick midst of
the mass, something moved.

“ ‘I turned and ran from the
accursed spot. Behind me I
heard screams coming from the
housgs bordering on the grave-

yard.

“Although the sexton’s story
is generally discredited, a party
has left to investigate. Immedi-
ately after telling his story, the
sexton collapsed and is now in
a local hospital, unconscious.”

Queer story, wasnt it. Not
that we arent used to it, for a
lot of unusual stories come in
over the wire. But for some rea-
son or other, perhaps because

it was so quiet that night, the

report of the fog made a great
impression on me.

It was almost with dread
that I went over to the wait-
ing piles of copy. Morgan did
not move, and the only sound
in the room was the tap-tap of
the sounders. It was ominous,
nerve-racking.

There was another story from
Xebico in the pile of copy. 1
seized on it anxiously.

“New Lead Xebico Fog CP

“The rescue party which went
out at 11 p.M. to investigate a

weird story of the origin of a
fog which, since late yesterday,
has shrouded the city in dark-
ness has failed to return. Anoth-
er and larger party has been
dispatched.

“Meanwhile, the fog has, if
possible, grown heavier. It seeps
throu%h e cracks in the doors
and fills the atmosphere with a
depressing odor of decay. It is
oppressive, terrifying, bearin
with it a subtle impression
things long dead.

“Residents of the city have
left their homes and gathered
in the local church, where the
priests are holding services of
prayer. The scene is beyond de-
scription. Grown folk and chil-
dren are alike terrified and
many are almost beside them-
selves with fear.

“Amid the wisps of wvapor
which partly veil the church
auditorium, an old priest is pray-
ing for the welfare of his Hoc
They alernately wail and cross
themselves.

“From the outskirts of the
city may be heard cries of un-
known voices. They echo
through the fog in queer unca-
denced minor keys. The sounds
resemble nothing so much as
wind whistling through a gigan-
tic tunnel. But the night is calm
and there is no wind. The sec-
ond rescue party ... (more)”

I AM A calm man and never
in a dozen years spent with the
wires, have been known to be-
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come excited, but despite myself
I rose from my chair and walk-
ed to the window.

Could I be mistaken, or far
down in the canyons of the city
beneath me did I see a faint
trace of fog? Pshaw! It was all
imagination.

In the pressroom the click of
the sounders seemed to have
raised the tempo of their tune.
Morgan alone had not stirred
from his chair. His head sunk
between his shoulders, he taﬁ)-
ped the dispatches out on the
typewriters with one finger of
each hand.

He looked asleep, but no;
endlessly, efficiently, the two
machines rattled off line after
line, as relentlessly and effort-
lessly as death itself. There was
something about the monoto-
nous movement of the typewrit-
er keys that fascinated me. I
walked over and stood behind
his chair, reading over his shoul-
der the e as it came into be-
ing, wo y word.

Ah, here was another:

“Flash Xebico CP

“There will be no more bul-
letins from this office. The im-
possible has happened. No mes-
sages have come into this room
for twenty minutes. We are cut
off from the outside and even
the streets below us.

“I will stay with the wire un-
til the end.

“It is the end, indeed. Since
4 p.M. yesterday the fog has
hung over the city. Following

reports from the sexton of the
local church, two rescue parties
were sent out to investigate con-
ditions on the outskirts of the
city. Neither party has ever
returned nor was any word re-
ceived from them. It is quite
certain now that they will nev-
er retumn.

“From my instrument I can
gaze down on the city beneath
me. From the position of this
room on the thirteenth floor,
nearly the entire city can be
seen. Now I can see only a thick
blanket of blackness where cus-
tomarily are lights and life.

“I fear greatly that the wail-
ing cries heard constantly from
the outskirts of the city are the
death cries of the inhabitants.
They are constantly increasing
in volume and are approaching
the center of the city.

“The fog yet hangs over ev-
erything. If possible, it is even
heavier than before, but the
conditions have changed. Instead
of an opaque, impenetrable wall
of odorous vapor, there now
swirls and writhes a shapeless
mass in contortions of almost
human agony. Now and again
the mass parts and I catch a
brief glimpse of the streets be-
ow.

“People are running to and fro,
screaming in despair. A wvast
bedlam of sound flies up to my
window, and above all is the
immense whistling of unseen
and unfelt winds.

“The fog has again swept
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over the citY and the whistling
is coming closer and closer.
“It is now directly beneath

e.

“God! An instant ago the mist
oFened and I caught a glimpse
of the streets below.

“The fog is not simply vapor
— it lives! By the side of each
moaning and weeping human is
a companion figure, an aura of
strange and vari-colored hues.
How the shapes cling! Each to
a living thing!

“The men and women are
down. Flat on their faces. The
fog figures caress them lovingly.
They are kneeling beside them.
They are — but I dare not tell
it.

“The prone and writhin
bodies have been stripped o:
their clothing. They are being
consumed — piecemeal.

“A merciful wall of hot,
steamy vapor has swept over
the whole scene. I can see no
more.

“Beneath me the wall of va-
por is changing colors. It seems
to be lighted by internal fires.
No, it isnt. I have made a mis-
take. The colors are from above,
reflections from the sky.

“Look up! Look up! The
whole sky is in flames. Colors
as yet unseen by man or demon.
The flames are moving; they
have started to intermix; the
colors rearrange themselves.
They are so brilliant that my
eyes burn, yet they are a long
way off.

“Now they have begun to
swirl, to circle in and out, twist-
ing in intricate designs and pat-
terns. The lights are racing each
with each, a kaleidoscope of
unearthly brilliance.

“I have made a discovery.
There is nothing harmful in the
lights. They radiate force and
friendliness, almost cheeriness.
But by their very strength, they
hurt.

“As 1 look, they are swingirg
closer and closer, a million miles
at each jump. Millions of miles
with the speed of light. Aye,
it is light the quintessence of all
light. Beneath it the fog melts
into a jeweled mist radiant,
rainbow-colored of a thousand
varied spectra.

“I can see the streets. Why,
they are filled with people! The
lights are coming closer. Th
are all around me. I am envel-

oped. I...”

THE MESSAGE stopped a-
bruptly. The wire to Xebico was
dead. Beneath my eyes in the
narrow circle of light from un-
der the green lam;l)-shade, the
black printing no longer spun
itself, letter by letter, across the
page.

The room seemed filled with
a solemn quiet, a silence vague-
ly impressive, powerful.

I looked down at Morgan. His
hands had dropped nervelessl
at his sides, while his bod hag
hunched over peculiarr. I
turned the lamp-shade back,
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throwing the light squarely in
gi: e‘gace. His eyes were staring,

Filled with a sudden forebod-
ing, I stepped beside him and
ed Chicago on the wire. Af-
ter a second the sounder click-
ed its answer.
Why? But there was some-
thing wrong. Chicago was re-
orting that Wire Two had not
een used throughout the even-
ing,
5Morganl"' I shouted. “Mor-
ganl Wake up, it isn’t true.

Some one has been hoaxing us.
Why . . .” In my eagerness I
grasped him by tﬁ’e shoulder.

His body was quite cold.
Morgan had been dead for
hours. Could it be that his sen-
sitized brain and automatic
fingers had continued to record
impressions even after the end?

I shall never know, for I shall
never again handle the night
shift. Search in a world atlas
discloses no town of Xebico.
Whatever it was that killed John
Morgan will forever remain a
mystery.

Following the announcement that H. P. Lovecraft’s
essay, Supernatural Horror in Literature, would appear
complete in a forthcoming Arkham House volume, your
votes, heretofore showing a majority in favor, turned
the other way; and it is now clear that most of you are
no longer in favor of our reprinting this work. We bow

to your wishes.

Many of you who wrote in to say “no” under the
circumstances made the alternate suggestion that we

reprint the Lovecraft-Derleth novel, T

Lurker at the

Threshold, instead. This little book was published by
Arkham House in 1945 and has long been out of print;
it has been many years since we have seen it listed at

any price.

We should have to run the novel in two installments
at the very least; but if enough of you want it, and if
we are able to make arrangements, we will do our best
to comply with your desires in the matter.




Sacrilege
by Wallsce West

In our first issue, we presented Wallace West's A Thing oLeBeauty.
which Farnsworth Wright of WEmmp TaALEs had rejected as being too
horrible for his readers. Your reception of this story indicated that the
earlier rejection had been an error. West first appeared in that same
maggzine for its October 1927 issue, and for a time his stories were
appearing under the names of Wallace G. West, or W. G. West; the
“G” was quietly dropped later on. Closely associated with the Oil In-
dustry, West writes much scientific material and has done notable
work in attemptmi; to draw the attention of both industry and the
public to the problem and dangers of air and water ﬁollution. Weird
and science fiction has been a chronic sideline with him; four of his
science fiction novels have been published by Avalon Books, and
another by Gnome Press. ( His most famous short story, The Phantom
Dictator, for which some of you have asked, was incorporated into his
latest Avalon novel, The Time-Lockers.) The present story was accep-
ted by Mr. Wright, but was among a number of stories vetoed his
successors, who took over the {)ng azine before this tale could be
pul l.lsied

Sacrilege: one that steals that which
is sacred. — Webster's Unabridged

“MY BODY was every whit outside our window. “A fine
as good as that one yonder.”  white body I had, suitable for
Jeremiah pointed to a swimmer  many pleasures.”

12



“So had we all.” I shifted to a
less uncomfortable seat on my
chﬂl'y rock. “Don’t excite your-
self.

“Don’t bait me.” He drew
breath between clenched teeth.

“The only carcass you'll inha-
bit will be that of a pig or a
snake.”

“Not if I steal a better one.”
He made a sound like laughter.

“But that means . . .” A great-
er chill touched me.

“I care not a fig. I'm damned
unless I repent, and repent T will
not. Not Jeremiah Mather, the
witchburner, though we only
hanged them in Salem.”

9 - L o

LET ME explain: I am dead.
Mather was dead, although not
dead enough yet. Back in 1930
I had been second-trick tele-
grapher at the Peeksford, Mass.,
railway station. O ne night Jim
Breeden, the third-trick opera-
tor, and I got involved with
bootleg liquor and dark doings.
Jim had a perverted interest in
things psychic which found ex-
pression in the exposure of
phony mediums. That frigid
night we had a few drinks, used
sleight-of-hand tricks to break
up a seance run by a charlatan,
and, feeling quite superior to
the local yokels, had more than
a few more drinks before 1 went
to work.

I was asleep beside my key
when the dispatcher tapped an

13

order to stop #7 at Peeksford
and let a belated New York ex-
press have right of way.

When the detested telephone
awakened me, and the dispatch-
er cursed me into realization of
what was happening, #7 had
roared tEaSt the siding while a-
round the bend the headlight of
the Express was showing,

I ran out on the tracks, wav-
ing a red lantern. Brakes scream-
ed. Whistles howled. I tried to
leap aside. My shoe caught in a
switch frog. Locomotives loom-
ed. Reared. Tilted. Pain .

I picked myself up and
searched for the lost lantern. I
was in the center of chaos.
Freight cars lay scattered up the
track. People were running a-
bout. Steam squirted from over-
turned engines. Beside me lay
Hank Gordon, #7’s engineer. He
was scalded and screaming — or
trying to, for I heard no sound.

I met Peeksford’s police chief
and offered my assistance. He
didn’t hear me. I caught his arm,
but it slipped through my grasp
like a column of smoke. I shout-
ed. He walked away.

In the glare of burning coach-
es I saw Jim Breeden and grip-
ped his wide shoulders. He look-
ed straight through me. Then I
realized that I must be dead.

Sobs, the first sound other
than my own voice that I had
heard, made me turn. I saw En-
gineer Gordon kneeling beside
his manﬁled body.

“Frank,” he said. “There’s
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something wrong. I can’t wake
myself up!”

“Take it easy,” I said. “You've
just been killed. We're dead.”

“Who will take care of Mar
tha and the kids?” was the first
thing he said. Then: “I saw your
lantern. What caused the
wreck?”

“I went to sleep on duty.”

He looked at me with horror
and turned away.

“Where are you going, Hank?”

“Over there. Don't you see the
path?”

Fearing that he still was
dazed, I tried to follow. I could
not! When I walked in his direc-
tion we moved farther apart un-
til he disappeared.

I turned back to the wreck,
wondering where my own body
lay. Because of my warning, #7
had slowed enough to lessen the
shock. Several cars were derail-
ed. Ambulances were carrying
away injured passengers an
trainmen, but Gordon was the
only person killed hesides me.
He had stuck to his throttle too
long while sanding the rails.

L] ° L L]

SINCE THAT awful night I
have wandered in what 1 sup-
pose is purgatory. My land is a
dim, windswept plain with little
correspondence to the mount-
ainous region around Peeksford.
Sometimes the level of this as-
tral sphere is high above that of
the Massachusetts terrain —

which makes walking difficult,

"I can assure you. Sometimes it is

far below and pitch dark. In a
few places the planes coincide.
Ome is at the railway station;
another is at the village of Har-
ristown, ten miles north. A third
is at the edge of a lake behind
John Horton’s estate.

For a week I thought myself
alone. I attended my Emera e
they found my body under the
Express locomotive . . . and got
a detached pleasure from the
ceremony when Jim, the onl
mourner, broke down and cried.
Then I haunted the apartment
we had shared until hunger
forced me to look for food.

I was amazed at this and fear-
ed I might die a second time,
for there were no trees and no
game in my new home. Even
had there been animals I could
not have caught them, being
naked and having no weapons.

I discovered, however, that
edible moss covered the rocks,
while snails and such-like were
abundant. While foraging, I
happened upon a cadaverous
fellow creeping on hands and
knees, also intent on filling his
stomach. He introduced himself
as Jeremiah, half-brother to the
notorious Cotton Mather of Sa-
lem Town.

On closer acquaintance he
boasted that he had been earth-
bound for three centuries and
forced to wander among scenes
where the Mather family fanati-
cism had caused the hanging of
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19 innocent victims and the
pressing to death of another. He
explained my presence by say-
ing that I was responsible for
Engineer Gordon’s death and
my own.

“But where is Cotton, who
was responsible for those witch-
craft trials?” I demanded.

“Oh, he repented after a cen-
tury and won a reprieve. My
miserable half-brother by fath-
er’s first marriage thought he
did right, you know. He believ-

he was stamping out rem-
nants of paganism — or rather,
I think that he thought he
thought that, if you follow me.
Actually, he enjoyed watching
hanged witches kick as much as
I did, though I liked buring
them better, back in England.
Fooll”

I wondered, briefly, which of
many fools he referred to.

Unlike Cotton, Jeremiah
gloated over his misdeeds and
never tired of telling how he had
trapped some poor, half-witted
woman into a confession that
she soured milk, consorted with
the Devil, or put the evil eve on
a neighbor.

His tales, related in quaint
Elizabethan English, had a sin-
ister fascination. Day after day,
we would sit at our window, as
we called it, beside the 'ake on
the Horton estate while he re-
lated experiences that held me
spellbound.

This window reached some-
what below the level of the lake,

so that we looked over the water
as thou viewing a scene
through the wall of a case in an
aquarium. Thus, when we sat,
our heads were below the sur-
face and we could see fish and
lake plants. Yet, we were not
submerged. When we advanced,
the “glass” through which we
looked at this scene retreated.
We could not break through
the barrier.

We chose this location be-
cause the sun penetrated more
deeply there, lifting the chill
somewhat. It also allowed us to
watch and speculate upon the
many comings and goings at the
white-columned mansion.

ONE DAY WE were seated
on our customary rock when
two youngsters ran down to the
lake in their bathing suits. The
girl was Mary Horton, heiress to
a fortune piled up by her brok-
er father. I had seen her many
times when she took the train
at Peeksford and admired her
hopelessly. She was tall, fair,
with laughing blue eves, a kissa-
ble mouth and a broad fore-
head.

The youth was Tom Bradley,
a frequent visitor at the Horton
place. As thev splashed about
near shore Jeremiah was moved
to fury.

“If T had a body.” he kept
whispering. “If T could live a-
gain. Curse them, Beelzebub,
Lord of the Flies!”

As he spoke, Mary struck out
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toward a float anchored near
the middle of the lake. For a
few minutes she swam strongly.
Then I saw that she had mis-
judged her ability; she was in
serious trouble.

Jeremiah started running to-
ward her, and I followed.

The girl struggled gamely but
with a hundred yards still to go,
doubled up with a cramp. Brad-
ley then realized her danger and
swam frantically to her assist-
ance.

He was too late. Before he
had covered half the distance,
Mary went under. Still struggl-
ing feebly, she sank through t%e
green depths and came to rest
on the bottom where it coincid-
ed with the level of our spirit
world.

I cprang forward, hoping a-
gainst hope that I might help.
Jeremiah was before me. He
flung himself at the body . . .
stretched himself upon it, - his
lips against those of the chok-
ing girl.

“Lucifer, aid mel” he babbled.

As he continued some horri-
ble ritual, Mather’s body be-
came indistinct. It was sinking
— like smoke — into Marv’s
twitching form. Simultaneously,
a nebulous shape materialized,
exactly as if . . . I screamed at
Mather, trying in vain to tear
him from his prey.

Bradley dived upon us. He
gripped the bodv, now appar-
ently lifeless; kicking furiously,
he regained the surface.

I recalled the shape that had
nebulized beside Mary’s body.
There it still lay in the waver-
ing light. If I had not seen Brad-
ley bear her to the surface, I
would have sworn that no
change had taken place.

This being was ethereal,
beautiful, helpless, and on my
side of the barrier. I knelt and
chafed her wrists to save her
soul.

“How dark it is!” she gasperl
at last as she sat up. “Oh! Thank
you for rescuing me, but . . .”
She stared upward at the mir-
ror surface of the lake. “Where
is this place?”

I STAMMERED some inane
nonsense and tried to forget that
we were naked. She was shak-
ing with cold so I led her to
where the sun warmed our bar-
ren land. As the light brightened
she discovered the loss of her
bathing suit, gasped, tried to
cover her lovely breasts with
her tiny hands, then relaxed
with a hopeless laugh.

“Youre the telegrapher who
was killed, aren’t you?” she ask-
ed in a voice which she tried to
make matter-of-fact.

“Yes. Frank Easton, at your
service.”

“Then were both dead? She
screwed up her eyes.

“I don’t think you are.” We
had reached the rock, so I
pointed to where Bradley was
giving first aid . . . to what?

“How odd,” Mary gasped.
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“Tom doesn’t know I'm dead.”
She gave a little cry, then, as the
body on the beach moaned and
struggled. “Look, I'm coming tol
Oh, Mr. Easton, tell me what
this means.”

I blurted out the truth and
her fists doubled in fury.

“I'm not tioing to let him get
away with this . . . this bodynap-
ping,” she stormed. “I've heard
gtf‘]{eremiah; people around here

ill talk of his deviltries. That’s
what keeps spirits earthbound,
perhaps — the remembrance of
their misdeeds the living,.
Wait till I get my hands on him
. . . on me!” She raced for the
spot where the body was being
revived.

Mather was on the alert. Be-
fore Mary could reach him —
this is involved but I know no
better way to express it — he
coughed the last water from his
stolen lungs and stood up.

Mary flung herself upon her
own body — or rather, she flung
herself through it. Dismayed,
she tried again. After a third at-
tempt, she turned back in my
direction.

“Do something!” she raged.
“Don’t stand there like a — like
a peeled worm. Oh, whv can’t
I...” She burst into a flood of
tears, and flung herself on the
sand.

“I don’t know what to do,
Miss Horton.” 1 patted her
shoulder, since I could think of
nothing better.

She sat up, rubbing her fists
into her eyes like a little girl.
“Must I stay in this awful
place?” .

“I don’t know. We'll find out
tomorrow, perhaps. Now we
must gather moss to sleep un-
der.”

“Can’t we have a fire?”

“Fire doesnt seem to bum
over here. I've tried knocking
rocks together until my fingers
bled.”

By the time our beds were
completed, the sun was setting
and a danker chill came creep-
ing from the lowlands. T then
collected double handsful of
mushrooms and snails. Mary ate
the things with only the faintest
hesitation. Soon afterward she
burrowed into her moss pile.

For a long while I sat on the
rock, which still was warm.
What was I to do? Jeremiah had
committed a crime far worse
than that of burning witches.
How could I bring him to jus-
tice?

Jim had once mentioned that
an honest medium lived at Har-
ristown. Perhaps I could reach
him through her and get him to
help. This thought made me feel
better as I crawled into “bed”.

WHEN 1 awakened, Mary
was standing on the rock, beaut-
iful as a nvmph. “Look, Frank,”
she cried. “Maybe I'm going to
be drowned again” Marv’s
earthly counterpart. none the
worse from yesterday’s experi-



18 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

ence, was striking out boldly
across the lake. “Here comes
Tom,” she whispered, as if
watching a motion picture .

Bradley raced down to the
shore, shouting for the other to
return. Then, tossing off his coat
and shoes, he dived in.

The thing that had been Mary
swam with long, easy strokes,
Its intention plainly was to mock
us. Its face had lost much of
Mary’s sweetness and assumed
something of Jeremiah’s naturc.
The mouth was hard; the eyes
glittered.

Just as she — he — oh, damn
such contradictions — just as It
swam within a few feet of our
vantage point, Bradley arrived.
Jeremiah struck him contemp-
tuously across the face. Think-
ing this a symptom of hysteria,
the boy caught the supposedly
drowning girl under the armpits.
In turn, Mather threw both
arms about the youth’s neck and
sank into deep water.

They struggled for what
scemed many minutes. But
Bradley knew a thing or two; he
drew up his knees, kicked the
other’s body from him and broke
free. .

Jeremiah promotly struck out
for shore. Once there, he threw
up both arms, as though trying
to grasp the whole world in a
frenzy of animal joy, and ran
toward the house.

“It’s murderous.” Marv’s teeth
chattered. “It meant to kill Tom.
It may attack Dad or Mother.

Is there no way of stopping the
thing?” PpIng
“Let’s go to Harristown and
try to get a warning through.”
After a breakfast of the inevit-
able we set out along a dim
path far below the level of Mas-
sachusetts’ terrain. Before we
had gone five miles, Mary’s feet
were bleeding and I had to car-
ry her over the roughest spots.

When we walked down Har-
ristown’s main street nobody no-
ticed us, nor did our passage
cast shadows on the pavement.
Once a dog leaped out of our
way with a snarl; that was all.

We turned into a lane and ap-
proached the cabin where “Aunt
Matt” Hawthorne ec¢ked out a
living as medium and midwife.
The place thronged with astral
inhabitants. Although Jim had
told me what to expect, I felt
my hair stir. Mary screamed
and covered her eyes.

Monsters they were — mis-
shapen, grotesque, pasty-gray,
sprawling. Some, without limbs,
writhed along the ground.

A few beings that looked hu-
man struggled to break through
the throng that clustered about
a wrinkled woman in the cob-
webbed living room. They were
hurled back, bruised and bleed-
ﬂ']g, whenever they approached

er.

“What are those nightmares?”
Marv panted.

“They’re Elementals — beings
that have never advanced far
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enough on the scale of evolution
to possess bodies.”

“Why do they howl and
fight?”

“See that man who is struggl-
ing to retain his place beside
the medium? I asked. “He
wants to get some message
through. The things are prevent-
ing him out of sheer deviltry
and because they have no other
form of amusement. They're
dragging him away. He’s down!
He’s up againl!” Tﬁe victim was
tossed from hand to hand and
flung, bleeding, at our feet. A
three-legged thing took its place
beside Aunt Matt and screamed
obscenities.

THE MAN picked himself up,
felt for broken bones, and sigE—
ed: “No use trying to get
through. The hellions are out.”

“Perhaps if the three of us . ..”

“Not today. I'm practically de
... I mean, I'm licked.” He stag-
gered away as his conquerors
whooped.

“Must we fight those pawing
things?” asked Mary.

“Yes. And even if we reach
the medium, our message pro-
bably will be garbled when she
repeats it.”

A dwarf with one malignant
eye caught sight of us and call-
ing attention to a new sport, the
crowd surged toward us.

Mary screamed — one high-
pitched cry of agony as a thing
touched her. “Take me away,
Frank, take me away,” she

moaned, “before I go mad and
gibber, too.”

She could not sleep that night.
For hours I rocked her in my
arms, talked soothing nonsense,
assured her that all would be
well, fought back my hopeless-
ness. I forgot my misery in try-
ing to assuage hers, and, for the
first time, a sort of peace de-
scended on me.

“There must be some other
way,” M said when the re-
turn of acli’;.ylight inspired us.
“Let’s go to my house. Perhaps
Jeremiah can be caught off
gl]ar .”

An unexi)ected difficulty a-
rose; the level of the astral
sphere was beneath that of the
Horton basement. In the dank

loom where we estimated the
ouse to be we sat down in de-
spair. I puzzled over the thing
until at last a possible solution
came. “We might build a rock
ile. Perhaps we could make it
igh enough for the top to pen-
etrate into the ground floor.”

“I'll help,” Mary said grimly.
“Anything’s better than return-
ing to Harristown.”

We pooled what remnants of

eometry we could remember to
ocate our tower. Using the lake
as a base we triangulated and
paced off the distances. Then
we set to work. Muscle-straining,
backbreaking labor it was, be-
cause we had no levers with
which to move boulders,

Gradually, the pile took form;
five, ten, fifteen feet up it went.
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Then, one evening when we had
about decided that our location
was wrong, a light flashed! One
of Horton’s servants had turned
on a light in the wine cellar.

Heartened, we kept working
until, by standing tall, our eyes
came above the level of the liv-
ing room floor.

The place was strewn with
empty bottles. A window had
b e e n broken. Cushions were in
disarray. Bradley, dead drunk,
lay snoring on the divan.

Jeremiah was dancing a-
mongst this wreckage, apparent-
ly to the sound of a record play-
er. The fact that we heard no
sound and had a worm’s eye
view made the scene doubly
dreadful. ;

Round and round in a circle
it had chalked on the Persian
rug the creature whirled and
pirouetted, in some heathen
temple dance.

“It’s wrapped in one of our
red silk window-hangings,”
Mary breathed in my ear.
“What’s it doing?”

“Trying to evoke the Devil, I
think. Jeremiah boasted they
had an understanding.”

WHATEVER MATHER'S in-
tentions were, he misjudged the
physical powers of his new
body. In the midst of a genu-
flection it staggered and sprawl-
ed, red hanging and white
limbs, in a pitiful heap.
ed“Now’s your chance,” 1 grit-
t

But the unconscious form was
far out of our reach, no matter
how we strained. The opportun-
ity passed in a flash, too; Jere-
miah sat up and moved farther
away, holding his stolen head
and moaning.

“Where are your parents,
Mary? Do you suppose it has ki
. . . has driven them away?”

“No. Mother and Dad are on
a short trip. Bradley was to have
stayed at the Peeksford Hotel
until they returmed. Poor Tom.
He looks half dead.”

“What shall we do next?”

“Wait until they return, I
guess. Father and I understand
each other very well. Maybe I
can reach his subconscious, like
I used to do when we tried PSI
experiments on rainy afternoons.
Oh, I wish I really had studied
such things, instead of playing
around with them.”

We now spent most of our
time shivering on the tower top;
therefore, we were witnesses
when the broker and his apple-
cheeked wife walked into the
midst of a drunken orgy. Brad-
ley must have invited his bohe-
mian acquaintances down from
Boston. The living room was full
of singing, shouting, drunken
bacchantes.

I had hoped the Hortons
would realize at once that their
daughter was possessed, but had
underestimated Jeremiah. The
talent that had allowed him to
hang most of the blame for his
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crimes upon his half-brother
came instantly to his aid.

He flung himself, sobbing, on
Mrs. Horton’s bosom, denied all
responsibility and accused Brad-
ley and the rest. So realistic was
the performance that the old
folks could not help believe it.
Horton drove Bradley and the
others out of the room. Then,
his rage cooling, he patted his
wronged darling’s head, remem-
bered that, after all, he was a
business man, removed several
packets of bills from a briefcase,
and deposited them in a wall
safe.

“Did you see that creature
watch him?” Mary cried as the
Hortons led the weeping Jeremi-
ah from the room. “He always
would cash around. I'm
scared to death.” She laughed
shakily then, realizing how ridic-
ulous her last words sounded.

Servants cleaned up the liv-
ing room and put out the lamps.
For an hour or so nothing hap-
pened. Then a crack o liggt
showed as the hall door was
pushed open. Jeremiah slipped
through and headed for the safe.

“He found the combination,”
Mary groaned. “I left it in my
desk.”

As Jeremiah was stuffing the
bills into a handbag, Mrs. Hort-
on entered in search of her
daughter. The impostor either
became rattled or was overcome
by blood lust. Mrs. Horton
screamed once before he caught
her by the throat.

A pajama-clad figure ran into
the room and flung Mather a-
gainst a wall. He rebounded,
snatched a bookend and struck
Horton a glancing blow on the

ter_?ﬁle.

e broker sank to his knees,
red showing in his white hair.
Jeremiah raised the piece of
metal for a finishing blow just
as servants, roused %)y the cla-
mor, came to the rescue. It took
them ten minutes to subdue the
ravening monster.

MARY HAD fainted. I picked
her up, clambered down the
rock pile somehow and carried
her to our “home”. There, de-
spite my efforts at encourage-
ment, she buried her face in the
moss and cried herself to sleep.

Covering her thin body as
best I could, I set off for Har-
ristown. The chance of getting
through to Aunt Matt was slim
and tie chance of having any
message from the spirit world
believed and acted upon was

even slimmer. Nevertheless,
Aunt Matt was now my only
hope.

When I reached her bedroom,
I found the old woman sleeping
soundly. (The Elementals had
gone elsewhere for amusement. )
Paper and pencil lay on a rick-
ety table at her side. I whis-
pered to her to pick up the pen-
cil but she only moaned and
stirred fretfully.

“Aunt Matt!” I yelled at her
in desperation. “Pick up that
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damned pencil and take a mes-
sagel”

“Yes! I hear you, Hiawatha,”
she gabbled, sitting bolt upright
and adjusting her nightgown
with exaggerated modesty al-
though she was still half asleep.
“Tell me what to write.”

“Jim Breeden. Railway Sta-
tion. Peeksford, Mass . . .” I dic-
tated and Aunt Matt’s hand
scrawled the words. Then, as I
hesitated while trying to frame
a message that would have some
chance of being believed, the
hand continued to writel “Jim,
darling,” ran the words, “your
Great Aunt Minnie says to tell
you she is well and happy. Hi-
awatha.”

An Elemental, attracted by
my shout, had pre-empted the
medium’s ear,

I tried to continue but the lop-
sided creature, having long a-
mused itself with this sort of
thing, blocked my best efforts.
I pushed it away but might as
well have fought a mass of jel-
ly. I tried shouting again. It
hissed obscenities. Only a mean-
ingless jumble, in which my
name luckily was mingled, ap-
peared on the pad.

Malformed things now were
flocking from all directions. I
would be swept from my van-
tage point in minutes. Realizing
my danger, the traditional dis-
tress signal of all telegraphers
flashed through my mind.
“S.0.8” I screamed again and
again while mildewed hands

tore me. I fell; scrambled; won
free. The mob did not follow;
these freaks had no more pow-
er of co-oli;aration than lunatics
and thought only for the mo-
ment. I cre*pt away bleeding,
more doubtful than ever that
Jim would receive m
or investigate if he did.

Looking like the ghost of a
ghost, Mary was calling my
name as | stagﬁgl;ared back to the

message

lake. She caught me as I col-
lapsed and made a fuss over me.
as women will, while I told her
what had happened.

“We'll have to go back togeth-
er,” I said at last. “I have a plan
for getting through if Jim
comes. If he doesn’t come, we're
stymied.”

AFTER MARY had fed me
and cleaned my scratches she let
me sleep while she reconnoiter-
ed her former home. Returning,
she reported thatdleremiah was
locked in and under the atten-
tion of a psychiatrist brought
from New York. .

“A psychiatrist,” 1 groaned.
“Now we're in even worse trou-
ble. No head-shrinker has any
belief in life after death.”

“Dr. Martin has an open mind
about such things, I believe,” she
answered hesitantly. “He’s real-
ly a psvchotherapist rather than
a psychiatrist, and a follower of
Jung rather than Freud. He’s a
good friend of ours and seemed
quite interested, the last time he
paid us a visit, with what Dad
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and I could do with Rhine
cards.”

“Well, I hope his mind is open
enough for the wind to bB)w
through,” I said as I dragged m
aching body upright. “What ‘I(
have in mind would jolt even Sir
Oliver Lodge.”

We spent t wo days hanging
around Aunt Matt’s cabin with-
out catching sight of Breeden. I
went over to the Pecksford sta-
tion once but he didnt sense
my presence; ﬂust sat staring at
the office wall and chainsmok-
ing. I told Mary I was sure he
wasn't coming but she wouldn't
hear of leaving Harristown. In
this she was right, because on
the third day, my friend came
swinging shamefacedly down
Main Street and to Aunt Matt’s
home. When the medium show-
ed him my garbled message, he
said nothing; just shrugged, lit
a cigarette, and sat down in her
best chair to await develop-
ments. .

The old woman sank into
trance. Elementals gathered to
have fun. I picked up a rock in
either hand. Mary did likewise.
We charged the scurrying mobl

The unexpectedness of our at-
tack swept the Elementals be-
fore us and we reached Aunt
Matt’s side. Fighting back to
back with me,*striking at the
crooked faces like an Amazon,
Mary kept us safe.

But to get a message through
that bedlam seemed impossible.
The medium would pick up a

word from me, then a string of
nonsense. Soon 1 could sce that
im was beginning to lose what
ittle faith he had had in her
ability. I tried placing my hand
over hers while 1 tols her what
to write. Again and again it was
snatched away while others
gained control of the pencil.

I was growing desperate, for
I knew Mary could not hold out
long. Then I recalled that the
8.0.S. had gotten through when
words failed and forced the
crone to put dots and dashes on
her pad. .

e interferers were at a loss
for once. Morse code meant
nothing to them. They must
have come to the conclusion that
I had adopted their own antics,
for the pressure against us re-
]a:&ed.
< < v =« = (This is Frank Eas-
ton)” I tapped.

Jim leaped to his feet with a
shout. Realizing that I had stol-
en a march, the monsters return-
ed to the attack. I was torn from
Aunt Matt’s side and regained
it only after a heartbreakin
struggle, during which the pa
had been filled with Great Aunt
Minnie’s being happy and Uncle
Frank sending his love — trash
that is the despair of all who
study psychic P enomena. This
slow method of writing was im-
possible. I needed a key or a
bu‘g to speed things up.
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= === ... (Mary Horton
in danger)” I made the pencil
say, although it took some do-
ing. Then, in jerks between
spells of fighting: “Bring medi-
um to Horton home tomorrow.
Also key and sounder. Can’t
work here.”

A moan from Mary warned
me her stren was ebbing.
The press of fetid bodies had
become unendurable. Over the
squirming things we had stun-
ned, we struggled to safety.

MOUNTING OUR pyramid
early next day, we soon saw
Jim enter the living room. He
must have talked to the older
people b ﬁhone because both
welcomeg im — a little hesi-
tantly, it is true, but my friend
was convincing. Within minutes
he had learned the whole story.

Jim left the room, to return
with a be-shawled and bent
Aunt Matt. A tall man wearing
a Vandyke also appeared. The
latter questioned Jim closely,
stroking his whiskers, but final-
ly nodded his consent to some
proposal. :

The medium was placed in a
chair near the middle of the liv-
ing room floor, and by the grace
of God, within my reach. Jim
brought out telegraph key, bat-
teries, a sounder and a portable
typewriter. The key he placed
under Aunt Matt’s fingers.

As all this was being arranged
— in pantomime to us, of course
— a crescendo of howls and yells

arose from the direction of Har-
ristown. “The Campbells are
coming!” Mary said.

“Can you hold them off?”

“‘I'll do my best, Frank.” She
stood on tiptoe to kiss me.

The instrument clicked tenta-
tively as Jim adjusted it. Mount-
ing our highest boulder, I
clutched Aunt Matt’s impalpable
hand — or at least clutched at
it — and began sending.

The faces of those crowded
around Breeden turned white as
he typed out my message. When
?ll eﬂ&e deta.ils] ha(} been tlrans-
erred to a pile of paper lying
beside his “mill” I asked for
questions to be written large and
held up for me to read.

“How do you suggest that
Miss Horton be freed from this,
shall we say, incubus?” Dr. Mar-
tin wrote first.

Mary screamed. She was be-
ing dragged by the arms over
the pyramid side by a bloated
greenie. Even worse things were
swarming upward like a wave of
rats. 1 snatched a boulder and
brought it down on that hide-
ous face. When it splashed I
cheered and managed to sweep
the top of the pile clear. This
gave enough respite for the girl
to regain her breath and renew
the struggle.

I could see that the long
pause before I answered was
making those in the physical
world even more dubious than
they had been. Shakily I tapped
out:
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“Jeremiah Mather has told me
that, during his witchburnings,
he was obsessed by the fear that
he would meet a similar fate
. . .~ I stopped here to help Mary
repulse still another attac?(, then
went on: ‘Turn his fear against
him.” Again I stopped to wipe
away blood which was dripping
down my arm from a deep
scratch on my shoulder.

at do you mean?” wrote
the p%chotherapist, whose eyes
were shining with excitement.

“Build a pyre. Place Jeremiah
on it and fire it. His terror may
drive him from the body he
stole so that Mary can take his

lace. Then tear away the
rands and release her.”

“I will take no part in such a
hellish scheme” scribbled Hor-
ton.

“Mary,” I cried above the up-
roar on our side of the barrier.
“isn’t there any way you can
convince them?”

“Ask Mother where I buried
my broken doll in the garden,”
she panted as she twisted “the
neck of a snakelike thing.

A SMILE BROKE over Mrs
Horton’s drawn face when I did
this.

“I am convinced, Mary,” she
wrote. “Only the two of us knew
about that burial.”

Horton still shook his white
head.

“Speak to him, Mary,” T urg-
ed. “Perhaps he will hear.”

“Father,” she cried, holding

out her bare and bloody arms to
him while I defended our for-
tress. “Here I am, Daddy. Help
me.

Some echo must have reached
him. He hesitated and looked at
Dr. Martin for advice.

“I am in favor of the experi-
ment” the psychotherapist
wrote after considerable whis-
ker stroking. “We have nothing
to lose and Mary . . . the thing
that calls itself Mary . . . is be-
yond all cure.”

So this modern witchburnin
was agreed upon after muc
bitter argument. Before dawn,
Jeremiah was told that he was
to meet the fate he had brought
upon so many innocents and was
dragged, kickin% and frothing,
to a great pile of wood near the
lake edge.

“How will they know when
we change places?” Mary moan-
ed as they bound the fiend to a
stake in t}ltle pyre's center.

“Don’t worry,” I answered as
I worried madly. How would
they, could they know?

Horton tried to light the fag-
gots but shrank back. His wife
snatched the torch and applied
it. In the growing flicker, Jere-
miah’s stolen face was, at first,
as beautiful and serene as that
of a saint. He still hoped to
break them down. But, as the
heat increased. the face contort-
ed. The mouth drooled. The
eyes started. He mav have been
seeing in review all those poor
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souls he had helped send to this
same fate.

He screamed. The sound —
first to penetrate our astral
realm — was answered in chorus
by Elementals that had gather-
ed, scenting the execution as
buzzards do carrion.

“I heard him.” Mary clung to
me. “Maybe we’ll win.”

Jeremiah clung dogiedly to
the body he had ravished. He
wept and pleaded. He hurled
curses. Long minutes later, as
his flesh cringed and his eve-
brows frizzled, he tried to es-
cape.

Skinny Elemental fingers
reached hungrily for him. He
drew back until he could stand
the flames no longer. Then, as
the girl's head fell forward on
her breast, Mather’s gaunt form
detached itself slowly, fearfully,
like mist rising from water.

“Quick, Mary,” 1 cried.
“Through the fire you go.”

“Goodbye, dear Frank.” She
kissed me for the second time.
“‘I'd almost rather stay, but
somehow I can’t.” .Setting her
teeth, she leaped through the
wall of fire. And Aunt Matt, who
had been leaning on her cane
muttering pravers — or incanta-
tions — screamed: “Put it out!
Put it out!” The others leaped
to obey.

A struggle was in progress on
my side of the barrier. Jeremiah
was at bay. Ringed about him,

scratching with dirty finger and
toenails, was the entire crew of
Elementals. No longer was there
any lack of co-operation. Obey-
ing a will transcending their
own, they fell on Mather hoot-
%%:l»“Sacrilege. Sacrilege. Killl

He slipped and went to his
knees on the damp moss. He
saw me and made his last hypo-
critical appeal: “Help! Help me,
friend!”

As I leaped forward he was
sucked under the mob like a
chip in a whirlpool. For a lon
time the obscene heap writh
beside a dying fire. en it un-
tangled, no trace of Jeremiah re-
mained.

L] o ] L]

There is not much more to
tell. Mary revived, none the
worse except for singed hair and
minor burns, b ut looking woe-
fully sad, a thing that cheered
me when it shouldn’t have.

I reconciled myself to contin-
ue the dreary monotony of a
half-life brightened by occasion-
al glimpses of her. But a strange
thing has happened. While for-
aging for supper, I came across
the path Hank Gordon took.
How silly of me not to have seen
it then.

At the end of that path there
is a ligchtening of this eternal
gloom. Tomorrow 1 follow that
gleam.
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Long Delight
by Jorome Clark

"“Beer,” the fat man said.

He took a sip, sighed hoarsely, and looked around. The
place was silent. In the backroom two pool balls hit each other
and echoed hollowly. No one spoke.

There was a man next to him, old, his skin almost flaky.
He was leaning over his glass, his head unmoving.

.h’"The fat man felt uneasy. He cleared his throat. ‘“Hot day,

He sat, peering glassy-eyed over his half-drunk mug. He
didn’t move.

| said, ‘Hot day, ain’t it?’ ' the fat man repeated, louder this
time. There was no answer. He was still staring at something
over his glass.

ked'l"he fat man shrugged. ““Don’t this guy talk much?’ he
asked.

“’No,"” the bartender said. There was a glint in his eyes.
The fat man started and looked again, but it was gone.

He spun around on the stool and glanced at a table where
three men sat unmoving over an opened deck of cards.

Sauntering over, he reached across, then stopped as he
thought of something. ‘’You don’t mind if | play, do you?"

“Play as long as you want to,”” ‘the bartender said from be-
hind him.

The fat man touched the cards, and immediately his hand
flew back as if stung. They were dusty, old. with the dust of

. of years?

There was a movement in the back room. Suddenly it oc-

curred to him that he would be playing for a long, long time.

27
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é? poéerf a onwanI

He told how murders 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 short-
er 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 hummocks
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 im-

plored him for God’s sake to
take the swamp road.

“The swamp road!”
stared at the boy.

Kane

He was a tall, gaunt man, was
Solomon Kane, his darkly pallid
face and deep brooding eyes
made more somber by the drab
Puritanical garb he affected.

“Yes, sir, 'tis safer,” the young-
ster answered to his surprised
exclamation,

“Then the moor rpad must be
haunted by Satan himself, for
your townsmen warned me a-
gainst 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

Copyright 1928 by Popular Fiction.Pl_xblishin‘g Co.; 1946 by &:kbam House:
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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

A reader suggests that Robert E. Howard is rea.llzla pseudonym for
Edgar Rice Burroughs, and were there no biographical data available
the suggestion would not be a bad one. There are, indeed, many sim-
ilarities een the two, but the differences become more pronounced
wihen read their stories carefully. Almost ancly; paragraph in this
story (and in every other Howard weird tale which is his work alone)
shows word-choices and word and phrase arrangement that give a
constant cursive and sibilant effect, almost like a snake weaving its
way through grass. In addition there is such a leaning upon allitera-
tion (particularly in sentences where sibilation does not occur so
prominently) as to suggest poetry rather than prose. Howard was
also a poet. Both elements can be found in Burroughs, true, but not
nearly to the same extent; one does not get the feeling with the older
man, as one does with Howard, that English is almost being trans-
formed into a Latin language. Both men dealt with strange peoples,
lost cities and races (many of which appeared in Africa), and Bur-
roughs could produce quite eerie effects at times when he wanted to.
But he never quite touched upon the core of prehuman, subhuman,
and superhuman horror that was always at Howard’s fingertips once
the younger man got into the swing of story production. Robert E.
Howard was in or mearing his sixth year when Under the Moons of
Mars (title changed to A Princess of Mars for book publication) ap-
peared in ALL-STORY MAGAZINE (February-]u(l]y 1912), and he died
in 1936 — June 11th, eleven years and eleven days after his first pub-
lished .story, Spear and Fang appeared in WEmD TALEs. A short nov-
elet, Wolfsiwad, made a greater impact in 1926, but it was in the
August 1928 issue of WT, when Red Shadows introduced an Eng-
lish Puritan named Solomon Kane, that Howard really hit his stride.
Later he would introduce Kull, King of Valusia, Bran Mak Morn, and
Conan; the last named is his most famous character, appearing late
in 1932, but many readers, including this one, regretted that he did
not return occasionally to his earlier characters to leaven the Conan
zﬂc'lte. Another prime difference between Burroughs and Howard is

, for all his faults, Burroughs had a warm sense of humor and
could present believable and likeable people; ERB had a basic love
of life and his fellow man. Howard showed no trace of humor (sar-
donic wit is not humor) and the underlying philosophy of his fiction
is bitter, misanthropic, and nihilistic. This does not demean the im-
pact of his tales — for, like ERB, he was a teller of tales rather than
a master of story-construction. We have received innumerable requests
for Howard’s pre-Conan stories, dealing with his earlier characters,
and the present story was specifically urged upon us by HARvEY STONE.

maniac cousin, Gideon, wander- better go the swamp road.”

ed off and died in the swamp

oot oo isorfodotacododoosefodoeosnfuodeduofudodeiefududodroiolodsirfroiodeds
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and was never found — and old
Ezra, though a miser, would
not refuse you lodging should
you decide to stop until morn-
ing Since you must go, you had

Kane eyed the boy piercing-
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ly. The lad squirmed and shuf-
erd his feet.

“Since this moor road is so
dour to wayfarers,” said the Pur-
itan, “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 turn-
ed not at the forks, they sent
me to run after you and beg
you to reconsider.

“Name of the Devill” ex-
claimed Kane sharply, the un-
accustomed oath showing his
irritation; “the swamp road and
the moor road — what is it that
threatens me and why should
Euio miles out of my way and

the bogs and mires
“Sir,” said the boy, ping
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 unfortu-
nates. Some foul horror haunts
the way and claims men for his
victims.”

“SoP? And what is this thing
like?”

“No man knows. None has
ever seen it and lived, but late-
farers have heard terrible laugh-
ter far out on the fen and men

" tims are bruis

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 back11 in ]f(ga}?el;s dg]loomy
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 breath-
taking, touch-and-go dramal!
Not that Kane recognized 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 dark-
ness have laid a curse upon the
country. A strong man is needed
to combat Satan and his might.
Therefore 1 go, who have de-
fied 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 vic-
and torn, sir.”

Ifle stt;ign there a:fu tﬂe crois-
roads, 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 blood-
red it sank down behind the sul-
len horizon of the moors, seem-
ing to touch the rank grass with
fire; so for a moment the watch-
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er seemed to be gazing out a-
cross a sea of blood. Then the
dark shadows came gliding
from the east, the western blaze
faded, and Solomon Kane struck
out boldly in the gathering
darkness.

The road was dim from dis-
use 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 specters. The moon be-
fan to rise, lean and haggard,
ike a skull among the stars.

Then suddenly Kane sto¥ped
short. From somewhere in front
of him sounded a strange and
eery echo — or something like
an echo. Again, this time loud-
er. Kane started forward again.
Were his senses deceiving him?
Nol

Far out, there pealed a whis-
per of frightful laughter. And
again, closer this time. No hu-
man being ever laughed like that
— there was no mirth in it, only
hatred and horror and soul-de-
stroying terror. 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 undoubtedl!
human. Kane started forward,
increasing his gait. He cursed
the illusive lights and flickering
shadows which veiled the moor
in the rising moon and made
accurate 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 hunt-
ed 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, mingled with other
sounds unnamable and hideous.
Evidently the man had been
overtaken, and Kane, his flesh
crawling, visualized some ghast-
ly fiend of the darkness crouch-
ing on the back of its victim —
crouching and tearing.

Then the noise of a terrible
and short stru%gle came clearly
through the abysmal silence of
the fen and the footfalls began
again, but stumbling and un-
even. The screaming continued,
but with a asping gurgle. The
sweat st cold on Xane's
forechead 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 iudﬁe
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 blur-
red illusions, and stunted trees
and bushes seemed like giants.

Kane shouted, striving to in-
crease the speed of his advance.
The shrieks of the unknown
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broke into a hideous shrill
squealing; again there was the
sound of a struggle, and then
from the shadows of the tall
ss a thing came reeling — a
ing that had once been a man
— a gore-covered, frightful thin
that fell at Kane’s feet an
writhed and groveled and raised
its terrible face to the rising
moon, and F,ibbered and yam-
mered, 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 piercing the shadows
whence the dead man had stag-
Eﬁred. He saw nothing, but he

ew — he felt — that other

es gave back his stare, terri-
ble eyes not of this Earth. He
straightened and drew a pis-
‘tol, 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 hid-
eous 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 brain-
shattering travesty on the hu-
man form, like, yet horribly un-
like. The grass and bushes be-
yond 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 %aped wide and the de-
moniac laughter again shrieked
out, soul-shaking in its nearness.
And in the midst of that threat
of doom, Kane deliberately le-
veled his long pistol and fired.
A maniacal yell of rage and
mockery answered the report,
and the thing came at him like
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a flying sheet of smoke, long
shaJ:mey arms stretched to drag
him down.

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

He drogped the useless sword
and sought to grapple with his
foe. It was like fighting a float-
ing mist, a flying shadow armed
with daggerlike claws. His sa-
vage blows met empty air, his
leanly mighty arms, in whose
grasp strong men had died,
swept nothingness and clutched
emi)tiness. Naught was solid or
real save the flaying, apelike
fingers with their crooked tal-
ons, and the crazy eyes which
burned into the shuddering
depths of his soul.

KANE REALIZED THAT he
was in a desperate plight in-
deed. 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 oc-
curred to him he would have
flushed with shame.

He saw no help for it now,

but that his form should le
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 ad-
vantages 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 wea-
pon to combat that ghost?

Kane fought with his arms
and his feet and his hands, and
he was aware at last that the

host began to give back before

im, 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 a-
gainst 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 gasping, 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
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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 compre-
hend as a man hears and com-

rehends the speech of a man,
gut the frightful secrets it im-
parted in whisperings and yam-
merings and screaming silences
sank fingers of ice into his soul,
and he knew.

2

THE HUT OF old Ezra the
miser stood by the road in the
midst of the swamp, half screen-
ed 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 windows,
as if seeking to peer within. The
trees leaned above it and their
ﬁzay branches intertwined so

at it crouched in the semi-
darkness like a monstrous dwarf
over whose shoulder ogres leer.

The road which wound down
into the swamp, among rottin
stumps and rank hummocks an
scummy, snake-haunted pools
and bogs, crawled past the hut.
Many people passed that way
these days, but few saw old Ez-
ra, save a glimpse of a yellow
face, peering through the fung-
us-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 theswamplands.
His eyes were like a dead man’s,
yet hinted of depths abysmal
and loathsome as tﬂe dead lakes
of the swamplands.

These eyes gleamed now at
the man who stood in front of
his hut. This man was tall and

aunt and dark, his face was

aggard 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?”

“}&ye, and what want ye of
me

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

“Gideon?”

ﬂAye.n

“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 disap-
pearance, a countryman, com-
ing home across the moors, was
set upon by some unknown
fiend and torn to pieces, and
thereafter it became death to
cross those moors. First men of
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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 draFged 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 restlessl
and murmured fearfully to eac
other, and old Ezra’s eyes shift-
ed furtively. Yet the somber
expression of Solomon Kane
never altered, and his condor-
like stare seemed to transfix the
miser.

“Aye, aye!” muttered old Ez-
ra 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 vic-
tim. Aye, how I overcame it, I
know not, for the battle was
hard and Ion%, 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 monstrous truth.”

Old Ezra stared, stared wild-
ly, 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 pow-
er 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 incoherent-
ly and turned to flee.

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

Kane motioned them to fol-
low, and turning strode up the
trail, followed by the villagers,
who found their strength taxed
to the utmost 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 gib-
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bet, now only a decaying shell.
There Solomon Kane halted.

Old Ezra writhed in his cap-
tor's grasp and made inarticu-
late noises.

“Over a year ago,” said Solo-
mon 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 liel”

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
Iin% with a terrible shriek.

e object was a man’s skel-
eton, the skull cleft.

“You — how know you this?
%ou are Satan!” gibbered old

Zra.

Kane folded his arms. “The
thing I fought last night told
me this thing as we reeled in
battle, and 1 followed it to this
tree. For the fiend is Gideon's
ghostl”

Ezra shrieked
fought savagely.

“You knew,” said Kane somber-
ly, “you knew what thing did
ti;&se deeds. You feared the
ghost of the maniac, and that
is why you chose to leave his
body on the fen instead of con-

again and

cealing it in the swamp. For
ou ew the ghost would
aunt 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
mazed 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 thin
that can rend and slay, an
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
ﬁhost, in his yammerings and

is whisperings and his shriek-
ing 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

ou must die that others may
ive — and God knoweth you
deserve death.

“You shall not die by noose,
bullet or sword, but at the tal-
ons 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
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screaming for death, begging
them to burn him at the stake,
to flay him alive. Kane’s face
was set like death, and the vil-
lagers, 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 unbearable mo-
notony. 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 unshack-
led than bound like a sacrifice.”

As they turned to leave him,
old Ezra yammered and gib-
bered unhuman sounds and then
fell silent, starring 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 uncer-
tain light like a great fungus
growin to the bole. And sud-

enly the miser screamed hide-
ously, “Death! Death! There
are skulls in the stars!”

“Life was good to him, though
he was gnarled and churlish
and devil,” Kane sighed. “May-
hap God has a place for such
souls where fire and sacrifice
may cleanse them of their dross

as fire cleans the forest of fung-
us 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 heavi-
ly, “I know not — I know not.”

The sun had gone down and
night spread with amazing swift-
ness, as if great shadows came
rushing down from unknown
voids to cloak the world with
hurrying darkness. Through the
thick night came a 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 death-
ly stillness with breathless mur-
merings.

Then far away the red disk
of the moon rose over the fen,
and for an instant a grim silhou-
ette 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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Richard Marsh (1867-1915) was a British writer of strange and un-

usual tales, outstandin
sent story comes from

among them, the novel The Beetle. The pre-
e collection, The Seen and the Unseen (1800),

and deals with a background which he used at least in one other
story: Canterstone Jail.

THE GOVERNOR glanced
up as Mr. Dodsworth entered.

"Anything‘ the matter, Mr.
Dodsworth

“Rather a curious thing in
connection with the photograph
of the man George Solly. If you
could spare me a moment I
should like to show it to you.”

Mr. Dodsworth produced a

ket-book. From the pocket-
ook he took a phot(;?raph. It
was the photograph a man
who was attired in prison cos-
tume. He was seated on a chair,
and he held in front of him a
slate on which was written in
large letters, “George Solly.”
Mr. Dodsworth handed is
photograph to the governor.

“Well, Mr. Dodsworth, what

38

is there peculiar about thisP”

“There is something about it
which is very peculiar indeed,
sir, to my eye. If you will look
at the photograph closely, you
will see that there is something
behind the man.”

Mr. Paley brought the photo-
graph nearer to his spectacled
eyes.

“I see — a sort of shadow.
Well?”

“You will notice that that
shadow loks very much like a
veiled figure — as though a
veiled figure was standing at
the back of the man Solly.

“Exactlyl It does bear some
resemblance to a veiled figure.

What then?”
“This, sir: that no one was



standing behind Solly. No one,
and nothing.”
“I don't quite see what you
are aiming at, Mr. Dodsworth.”
“I am aiming at obtaining
your permission to take anoth-
er negative of the man.”

“Another negativel Why?
Isn’t this a iciently good
likeness?”

“The likeness is not exactly
a bad one, though it is not a
very g!ood one, either. But will
you allow me to explain, sir?
The day on which I took that
plate was, for photographic
f)urposes, a very fair day. Sol-

sat, where the men generally

o sit, about fourteen or fifteen
feet from the wall. There was
nothing between the wall and
him. I ought to have had noth-
ing on the plate but Solly. What
1 want to know is, how came
that veiled figure there?”

“Veiled figure! You call the
shadow a veiled figure? Don’t
you think that the resemblance
is somewhat fanciful?”

“No, sir, I don’t. The focus is
not quite right, so that it comes
out a little dim; but I have not
the slightest doubt that a veiled
figure has been introduced into
my plate, as standing behind
George Solly’s chair. I should
very much like to take the man
again.”

“In fact, you are a little cur-
ious, eh? I am not sure that I
should be justified in allowing
you to make experiments at
prisoners’ expense. I don’t know

why they want this man Solly’s
likeness at Scotland Yard. It is
his first offense, he is a good-
conduct man, and I don't know
why that I am entitled to al-
low you to put him to unneces-
sa% inconvenience.”

ut, to put it on no other
grounds, the likeness might be
very easily improved.”

DR. LIVERMORE had just
come in from his rounds. He
stretched out his hand to the
ﬁovemor. “Let me look at it,”

e said.

Mr. Paley handed him the
photograph. The doctor exam-
ined it.

“Do you mean to tell me, Mr.
Dodsworth, that there was
nothing behind the man when
you exposed this plate?”

“I do. Ask Mr. Murray; he
was present at the time.”

Chief Warder Murray, stand-
ing by, corroborated Mr. Dods-
worth’s word.

“Then what have you done
to the plate since you exposed
it? You know, Mr. Dodsworth,
this looks to me very much like
one of those so-called spirit

hotographs — you know what
?mean — printed from two ex-
posures, and that kind of thing.”

“I know what you mean. But
I assure you, doctor, that that
is a print from an ordinary de-
velopment of the plate which I
exposed in Mr. Murray’s pre-
sence. It seems to me to be
rather a curious thing. How
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did that veiled figure get upon
that plate?”

“Quite so! If what you say is
correct, it is a curious thing.
Mr. Paley, I think you might
allow Mr. Dodsworth to make
another trial. No harm will be
done.”

The governor gave his per-
mission. Some days afterwards

Mr. Dodsworth came into the

office just as Mr. Paley had
concluded his matutinal inter-
views with such of the prisoners
as were “reported,” and such
,others as desired “to see the
governor.” Dr. Livermore had
also just entered the office to
sign ‘the report after making his
rounds. )

“Well, Mr. Dodsworth,” in-
quired the governor, “and what
is the result this timeP”

“Before showing {ou the re-
sult, sir, I should like to ask a
question or two.” Mr. Dods-
worth turned to Chief Warder
Murray, who had been present,
in his official capacity, during
the governor’s recent interview-
ing. “You were present, Mr.
Murray, when I photographed
the man Solly?”

“I was.”

“And you also, Slater? Mr.
Dodsworth turned to Warder
Slater, who had entered with
him. Warder Slater allowed that
he was.

; “Mr. Muri'lay, wh(i]re was ﬁgﬁ
y sitting when I photograp
him?”

“He was sitting where the

men always do sit — perhaps
twenty feet from the wall.”

“Was there anything behind
him — I mean, any person, or
any object of any kind?”

ere was nothin%.)"

“Could there have been any-
thing behind him without your
having been aware of the fact?”

“Certainly not. It was a sun-
ny day, half-past two in the af-
ternoon, and 1 myself stood
within a dozen feet of Solly, to
the left of him.”

“Slater, is what Mr. Murray
sasys correct?” Warder Slater
allowed that it was. Mr. Dods-
worth tumed to the governor.
“I have asked these questions
in your presence, Mr. Paley,
because the results of my second
attempt at photographing the
man Solly have been so curious.
I availed myself to the full of
your permission. I made up my
mind that there should be no
doubt about the thing this time.
So I exposed three separate

lates. This is the result of the
irst exposure, Mr. Paley.”

Mr. Dodsworth handed the

~ governor a photogr.

aph.

“I don’t understang you, Mr.
Dodsworth. Is this a photograph
of Solly? Who is the woman
standing at the back of the
chair?”

“Just so — that is what I
should like to know. Who is
the woman standing at the back
of his chair?”

Mr. Paley glanced up in sur-
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prise. “What do you mean, Mr.
Dodsworth?”

“l mean, sir, what I say —
that I should like to know who
the woman is standing at the
back of his chair. Did you see
a woman standing at the back
of his chair, Mr. Murray?”

There was no woman.”

“Mr. Murray says that there
was no woman; the camera
seems to sug]gest that there was.”

“Let me look at the thing.”

The doctor took the photo-
ﬁraph out of the governor’s

and. It was the dphotograph of
a man, in prison dress, who was
sitting holding out a slate in
front of him, on which was
written, in characters which
were only too legible, his name,
“George Solly.” Behind the chair
on which he was sitting stood
a woman. Her pose was curious-
ly natural — not at all the rath-
er-death-than-move pose which
is dear to the average photogra-

her. She rested one hand light-
s{] on the man’s shoulder, and

e was stooping a little forward
as if she was curious to see
what was written upon the slate
which he was holding. Her fea-
tures were not quite clear, and
the whole photograph, so far as
she was concerned, was rather
dim — but there could be no
possible doubt of the fact that
she was there.

“Dodsworth,” said the doctor,
“do you mean to tell me that

ou have not been trying some
ittle novelty of your own in

the way of spirit photographs?”

“Upon my honor, doctor, no.
I looked at that negative di-
rectly I got home, and when I
saw that woman standing
there, well — I declare to you
that I felt queer. I have brought
that negative here, and the oth-
er two negatives. Anybody who
knows anything about photogra-
phy will be able to see at a
glance that they have not been
tampered with since their ori&;
inal exposure. The print whi
the doctor has is the result of
the first, and this, Mr. Paley, is
the result of the second expo-
sure.

MR. DODSWORTH handed
Mr. Paley a second photograph.
It was a repetition of the first,
only, in this case, instead of
standing at the back of the
man’s chair, the woman was
kneeling on the ground at his
side, and was stretching out her
hand and arm in such a man-
ner that they screened the words
which were written on the slate.

“You see,” commented Mr.
Dodsworth, “she has concealed
the prisoner’s name.”

“Do you mean to tell me ser-
iously, Mr. Dodsworth, that you
wish me to take this as a bona
fide portrait of the man Solly?”

“Here is Mr. Murray, and here
is Mr. Slater: they were present
at the time — ask them! I took
the negatives straight home;
they are now lying before you
on the table. What you are
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holding in your hand was print-
ed, in the usual manner and in
the ordinary course, from the
second plate which I exposed.”

“Then do you wish me to infer
that about the matter there is
something supernatural, Mr.
Dodsworth?”

Mr. Dodsworth shrugged. “It
is not for me to draw inferences.
I am a photographer. It is my
duty to lay before you the re-
sults of the camera. That is a
Krint from the third exposure,

Ar. Paley.”

Mr. Dodsworth laid the third
photograph before the gover-
nor.

“Really, Mr. Dodsworth, this
is too much! Do you expect me
to take this as a portrait of the
man George Solly? Why, there’s
nothing of the man to be seen!”

Quite so — the woman has
stepped in front of him, and
conceals him wholly.”

“Do you wish me to infer
that the man is behind the wom-
an then? They will require the
magnifying glasses which Sam
Weller alluded to, if that por-
trait is to be of much service
to them at Scotland Yard.”

“I repeat, Mr. Paley, that I
wish you to infer nothing. That
is the portrait of a woman,
which was not taken under or-
dinary conditions, because,
when it was taken, there was no
woman there. No woman, that
is, who was visible to my eyes,
or to Mr. Murray’s or to Mr.
Slater’s, and it was broad day-

light. We saw George Solly,
and George Solly only; but it
seems that the camera saw some-
_thing else, and I believe it is
a well-authenticated fact that
the camera cannot lie.”

“That does not look like an
ordinary photograph, Mr. Dods-
worth.”

“It is an extraordinary photo-
grai;h, Mr. Paley.”

“It looks so dim.”

“Perhaps it is because the
woman was only dimly visible
to the exquisitely sensitized
plate that she was invisible to
our less sensitive eyes.”

“You are, in fact, suggestin
a §host story, Mr. Dodsworth.

I am suggesting a possible
explanation, Mr. Paley.

“And I will suggest another.”
The doctor was holding the
photograph in his hand. He
was eyeing it askance. “I sug-
gest that I bring my camera to
bear. Let me my hand at
photographing this remarkable
Mr. Solly. Have I your permi-
sion, Mr. Paley?”

The governor leaned back in
his chair. He drummed with
his finger-ends upon table. His
manner became official. “I don’t
know, doctor, that we are en-
titled to make experiments up-
on this man.”

“We are entitled to endeavor
to get a good portrait of him if
we can, without adjuncts. I
suppose that you hardly intend
to send either of these negatives
up to Scotland Yard. You will
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have inquiries made into the
matter if you do. I don’t wish
to suggest anything in the least
unkind, but I am inclined to
think that, although a mere
amateur, I shall be able to ob-
tain more satisfactory results
than Mr. Dodsworth, the pro-
fessional. Perhaps when I try
the spooks will be sleeping.”

“So far as I am concerned I
very earnestly hope that the
ﬁfvemor will allow you to make

e experiment, doctor.”

The governor nodded slowly.
“The circumstances are peculiar.
Ordinarily, doctor I should feel
myself bound to decline to ac-
cede to your request. The pri-
soners are not here for us to ex-
periment upon. But — I have
received instructions from head-
quarters to forward to Scotland
Yard a negative of the man
George Solly. None of Mr. Dods-
worth’s negatives are suited is
the required purpose. It be-
comes, therefore, my duty to
procure one more suitable. It is
in the hope that you will be
able to provide me with a more
suitable negative that, Dr. Liv-
ermore, I accede to your re-
quest.”

II

“WELL, I'VE done it!”

There were in the office when
Dr. Livermore made this re-
mark — the governor, Mr. Dods-
worth, the chief warder, and
the doctor.

“You were all of you present
when I made my little trial, so
as to the conditions under which
that trial was made I presume
that we are all agreed. What 1

hotographed was the man

eorge Solly. There was no one
else there to photograph. Upon
that point there can be no doubt
whatever — is that not so, Mr.
Paley?” ’

“Certainly, no one else was
there — that is, within the range
of your camera.”

Just so; I mean within the
range of my camera, so that
there can be no reason why the
results should not have been

satisfactory.”
“No reason with which I am
acquainted — none whatever.

Are the results not satisfactory?”

“Wait one moment and you
shall judge for yourself. As you
are aware, 1 went one better
than Mr. Dodsworth — I ex-
posed four plates. As each plate
was exposeg I sealed it up in
your presence, without even
glancing at it myself. Directly I
reached home I forwarded the
sealed plates to a firm in town
to be developed. I mentioned to
no one that I intended to do so.
I have mentioned the fact of
having done so to no one since.
I simply instructed that firm
to develop the plates in the or-
dinary way, to print six impres-
sions from each, and to return
both prints and plates to me.
The results have only reached
me this morning. Here they are.
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There cannot be the slightest
doubt that these are my plates,
that they have not in any way
been tampered with, that they
have simply been developed by
ordinary processes, and that
these prints are merely repro-
ductions from the plates. Yet,
when I saw these prints, I did
what I think you will do — I
stared. Mr. Paley, here is the re-
sult of the first exposure.”

The doctor handed Mr. Paley
a photograph. The governor di-
rectly he saw it gave utterance
to an exclamation. “Doctor!
You are dreaming.”

“I assure you I am not. Mr.
Dodsworth, allow me to hand
you a print from the first ex-
posure. Mr. Murray, allow me
to hand you one. Mr. Dods-
worth, you perceive that the
lal'll%:'l is now upon your side.”

e photograph which the
doctor had handed round was
not the photograph of a man at
all, but of a woman. She was
costumed in ordinary feminine
attire. She wore no covering on
her head. She was seated square-
ly on the chair on which pri-
soners were wont to sit when
enjoying the luxury of having
their likenesses taken at their
country’s expense. She was
looking straight at the camera.
And in the eyes there was a
certain defiance, and upon her
face a look of stern, resolute
determination, which is not in
general, to be noted upon the

countenances of those triumphs
of the photographer’s art with
which we adorn our albums.

“Honestly, doctor,” inquired
the governor, “aren’t you having
a little joke at our expense? Or
perhaps you have made a slight
mistake in giving us one print
for another. Are you aware that
the portrait you have given us
is not the portrait of a man at
all, but of a woman?”

“l am aware of it, and of a
woman who, to my eye, has the
light of a great purpose in her
face. There can be no doubt
that that woman was sitting in
George Solly’s chair.”

“And where is George Solly
then?”

“That I cannot tell you. But,
as Mr. Dodsworth remarked the
other day — and I shall have to
make my apologies to Mr.
Dodsworth — it is a well-au-
thenticated fact that the camera
cannot lie. On this occasion it
has seen something which was
concealed from our less sensi-
tive vision.”

Mr. Paley laid down the
photograph with that acid yet
courteous smile for which the
governor was famous.

“And where is the result of
the second exposure? Is the
woman still sitting in George
Solly’s seat!”

“No, she has left it, and this
time, as you see, we have at
least George Solly’s face. Here
is the result of the second ex-
posure.”
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THE DOCTOR handed round
another ﬁvhotograph. In this the
man Solly was seated in the
usual attitude, holding out the
slate, and the woman was kneel-
ing before him. Her profile was
towards the camera, and she
had just rubbed out the name
upon the slate. At any rate, the
slgte was blank.

“Isn’t that a remarkable pho-
tograph?” asked the doctor. “I
mean a remarkable photograph
from any and every point of
viewP Just look at the expres-
sion on the woman’s face, and
at the suggestion of complete
unconsciousness on the face of
the man. She looks as though
she could, and would, do ani;-
thing. He seems to be wholly
innocent, even of the knowledge
of her presence there.”

“This photograph is, in some
respects, not unlike one of Mr.
Dodsworth’s.”

“Which makes the thing the
more remarkable. But I want
you particularly to observe that
the slate which Solly holds is a
blank. Now, I ask all of you,
whether at any moment during
the time I was exposing the
plates that slate. was blank.”

“Certainly not,” declared
Chief Warder Murray.

The others, by their silence,
acquiesced in Mr. Murray’s de-
claration.

“If I could trust my eyes,
during the whole time I was
exposing the plates, the words
‘George Solly’ were there, osten-

tatiously there, upon that slate.
You see that in that print the
slate is blank. Now look at this
— this is the result of the third
exposurel”

In the fresh photograph which
the doctor produced a curious
change had taken place. The
blank upon the slate was occu-

ied; a name was written on it
Tom corner to corner. It seemed
that it had just been written b
the woman, because the hand-
writing was feminine; and with
her face towards the camera,
still kneeling on the ground be-
fore the man George Solly, she

ointed at it with a sort of de-
iant ra?e, as though she gloried
in the fact of having written it,
and dared them to deny the
suggestion it conveyed.

Now, what do you think of
that?” cried Dr. Livermore. “You
will remember that these expo-
sures followed each other at
intervals of perhaps a couple of
minutes. Just now the slate was
blank, now the blank is filled.
The name ‘George Solly’ re-
mained upon the slate through-
out the several exposures, so
far as we could see. But ‘George
Solly’ is not the name with
which the woman, during the
couple of minutes which inter-
vened between the two expo-
sures, has filled the blank.”

Mr. Paley was peering
through his spectacles at the
name which, in the photograph,
appeared upon the slate. “It is
certainly not ‘George Solly’. It
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looks like ‘Evan’ — ‘Evan . . " ”

“It's ‘Evan Bradell” The
thing’s as clear as day.”

“Evan Bradell — so it is. Real-
ly, doctor, this is, in its way re-
markable.”

“But I venture to say that the
most remarkable part is still to
follow. We had, first of all, the
woman sitting on the chair, on
which, if we can trust the evi-
dence of our senses throughout,
no one but George Solly sat.
Then we had the woman, having
rubbed out the name upon the
slate, George Solly now upon
the chair. Then we had the
woman, having substituted the
one name for the other, George
Solly still upon the chair. And
now, in this ?ourth exYosure, you
will see that not only has the
woman gone, but George Solly
has vanished too, and in George
Solly’s chair is seated — anoth-
er man! Here it is, look for your-
selves.”

IT WAS AS the doctor said.
In the fourth photograph the
woman had disappeared. There
was the familiar chair, but the
individual who was seated on
it bore not the least resemblance
to Solly. To begin with, this in-
dividual, with the exception of
the hat — he was hatless — was
clad in commonplace civilian
costume, decorous frock-coat,
and the rest of it. But it was
not a question of difference of
clothing; he was altogether a
bigger and an older man than

Solly. And he dandled on his
knee, with an air of curious dis-
comfiture, the slate on which
was inscribed, in a clear, femi-
nine hand, the name “Evan
Bradell.”

While his hearers continued
to examine the result of the
fourth exposure the doctor de-
livered himself of a few obser-
vations.

“While I do not wish to sug-
gest that we are in the presence
of a manifestation from the
supernatural, I do insist that we
are, at any rate so far, in the
presence of a mystery. I doubt
if any photographer ever before
discovered that, while he sup-
posed himself to having been
Ehotographing Mr. Brown, he

ad, in reality, been photograp-
ing Miss Smith. I want you to
note one or two points which
strike me about the affair, and
which may lead to a possible
solution. First of all, there is
the presence of the woman. In
Mr. Dodsworth’s original plate
it requires no strong effort of
the imagination to suppose that
the veiled figure at the back of
the chair is that of a woman. In
Mr. Dodsworth’s subsequent
three plates the woman is cer-
tain, In my first three plates she
is, if possible, more certain still.
And just observe that Mr. Dods-
worth’s woman and my woman
are identical; she has changed
her dress, but the woman is the
same. Possibly, Mr. Paley, you
will be able to offer us an ex-
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lanation of how it is that Mr.

odsworth and I should both
of us been photographing a
woman whom neither of us has
ever seen,”

Mr. Paley leaned back in his
chair. He looked up at the ceil-
ing. He pressed the tips of his
fingers together. And he pre-
served that silence which is
golden.

“It is to be noted that the at-
titude of the woman is, through-
out, one of protection to the
man and defiance to us — of de-
fiance, that is, to the manipu-
lator of the camera. She first of
all, in Mr. Dodsworth’s plate,
tries to hide the name upon the
slate. Then she actually, with her
own person, conceals the man.
In my first plate she confronts
me boldly, as if to give me to
understand that it is with her I
have to reckon. Then she rubs
out the name upon the slate,
she writes another in its place.
And, having substituted one
name for the other, she seems,
by a mere effort of will, to have

ected” an exchange of men:
George Solly is gone, Evan Bra-

1 occupies his place. She ap-
pears as Solly’s guardian angel,
resolute, at all hazards, to prove
that she is on his side; and she
seems to be making frantic ef-
forts to express her unwavering
faith in Solly’s innocence, even
going so far as to point out the
man on whose shoulders the
guilt should be properly laid.”

The doctor paused, and the
governor spoke.

“With regard to Dr. Liver-
more’s fanciful explanation of
the somewhat peculiar circum-
stances connected with these
photographs — and the doctor
will excuse me if I say that I
did not think that he was capa-
ble of such flights of imagina-
tion .. .)”

“Laugh away, Mr. Paleyl ‘He
laughs Iongest who laughs last.” ”

“Quite so, doctor, quite sol
With regard to your guardian
angel theory, about a woman
watching over Solly, and so on,
I may mention that a letter has
been received in the prison, ad-
dressed to the man Solly, which
comes from a woman — from a
woman who is, apparently, his
wife. Whoever she is, she is, if
one may judge from the evi-
dence of the letter itself, cer-
tainly a remarkable woman.
And I am bound to allow that,
in view of recent events, and
of what we have heard from
Doctor Livermore, this letter is,
in a sense, a coincidence. In
pursuance of the powers which
are invested in me to make such
use of convicted prisoners’ let-
ters as may appear to me to be
justified by circumstances, I
will read to you this letter which
has been sent to the prison, ad-
dressed to Solly.”

THE GOVERNOR read aloud
the following letter. It sounded
strange in his cool, clear, slight-
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ly acid tones. One fancied that
it had been written in a_differ-
ent spirit to that in which it
was read.

My Own, Dear, NosLe HusBaND,

God bless you, sweetheart! 1 hope
you realize, my dear, that I am w1th
you in Canterstone Jail. Not only in
spirit, but actually, and in fact. I
am with you in the morning when
the bell rings, and you rise from
your p bed. I am with you on
the treadwheel, love, and I am proud
to keep step at your side. And I am
with you when, in the evening, you
lie down again upon your plank. I lie
down on gne plank beside you, and
I creep into your arms as I used to
do when I had you at home, and as
I will do when, soon, I have you
home again, my love. Do not think
that I speak figuratively. I have been
with you all the time that you have
been in jail; I have been ever at your
side, I have seen all that you have
done, although I do not think, sweet-
heart, that you have been conscious
of my presence. I have kissed you
many times upon the lips, although
T do not think that you have felt
my kisses there. But, now that you
know that I am with you, always
and ever, and that I often kiss you,
watch for me, dear husband. Some-
thing I am sure, will reveal to you
my presence, and you will feel my

ses.

But do not think, because I am
ever with you in the jail, that I am
not outside as well — because indeed
I am. There has come to me, during
this our time of sorrow, I know not
from whence or how, a dual person-
alitv. I am with you there; I shall be
with you, sweetheart, when you read
this letter; watch for me. I shall be
leanine over your shoulder as your
eves light upon these words — and I
am here. watching and working to
establish the truth. And the truth is

coming out. I know whose is the
guilt. It is his whom we both of us
suspected from the first. And soon it

be proved: by his own con-
science and by me. So the time is
drawing very near when your inno-
cence shall be made known to the
world — I would not say so if I was
not sure.

God bless you, sweetheart; and
God permit me to continue with you
in your cell. It will not be for long.
And God has been so good to us in
spite of sorrows, that I have a full
assurance that He will not withhold
from us this further boon.

My own, dear, noble husband, I
am the happiest and the proucfest
woman in the world, because I am
able to write myself

Your Wire.

“Queer letter!” observed Mr.
Murray, when the governor had
finished reading.

“I should say, offhand,” re-
marked Mr. Dodsworth, “that
that woman must be wrong in
the head.”

The doctor smothed his shav-
en chin with his open palm
before he spoke. “I am not so
sure of that. But of one thing I
am sure. I am sure I know who
is the original of the woman in
the photographs.” :

e governor glanced up from
the letter which he still held in
his hand. “Who is itP”

“The woman who wrote that
letter — George Solly’s wife.”

The governor appeared to
consider the matter for a mo-
ment. “That is a point that can
be very easily decided. Murray,
go fetch George Solly here.”
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THE CHIEF WARDER de-
parted. When, in the course of
a few minutes, he returned with
the object of his quest, it was
seen that George Solly was a
young man, of perhaps six- or
seven-and-twenty years of age.
The prison costume which he
wore was not a thing of beauty,
but its ugliness was not suffi-
cient to conceal the fact that he
was a man of gentle breeding,
but of modest bearing. He was
fair, with clear brown eyes, and
well-shaped mouth and chin,
not by any means the criminal
l);pe of man, and he was a man
of quiet fortitude. Despite that

iform, there was about the
man a certain dignity.

Directly he had taken up the
regulation stand-at-attention at-
titude in front of the governor’s
table, Mr. Paley held out to him
a photograph

Solly, wﬁose portrait is that?”

As soon as Solly’s glance fell
upon the portrait, which he
took from Mr. Paley, his eyes
moistened and his lips twitched.
“Has she sent it to me? May I
have it, sir?”

ose portrait is it, Solly?”

But the man appeared uncon-
scious of the governor’s inquiry.
He continued to gaze steadfast-
ly upon the portrait. And he
said, as if he had forgetten that
anyone was present beside the
portrait and himself, “How
came she to be sitting on that
chair? And what a strange look

sher!)as upon her facel My dar-
ing

In the presence of those iron-
bound officials he kissed the
face which was imaged in the
photosraph.

“I don’t think you can have
heard my question, Solly. Whose
portrait is that?”

“Whose? My wife’s. Are you
not aware of that? Has it come
from her for me?

“No.” The governor held out
his hand. “Give it to me.” Solly
shrank back a little. He seemed
to hold the portrait with an in-
tenser grasp. Then he gave it
back to Mr. Paley. “That por-
portrait is the property of the
prison. I merely wished to know
if you recognized the subject.
Here is another portrait, Solly.
Can you tell me who is the orig-
inal of this?”

Solly stared, as though he

could not quite make out the
urport of the proceedings. He
eld out his hand, rather doubt-
fully, for the fresh photograph
which the governor passed to
him by way of the chief ward-
er. But when his glance fell up-
on the photograph he started
and he staref,r and he stared
and he started, as though he
could not believe the evidence
of his own eyes.

“It — it cant be! At last! oh,
my God, at last!”

The man’s emotion was in-
tense. But the governor paid no
heed to that whatever. He re-
peated his inquiry in his cool,
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clear, acid voice. “Are you ac-
uainted with the original of
that photograph?”

“Am IP Aren’t I? Oh, Mr.
Paley, have they found it out —
have they discovered it was he?
Am I to have my freedom? Is
it known at last that I was inno-
cent?”

“Be so good as to answer my
question, Solly. Are you ac-
3;1ainted with the original of

at photograph?”

“Certainly I am. Here is his
name, written on the slate. It is
Evan Bradell. From the first I
suspected him. I even suspected
that it was his deliberate inten-
tion to lay the onus of his guilt
on me! God knows why; I never
did him harm. Is he in custody
upon another charge? Or how
comes it, if he is in custody for
the crime of which they found
me guilty — guilty! me! —that
I have heard nothing of it, and
that I am not set free?”

The man’s tones were hot and
eager. The governor’s, as ever,
were cool, and clear, and acid.

“Solly, give me back that
photograph. That also is the
property of the prison. As in
the case of the other, I merely
wished to know if you were ac-
quainted with the original. I
would advise you, Solly, not to
buoy I\;ourself up with any hopes
that the verdict which has been
pronounced against you will be
revised, or that the term of im-
prisonment which was allotted

Kou will be diminished. I have
eard nothing which would lead
me to suppose anything of the
kind. Indeed, I have heard noth-
ing about your case, either one
way or the other, since you
were tried. I merely sent for you
here to put to you certain formal
questions — that is all.”

As the words were uttered in
the governor’s judicial, monoto-
nous tones the man shrank back
as though he had received a
blow.

“There is another matter, Sol-
ly, which I wish to mention to
you. A letter has been received
in the prison addressed to you.
It infringes one of the prison
rules, which requires that every
communication intended for a
prisoner should be signed in full,
with Christian and proper
names. Moreover, the letter is
couched in language which I
cannot, in some respects, call
proper, nor calculated to in-
crease your peace of mind while
you are here. However, 1 am
informed that your conduct has,
so far, been satisfactory, and I
am therefore disposed to waive
these matters upon this occasion.
But (frou must distinctly under-
stand that, upon another oc-
casion, I shall not do so. Mr.
Murray, see that this man has,
in the dinner-hour, the letter
which has been addressed to
him.”

And the governor handed the
chief warder George Solly’s let-
ter.
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THEY SENT UP a report to
the Commissioners. It was rather
a compound document. It was
drawn up by the governor, the
doctor, and Mr. Dodsworth in
concert, with here and there a
word or two from Mr. Mnurray,
while in a sort of postscript
Warder Slater was brought in.
It narrated at some length, and
with a considerable amount of
circumlocution — in accordance
with official traditions — the
story of the photographs. The
negatives went with the report.
They were submitted to the im-
partial judgment of the Com-
missioners, to take or leave just
as they pleased.

Mr. Paley was particularly
anxious that in the report there
should not only be no suggestion
of the supernatural, but that
there should be a distinct dis-
claimer of any suggestion of
the kind. On this point there
was a slight difference of opin-
ion. The doctor insisted that the
things which had occurred
could not have occurred with-
out the interposition of some-
thing out of the natural. He
wished to insert, in his portion
of the report, a gentle hint to
the effect that they might have
hit — which hit would tend to
the advancement of photogrph-
ic science — upon a novel force.
Mr. Dodsworth had, or declared
that he had, no theories either
one way or the other. He would

have liked the report to have
contained nothing but a bald
statement of facts. While Mr.
Murray — however, no one paid
the slightest attention on this
point to Mr. Murray, because,
while he had the smallest pos-
sible belief in human nature,
he had the strongest belief in
ghosts, As for Warder Slater —
what was Warder Slater’s state
of mind upon the matter may
be better judged from a report
which he matfe to the governor,
uFon his own account, a couple
of days after “the” report had
been sent.

The “reports” on that particu-
lar morning numbered only one:
that one was Warder Slater,
and the man “reported” was
George Solly. Warder and pri-
soner took up their positions
before the cord which was
drawn across the room, and on
the other side of which sat the
governor at his table. The ward-
er, if small in height, was large
in girth — a prodigy of stout-
ness. The prisoner was tall and
slender. As regards physical
proportions, they presented a
pleasing contrast. The officer
seemed, for some cause or other
to be not altogether at his ease.
The governor opened the in-

quiry.
“Well, Slater, what is it?”
“}/Ian talking in his night-cell,

SIr.

“To himself? Or to whom?”

The officer fidgeted — with

Batavian grace.
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“I's my belief, sir, he had
someone in his night-cell along
with him.”

“Someone with him in his
niggt-cell?”

es, sir; and it's my belief it
was a woman.”

“A woman?”

The governor looked at the
culprit — probabl{ becoming
for the first time fully conscious
that that culprit was George
Solly. Just then Dr. Livermore
entered the office at the back.
He stood and listened. The of-
ficer explained.

“I was on night-duty last
night, sir, and I was going my
rounds about half-past one,
when, as I entered Ward C, 1
heard sounds of someone talk-
ing. I found that someone was
talking inside of 13 C.”

George Solly’s prison number
was 13 C, the number being
that of the cell he occupied.

“I listened outside of 13 C,
and I heard two voices.”

“Two voices?” ‘

“Yes, sir, two voices — and
one of them a woman’s.”

“A woman’s?”

“Yes, sir, a woman’s — I heard
it most distinct. I could hear
what they were saying. They
were regularly carrying on. I
heard Solly say, ‘My own true
lovel’ I heard the woman say,
‘Sweetheart!’ and a lot more like
that.”

As if suspecting the presence,
somewhere, of a smile Warder
Slater all at once became em-

phatic. “I'm willing to take my
Bible oath I heard itl”

The governor regarded the
slightly excited officer through
his spectacles with that calm,
Eassionless, official look which
e was famous for. He turned
to the culprit. “Solly, what have
you to say?”

Solly’s repl
unexpected.
says is true.”

“You were talking in your
night-cell to a woman?”

“I was. I was talking to my
wife.”

“Don’t trifle, my man, with
me. I suppose you mean that
you were engaged in some little
ventriloquial performance?”

SOLLY HESITATED. It was
noticed when he spoke that in
his manner there was a certain
exultation—a suggestion of sup-
pressed excitement.

“You will remember that,
some days ago, I received a let-
ter from my wife. In that letter
she told me that she was always
with me in the jail, and that I
was to watch for her.”

Solly paused. The governor
made a slight gesture as of in-
terruption; but then seemed to
change his mind, and the man
continued. “I did watch. It
seemed to me that sometimes I
felt her touch, that I heard the
rustle of her garments, that I
even heard her voice. But the
consciousness of these things
was such a faint one that I sup-

was somewhat
hat Mr. Slater
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posed, my attention being so
acutely strained, that I had
allowed myself to be deceived
by my imagination. Until last
night.”

Solly paused again. This time
the governor made no attempt
at interruption. “Last night I
could not sleep. I lay, dreaming,
wide awake. I was wondering
where my wife was, and what
she was doing, and whether she
was thinking of me, as I was
thinking then of her, when — I
felt a touch upon my lips, and
found that my wife was in my
arms. I don’t think that I was
startled, because I had half ex-
pected that she would come to
me in some such way as that.
But I was very glad. We sat to-
gether on the side of the bed,
and she talked to me and I to

her — as Mr. Slater says, we
carried on — until Mr. Slater
entered.” ‘

“Yes,” said Warder Slater,
“when I had had enough of list-
ening, and wondering whoever
could be carrying on with Solly,
I opened the door soft like, so
that I might catch ‘em at it,
whoever it was, and I saw Solly
sitting on the side of the bed,
and someone — couldn’t quite
make out who, because I don’t
mind owning that I felt a bit
flurried, because how anybody,
let alone a woman, coul&l have
got in to Solly was more than I
could understand — but I saw
it was a woman was sitting by
his side, and she had her arms

about his neck, and he had his
arms about her waist.”

“Well?”

The monosyllable came from
the governor. Warder Slater had
paused.

“Well, sir, I just caught a
glimpse of her, and she was
%one — gone like a thing of air,

efore I had a chance to open
my mouth. I don’t mind owning
that I didn’t quite like it, at that
time of night, and all; but I says
to Solly, “‘Who’s that you had in
here along with you? And he
says, ‘It was my wife.” ‘I shall
report you,” I says, and I went
outside.”

“Did
talking?”

“No, sir, I did not, although
I stopped outside some time and
listened. And I came back half
a dozen times, and each time I
listened, but I never heard a
sound.”

The prisoner took up the tale.
“She came back once and kissed
me, and whispered just one
word. And after that I fell
asleep, and slept until the mom-
ing.”

The governor leant back in
his chair. He seemed to be con-
sidering. He regarded the pris-
oner intently, the prisoner meet-
ing his glance with perfect self-
possession. At last he said, “That
will do. Take the man away.”
And Warder Slater and the pris-
oner departed.

As they went out Dr. Liver-
more came forward. The gov-

you hear any more
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ernor turmed to him. “Is that
you, doctorP Have you heard
that edifying little story? What
do you think of it? Murray, you
can go.”

ON THAT HINT the chief
warder also went. The govern-
or and the doctor were alone.

When they were alone the
two officials dropped to a per-
ceptible degree their official
manner,

“Frankly, Paley, I don’t know
what to think.”

“You don’t mean to say that
you believe in the genuineness
of that story as it was told to
us?”

“I repeat, I don’t know what
to think. You see, there are not
only those photographs and the
woman’s letter, %rut there is
something else besides. Paley,
I've been breaking the rules.”

“How?”

“I've been carrying a detec-
tive camera about with me, and
I've been taking a snap-shot at
that man Solly whenever I got
the chance.”

“You have, have ‘you? It’s just
as well you didn’t tell me, or I
should have been down on you,
my friend. Well, and what was
the idea?”

“Never mind what the idea
was, I'll tell you what the result
is. The result is nineteen photo-
graphs, and in each of them,
wi the exception of two,
there’s the woman.”

“You don’t mean it!”

“I hdo mean it. Those photo-
graphs are my own property.
I've half a miné to lay Fhellm)l Il;tg-
fore the Society for Psychical
Research. I flatter myself that
they would constitute as neat a
case for inquiry as that august
society has yet encountered.”

“Livermore! None of that!
There'll be trouble if you dol”

“I'm only jesting. I'm not like-
ly to give myselg away. But I
mean to keep those photo-

raphs; I mean to write their

istory, and I mean to leave them
to my — heirs, and a ghost story-
to the ages. Seriously, Paley! It’s
nonsense to supose that I could
have photographed a woman —
seventeen times — if she hadn't
been there to photograph. She
must have been visible to the
camera if she was invisible to
me. And from being visible to
the camera, to being visible, and
even audible and tangible, to
Solly, and even Slater, it’s but
one step further. And that’s whﬁ
I say, referring to the story whic
Solly and Slater have just now
told, that I don’t know what to
think; and candidly, I tell you
again, I don’.”

“I tell you what I mean to do;
I mean to have that man trans-
ferred.”

“That’s one way out of it,
certainly — transfer the solution
of the ghost story on to some-
one else’s shoulders. Have you
heard anything about the re-
port — our report I mean?”

“Yes. This momning. Har-
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dinE[e’s coming down tomorrow.”
“Hardingel Nice sort of man
to whom to entrust a case like
that! Might as well expect an
elephant to dance lightly upon
egg-shell chinal Blundering

bulll”

MAJOR HARDINGE, the
gentleman thus disrespectfully
alluded to, was no less a per-
sonage than one of the inspect-
ors of Her Majesty’s prisons.
As such he was a personage
who, as is well known, ought to
have been regarded by all pro-
perly constituted official minds
with awe and respect — to speak
of nothing else. the morrow
he appeared. Having scampered
round the prison in his usual
twenty-mile-an-hour fashion, he
attacked the subject in hand in
iha:lt tumultuous, hearty way he

ad.
“Paley, what’s all this stuff
and nonsense about those pho-
tographs? I'm surprised at you;
’pon my word, I am.”

“May I inquire, Major Har-
dir'ﬁ:e, why?”

e governor was the official
to the finger-tips again.

“Send ul(]) a cock-and-bull
story like that to headquarters!
What do you think that we're
likely to make out of it? A ghost
story! There can’t be the slight-
est doubt in the world, Paley,

that somebody’s been playing
tricks with you — that’s the gen-
eral opinion at the office.”

“May I ask, Major Hardinge,

if I am supposed to be the per-
son who has been playing tricks
on Mr. Paley?”

The inquiry came from Dr.
Livermore.

“I'm not here to inquire who
is, or who isn’t. In fact, I'm not
here to make any inquiry at all
— the case, upon the face of it,
is too trivial for inquiry. We've
decided to squash it. But since
I am here I may as well see this
man — eh — what’s his name?
Solly! — just so! It appears that
there are some peculiar circum-
stances in the case of this man
— eh? — Solly. I shouldn’t be
surprised if you've got the
wrong man here after all.”

“The wrong man, major! How
do you mean?”

“Those wise heads at the
Quarter Sessions have made a
mistake — one more example of
the immaculate perfection of
the system of trial by jury.
Mind, I don’t say that this is so.
I say that it seems possible that
it is so. The circumstances, as
they exist at present — and
which are not to be disclosed to
the man Solly” — the major

lared, first at the governor,

en at the doctor; these
were closeted togther — “are as
follows. The other day a man
walked into the Yard and gave
himself up for embezzlement —
the day before yesterday it was.
When they began to inquire in-
to the matter, it turned out that
the thing of which he accused
himself had taken place down
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here — at Bedingfield, over the
way there — and was the very
thing for which the man Solly
had been tried, found guilty,
and sentenced to two vyears
hard labor.”
“What is the name of the
man who gave himself up?”
e major scratched his head.
“A nasty name. I know it struck
me directly I heard it as being
a nasty name. The sort of name
you’d rather be hung than have.
Let me see — I've got it here.”

The major took out a bulky -

pocket-book, and out of the
pocketbook a paper. “Here it is
— Evan Bradeﬁ — that’s the fel-
low’s name. I've known men to
commit suicide for less things
than having to own a name li]%e
that.”

The doctor took something
from his pocket. It was a pho-
tograph. “Do you see the name
which is writen upon the slate
which that man holds?”

“Eh?”

“Do you see, major, the name
which is on that slateP”

The major took up the pho-
tograph. He peered closely at
it

“Evan — Evan Bradell, isn’t
it? Is this the man?”

“That, major, you should
know better than 1. You may
have seen him, I haven’t. But
that appears to be his name —
of which fact I was unaware
until you mentioned it. If that
is a likeness of the man Bradell,
I think, major, that even you

will allow that the thing is cur-
ious, because that happens to
be a print from one of the neg-
atives which we sent to the
Commissioners, and which was
taken from the man George Sol-

Iy.”

THE MAJOR GLARED.

“Youre at that cock-and-bull
story again; in this age of en-
lightenment, and you a medical
man, sir, I'm surprised at you,
I really am! I dont want to dis-
cuss the matter; the Office is
willing to consider the incident
as closed, and I may say that
I'm instructed not to discuss the
matter. A pretty thing it would
be if it got about in the papers!
‘Ghost at Canterstone Jaill” Up-
on my word! There’d be a scan-
dall 1 shouldn’t be surprised if
the Commissioners felt them-
selves impelled to institute
changes; changes, sirl To — to
— to return to this man Solly,
and the man, eh, what's his
name? Bradelll It — it appears
that this man Bradell tells a
cock-and-bull story . . "

“Another cock-and-bull story,
Major?”

“Yes, sir, another cock-and-
bull story; there are always plen-
ty of them in the air, as you will
learn for yourself when you
reach my age. As 1 was saying
when I was interrupted, it ap-
pears that this man Bradell tells
a cock-and-bull story about be-
ing haunted, and even persecut-

by this man Solly’s wife, in
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dreams, and that sort of rubbish,
until she has driven him to re-
morse, and that kind of thing.
In fact, there seems every pro-
bability that the man will be
found to be a lunatic.”

“I should like to bet two to
one he isn’t.”

The major glowered at the
doctor as thou he could
scarcely believe his ears. “Bet,
sirl bet, sirl Do I understand
you to say that you offer to bet,
sir? You appear to have extra-
ordin notions of the pro
method of conducting an offi-
cial inquiry, sir! In spite of your
sporting offer, sir, perhaps you
will allow me to repeat — al-
though I have no desire to bet,
sir — that I have a strong reason
to believe that the man will be
found to be a lunatic; and 1
base that statement to a great
extent upon the grounds that,
in my opinion, every man who
tells a cock-and-bull story, and
persists in it in iﬁite of common
sense, is, upon the face of it, a
lunatic.”

The doctor, deeming discre-
tion to be the bettet part of va-
lor, contented himself with bow-
ing. So the major was free to
air himself in another direction.

“But although, as I say, it is

my opinion that the man will

be found to be alunatic, and
the whole affair fall through,
still, as I am here, I may as well
see this man Solly, and put to
him a question or two.”

Solly was seen by the major.

The major asked him if his
name was Solly, what his age
was, if he was married, if he
had an(xl children, what he had
been charged with, where he
had been charged, and such-
like questions, and finally he
asked him if he had any com-
laint to make of the treatment
e had received in the jail. Sol-
ly replied that he had none.
Then the major drew himself
up in a manner which seemed
intended to impress the be-
holders with the fact of what a
very remarkable man he was.
He threw his frock-coat open,
and he thrust his thumbs into
the armholes of his waistcoat.
“There is another question
which I wish to ask you, Solly.
Have you ever been photograp-
ed?”
“Do you mean in prison?”
“No — I am aware that you
have been photographed in
prison.” The major glinted at
the doctor out of the corner of
his eyes. “I mean outside — be-
fore you came to prison?”
“Certainly — several times.”
“You will understand, Solly,
that you are in no way bound
to answer the questions which
I am putting to you now. I am
only asking them for my own
private satisfaction. But have
you any objection to tell me

whether any difficulty has been
experienced in taking your pho-
tograph?”

ifficulty? In what way?”
“In any way. Have the pho-
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tographs which have been tak-
en 0? you been satisfactory?”

Solly smiled, a little faintly.
“Perfectly; indeed, I have un-
derstood that I am rather a
good subject than otherwise.
May I ask why you inquire?”

“I ask because the photo-
graphs which have been taken
of you in prison have not been
satifactory. That will do; you
can take the man away. I am
glad that he has no complaint
to make.”

WHEN SOLLY had depart-
ed the major turned to the doc-
tor. “I believe, Dr. Livermore,
that you are an amateur pho-
tographer; of course, the fact of
your being a medical man ex-
plains that you are.”

“I am. But my being an ama-
teur has nothing to do with
these particular photographs. I
have no hesitation in saying
that, regarded merely as pho-
to&raphs, they are first-rate.”

In your opinion, doubtless.”

The major’s tone was dry. He
rose. “I mean nothing offensive
to Dr. Livermore, but the Com-
missioners object to experiments
being made in Her Majesty’s
prisons. In future you will
please, Paley, not to allow them.
The treatment to which that
man Solly has been subjected
can scarcely be justified. Who
is the man Dodsworth, who is
responsible for some of the pho-
tographs? Have you employed
him Eefore?"

“Mr. Dodsworth is a highly
respectable photographer in the
town. He has been frequently
employed in the prison, and
has always given satisfaction.”

“Don’t employ him again.
Employ somebody else next
time. If you cant find anyone
the Commissioners will send
you a man from town. I'm %o-
ing, Paley. I think that’s all I
have to say.”

And Major Hardinge shook
the dust of Canterstone Jail
from his feet.

THAT NIGHT IN Canter-
stone Jail something rather cur-
ious occurred. It was very late.

Not only had the prisoners re-
tired — they retired at eight, as
they should have done in the

days when they were young! —
but the warders hac)l’ retired
too — they retired at ten — and
even the governor, who, of
course, retired when he pleased,
but who observed virtuous
hours as a rule, had sought his
pillows with the rest. It was
the rule at Canterstone, when
the Erisoners withdrew to their
plank couches, for the day-
warders to withdraw from the
actual precincts of the jail; they
occupied a row of cottages on
the other side of the wall. The
night-warders came on duty. In
list slippers they promenaded,
with more or less frequency,
the wards, in the silent watches
of the night.

At the absolutely sepulchral
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hour of two a.M., on the occa-
sion which has been referred to,
a figure might have been ob-
served stealing along the path
which ran outside one of the
wards in the direction of the
governor’s house. The figure
was not that of an escaped fe-
lon — not at all. The figure was
the figure of a warder. He a
eared to be in considerable
te, for he had not stayed to

remove the list slippers from
his feet, and he moved along
as fast as he possibly could —
he was great in girth — with
his lantern in his hand. The
governor’s house was in the
very center of the prison. When
this warder reached it he rang
the bell; and he not only rang
it, but he gave it a mighty tug.
The bell, like a surgeon’s, was
a night bell. It was hung in the
apartment which was occupied,
not only by Mr. Paleg;, but by
Mrs. Paley, too. So that when
the bell was tugged like that
the lady could scarcely fail to
hear it, if the %entleman deemed
it wiser to sleep on. Warder
Slater — for the warder was
Warder Slater — had no neces-
sity to give a second tug. In a
remarka%lly short space of time
a window was opened overhead
and a head came out. The head
was the governors.

“Who’s there?”

“Warder Slater, sir.”

“What’s the matter?”

“There’s a ghost in Ward C,
sir.”

“A ghost?”

“Yes, sir — there's that woman
in Solly’s cell again, sir.”

It is no slight thing for the
warder of a prison to rouse the
governor in the middle of the
night, or what is the same thing,
at so early an hour as two A.M.
It is well understood that there
are occasions on which the gov-
ernor must be roused. But the
Commissioners have not dis-
tinctly stated whether the oc-
casion of the presence of a
El:ost is one of them. Perhaps

e omission has occurred be-
cause a ghost is so rare a visit-
or — even in prison, which sees
strange visitors — that the thin
seemed scarcely worth provid-
ing against. Whatever may have
been the governor's private
opinion on the matter, he con-
tented himself with saying, be-
fore he closed the window,
“Waitl — I'm coming!”

And he did come, slipping
into some of his clothes with a
degree of despatch which would
have done credit to the school-
boy who delays his risin%)from
bed until he hears the break-
fast bell. “Some more nonsense,
Slater?”

That was the governor’s drily-
uttered observation as he join-
ed the warder. “Well, sir, you
will see for yourself, sir, when
we get therel”

GOVERNOR AND warder
started off together towards
Ward C. As they moved over



60 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

the pebbly path the warder,
whose state of mind did not
seem to be a state of perfect
ease, endeavored to explain.

“I've been in that ward a
dozen times tonight, sir. I
thought more than once that I
he the sound of someone
whispering, but I wasnt quite
sure until T went in just now sir.
Directly I went in this last time
I knew that there was something
up. I stood outside of Number

irteen’s door, and sure enough
| ?leard c(ihat woman talltcli]n to
Solly, and carrying on with him,
just as she was the other night,
sir. I didn’t hardly know what
to do, sir, because, I says to
myself, if I report the man the
governor won't believe me. Then
I makes up my mind to come
and tell you, sir, so that you
could come and see for your-
self. I don’t know if we shall
find her there now, sir: she may
have gone. But that she was
there a couple of minutes ago,
when I came to fetch you, I'll
take my Bible oath!”

“That'll do. We shall see if
she’s there when we get there.”

The governor’s tone was not
reassuring — but then it seldom
was. His official tone was not
reassuring. Warder Slater heart-
ily ho that she would be
there. He began to be conscious
that it was quite within the
range of possibility that the
governor might be disposed to
make an example of a warder

who routed him out of bed in
the middle of the night to see
a ghost which was neither to
be seen nor heard.

They entered the prison,
which was itself a ghostly place
to enter. They went in by the
round-house, and there it was
not so bad; but when they be-
gan to mount the cold, worn,
stone steps which wound up be-
tween the massive whitewashed
walls, the darkness rendered
still more visible by the lantern
in the warder’s hand, one began
to realize that, after all, there
might be “visions about.”

anterstone gail was an old-
fashioned jail, built in the good
old-fashioned days when stone
walls, six feet thick, were con-
sidered a sine qua non in jails.
In the broad noonday glare the
wards in which the night-cells
were dimly lighted. Enterin
them at two A.M. one receiv
an object-lesson in “Egyptian
darkness.” One had but to
stretch out one’s arms to more
than span the flagstoned pas-
sage. And when one realized
that on one side there was a
six-foot wall, and on the other
— surrounded, it is true, by
other six-foot walls, but none
the further off for that — lay the
representatives of every shade
of crime, one did not need to
have an abnormal imagination
to begin to comprehend that it
is not always the part of wis-
dom to Iauél at the tales which
are told of churchyards yawn-
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ing, and of the graves which
yield their dead.

At Canterstone there were,
in each ward, four floors: the
ground floor, the first floor, the
second floor, and the third
floor. Solly’s sleeping-place was
on the third floor, that farthest
from the ground and nearest to
the sky. The governor and
warder laid his hand on Mr.
Paley’s arm. “Do you hear, sir?
She’s with him stlll”

THERE WAS A note of ex-
ultation in the officer's voice
which seemed, all things con-
sidered, to be a little out of
place. The governor made no
;gﬁly. He stood and listened.

e general stillness rendered
any sound there might be still
more audible. That there was a
sound there could be no doubt.
The governor listened, so as to
be quite clear in his own mind
as to what the sound was. It was
the sound of voices. Unless his
sense of hearing played him
false the speakers were two.

“Which is Solly’s cell?”

The governor put the question
in a whisper. In a whisper the
officer replied, “Number thir-
teen — right the other end, sir.
That’s where they’re talkinF -
he and the woman. Come a onﬁ
with me sir, and we shall catc
them at it.”

The governor checked the im-
ulsive Slater. “Darken your

ntern. You have your keys?
When we reach the door keep

perfectly still until I give you
the order. Then unlock the door
and throw the light of your lan-
tern into Solly’s cell.”

Warder Slater darkened his
lantern. In the pitchy blackness
the governor and the warder
stole along the corridor. They
were guided by the sense of
sound. Guided by that sense,
they paused at the spot where
the talking seemed to be most
audible.

“Is this the cell?”

The governor’s voice seemed
scarcely to penetrate the dark-
ness. The warder’s “Yes™ was
but an echo. The silence was
profound, except on the other
side the door on the outer side
of which they two were standing.

There was someone talkin
in the cell. The speakers seem
to be two. An attentive ear
could catch the words which
were being spoken.

“I could not rest unless you
knew, and so I came to tell you,
so that there might be an end
to your suspense, and that you
might not need to wait until the
momning for the news.”

The speaker was a woman —
of a surety, the speaker was a
woman!

“My darling!” This time the
speaker unmistakably was Solly.

Then there ensued what
Warder Slater had described as
“carrying-ons”. The governor’s
sensations must have of a
somewhat speckled variety as
he played the part of eaves-
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dropper to proceedings such as
those, because there could be
not the slightest possible sha-
dow of doubt that within that
cell there were “carryings-on”.

There came to them who list- .

ened the sound of a woman’s
voice, uttering, in tones so ten-
der they fell like sweet music
on the ear, “loves”, and “sweet-
hearts”, and “my own, own dar-
lings!” and such-like wvanities.
And to her replied a man, in
tones as tender if not as musical,
who did his best to give the
woman a fair exchange for her
conversational sweetmeats of af-
fection. But when it came to
kissing, audible, in its prolonged
ecstasy, on the outer side of
that thick oaken door, the gov-
ernor seemed to think that it
was time that something should
be done.

AND, ALMOST simultane-
ously, the key was turned in the
well-oiled lock. The door was
thrown wide open, and Warder
Slater’s lantern gleamed into the
cell. Then there was silence,
both in the cell and out of it;
and the governor stood within
the open doorway, with the
warder just in front of him, a
little to one side, so as not to
obstruct the governor’s view,
and the lantern in his hand.
And both of these officials stared
— stared hard! For in front of
them stood Solly in considerable
undress, and at his side . . .

It is probably owing to the

governor’s proverbial official
caution that he could never be
induced to say what was at Sol-
ly’s side — to say l:lv;:)siﬁvely, that
is. It seemed to him it was a
woman. Not such a woman as
we meet in daily life, but, as it
were, the shadow of a woman.
It seemed to the governor that
she was attired in robe de unit.
Solly held her by the hand. The
governor thou;%nt he saw so
much, but before he had a
chance of seeing more she fled,
or vanished into air. His eyes
never ceased to gaze at Solly’s
side, and there was nothing

ere.

When there could be no
doubt that the tangible presence
of the something which had been
standing there had gone, the
governor’s voice rang out sharp
and clear, “Solly, who was that
you were talking to?”

“It was my wife.”

“Your wife?” The governor
stared. There was a peculiar
ring in his voice, which probab-
ly no prisoner had ever heard in
it before. “I will have you pun-
ished in the morning.”

The prisoner smiled. In his
voice there was also a ring, but
it was a ring of a different kind.

“No, Mr. Paley, you will not,
because in the morning I shall
be free.” Solly paused, as if to
give the governor on opportunity
of speaking; but the opportuni-
ty was not taken. So he went
on, “My wife has come to bring
me good news.”
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He turned; he held out his
arms as if to take someone with-
in them, but they could see no
one there to take. And he said,
“Goodbye until the morning,
wifel”

He advanced his face as if to
kiss someone, and there was the
sound of a kiss, but they could
see no one who could have
kissed hiﬁl. TPhian he turmed a-

in to Mr. Paley, crying, in a
gg:ige which was half tears, half
laughter, “It’s all come out at
last! Bradell's confessed! The
Home Secretary has procured a
free pardon! You will have it in
the morning. My wife has been
to tell me so.”

It is certain that the gover-
nor could not have had much
sleep that night. Warder Slater

roused him at two a.M.; and if,
when he returned to bed again,
he was inclined to slumber, he
had not much opportunity for
the indulgence of his inclination.
At an unusually early hour he
was aroused again. A special
messenger had arrived from
town, bringing with him a com-
munication from the Home Se-
cretary for the governor of Can-
terstone Jail. e communica-
tion took the form of that bitter
wrong of which the system of
En%lish jurisprudence still is
guilty. The Home Secretary
informed the governor of Can-
terstone Jail that Her Majesty
the Queen had been graciously
pleased to grant a free pardon
to the prisoner George Solly,
for what he had never done.
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Out @} Space
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GEORGE HENRY WEISS, who wrote under the name of Francis Flagg,
first appeared in the November issue of AMAZING STORIEs with an
unu short story entitted The Machine Man of Ardathia; he was
among the relatively few science fiction authors whose first-published
story was chosen for a cover illustration, although neither the title of
the sto?r nor the author’s name was listed thereon. One of the advan-
tages of the writing career 1s that an author can choose his ancestors,
literarily speaking; and in those early l);ears of magazine fiction most
new wnters chose either Jul&s Veme, ose main interest was the mar-
vels of scientific discovery and adventure, or H. G. Wells, whose sci-
entific speculations were secondary to consideration of the soclologlcal
and human consequences of this or that projection of “scientific” spec-
ulation. (In fact, Wells ‘science” was often ﬁimﬂam As Basil Daven-
port puts it in his I Into Science Fiction “ Wells was willing
to make things easy imself, and perhaps for his reader, by postu-
lating an invention that would get his characters where he wanted them
to go. It didn't matter whether or not there was any real scientific
basis for it, provided he could make it sound possible.”) Francis Flaﬁg
was a Wellsian; his score as a “scientific” pro[phet is zero —

wasn’t interested in being one. And it is prec:se because he was more
interested in human beings and social forces that his better stories —
those not written to accord with * ction formulae — bear re-

reading tn£y



BACK OF Bear Mountain
the meteor fell that night;lgn
Blake and 1 saw it falling
through the sky. As large as a
small balloon it was and trailed
a fiery tail. We knew it struck
within a few miles of our camp,
and later we saw the glare of a
fire dully lighting the heavens.
Timber is sparse on the farther
slope of Bear Mountain, and
what little there is of it is stunt-
ed and grows in patches, with
wide intervals of barren and
rocky ground. The fire did not
spread to any extent and soon
burned itself out.

Seated by our campfire we
talked of meteoroids, those cas-
ual visitants from outer space
which are usually small and
consumed by heat on entering
Earth’s atmosphere. Jim spoke
of the huge one that had fallen
in northern Arizona before the
coming of the white man; and
of another, more recent, which
fell in Siberia.

“Fortunately,” he said, “mete-
ors do little damage; but if a
large one were to strike a dense-
l{ populated area, I shudder to
think of the destruction to life
and property. Ancient cities
may have been blotted out in
some such catastrophe. I don't
believe that this one we just
saw fell anywhere near Simp-
son’s ranch.”

“No,” I said, “it hit too far
north. Had it landed in the val-
ley we couldnt have seen the
reflection of the fire it started.

65

We're lucky it struck no handier
to us.” ;

The next moming, full of
curiosity, we climbed to the
crest of the mountain, a dis-
tance of perhaps two miles.
Bear Mountain is really a dis-
tinctive hog’s-back of some
height, with more rugged and
higher mountain peaks around
and beyond it. No timber grows
on the summit, which, save for
tufts of bear-grass and yucca, is
rocky and bare. Looking down
the farther side from tﬁe emi-
nence attained, we saw that an
area of hillside was blasted and
still smoking. The meteor, how-
ever, had buried itself out of
sight in earth and rock, leaving
a deep crater some yards in ex-
tent.

About three miles away, in
the small valley below, lay
Henry Simpson’s ranch, seem-
ingly undamaged. Henry was a
licensed guide, and when he
went into the mountains after
deer, we made his place our
headquarters. Henry was not
visible as we approached, nor
his wife; and a certain uneasi-
ness hastened our steps when
we perceived that a portion of
the house-roof — the house was
built of adobe two stories high
and- had a slightly pitched roof
made of rafters across which
corrugated iron strips were
nailed — was twisted and rent.

“Good heavens!” said Jim; “I
hope a fragment of that meteor-
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ite hasnt done any damage
here.”

Leaving the burros to shift
for themselves, we rushed into
the house. “Hey, Henry!” 1
shouted. “Henry! Henryl”

NEVER SHALL 1] forget the
sight of Henry Simpsons face
as he came tottering down the
broad stairs. Though it was
eigiht o’clock in the morning, he
still wore pajamas. His gray
hair was tousled, his eyes star-
ing.

‘Am I mad, dreaming?” he
cried hoarsely.

He was a big man, all of six
feet tall, not the ordinary
mountaineer, and though over
sixty years of age, possessed of
great physical strength. But
now his shoulders sagged, he
shook as if with palsy.

“For heaven’s sake, what's
the matter?” demanded Jim.
“Where's your wife?”

Henry Simpson straightened
himself with an effort. “Give
me a drink” Then he said
strangely, “I'm in my right
mind — of course I must be in
my right mind — but how can
that thing upstairs be possibleP”

“What thing? What do you
mean?”

“I don’t know. I was sleeping
soundly when the bright light
wakened me. That was Iast
night, hours and hours ago.
Something crashed into the
house.”

“A plece of the meteorite,”

said Jim, looking quickly at me.

“Meteorite?”

“One fell last night on Bear
Mc};{untain.s We sawl l}t efiaﬂ.”

enry Simpson lifted a
face. “It may have been tl%:v..'tiz

“You wakened, you say?”

“Yes, with a cry of fear. I
thought the place had been
struck etc)ly lightning. ‘Lydial’ I
screamed, thinking of my wife.
But Lydia never answered. The
bright light had blinded me. At
first I could see nothing. Then
my vision cleared. Still T could
see nothing — though the room
wasn’t dark.”

“What!”

“Nothing, I tell you. No room,
no walls, no fumiture; only
whichever way I looked, empti-
ness. I had leapt from bed in
my first waking moments and
couldn't find it again. I walked
and walked, I tell you, and ran
and ran; but the bed had dis-
appeared, the room had disap-
peared. It was like a nightmare.
I tried to wake up. I was on my
hands and knees, crawling,
when someone shouted my
name. I crawled toward the
sound of that voice, and sud-
denly I was in the hallway a-
bove, outside my room door. I
dared not look back. I was a-
fraid, I tell you, afraid. I came
down the steps.”

He paused, wavered. We
caught him and eased his body
down on a sofa.

“For God’s sake,” he whis-

pered, “go find my wife.”
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Jim said soothingly, “There,
there, sir, your wife is all right.”
He motioned me imperatively
with his hand. “Go out to our
cabin, Bill, and bring me my
bag.”

I DID AS he bade. Jim was a
practicing physician and never
traveled without his kit. He dis-
solved a morphine tablet, filled
a hypodermic, and shot its con
tents into Simpson’s arm. In a
few minutes, the old man sigh-
ed, relaxed, and fell into heavy
slumber.

“Look,” said Jim, pointnig.

The soles of Simpson’s teet
were bruised, bleeding, the pa-
jamas shredded at the knees,
the knees lacerated.

“He didn’t dream it,” mutter-
ed Jim at lengh. “He’s been
walking and crawling, all right.”

We stared at each other. “But
good Lord, manl” I exclaimed.

“I know,” said Jim. He
straightened up. “There’s some-
thing strange here. I'm ?5oing
upstairs. Are you coming

Together we mounted to the
hall above. I didn't know what
we expected to find. I remem-
ber wondering if Simpson had
done away with his wife and
was trying to act crazy. Then I
recollected that both Jim and I
had observed the damage to
the roof. Something had struck
the house. Perhaps that some-
thing had killed Mrs. Simpson.
She was an energetic woman,
a few years younger than her

husband, and not the sort to be
L);ing quietly abed at such an

ur.

Filled with misgivings, we
reached the landing above and
stared down the corridor. The
corridor was well lighted by
means of a large window at its
extreme end. Two rooms open-
ed off this corridor, one on each
side. The doors to both were
ajar.

The first room into which we
glanced was a kind of writing-
room and library. I have said
that Simpson was no ordinary
mountaineer. As a matter of
fact, he was a man who read
widely and kept abreast of the
better publications in current
literature.

The second room was the
bedchamber. Its 1}l:u'osaic door —
made of smoothed planks —
swung outward. It swung to-
ward us, half open, and in the
narrow corridor we had to draw
it still further open to pass.
Then . . .

“My God!” said Jim.

Rooted to the floor, we both
stared. Never shall I forget the
sheer astonishment of that mo-
ment. For beyond the door,
where a bedroom should have
been there was . . .

“Oh, it’s impossible!” I mut-
tered.

I LOOKED away. Yes, 1 was
in a narrow corridor, a house.
Then I glanced back and the
effect was that of gazing into
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the emptiness of illimitable
space. My trembling fingers
gripped Jims arm. 1 am not
easily terrified. Men of my call-
ing — aviation — have to pos-
sess steady nerves. Yet there
was something so strange, so
weird about the sight t 1
confess to a wave of fear. The
space stretched away on all
sides beyond that door, as
space stretches away from one
who, lying on his back on a clear
day, stares at the sky. But this
space was not bright with sun-
light. It was a gloomy space,
gray, intimidating; a space in
which no stars or moon or sun
were discernible. And it was a
space that had — aside from its

oom — a quality of indirect-
ness . . . .

“Jim,” I whispered hoarsely,
“do you see it too?”

“Yes, Bill, yes.”

“What does it mean?”

“I don’t know. An optical il-
lusion, Eerhaps. Something has
upset the perspective in that
room.

“Upset?”

“I'm trying to think.”

He brooded a moment.
Though a practicing physician,
Jim is interested in physics and
higher mathematics. His papers
on the relativity theory have ap-
peared in many scientific jour-
nals.

“Space,” he said, “has no ex-
istence aside from matter. You
know that. Nor aside from
time.” He gestured quickly.

“There’s Einstein’s concept of
matter being a kink in space,
of a universe at once finite and
yet infinite. Its all abstruse
and hard to grasp.” He shook
his head. “But in outer space,
far beyond the reach of our
most powerful telescopes, things
may not function exactly as they
do on Earth. Laws may vary,
phenomena the direct opposite
of what we are accustomed to

may exist.” .
His voice sank. I stared at
him, fascinated. g

“And that meteroid from God
knows wherel” He paused a
moment. “I am positive that
this phenomenon we witness is
connected with it. Something
came to Earth in that meteor
and has lodged in this room,
something possessing alien pro-
perties, that is able to distort,
warp . . .” His voice died away.

I stared fearfully through the
open door. “Good heavens,” I

 said, “what can it be? What

would have the rgower to create
such an illusionr”

“If it is an illusion,” muttered
Jim. “Perhaps it is no more an
illusion than the environment
in which we have our being and
which we  scarcely question.
Don't forget that Simpson wan-
dered through it for hours. Oh,
it sounds fantastic, impossible,
I know, and at first I believed
he was raving; but now . . . now
. .” He straightened abruptly.
Mrs. Simpson is somewhere in
that room, in that incredible
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space, perhaps wandering a-
!)ogt, lost, frightened. I'm going

in.

I pleaded with him to wait,
to reconsider. “If you go, Il
go too,” I said.

He loosened my grip. “No,
you must stay by the door to
guide me with your voice.”

DESPITE MY further protes-
tations, he stepped through the
doorway. In doing so it seemed
that he must fall into an eterni-
ty of nothing.

“TJim!l” I called fearfully. He
glanced back, but whether he
heard my voice I could not say.
Afterward he said he hadn’t.

It was weird to watch him
walking — a lone figure in the
midst of infinity. I tell you, it
was the weirdest and most in-
credible sight the eye of man
has ever seen. I must be asleep,
dreaming, 1 thought: this can’t
be real.

I had to glance away, to
assure myself by a sight of the
hall that I was actually awake.
The room at most was onl
thirty feet from door to wall;
yet Jim went on and on, down
an everlasting vista of gray dis-
tance, until his figure E:;an to
shorten, dwindle. A
screamed, “Jim! Jim! Come
back, Jim!” But in the very mo-
ment of my screaming, his fi-
gure flickered, went out, and in
all the vast lonely reaches of
that gloomy void, nowhere was
he to be seen — nowherel

ain I

I wonder if anyone can ima-
gine a tithe of the emotions
which swept over me at that
moment. I crouched by the
doorway to that incredible
room, a prey to the most horri-
ble fears and surmises. Anon I
called out, e‘gim! Jim!” but no
voice replied, no familiar fi-
gure loomed on my sight.

The sun was high overhead
when I went heavily down the
stairs and out into the open.
Simpson was still sleeping on
the couch, the sleep of exhaus-
tion. I remembered that he had
spoken of hearing our voices
calling him as he wandered
through gray space, and it came
over me as ominous and sug-
gestive of disaster that my voice
had, apparently, never reached
Jim’s ears, that no sound had
come to my own ears out of the
weird depths.

After the long hours of watch-
ing in the narrow corridor, of
staring into alien space, it was
with an inexpressible feeling of
relief, of having escaped some-

-thing horrible and abnormal,

that I greeted the sun-drenched
day. The burros were standing
with drooping heads in the
shade of a live-oak tree. Quite
methodically I relieved them of
their packs; then I filled and lit
my pipe. doing everything slow-
ly, carefully, as if aware of the
need for restraint, calmness. On
such little things does a man’s
sanity often devend. And all the
time I stared at the house, at
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the upper portion of it where
the uncanny room lay. Certain
cracks showed in its walls and
the roof above was twisted and
torn. I asked myself, how was
this thing possible? How, with-
in the narrow confines of a
single room, could the phenom-
enon of infinite space exist?
Einstein, Eddir:flton, Jeans — I
had read their theories, and Jim
might be correct, but the
strangeness of it, the horror!
You're mad, Bill, 1 said to my-
self, mad, mad! But there were
the burros, there was the house.
A scarlet tanager soared by, a
hawk- wheeled overhead, a cov-
ey of ring-necked mountain
quail scuttled through tangled
brush. No, I wasnt mad, I
couldn’t be dreaming, and Jim
— Jim was somewhere in that
accursed room, that distortion
out of space, lost, wandering!

IT WAS THE most courage-
ous thing I evér did in my life
— to re-enter that house, climb
those stairs. I had to force my-
self to do it, for I was desper-
ately afraid and my feet drag-
ged. But Simpson’s ranch was
in a lonely place, the nearest
town or neighbor miles distant.
It would take hours to fetch
help, and of what use would it
be when it did arrive? Besides,
Jim needed aid, now, at once.

Though every nerve and fiber
of my body rebelled at the
thought, I fastened the end of a
rope to a nail driven in the hall

floor and stepped through the
doorway. Instantly I was en-
gulfed by endless space. It was
a terrifying sensation. So far as
I could see, my feet rested on
nothing. Endless distance was
below me as well as above. Sick
and giddy, I paused and looked
back, but the doorway had van-
ished. Only the coil of rope in
my hands, and the heavy pistol
in my belt, saved me from giv-
ing way to utter panic.

Slowly I paid out the rope as
I advanced. At first it stretched
into infinity like a sinuous ser-
pent. Then suddenly all but a
few yards of it disappeared.
Fearfully I tugged at the end
in my hands. It resisted the tug.
The rope was still there, even if
invisible to my eyes, every inch
of it paid out; yet I was no
nearer the confines of that room,
Standing there with emptiness
above, around, below me, I
knew the meaning of utter deso-
lation, of fear and loneliness.
This way and that I groped, at
the end of my tether. Some-
where Jim must be searching
and groping too. “Jim!” 1 shout-
ed; and miraculously enough, in
my very ear it seemed, Jim’s
voice bellowed, “Bill! Billl Is
that you, Bill?”
sobbed.

“Yes,” I almost
“Where are you, Jim?”

“I don’t know. This place has
me bewildered. I've been wan-
dering around for hours. Listen,
Bill; everything is out of focus
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here, matter warped, light curv-
ed. Can you hear me, Bill?”
“Yes, yes. I'm here too, cling-
mg to the end of a rope that
leads to the door. If you could
follo”w the sound of my voice

“I'm trying to do that, We
must be very close to each oth-
er. Bill . . 7 His voice grew
faint, distant.

“Herel” 1 shouted, “herel”

Far off I heard his voice call-

ing, receding.
%F or Goc% s sake, Jim, this

way, this way!”

Suddenly the uncanny space
appeared to shift, to eddy — I
can describe what occurred in
no other fashion — and for a
moment in remote distance I
saw Jim’s figure. It was toiling
up an endless hill, away
me; up, up; a black dot against
an immensity of nothing. Then
the dot flickered, went out, and
he was gone. Sick with night-
marish horror, I sank to my
knees, and even as I did so the
realization of another disaster
made my heart leap suffocating-
ly to my throat. In the excite-
ment of trying to attract Jim’s
attention, I had dropped hold
of the ropel

Panic leapt at me, sought to
overwhelm me, but I fought it
back. Keep calm, I told myself;
don’t move, dont lose your
head; the rope must be lying
at your feet. But though I felt
carefully on all sides, I could

not locate it. I tried to recollect
if I had moved from my original
position. Probably I had taken
a step or two away from it, but
in what direction? Hopeless to
ask. In that infernal distortion
of space and matter, there was
nothing by which to determine
direction. Yet I did not, I could
not abandon hope. The rope
was my only guide to the outer
world, the world of normal phe-
nomena and life.

This way and that I searched,
wildly, frantically, but to no
purpose. At last I forced myself
to stand quite still, closing m
eyes to shut out the weird void.
My brain functioned chaotical-
ly. Lost in a thirty-foot room,
Jim, myself, and a woman, un-
able to locate one another — the
thing was impossible, incredi-
ble. With trembling fingers I
took out my pipe, pressed to-
bacco in the charred bowl and
applied a match. Thank God for
nicotine] My thoughts flowed
more clearly. Incredible or not,
here 1 was, neither mad nor
dreaming. Some quirk of cir-
cumstance had permitted Simp-
son to stagger from the web of
illusion, but that quirk had evi-
dently been one in a thousand.
Jim and I might go wandering
through alien depths until we
died of hunger and exhaustion.

I OPENED my eyes. The
gray clarity of space — a clarity
of subtle indirection — still
hemmed me in. Somewhere
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within a few feet of where I
stood — as distance is comput-
ed in a three-dimensional world
— Jim must be walking or stand-
ing. But this space was not
three-dimensional. It was a
weird dimension from outside
the solar system which the mind
of man could never hope to un-
derstand or grasp. And it was
terrifying to reflect that within
its depths Jim and I might be
separated by thousands of miles
and yet be cheek by jowl

I walked on. 1 cou]d] not stand
still forever. God, 1 thought,
there must be a way out of this
horrible J)Iace, there must bel
Ever and anon I called Jim’s
name. After a while I glanced
at my watch, but it had ceased
to run. Every muscle in my
body began to ache, and thirst
was adding its tortures to those
of the mind. “Jim!” I cried
hoarsely, again and again, but
silence pressed in on me until I
felt like screaming.

Conceive of it if you can.
Though I walked on matter firm
enough to the feet, seemingly
space stretched below as well as
above. Sometimes I had the il-
lusion of being inverted, of
walking head-downward. There
was an uncanny sensation of
being translated from spot to
spot without the need of inter-
mediate action. God! 1 prayed
inwardly, God! 1 sank to my
knees, pressing my hands over
my eyes. But of what use was
that? Of what use was any-

thing? I staggered to my feet,
fighting the deadly fear ce?aw-
inﬁ at my heart, and forced my-
self to walk slowly, without
haste, counting the steps, one,
two, three . . .

WHEN IT WAS I first no-
ticed the shimmering radiation,
I can not say. Like heat radia-
tion it was, only more subtle,
like waves of heat rising from
an open furnace. I rubbed my
eyes, I stared tensely. Yes,
waves of energy were being dif-
fused from some invisible
source. Far off in the illimitable
de]i)ths of space I saw them
pulsing; but I soon perceived
that I was fated — like a satel-
lite fixed in its groove — to tra-
vel in a vast circle of which
they were the center.

And perhaps in that direction
lay the door

Filled with despair, I again
sank to my knees, and kneeling
I thought drearily, This is the
end, there is no way out, and
calmer than I had been for
hours — there is a calmness of
despair, a fatalistic giving over
of struggle — I raised my head
and looked apathetically a-
round.

Strange, strange; weird and
strange. Could this be real, was
I myself? Could an immensity
of nothing lie within a thirty-
foot radius, be caused by some-
thing out of space, something
brought by the meteor, some-
thing able to distort, warp?
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Distort, warp!

With an oath of dawning
comprehension I leapt to my
feet and glared at the shimmer-
ing radiation. Why couldnt I
approach it? What strange and
invisible force forbade? Was it
because the source of this in-
credible space lay lurking there?
Oh, I was mad, I tell you, a lit-
tle insane, yet withal, possessed
of a certain coolness and clari-
ty of thought. I drew the heavy
pistol from its holster. A phrase
of Jim’s kept running through
my head: Vibration, vibration,
everything is varying rates
vibration. Yet for a moment
hesitated. Besides myself, in this
incredible ace two others
were lost, and what if I were to
shoot either of them? Better
that, I told myself, than to per-
ish without a struggle.

I raised the pistol. The shim-
mering radiation was something
deadly, inimical, the diffusing
waves of energy were loathsome
tentacles reaching out to slay.

“Damn you,” I muttered, and
pulled the trigger.

OF WHAT followed I possess
but a kaleidoscopic and chaotic
memory. The gray void seemed
to breathe in and out. Alternate-
ly I saw space and room, room
and space; leering at me
through the interstices of this
bewildering change ¢omething
indescribably loathsome, some-
thing that lurked at the center
of a crystal ball my shots had

rforated. Through the bullet-

oles in this crystal a slow vapor
oozed, and as it oozed, the crea-
ture inside of the ball struggled
and writhed; and as it struggled
I had the illusion of being lifted
in and out, in and out; into the
room, out into empty space.
Then suddenly the crystal ball
shivered and broke; I heard it
break with a tinkling as of glass;
the luminous vapor esca in a
swirl, the ﬁray void vanished,
and sick and giddy I found my-
self definitely encompassed by
the walls of a room and within
a yard of the writhing monstros-
ity.
As I stood with rooted feet,
too dazed to move, the mon-
strosity reared. I saw it now in
all its hideousness. A spidery
thing it was, and yet not a spi-
der. Up it reared, up, four feet
in the air, its saucer-like eyes
goggling out at me, its hairy
paws reaching. Sick with terror,
I was swept forward into the
embrace of the loathsome crea-
ture. Then happened that which
1 can never forget till my dyin
day, so strange it was, so weird.
Imagination, you say, the fan-
tastic thoughts of a temporarily
disordered mind. Perhaps, per-
haps; but suddenly I seemed to
know — know beyond a doubt
— that this spider-like visitant
from outer space was an intel-
ligent, reasoning being. Those
eyes — they seemed to bore in-
to the innermost recesses of my
brain, seemed to establish a spe-
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cies of communication between
myself and the intelligence back
of them.

It was not a malignant intel-
ligence — I realized that — but
in comparison to myself some-
thing god-like, remote. And yet
it was a mortal intelligence. My
bullets had shattered its pro-
tective covering, had reached
to its vulnerable body, and as it
held me to itself, it was in the
very throes of dissolution. All
this I sensed, all this it told me;
not through language, but
through some subtle process of
picture transference which it is
hopeless for me to attempt to
explain. I seemed to see a gray,
weird place where delicate tra-
ceries were spun and silver de-
vices shimmered and shone —
the habitat of the strange visi-
tant from outer space. Perhaps
the receiving-cells of my brain
were not developed enough to
receive all the impressions it
tried to convey.

Nothing was clear, distinct,
nothing definite. I had the ago-
nizing consciousness that much
was slipping through my brain,
uncorrelated, unregistered. But
a meteoroid was hurtling
through the blackness of space
— and I saw that meteoroid. I
saw it falling to Earth. I saw a
portion of it swing clear, crash
through the roof of Simpson’s
house and lodge in the bed-

room. And I saw the strange
visitant from outside our uni-
verse utilize the incredible pow-
er he possessed to distort space,
iron out the kinks of matter in
it, veil himself in immensity
while studying his alien sur-
roundings.

And then all his expiring e-
motions seemed to rush over me
in a flood and I felt — felt —
what he was thinking. He had
made a journey from one star
system to another, he had land-
ed safely on Earth, a trillion,
trillion light-years distant, bnt
never would he return to his
own planet to tell of his success
— never, never! All this I seem-
ed to understand, to grasp, in a
split second or so, his loneliness
and pain, his terrible nostalgia;
then the hairy paws relaxed
their grip, the hideous body col-
lapsed in on itself, and as I star-
ed at it sprawling on the floor,
I was suddenly conscious of
Mrs. Simpson crouching, un-
harmed, in one comer of the
room, of Jim standing beside
me, clutching my arm.

“Bill,” he said hoarsely, “are
you hurt? And then in a whis-
per, “What is it? What is itP”

“T dont know,” 1 returned
chokingly, “I dont know. But
whatever it is, it is dead now —
the Distortion out of Space.”

And unaccountably I buried
my face in my hands and began

to weep.
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I LIKE mountain-climbing
but there aren’t any mountains
around here. There is nothin
but those damn buttes so I clim
them. Most of them are pret
tough to climb but there isnt
anything when you get to the
top. Usually there isn't, at least.

5

of.

Usually, too, I find no traces
to indicate that anyone has
been there before me. Who's
foolish enough to climb these
little mountains when the world
is full of big mountains? Who,
indeed, especially in these days
when it can be seen from planes
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that there’s nothing on top
worth the climb?

The one I climbed last month
is so small and unimportant that
it hasn’t any name, even local-
ly. That’s why I was so startled
when, fifty feet or so from the
top, I came upon a man lying
in a crumpledl_) heap in a little
crevasse. I thought at first that
he was dead but as I approach-
ed he turned his head a bit and
whispered, “Water!”

I gave him a drink from my
flask and asked, “Is it safe to
move irou? I can’t get you down
this slope but I can go for
help.”

en he was through drink-
ing I stoppered the flask and
put it away. “Don’t bother,” he
said in a barely audible voice.
“I'm all busted up inside.” He
coughed weakly and retched.
“But thanks . . . The valve —
you gotta fix the valve.” He
gave me one piercing glance,
said, “Oh, my God!” and went
limp. I knew it was no use but
I picked up his wrist anyway.
There was no pulse.

He'd have to be removed, of
course. But I couldnt do the
job alone and I decided to go
on to the top before going for
help. I was curious about this
cryptic command about the
valve, whatever that might be.
I picked my way carefully to the
top, avoiding the loose rubble
that had been the stranger’s un-
doing.

The top looked about the

same as the tops of all the oth-
ers I had climbed. I started a
systematic search, walking a-
round the rim and gradually
spiralling toward the center.

e going was fairly easy, for
this butte was unusually level
on top, though pr well cov-
ered with scattered boulders of
all sizes. Finally, near the mid-
dle, I found what the unfortu-
nate stranger had referred to.
In a sort of cairn, open to the
east, was what can be described
only as an oversized tire-valvel

I dont suppose anyone ever
actually pinches himself to see
if he is awake but I came close
to doing it then. I stooped and
%eﬁtly touched the thing. The
aint hissing that had drawn
my attention to its location sud-
denly increased in volume and
I quickly withdrew my hand.
The noise diminished somewhat
but was still louder than before
I touched the valve. The air
was issuing from a slight crack
in the valve-stem about an inch
above the point where it disap-
peared into the ground. I had
no doubt that the stranger’s
curiosity had caused the crack;
possibly he had attempted to
unscrew the cap.

AS I CLIMBED down the
side of the butte my mind
wasn’t occupied entirely with
hunting the best path so that a
couple of times I almost met
the fate of the stranger. I caught
myself in time, though, and
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made it down safely, then push-
ed the old Jeep to its limit in
getting to the sheriff’s office in
town. I told him quickly of the
dead man near the top of the
butte.

‘geezl” he exclaimed. “What
a hell of a place to kick the
bucket! Howre we supposed to

et him down from there?”

en he stopped feeling sorry
for himself. “We’d better get at
it, I suppose. The longer we put
it off in this heat the more hell
stink when we get there . . . Any
idea who he was, Jim?”

“Not the slightest, Les. He’s
not from around here, though,
I'm sure. There’s no car parked
at the end of the road, so he
must have walked some dis-
tance.”

Sheriff Floyd rounded up
four of the less shiftless loafers
sitting in front of the saloon
and told them what had to be
done. They weren’t enthusiastic,
and I couldnt blame them, but
they %ot up and came with us.
We all piled into the sheriff’s
ancient car and lit out for the
butte.

“Any idea how long he’s been
dead, Jim?P” Les asked when we
had started.

I looked at my watch. “Just
an hour and forty-seven min-
utes,” I said, and immediately

wished I hadn’t.

“Oh, then he died after you
found him. Did he say any-
thing?”

I hesitated a moment and then
decided to tell him the whole
unlikely story. “Not much. He
was just about gone when I
found him and he asked for
water. I gave him a drink and
said I'd go for help to get him
down. He said, ‘Don’t bother.
I'm all busted up inside.” Then
he paused a minute and said . . .”

I paused, too, until Les
Brr;::mpted me. “Well, he said,

e valve — you gotta fix the
valve.” Then he gave me a queer
look and said, ‘Oh, my Godl’
and that was it.”

Les turned his head for a mo-
ment and looked me in the eyes.
“The valve? What the hell does
that mean?”

“I wish I could say I don’t
know. But, before coming back
for you, I went on up to the t
and hunted around, and I found
it. It's a big tire-valve.”

Les stopped the car and
stared at me. “A tire-valve?”
The other men pricked up their
ears. “Are you sure there’s a
dead man up on the butte? You
ain't been out in the sun too
long, have you, Jim?” Ome of
the men in i‘;ack guffawed.

“No, I havent, and there is
a dead man up there, and, as
y?fu said,” the longer we put it
o .

Les started the car again with
a jerk. “What the hell do you
mean, a tire-valve?”

“Well, there’s a black stem
about six inches in diameter
coming out of the ground.
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Looks like rubber or some sim-
jlar stuff but it’s petrified. It’s
about two feet higﬁ and at the
top there’s a threaded metal in-
sert with a metal cap screwed
on it. The stem has a little crack
near the bottom and there’s air
leaking out.”

There was another guffaw
from the rear and its perpetra-
tor offered a comment: “Hot
air, no doubt.”

We had reached the end of
the road and we all piled out.
Les distributed the ropes and

Eikes among his four unwilling .

elpers and we started the short
hike to the foot of the butte.
We got to the body with little
trouble and Les supervised the
job of securing it in an impro-
vised sling for the descent. He
saw the four men safely on the
way to the bottom and then
turned to me. “Now let’s go on
up to the top. I want to see that
valve.”

IT WOULD HAVE been
easy to find even if I hadn’t
known exactly where it was, for
the noise ofy the escaping air
was louder. I took him to it and
pointed out the valve without
a word.

“Jeez!” was all he could say
at first, and then, after a long
pause, “Do you suppose . .

“That’s what I've been won-
dering. It seems just ,Plain idio-
tic, but perhaps . . .

“A big balloon,” he interupt-
ed. “Do you suppose it can real-

ly be just a goddam big bal-
loon

“That poor guy said we have
to fix the valve. What do you
suppose he thought?”

Les stopped and reached to-
ward the valve. “Hold it!” I said
sharply and he pulled his arm
back. “That’s what I did and it
made the leak worse. That’s
g:obably what the dead man

id, too. Question is, how are
we going to fix it?”

“A good question, Jim. If the
slightest touch . . . Maybe we
could spray something on it. Alt
kinds of ‘gunk in spray-cans
these days.

We decided to try that and
started the descent. “What are
we going to tell the others?” I
asked, and Les stopped short.

“Hell, I hadn’t thought of
that. What can we tell 'em?P If
we tell ’em what we think . . .”

“Well, we can show it to
them.”

“Yes . . . And then the whole
damn world will hear about it.
And anyone who can will come
to look at it and break it off,
most likely, and all the rest will
laugh and blame it on the heat
or the silly season, or some-
thing.” oh

“I suppose youre right. But
we have to tell them something.”

Les was silent the rest of the
way to the car, thinking. I was,
too, but it was he who had the
best idea, though it made me
look a little foolish. When he
had seen that the body was
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safely stowed in the trunk of
the car and the inevitable ques-
tion came, he replied casually,
“WIl, it's an odd formation, all
right. Sure does look like a big
tire-valve in the shadow of that
caim it’s in, but in the light of
my flashlight . . .”

He left it at that and the man
in back guffawed again, not
knowing that Les hadn’t remov-
ed the flash from his pocket.

It doesn’t take much to cre-
ate a stir in a small town. We
never found out who the strang-
er had been, even when the
news services sent out small
items about his untimely death
in such an odd location. Appar-
ently he was just one of those
anonymous individuals who can
vanish from Earth without leav-
ing a ripglle. He certainly had
a fine neral, though. The
townspeople all chipped in,
probably out of titude for

roviding them such an unusual
giversion in their humdrum
lives.

Les and 1 f(iﬁ;ured that a da
or two wouldnt make mu
difference, so after the excite-
ment was all over we sneaked
off one aftermnoon with a box
full of spray cans of every sort
of sticléy stuff we could find.
We had picked it up a little at
a time, here and there, and
when we were ready we made
sure nobody saw us leave.
“‘I'm gtting just a little bit
tired of climbing this goddam

butte,” Les said when we were
on the way up. “I hope this is
the last time we have to do it.”

“So do I, but we’d better cross
our fingers.”

We tried first a can of pres-
surized contact adhesive and
the very first shot stopped the
leak abruptly. “Well, tﬁat was
easy,” I remarked, grinning.

at were we worried . . .”

THE HISS started again. I
suppose the cooling effect of
the spray on the hot valve did
it, but at any rate another crack
had appeared suddenly just a-
bove 516 old one. Hastily Les
shot some more of the stuff on
it. Once more there was silence
for a moment and then the hiss
began again. We could see no
new crack but traced the leak
to one that had opened ugu in
the rear part of the stem which
we couldn’t see. It was a touchy
job reaching around to spray
that one, but eventually, it was
sealed. Then the hissing began
again, but with a muffled
sound. By careful probing with
moist fingers we found that the
air was coming from a leak just
below ground-level.

“That does it!” Les exclaimed.
“What the hell do we do now?”

“Do you suppose we could
dig carefully around it and . ..”

Are you crazy? The slightest
touch cracks it and you want
to“i . . No! That’s outI"gl.l y

suppose youre right.
wonder 1fp we could dump con-
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crete all around it. Bury the
goddam thing in concrete.”

“And risk breaking it off com-
pletely?”

“Well, tar, then. Bury it in
hot tar, and when that sets,
cover it all over with concrete.
If the temperature of the tar is
close enough to that of the
valve . . .”

“You might have somethitﬁ,
Jim. But how we gonna get all
that stuff up here?r”

We had to make half a dozen
trigs and we used uﬁ three cyl-
inders of propane
tar with a torch. The top stone
of thé cairn was in the way so
we carefully removed it and
set it up to form an east wall
Then we slowly poured in the
hot tar which overflowed and
ran down the sides of the stone
form. We listened closely and
could hear no escaping air. Les
Fainstakingly crossed all his
ingers two by two and held
them up for me to see.

“I wonder who the hell made
this shoddy thing,” he said then.

“Oh, it’s not so shoddy, Les.

After all, it’s already lasted a

good many millions of years —
or is it billions? I'll bet the guar-
antee period was up a long
time ago.”

“Yeah, but what a way to go!l
I'll bet nobody ever . . .”

The sound was faint but un-
mistakable. Air was seeping out
of the ground at several places

eating the -

around the circle of tar. As we
watched a bubble rose on the
surface of the tar, graduall
enlarged and finally broke wit
a soft “plop”.

While the tar was cooling we
added the laboriously-carried
water to the concrete ready-mix
and got it all ready. When half-
formed bubbles stopped enlarg-
ing and a cautious poke with a
finger showed the tar had set,
we dumped the concrete over
the tar and the ara around it.
I straightened up and dusted
my hands. ;

“Maybe we ou%lalt to make this
public, Les. Perhaps somebody
in government or industry could
think of a way to fix it.

“Too late, I'm afraid. Even
if we could convince someone
that we're not out of our minds,
what can we show to prove it?
Just a big pile of concrete on
top of this goddam butte, that’s
all. And what will happen if
anyone starts to remove it?™”

I thought about that for a
moment. “We might as well go
back,” I said listlessly.

o - L

Did you feel that tremble? I
did, faint as it was, and I felt
the others. They started about
a week ago am{ they come ev-
ery twenty minutes, more or
less. I keep thinking I hear the
hiss of escaping air, too, though
that is obviously impossible.
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ONE CONFIDENTIAL even-
ing, not three months ago, Li-
onel Wallace told me this story
of the Door in the Wall. And
at the time I thought that so
far as he was concerned, it was
a true story.

He told it to me with such a
direct simplicity of conviction
that I could not do otherwise
than believe in him. But in the
morning, in my own flat, I woke
to a different atmosphere; and
as I lay in bed and recalled the
thin&f he had told me, stripped
of the glamor of his eamest
slow voice, denuded of the fo-
cused shaded table light, the
shadowy atmosphere that wrap-
ped about him and me, and the
pleasant bright things, the des-
sert and glasses and napery of

81

the dinner we had shared, mak-
ing them for the time a bright
little world quite cut off from
everyday realities, I saw it all as
frankly incredible. “He was mys-
tifying!” I said, and then, “How
well he did itl . . . It isn’t quite
the thing I should have expect-
ed him, of all people, to do
well.”

Afterwards as I sat up in bed
and sipped my morning tea, I
found myself trying to account
for the flavor of réality that per-
plexed me in his impossible rem-
iniscences, by supposing they
did in some way suggest, pre-

sent, convey — I hardly know

which word to use — experiences
it was otherwise impossible to
tell.

Well, I don’t resort to that
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explanation now. I have got
over my intervening doubts. I
believe now, as I believed at
the moment of telling, that Wal-
lace did to the very best of his
ability, strip the truth of his se-
cret for me. But whether he
himself saw, or only thought he
saw, whether he himself was
the possessor of an inestimable

rivilege or the victim of a
antastic dream, I cannot pre-
tend to guess. Even the facts of
his death, which ended my
doubts forever, throw no light
on that.

That much the reader must
judge for himself.

I forget now what chance
comment or criticism of mine
moved so reticent a man to con-
fide in me. He was, I think, de-
fending himself against an im-

utation of slackness and unre-
iability I had made in relation
to a great public movement, in
which he had disappointed me.
But he plunged suddenly. “ I
have,” he said, “a preoccupa-
tion . . .

“I know,” he went on, after a
pause, “I have been negligent.
The fact is — it isn’t a case of
ghosts or apparitions — but —
it’s an odd thing to tell of, Red-
mond — I am haunted. I am
haunted by something — that
rather takes the light out of
things, that fills me with long-
ings...”

He paused, checked by that
English shyness that so often
overcomes us when we would

eak of moving or ve or
lsgautiful things.g“You g\lp-vaere at
Saint Althelstan’s all through,”
he said, and for a moment t
seemed to me quite irrelevant.
“Well” — and he paused. Then
very haltingly at first, but after-
wards more easily, he began to
tell of the thing that was hidden
in his life, the haunting memory
of a beauty and a happiness that
filled his heart wit}{lJ insatiable
longings, that made all the in-
terests and spectacle of world-
ly life seem dull and tedious
and vain to him. .

Now that I have the clue to
it, the thing seems written visi-
bly in his face. I have a photo-
graph in which that look of de-
tachment has been caught and
intensified. It reminds me of
what a woman once said of him
— a woman who had loved him
greatly. “Suddenly,” she said,
“the interest goes out of him.
He forfgets you. He doesn’t care
a rap tor you — under his very
nose . . .

YET THE interest was not
always out of him, and when
he was holding his attention to
a thing Wallace could contrive
to be an extremely successful
man. His career, indeed, is set
with successes. He left me be-
hind him long ago; he soared
up over my head, and cut a fi-
gure in the world that I could-
n’t cut — anyhow. He was still
a year short of forty, and they
sav now that he would have
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been in office and very probably
in the new Cabinet if he had
lived. At school he always beat
me without effort — as it were
by nature. We were at school
together at Saint Althelstan’s
College in West Kensington for
almost all our school-time. He
came into the school as my co-
equal, but he left far above me,
in a blaze of scholarships and
brilliant perfermance. Yet I
think I made a fair average
running. And it was at school I
heard first of the “Door in the
Wall” — that I was to hear of
a second time only a month be-
fore his death.

To him, at least, the Door in
the Wall was a real door, lead-
ing through a real wall to im-
mortal realities. Of that I am
now quite assured.

And it came into his life quite
early, when he was a little fel-
low between five and six. I re-
member how, as he sat making
his confession to me with a
slow gravity, he reasoned and
reckoned the date of it. “There
was,” he said, “a crimson Vir-

inia creeper in it — all one

right uniform crimson, in a
clear amber sunshine against a
white wall. That came into the
impression somehow, though I
don’t clearly remember how,
and there were horse-chestnut
leaves upon the clean pavement
outside the edgreen door. They
were blotched yellow and green,
you know, not brown nor dirty,
so that they must have been new

fallen. I take it that means Oc-
tober. I look out for horse-chest-
nut leaves every year and I
ought to know.

If I'm right in that, I was a-
bi::i.ls five years and four months
old.

He was, he said, rather a
precocious litle boy — he learned
to talk at an abnormally early
age, and he was so sane and
“old-fashioned,” as people say,
that he was permitted an
amount of initiative that most
children scarcely attain by seven
or eight. His mother died when
he was two, and he was under
the less vigilant and authorita-
tive care of a nursery governess.
His father was a stern, preoc-
cupied lawyer, who gave him
little attention and expected
Ereat things of him. For all his

rightness he found life gray
and dull, I think. And one day
he wandered.

He could not recall the par-
ticular neglect that enabled
him to get away, nor the course
he took among the West Ken-
sington roads. All that had fad-
ed among the incurable blurs
of memory. But the white wall
and the green door stood out
quite distinctly.

As his memory of that child-
ish experience ran, he did at
the very first sight of that door
experience a peculiar emotion,
an attraction, a desire to get to
the door and open it and walk
in. And at the same time he
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had the clearest conviction that
either it was unwise or it was
wrong of him — he could not
tell which — to yield to this at-
traction. He insisted upon it as
a curious thini that he knew
from the ve e innin%l— un-
less memory has played him the
queerest trick — that the door
was unfasteend, and that he
could go in as he chose.

I SEEM TO see the figure of
that little boy, drawn and re-
Eelled. And it was very clear in

is mind, too, though, why it
should be so was never explain-
ed, that his father would be
very angry if he went in through
that door.

Wallace described all these
moments of hesitation to me
with the utmost particularity.
He went right past the door,
and then, with his hands in his
pockets and making an infan-
tile attempt to whistle, strolled
right along beyond the end of
the wall. There he recalls a
number of mean dirty shops,
and particularly that of a plumb-
er and decorator with a dusty
disorder of earthenware pipes,
sheet lead, ball taps, pattern
books of wall paper, and tins of
enamel. He stood pretending to
examine these things, and covet-
ing, passionately desiring, the
green door.

Then, he said, he had a gust
of emotion. He made a run for
it, lest hesitation should gri
him again; he went plump thE

outstretched hand through the
een door and let it slam be-
ind him. And so, in a trice, he
came into the garden that has
haunted all his life.

It was very difficult for Wal-
lace to give me his full sense of
that garden into which he came.

There was something in the
very air of it that exhilarated,
that gave one a sense of light-
ness and good happening and
well-being; there was somethin
in the sight of it that made a
its color clean and perfect and
subtly luminous. In the instant
of coming into it one was ex-
quisitely glad — as only in rare
moments, and when one is
young and joyful one can be
glad in this world. And every-
thing was beautiful there. . . .

Wallace mused before he
went on telling me. “You see,”
he said, with the doubtful in-
flection of a man who pauses
at incredible things, “there were
two great panthers there. . . .
Yes, spotted panthers. And 1
was not afraid. There was a lon
wide path with marble-edg
flower borders on either side
and these two huge velve
beasts were playing there wi
a ball. One looked up and came
towards me, a little curious as
it seemed. It came right up to
me, rubbed its soft round ear
very gently against the small
hand 1 held out, and purred. It
was, I tell you, an enchanted
garden. I know. And the size?
Oh! it stretched far and wide,
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this way and that. I believe
there were hills far away. Hea-
ven knows where West Kensing-
ton had suddenly got to. And
somehow it was just like coming
home.

“You know, in the very mo-
ment the door swung to behind
me, I forgot the road with its
fallen chestnut leaves, its cabs
and tradesmen’s carts, I forgot
the sort of gravitational pull
back to the discipline and obed-
ience of home, I forgot all hesi-
tations and fear, forgot discre-
tion, forgot all the intimate real-
ities of this life. I became, in a
moment, a very glad and won-
der-happy little boy — in anoth-
er wor;l)g. It was a world with a
different quality, a warmer,
more penetrating and mellower
light, with a faint clear glad-
ness in its air, and wisps of sun-
touched cloud in the blueness
of its sky. And before me ran
this long wide path, invitinily,
with weedless Eeds on either
side, rich with untended flowers,
and these two ireat panthers. 1
put my little hands fearlessly
on their soft fur, and caressed
their round ears and the sensi-
tive corners under their ears,
and played with them, and it
was as though they welcomed
me home.

“There was a keen sense of
home-coming in my mind, and
when presently a tall, fair girl
appeared in the pathway and
came to meet me, smiling, and
said ‘Well?” to me, and lifted

me and kissed me, and put me
down and led me by the hand,
there was no amazement, but
only an impression of delight-
ful rightness, of being reminded
of happy things that had in
some strange way been over-
looked. There were broad red
steps, I remember, that came
into view between spikes of del-
phinium, and up these we went
to a great avenue between ve
old and shady dark trees. All
down this avenue, you know,
between the red chapped stems,
were marble seats of honor and
statuary, and very tame and
friendly white doves.

“Along this cool avenue my
girl-friend led me, looking down
— I recall the pleasant lines, the
finely-modeled chin of her sweet
kind face — asking me ques-
tions in a soft, agreeable voice,
and telling me things, pleasant
things I know, though what
they were I was never able to
recall. . . . Presently a Capu-
chin monkey, very clean, with
a fur of ruddy brown and kind-
ly hazel eyes, came down a tree
to us and ran beside me, look-
ing up at me and grinning, and

resently leaped to my shoulder.

0 we two went on our way in
great happiness.”

He paused.

“Go on,” I said.

“I REMEMBER little things.
We passed an old man musin
among laurels, I remember, an
a place gay with paroquets, and
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came through a broad shaded
colonnade to a spacious cool
alace, full of pleasant fountains,
ull of beautiful things, full of
the quality and promise of
heart’s desire. And there were
many things and many people,
some that still seem to stand
out clearly and some that are
vaguer; but all these people
were beautiful and kind. In
some way — I don’t know how
— it was conveyed to me that
they all were kind to me, glad
to have me there, and filling
me with gladness by their ges-
tures, by the touch of their
hands, by the welcome and love
in their eyes. Yes . . .”

He mused for a while. “Play-
mates I found there. That was
very much to me, because I
was a lonely little boy. They
played delightful games in a
grass-covered court where there
was a sun-dial set about with
flowers. And as one played one
loved. . . .

“But — it's odd — there’s a
gap in my memory. I don't re-

member the games we pl:}‘/ted. :

I never remembered. er-
wards, as a child, I nt long
hours ing, even with tears, to

recall the form of that happi-
ness. I wanted to play it all
over again — in my nursery —
by myself. No! All 1 remember
is the happiness and two dear
playfellows who were most with
me. . . . Then presently came a
somber dark woman, with a
grave, pale face and dreamy

eyes, a somber woman, wearing
a soft long robe of pale purple,
who carried a book, ancf, beck-
oned and took me aside with
her into a gallery above a hall
- thouﬁh my playmates were
loth to have me go, and ceased
their game and stood watching
as I was carried away. ‘Come
back to us!’ they cried. ‘Come
back to us soon!

“I looked at her face, but she
heeded them not at all. Hex face
was very gentle and grave. She
took me to a seat in the gallery,
and I stood beside her, n:z?y
tc look at her book as she
ened it upon her knee. '?E;
pages fell open. She pointed, and
I looked, marveling, for in the
livin%fpages of that book I saw
myself; it was a story about my-
self, and in it were all the things
that had happened to me since
ever I was born. . . .

“It was wonderful to me, be-
cause the pages of that book
were not pictures, you under-
stand, but realities.”

Wallace paused gravely —
locked at me doubttully.

“Go on,” I said. “I under-
Sta"r'llc'll;” eali

ey were realities — vyes,
they must have been; people
moved, things came and went in
them; my dear mother, whom I
had near forgotten; then my
father, stern and upright, the
servants, the nursery, all the fa-
miliar things of home. Then the
front door and the busy streets
with traffic to and fro. I looked
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and marveled, and looked half
doubtfully again into the wom-
an’s face and turned the pages
over skipping this and that, to
see more of this book and more,
and so at last I came to myself
hovering and hesitating outside
the green door in the long white
wall, and felt again the conflict
and the fear.

“ ‘And next?” 1 cried, and
would have turned on, but the
cool hand of the grave woman
delayed me. ’

“ ‘Next?" I insisted, and stru%—
gled gently with her hand, pull-
ing up her fingers with all my
childish strength,. and as she
yielded and the page came over
she bent down upon me like a
shadow and kissed my brow.

“BUT THE PAGE did not
show the enchanted garden, nor
the girl who had led me by the
hand, nor the playfellows who
had been so loth to let me go.
It showed a long gray street in
West Kensington, in that chill
hour of afternoon before the
lamps are lit; and I was there,
a wretched little figure, weep-
ing aloud, for all that I could
do to restrain myself, and 1
was weeping because I could
not return to my dear playfel-
lows who had called after me,
‘Come back to us! Come back
to us soon!’ I was there. This
was no page in a book, but
harsh reality; that enchanted
place and the restraining hand
of the grave mother at whose

knee I stood had gone — whith-
er had they gone
He halted again, and remain-

ed for a time staring into that

e.

“Oh! the woefulness of that
return!” he murmured.

“Well?” 1 said, after a min-
ute or so.

“Poor little wretch I was! —
brought back to this tiray world
againl As I realized the fullness
of what had happened to me,
I gave way to quite ungoverna-
ble grief. And the shame and
humiliation of that public weep-
ing and my disgraceful home-
coming remain with me still. I
see again in the benevolent-
looking old gentleman in gold
spectacles who stopped and
spoke to me — prodding me
first with his umbrella. “Poor
little chap,” said he; ‘and are
you lost then?” — and me a Lon-
don boy of five and more! And
he must needs bring in a kindly
young policeman and make a
crowd of me, and so march me
home. Sobbing, conspicuous, and

frightened, I came back from

the enchanted garden to the
steps of my father’s house.
That is as well as I can re-
member my vision of that gar-
den — the garden that haunts
me still. Of course, 1 can con-
vey nothing of that indescriba-
ble quality of translucent unre-
ality, that difference from the
common things of e ience
that hung about it all; but that
— that is what happened. If it
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was a dream, I am sure it was
a daytime and altogether extra-
ordin: dream. . . . Hm! —
naturally there followed a ter-
rible questioning, by my aunt,
my father, the nurse, the gov-
erness — everyone. . . .

“I tried to tell them, and my
father gave me my first thrash-
ing for telling lies. When after-
wards I tried to tell my aunt,
she punished me again for my
wicked persistence. Then, as 1
said, everyone was forbidden to
listen to me, to hear a word
about it. Even my fairy-tale
books were taken away from
me for a time — because 1 was
too ‘imaginative.” Eh? Yes, they
did that! My father belonged
to the old school. . . . And my
story was driven back upon my-
self. I whispered it to my pil-
low — my pillow that was often
damp and salt to my whisper-
ing lips with childish tears. And
I added always to my official
and less fervent prayers this
one heartfelt request: Please,
God, I may dream of the gar-
den. Oh! take me back to my
garden!’

“Take me back to my garden!
I dreamt often of the garden. I
may have added to .it. I may
have-changed it; I do not know.
. . . All this, you understand, is
an attempt to reconstruct from
fragmentary memories a very
early experience. Between that
and the other consecutive mem-
ories of my boyhood there is a
gulf. A time came when it

seemed impossible I should ever
speak of that wonder glimpse

again.”

I ASKED AN obvious ques-
tion.

“No,” he said. “I don’t remem-
ber that I ever attempted to
find my way back to the gar-
den in those early years. This
seems odd to me now, but I
think that very probably a clos-
er watch was kept on my.inove-
ments after this misadventure
to prevent my going astray. No,
it wasn’t till you knew me that
1 tried for the garden again.
And 1 believe there was a per-
iod — incredible as it seems now
— when I forgot the garden al-
together — when I was about
eight or nine it may have been.
Do you remember me as a kid
at Saint Althelstan’s?”

“Rather!”

“I didn’t show any signs, did
I, in those days of having a se-
cret dream?”

2

HE LOOKED UP with a sud-
den smile.

“Did you ever play North-
West Passage with me? . . . No,
of course you didnt come my
wayl”

It was the sort of game,” he
went on, “that every imaginative
child plays all day. The idea
was the discovery of a North-
West Passage to school. The
way to school was plain enough;
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the game consisted in finding
some way that wasn’t plain,
starting off ten minutes early in
some almost hopeless direction,
and working my way round
through unaccustomed streets
to my goal. And one day I got
entangled among some rather
low-class streets on the other
side of Campden Hill, and I be-
gan to think that for once the
ame would be against me and

t I should get to school late.
I tried rather desperately a
street that seemed a cul-de-sac,
and found a passage at the end.
I hurried through that with re-
newed hope. T shall do it yet’
I said, and passed- a row of
fro little shops that were
inexplicably familiar to me, and
behold! there was my long white
wall and green door that led to
the enchanted gardenl

“The thing whacked upon me
suddenly. Then, after all, that
garden, that wonderful garden,
wasn’'t a dream!”

He paused.

‘1 supg:)se my second exper-
ience with the green door marks
the world of difference there is
between the busy life of a
schoolboy and the infinite lei-
sure of a child. Anyhow, this
second time I didn’t for a mo-
ment think of going in straight
away. You see . . . For one thing,
mfy mind was full of the idea
of getting to school in time —
set on not breaking my record
for punctuality. I must surely
have felt some little desire at

least to try the door — yes. I
must have felt that. . . . But I
seem to remember the attrac-
tion of the door mainly as anoth-
er obstacle to my overmaster-
ing determination to get to
school. I was immensely inter-
ested by this discovery I had
made, of course — I went on
with my mind full of it — but
I went on. It didnt check me.
I ran past, tugging out my
watch, found I had ten minutes
still to spare, and then I was
going downhill into familiar
surroundings. I got to school,
breathless, it is true, and wet
with perspiration, but in time.
I can remember hanging up my
coat and hat. . . . Went right
b ?E,t and left it behind me. Odd,
e

He looked at me thoughtful-
ly. “Of course I didnt know
ti;en that it wouldn’t always be
there. Schoolboys have limited
imaginations. I suppose I thought
it was an awfully jolly thing to
have it there, to know my way
back to it; but there was the
school tugging at me. I expect
I was a good deal distraught
and inattentive that morning,
recalling what I could of the
beautiful strange people I
should presently see again. Odd-
ly enough I had no doubt in
my mind that they would be
lad to se me. . . . Yes, I must
ave thought of the garden that
moring just as a jolly sort of
place to which one might resort
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in the interludes of a strenuous
scholastic career.

“I didn’t go that day at all.
The next day was a half-holi-
day, and that may have weigh-
ed with me. Perhaps, too, my
state of inattention brought
down impositions upon me,
and docked the margin of time
necessary for the detour. I don’t
know. What 1 do know is that
in the meantime the enchanted
garden was so much upon my
mind that I could not keep it
to myself.

“I told — what was his name?
— a ferrety-looking youngster
we used to call Squiff.”

“Young Hopkins,” said 1.

“Hopkins it was. I did not
like telling him. I had a feeling
that in some way it was against
the rules to tell him, but I did.
He was walking part of the way
home with me; he was talka-
tive, and if we had not talked
about the enchanted garden
we should have talked of some-
thing else, and it was intolera-
ble to me to think about any
other subject. So I blabbed.

“WELL, HE told my secret.
The next day in the play intex-
val I found myself surrounded
by half a dozen bigger boys,
half teasing, and wholly curi-
ous to hear more of the enchant-
ed garden. There was that big
Fawcett — you remember him?
— and Carnaby and Morley Rey-
nolds. You weren’t there by any
chance? No, I think I should

have remembered if you were.
“A boy is a creature of odd
feelings. I was, I really believe
in spite of my secret self-dis-
st, a little flattered to have
the attention of these big fel-
lows. I remember particularly
a moment of pleasure caused by
the praise of Crawshaw — you
remember Cranshaw major, the
son of Cranshaw the com-
oser? — who said it was the
est lie he had ever heard. But
at the same time there was a
really painful undertow of
shame at telling what I felt was
indeed a sacred secret. That
beast Fawcett made a joke a-
bout the girl in green . . .”
Wallace's voice sank with the
keen memory of that shame. “I
retended not to hear,” he said.
ell, then Carnaby suddenly
called me a young liar, and dis-
puted with me when I said the
thing was true. I said 1 knew
where to find the green door,
could lead them all there in
ten minutes. Carnaby became
outrageously virtuous, and said
I'd have to — and bear out my
words or suffer. Did you ever
have Carnaby twist your arm?
Then perhaps youll understand
how it went with me. I swore
my story was true. There was
nobody in the school then to
save a chap from Camaby,
though Crawshaw put in a
word or so. Carnaby had got
his game. I grew excited and
red-eared, and a little fright-
ened. I behaved altogether like
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a silly little chap, and the out-
come of it all was that instead
of starting alone for my enchant-
ed t%arden, I led the way pre-
sently — cheeks flushed, ears
smarting, and my soul one burn-
ing misery and shame — for a
party of six mocking, curious,
and threatening schoolfellows.

“We never found the white
wall and the green door. ?

“You mean . . .

“I mean I couldn’t find it. I
would have found it if I could.

“And afterwards when 1
could go alone I couldnt find
it. I never found it. I seem now
to have been always looking
for it through my school-boy
days, but I never came upon it
— never.”

“Did the fellows — make it
disagreeable?”

“Beastly. . . . Carnaby held a
council over me for wanton ly-
ing. I remember how I sneaked
home and upstairs to hide the
marks of my blubbering. But
when I cried myself to sleep at
last it wasn’t for Carnaby, but
for the garden, for the beauti-
ful afternoon I had hoped for,
for the sweet, friendly women
and the waiting playfellows,
and the game I had hoped to
learn again, that beautiful for-
gotten game. . ..

“I believed firmly that if I
had not told . . . I had bad
times after that — crying at
night and wool-gathering by
day. For two terms I slacked
and had bad reports. Do you

remember? Of course you would!
It was you — your beating me
in mathematics that brought me
back to the grind again.”

3

FOR A TIME my friend
stared silently into the red
heart of the fire. Then he said;
“I never saw it again until I
was seventeen.

“It leaped upon me for the
third time — as I was driving
to Paddington on my way to
Oxford and a scholarship. I had
just one momentary glimpse. 1
was leaning over the apron of
my hansom smoking a cigarette,
and no doubt thinking myself
no end of a man of the world,
and suddenly there was the
door, the wall, the dear sense
of unforgettable and still at-
tainable things.

“We clattered by — I, too tak-
en by surprise to stop my cab
until we were well past and
round a corner. Then I had a

ueer moment, a double and

ivergent movement of my will.

I tapped the little door in the
roof of the cab, and brought
my arm down to pull out my
watch. Yes, sirl’ said the cab-
man, smartly. ‘Er — well — it’s
nothing.” I cried. ‘My mistake!
We haven’t much time! Go on!’
And he went on. . ..

“I got my scholarship. And
the night after I was told of
that I sat over my fire in my
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little upper room, my study, in
my fa{)lg:r's house, with his
Ejrsaise — his rare praise — and

sound counsels ringing in
my ears, and I smoked my
favorite pipe — the formidable
bulldog of adolescence — and
thought of that door in the lon
white wall. If I had stopped,
1 thought, ‘I should have missed
my scholarship, I should have
missed Oxford — muddled all
the fine career before me! I
begin to see things better!’ I
fell musing deeply, but I did not
doubt then his career of mine
was a thing that merited sacri-
fice.

“Those dear friends and that
clear atmosphere seemed very
sweet to me, very fine but re-
mote. My grip was fixing now
upon the world. I saw another
door opening — the door of my
career.

He stared again into the fire.
Its red light picked out a stub-
born strength in his face for just
one flickering moment, and
then it vanished again.

“Well,” he said and sighed, “I
have served that career. I have
done — much work, much hard
work. But I have dreamt of the
enchanted garden a thousand
dreams, and seen its dor, or at
least glimpsed its door, four
times since then. Yes — four
times. For a while this world
was so bright and interesting,
seemed so full of meaning and
opportunity, that the half-ef-
faced charm of the garden was

by comparison gentle and re-
mote. Who wants to pat pan-
thers on the way to dinner with
pretty women and distinguished
men? I came down to London
from Oxford, a man of bold

romise that I have done some-

ing to redeem. Something —
and yet there have been disap-
pointments. .

“TWICE I HAVE been in
love — I will not dwell on that
— but once, as I went to some-
one who, I knew, doubted
whether I dared to come, I
took a short cut at a venture
through an unfrequented road
near Earl’s Court, and so hap-
Fened on a white wall and a
amiliar green door. ‘Odd!’ said
I to myself, ‘but I thought this
place was on Campden Hill
It’s the place I never could
find somehow — like counting
Stonehenge — the place of that
queer daydream of mine.’ And
I went by it intent upon my
purpose. It had no appeal to
me that afternoon.

“I had just a moment’s im-
pulse to try the door, three
steps aside were needed at the
most — though I was sure
enough in my heart that it would
ghpen to me — and then I thought

at doing so might delay me
on the way to that appointment
in which my honor was involv-
ed. Afterwards I was sorry for
my punctuality — I might at
least have peeped in and waved
a hand to those panthers, but
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I knew enough by this time not
to seek again belatedly that
which is not found by seeking.
Yes, that time made me very
SOITY. . . . .

“Years of hard work after
that, and never a sight of the
door. It’s only recently it has
come back to me. With it there
has come a sense as though
some thin tarnish had spread
itself over my world. I ‘Segan
to think of it as a sorrowful and
bitter thing that I should never
see that door again. Perhaps I
was suffering a little from over-
work — perhaps it was what
I've heard spoken of as the
feeling of forty. I don’t know.
But certainly the keen bright-
ness that makes effort easy has
one out of things recently, and

at just at a time — with all
these new political develop-
ments — when I ought to be
working. Odd, isn’t it? But I do
begin to find life toilsome, its
rewards, as I come near them,
cheap. I began a little: while
ago to want the garden quite
badly. Yes — and I've seen it
three times.”

“The garden?”

“No — the door! And I have-
n't gone inl”

He leaned over the table to
me, with an enormous sorrow
in his voice as he spoke. “Thrice
I have had my chance — thrice!
If ever that door offers itself
to me again, I swore, I will go
in, out of this dust and heat,
out of this dry glitter of vanity,

't

out of these toilsome futilities.
I will go and never return. This
time I will stay. ... 1 swore it,
and when the time came — I
didn’t go.

“Three times in one year
have I passed that door and
failed to enter. Three times in
the last year.

“The first time was on the
night of the snatch division on
the Tenants’s Redemption Bill,
on which the Government was
saved by a majority of three.
You remember? No one on our
side — perhaps very few on the
Oﬁ)posite side — expected the end

at night. Then the debate col-
lapsed like eggshells. 1 and
Hotchkiss were dining with his
cousin at Brentford; we were
both unpaired, and we were
called up by telephone, and set
off at once in his cousin’s motor.
We got in barely in time, and
on the way we passed my wall
and door — ]ivig in the moon-
light, blotched with hot yellow
as the glare of our lamps lit it,
but unmistakable. ‘My Godl’
cried I. ‘What? said Hotchkiss.
‘Nothing!” I answered, and the
moment passed.

“ T've made a great sacrifice,’
I told the whip as I got in.
‘They all have, he said, and
hurried by.

“I do not see how I could
have done otherwise then. And
the next occasion was as I rush-
ed to my father’s bedside to
bid that stern old man farewell.
Then, too, the claims of life
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were imperative. But. the third
time was different; it happened
a week ago. It fills me with
hot remorse to recall it. I was
with Gurker and Ralphs — it’s
no secret now, you know, that
I've had my talk with Gurker.
We had been dining at Frobish-
er’s, and the talk had become
intimate between us. The ques-
tion of my place in the recon-
structed Ministry lay always
just over the boundary of the
discussion. Yes — yes. That’s
all settled. It needn’t be talked
about yet, but there’s no reason
to keep a secret from you. . . .
Yes — thanks! thanks! But let
me tell you my story.

“THEN, ON THAT night
things were very much in the
air. My position was a very del-
icate one. I was keenly anxious
to glft some definite word from
Gurker, but was hampered by
Ralphs’s presence. I was using
the best power of my brain to
keep that light and careless
talk not too obviously directed
to the point that concerned me.
I had to. Ralphs’s behavior since
has more than justified my
caution. . . . Ralphs, I knew,
would leave us beyond the
Kensington High Street, and
then I could surprise Gurker
by a sudden frankness. One
has sometimes to resort to these
little devices. . . . And then it
was that in the margin of the
field of vision I became aware
once more of the white wall,

the green door before us down
the road.

“We passed it talking. I
passed it. I can still see the
shadow of Gurker’s marked pro-
file, his opera hat tilted forward
over his prominent nose, the
many folds of his neck wrap
going before my shadow and
Ralphs’s as we sauntered past.

“I fpassed within twenty inch-
es of the door. ‘If I say good-
night to them, and go in, I
asked myself, ‘what will hap-
pen? And I was all a-tingle for
that word with Gurker.

“I could not answer that
question in the tangle of m
other problems. “They will thin
me mad,” I thought. ‘And sup-

ose I vanish now! — Amazing
isappearance of a prominent
politicianI" That weighed with
me. A thousand inconceivably
petty worldlinesses weighed
with me in that crisis.”

Then he turned on me with a
sorrowful smile, and, speaking
slowly. “Here I aml!” he said.

“Here I am!” he repeated,
“and my chance has gone from
me. Three times in one year
the door has been offered me
— the door that goes into peace,
into delight, into a beauty be-
yond dreaming, a kindness no
man on Earth can know. And I
have rejected it, Redmond, and
it has gone . . .”

“How do you know?”

“I know. I know. I am left
now to work it out, to stick to
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the tasks that held me so strong-
ly when my moments came.
You say I have success — this
vulgar, tawdry, irksome, envied
thing. I have it.” He had a wal-
nut in his big hand. “If that
was my success,” he said, and
crushed it, and held it out for
me to see.

“Let me tell you something,
Redmond. This loss is destroying
me. For two months, for ten
weeks nearly now, I have done
no work at all, except the most
necessa and urgent duties.
My soul is full of inapﬁ)easable
regrets. At niﬁhts — when it is
less likely I shall be recognized
— I go out. I wander. Yes. I
wonder what people would
think of that if they knew. A
Cabinet Minister, the responsi-
ble head of that most vital of
all departments, wandering a-

lone — grieving — sometimes
near audibly lamenting — for
a door, for a garden!”

4

I CAN SEE now his rather
pallid face, and the unfamiliar
somber fire that had come into
his e¥.es I see him very vividly
tonight. I sit recalling his words,
his tones, and last evening’s
Westminister Gazette still lies
on my sofa, containing the no-
tice of his death. At lunch today
the club was busy with his
death. We talked of nothing

else.
They found his body very

early yesterday morning in a
deep excavation near East Ken-
sington Station. It is one of two
shafts that have been made in
connection with an extension
of the railway southward. It is
protected from the intrusion
of the public by a hoardin

upon the high road, in whic

a small doorway has been cut
for the convenience of some of
the workmen who live in that
direction. The doorway was left
unfastened through a misunder-
standing between two l%angers,
and through it he made his way.

My mind is darkened with
questions and riddles.

It would seem he walked all
the way from the House that
night — he has frequently walk-
ed home during 3‘18 ast Ses-
sion — and so it is I tigure his
dark form coming along the late
and empty streets, wrapged u}),
intent. And then did the pale
electric lights near the station
cheat the rough planking into
a semblance of white? Did that
fatal unfastened door awaken
some memory?

Was there, after all, any
green door in the wall at all?

I do not know. I have told
his story as he told it to me.
There are times when I believe
that Wallace was no more than
the victim of the coincidence
between a rare but not unpre-
cedented e of hallucination
and a careless trap, but that
indeed is not my profoundest
belief. You may think me super-
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stitious, if you will, and foolish;
but, indeed, I am more than
half convinced that he had, in
truth, an abnormal gift, and a
sense, something — I know not
what — that in the guise of wall
and door offered him an outlet,
a secret and peculiar passage of
escape into another and alto-

ether more beautiful world.

t any rate, you will say, it be-

trayed him in the end. But did
it betray him? There you touch
the inmost mystery of these
dreamers, these men of vision
and imagination. We see our
world fair and common, the
hoarding and the pit. By our
daylight standard he walked
out of security into darkness,
danger, and death.
But did he see like that?

SCOCOCOICOICOCICICOICOICOICOCOCOCOCICOCOCOCOICOCDC

FROM NEW ZEALAND

Soon after we had closed the Ma
issue, wherein we lamented the la
of a Lovecraft chronology, our eyes
fell on a copy of August Derleth’s
little book, HPL: A Memoir nestled
on our shelves at home. For some
reason we were impelled to take it
out and browse — an ere was a
chronology eyeball-to-eyeball with us,
as it were. We decided to let you,
the readers, chastise us for this blun-

er, and T. L. G. Cockroft of 84,
Pharazg:, Lower Hutt, New Zea-
land, has done so. Mr. Cockroft is
the compiler and publisher of the
excellent Index to Weird Fiction
Magazines. It is in two volumes, the
first being the index by title, the
second, index by authors. The two
volumes sell for $2.75 each, or $5.00
for the set, and we can report to
you that volume ome is very hand-
some indeed. The second volume
was somewhat delayed, but a furth-
er letter from Mr. Cockroft tells me
that it is now in print, and will be
available various American
fantasy and science fiction book
dealers by the time this notice ap-
pears in print. Of volume two al?e
says: “You may be interested to
know what is in the Index by Auth-

or, so a list of its contents is as fol-
lows: Reprinted stories; Explanatory
notes; Index by Author; Some gen-
eral notes; Stories constituting series
or groups; Notes on series or groups;
Translators and translations; Sum-
mary of magazines indexed; Summary
of major contents of magazines.
“Although this second volume has
only 44 pages, it includes as much,
information as the first; much space
is saved, of course, as a result of it
not being necessary to have the
author's name with every title.”
The first volume has 58 pages;
but anyone interested in an index
title of the stories which appeared
in WEmRD TALES, STRANGE TALES,
THE THrRLL Boox, ORIENTAL STORIES
& MacIic CARPET MAGAZINE, STRANGE
Tares (English), and Gorpen
FLEEcE will not find it overpriced.
This is a labor of love, for even at
$2.75 per volume, a complete sell-
out would not cover the costs of
production. Incidentally, Mr. Cock-
roft advises us that the edition of
Index by Author has a smaller run
than that of the first volume, so
those desiring complete sets (or the

édm?ocmd volume omnly) are duly wam-

(Turn to Page 104)
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Alphonese Daudet (1840-1897), known for such novels as Sapho,

and plays such as L’Arlesienne, resented

the accusation of critics that

he imitated Dickens in his fiction, and did his best to refute the
charge — but it would seem to us that this delightful little tale alone

confirms it. And it doesn’t seem to matter, eithe;

“TWO STUFFED turkeys,
Garrigou?”

“Yes, Father, two magnificent
turkeys stuffed with truffles.
And 1 ought to know, too, for
I helped stuff them myself.
One would think their skins
would crack while they were
roasting, they are stretched so
tight.”

“!esus and Mary! T who love

es so muchl . . . Quick,
Garrigou, give me my surplice

*From “Lettres de Mon Moulin”,
by Alphonse Daudet.

97

T.

. . And besides the turkeys,
what else did you see in the
kitchens?”

“Oh, all sorts of good things!
Ever since noon we have been

lucking pheasants, hoopooces,
Eaze]-lens and heath-cocks. The
feathers filled the air. And then
from the pond they brought
eels, goldfisll)), trout, and . . .”

“How big were the trout,
trout, Garrigou?”

“So big, Father! Enormous!”

“Oh, good Lord! I can fairly
see them . . . Did you put the
wine in the vases?
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“Yes, Father, I put the wine
in the vases. But heavens! It’s
nothing like the wine you will
have later, when you come from
the midnight mass. Oh, if you
could only see the dining hall,
all the decanters blazing with
wines of all colors! And the sil-
verware, the chased center-

ieces, the flowers the candela-

ral Never was there seen such

a Christmas feast! The mar-
uis has invited all the lords of
the neighboring estates. There
will be at least forty of you at
the table, without counting the
bailiff or the notary. Ah! you
are fortunate in being one of
them, Father! Only from snif-
fing those wonderful turkeys,
the odor of truffles follows me
everywhere. Mmmm!”

“Come, come, my boy! Hea-
ven preserve us from the sin of
gluttony, above all on this eve
of the Nativity! . . . Hurry off,
now, and light the tapers and
ring the first call for mass, for
it will soon be midnight and we
musn’t be late.”

THIS CONVERSATION took
place one Christmas Eve in the
year of grace sixteen hundred
and something, between the
Reverend Dom Balaguere, form-
er prior of the Barnabites and
present chaplain of the Sires of
Trinquelage, and his little clerk
Garrigou — or at least him
whom he believed to be the lit-
tle clerk Garrigou, for let me
tell you that the devil, that

evening, had assumed the round
face and uncertain features of
the young sacristan, the better
to lead the reverend Father into
temptation and make him com-
mit the frightful sin of gluttony.
So while the so-called Garrigou
hm! hm!) rang out the chimes
om the sei%:ﬁorial chadpel, the
reverend Father slipped on his
chasuble in the little vestry of
the castle, and, his imagination
already excited by Garrigou’s
astronomical descriptions, he
ept muttering to himself as he
got into his vestments:

“Roast turkeys . . . goldfish
. . . trout, so big!”

Outside, the night wind blew
and spread abroad the music of
the bells. Lights began to ap-
pear in the darkness on the sides
of Mount Ventoux, on whose
summit the old towers of Trin-
quelage u%reared their heads.
The neighboring farmers and
their families were on their way
to the castle to hear midnight
mass. They climbed the moun-
tain singing gayly, in groups of
five or six, the father leading
the way with his lantern, the
women following, wrapped in

reat dark coats, under which
ghe children snufgled to ke

warm. In spite of the cold an

the late hour of the night, all
these good people walked along
merrily, cheered by the thought
that on coming from the mass
they would find as wusual, a
great feast awaiting them down-
stairs in the castle kitchen.
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From time to time, on the rough
ascent, the carriage of some
lord, preceded by torch-bear-
ers, showed its glimmerinﬁ1 win-
dowpanes in the moonlight; or
a mule trotted along shaking
its bells; or again, by the gleam
of the great lanterns wrapped in
mist, Ee farmers recognized
their bailiff and hailed him as
he passed:

“Eood evem'n%, good evening,
Master Arnoton!”

“Good evenin%, good even-
ing, my childrenl”

The night was clear; the stars
seemed brightened by the frost;
the northeast wind was nipping;
and a fine sleet owdereg all
these cloaks without wetting
them, preserving faithfully the
tradition of a Christmas white
with snow. On the very crest of
the mountain the castle ap-

eared as the goal, with its
Euge mass of towers and gables,
the chapel steeple rising straight
into the blue-black sky, and a
crowd of little lights moving
rapidly hither and thither, wink-
ing at all the windows, and
looking, against the intense
black of that lordly pile, like
the little sparks that run through
the ashes of burnt paper.

After passing the drawbridge
and the postern, in order to get
to the chapel one had to cross
the first court, full of coaches,
footmen and sedan-chairs sil-
houetted against the flare of
the torches and the glare from
the kitchens. One could hear

the creaking of the turning spits,
the clatter of pots, the tinkling
of glassware and silver, as they
were laid out for the banquet;
and above it all floated a warm
vapor smelling of roasted meats
and the pungent herbs of elabo-
rate sauces, which made the
farmers, as well as the chaplain,
the bailiff, and everybody say:

“What a wonderful midnigi;t
feast we are going to have atter
the mass!”

2

DING-A-LING-LING! Ding-
a-ling-ling! The midnight mass
has begun. In the chapel of the
castle, which is a miniature ca-
thedral with its inter-crossed
arches and oaken wainscoting
up to the ceiling, all the tapes-
tries are hung, all the tapers
lighted. What a crowd of peo-
plel And what sumptuous cos-
tumes! Here, in one of the car-
ven stalls that surround the
choir, is the Sire of Trinquelage,
clad in salmon-colored silk; and
around him all the noble lords,
his guests. Opposite them, on
velvet fall-stools, kneel the old
dowager marchioness, in a gown
of flame-colored brocade, and
the young lady of Trinquelage,
wearing on her head a great
tower of lace puffed and quilled
according to the latest fashion
of the French court. Farther
down the aisle, all dressed in
black, with vast pointed wigs
and clean-shaven chins, sit
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Thomas Arnoton the bailiff and
Master Ambroy the notary, two
somber spots among these gaudy
silks and figured damasks. Then
come the fat majordomos, the
pages, the outriders, the stew-
arti‘-, and Dame Barbe, with all
her keys dangling at her side
on a great keyring of fine silver.
On the benches in the rear is
the lower service — the butlers
and maids, the farmers and their
families; and last of all
back by the doors, which they
half open and discreetly close
ain, come the cooks to take
ittle nip of the mass between
two sauces, and bring an odor
of the Christmas feast into the
bedecked church, which is warm
with the light of so many tapers.
Can it be the sight of these
little white caps that diverts
the reverend Father’s attention?
Is it not rather Garrigou’s bell?
— that fiendish little bell that
tinkles away at the foot of the
altar with such infernal haste
and seems to say all the time:
“Hurry up! Hurry upl The
sooner we've finished, the soon-
er we shall be at the feast.”
The fact is that every time
this devilish little bell peals out,
the chaplain forgets his mass,
and his mind wanders to the
Christmas feast. Visions rise
before him of the cooks run-
ning busily hither and thither,
the ovens glowing like furnaces,
warm ve:,fors rising from under
half-lifted lids, and through
these vapors two magnificent

a;
a

turkeys, stuffed, crammed, mot-
tled with truffles . . . Or then
again, he sees long files of lit-
tle pages carrying great dishes
wrapp in their tempting
fumes, and he is about to enter
the dining hall with them for
the feast. What ecstasy!l Here
stands the immense table, laden
and dazzling, with peacocks
dressed in their feathers, pheas-
ants spreading their bronzed
wings, ruby-colored flagons,
pyramids of luscious fruit amid
the green foliage, and those
wonderful fish that Garrigou
spoke of (Garrigou, forsooth!)
reclining on a bed of fennel, their
pearly scales looking as if they
were just from the pond, and a
bunch of pungent herbs in their
monsterlike nostrils. So vivid is
the vision of these marvels that
Dom Balaguere actually fancies
all these glorious dishes are be-
ing served before him, on the
very embroideries of the altar-
cloth, and two or three times,
instead of Dominus vobiscum
he catches himself saying the
Benedicite. But except for these
slight mistakes the worthy man
rattled off the service conscien-
tiously, without ski]ﬁping a line
or omitting a genuflection; and
all went well to the end of the
first mass. For you know you
must know that on Christmas
Eve, the same officiating priest
is obliged to say three masses
consecutively.

“And that’s onel” said the
chaplain to himself with a sigh
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of relief; then, without losing a
second, he motioned to his clerk,
or him whom he believed to be
his clerk, and . . .

DING-A-LING-LING! Ding-
a-ling-ling!

The second mass has begun,
and with it Dom Balaguere’s
sin.

“Quick, quick! let us hurry!”
says Garrigou’s bell in its shrill,
devilish voice, and this time the
unfortunate priest, possessed by
the demon %luttony, pounces
upon the missal and devours its
pages with the avidity of his
over-excited appetite. He kneels
and rises franctically, barely
sketches the sign of the cross
and the genuflections, and
shortens all his gestures in order
to get throu sooner. He
scarcely extends his arms at the
Gospel, or strikes his breast at
the Confiteor. Between him and
the clerk it is hard to tell who
mumbles the faster. Verses and
responses leap out and jostle
each other. The words, half ut-
tered between their teeth — for
it would take too long to open
their lips every time — die out
into unintelligible murmurs.

Oremus ..ps...ps...

“Meaculpa...pa...pa...

Like hurried vintagers crush-
ing the grapes in the vats, they
both splashed about in the Lat-
in of the service, spattering it
in every direction

“Dom . . . scuml” says Bala-
guere.

. . . . Stutuol” replies Garri-
ou; and all the time the accurst
ittle bell jingles in their ears
like the sleighbells that are put
on stage-horses to make them
allop faster. You may well be-
ieve that at such speed a low
mass is soon hurried out of the
way.

“And that's two,” says the
chaplain, all out of breath; then,
red in the face, perspirin%)freely,
without taking time to breathe
he goes tumbling down the altar
steps and . . .

DING-A-LING-LING!
a-ling-ling!

The third mass has begun.
There are only a few steps be-
tween him and the dining hall;
but alas! as the time approaches,
the unfortunate Dom Balaguere’s
fever of impatience and greedi-
ness grows. His imagination
waxes more vivid; the fish, the
roasted turkeys, are there be-
fore him . . . he touches them
. . . he — good heavens! — he
breathes the perfume of the
wines and the savory fumes of
the dishes, and the infernal lit-
tle bell calls out frantically to
P urry, burry! Faster, faster!

“Hurry, hurry! Faster, faster!”

But rll;)tr)w on earth can he go
faster? — his lips barely move;
he no longer pronounces his
words — unless, forsooth, he
chooses to cheat the good Lord
and swindle him out of His mass.
And that is just what he does,
the wretched man! Yielding to

Ding-
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temptation after temptation, he
begins by skipping one verse,
then two; then he finds the
Epistle too long, so he leaves
it unfinished; he skims over the
Gospel; passes the Credo with-
out entering; jumps the Pater;
salutes the preface from afar;
and by leaps and bounds he
Flunges into eternal damnation,
ollowed by that infamous Gar-
rigou (Vade retro, Satanas!),
who seconds him with marve-
lous sympathy, holds up his
chasubf’e, turns the pages two
at a time, jostles the lecturn,
upsets the vases, and constant-
ly rings the little bell faster and
louder. ;

It would be impossible to
describe the bewildered expres-
sion of the congregation. Com-
pelled to follow, mimicking the
priest, through this mass of
which they cannot make out a
single word, some get up while
others kneel, some sit while
others stand; and all the phases
of this singular service are jum-
bled together along the benches
in confusion of varied postures.
The Christmas star on its celes-
tial road, journeying toward the
little manger yonder, grows pale
at seeing such a frightful con-
fusion.

“The abbe reads too fast; one
can’t follow him,” murmurs the
old dowager marchioness, her
voluminous head-dress shaking
wildly. Master Arnoton, with his
great steel spectacles on his
nose, hunts desperately in his

prayerbook to find where on
earth is the place. But at heart,
all these good people, whose
minds are equally %ent upon
the Christmas feast, are not at
all disturbed at the idea of fol-
lowing mass at such breakneck
speed; and when Dom Bala-
guere, his face shining, faces
them and cries out in a thun-
dering voice, “Ite, missa est,”
the congregation answers with a
“Deo gratias” so joyous, so en-
thusiastic, that one might be-
lieve they were already at the
table for the first toast of the
Christmas feast.

3

FIVE MINUTES Ilater, the
assembled lords, with the chap-
lain in their midst, had taken
their seats in the great hall
The castle, brilliantly illumined
from top to bottom, echoed with
songs and laughter; and the
venerable Dom Balaguere plant-
ed his fork in a capon’s wing,
drowning the remorse for his sin
in floods of old wine and the
savory juice of meats, He ate
and drank so heartily, this poor
holy man, that he died in the
night of a terrible attack of in-
digestion, without even having
time to repent. By morning he
reached heaven, his head still
swimming from the odors of
the feast; and I leave you to
imagine how he was received.

“Get thee gone from m
sight, thou wretched Christian
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said the SovereiFn Judge, the
Master of us all. “Thy sin is
great enough to wipe out the
virtues of a lifetime! Ah, thou
has stolen from me a midnight
mass! Very well, then: thou
shalt pay me three hundred
masses in its place, and thou
shalt not enter into paradise
until three hundred Christmas
masses have been celebrated in
thine own chapel, in the pre-
sence of all those who sinned
with thee and through thee.”
And this is the true legend of
Dom Balaguere, as it is told in
the land of the olive tree. The
castle of Trinquelage has lon
ceased to exist; but the chapel
stands erect on the crest of
Mount Ventoux, in a clump of
evergreen oaks. The wind sways
its unhinged door, the ss
grows over the threshold; there
are nests in the angles of the
altar and on the sills of the high
ogive windows, whose jeweled
panes have long ago disappear-
ed. Still, it seems that every
year, on Christmas night, a su-
pernatural light wanders among
the ruins; and the peasants, on
their way to midnight mass and
the Christmas feast, see this
specter of a chapel lighted by
invisible tapers which burn in
the open air, even in the wind
and under the snow. You may
laugh if you will, but a vine-
dresser of the district, named
Garrigue, no doubt a descend-
ant of Garrigou, has told me that
on one particular Christmas

night, being somewhat in liquor,
he lost his way on the mountain
somewhere near Trinquelage,
and this is what he saw. . . .
Until 11 o'clock, nothing. Ev-
erything was silent and dark.
Suddenly, toward midnight, the
chimes rang out from the old
steeple — old, old chimes that
seemed to be ringing ten leagues
away. Soon lights began to trem-
ble along the road that climbs
to the castle, and vague shadows
moved about. Under the portal
of the chapel there were faint
footsteps, and muffled voices:

“Good evening, Master Arno-
ton!”

“Good evening, good evening,
my children!”

When they had all gone in,
the vine-dresser, who was ve
brave, softly a]'il.lproached, and,
looking through the broken
door, beheld a singular specta-
cle. All those shadows that he
had seen pass were now seated
around the choir in the ruined
nave, just as if the old benches
were still there. There were
fine ladies in brocades and lace
head-dresses, gayly bedecked
lords, peasants in flowered
coats like those our grandfathers
wore; all of them old, dusty,
faded, weary. Every now and
then some night-bird, a habit-
ual lodger in the chapel, awak-
ened by all these lights, would
flutter about the tapers, of
which the flame rose erect and
vague as if it were burning be-
hind a strip of gauze. And what
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amused Garrigue most was a
certain gentleman with great
steel spectacles, who constantly
shook his huge black wig, on
which perched one of those
birds, its claws entangled and
its wings beating wildly.

A little old man with a child-
like figure, knelt in the center
of the choir and frantically

shook a tiny bell that had lost
its clapper and its voice, while
a priest, clad in vestments of
old gold, moved hither and
thither before the altar repeat-
ing orisons of which not a sing-
le syllable could be heard.

Without doubt, this was Dom
Balaguere in the act of saying
his third low mass.

-

FROM NEW ZEALAND (continued from page 96)

In reference to our Lovecraft
chronology error, Mr. Cockroft says:

“Information about the years in
which Lovecraft wrote his stories
has been available in several publi-
cations for many years (to mention
just one, August Derleth’s book,
H.P.L.: A Memoir) so some of your
remarks on page 89 of the fourth
issue of MacaziNe OF HORROR seem
a trifle odd. A chronology follows; 1
originally prepared this list about
twenty years ago, with the aid of
the entative Bibliography” of H.
P, Lovecraft prepared by Evans and
Laney and published (I think) by
the latter.

“1917 — The Tomb, Dagon

“1918 — Polaris

“1919 — Beyond the Wall of Sleep,
The Statement of Randolph Carter,
The Doom That Came to Sarnath,
The White Ship

“1920 — Arthur Jermyn, Celephais,
The Terrible Old Man, The Temple,
The Tree, From Beyond, The Pic-
h}:;i in the House, The Cats of Ul-
i

“1921 — The Outsider, The Oth-
er Gods, The Quest of Iranon, The
Moon-Bog, The Music of Erich Zann,
The Nameless Ci

“1921-22 — Herbert West: Rean-
imator

“1922 — Hypnos, The Hound,
The Lurking Fear

“1923 — The Festival, The Rats
in the Walls, The Unnamable

“1924 — The Shunned House,
Imprisoned with the Pharaohs

“1925 — In the Vault, He, The
Horror at Red Hook

“1926 — Cool Air, Pickman's
Model, The Silver Key, The Call of
Cthulhu, The Strange High House
in tl%eQ.G-ag!ft The Dr of

" - eam-Quest
Unknown Kadath

“1927 — The Colour out of Space

“1927-28 — The Case of Charles
Dexter Ward

“1928 — The Dunwich Horror

“1930 — The Whisperer in Dark-

ness
“1931 — The Shadow over Inns-
mouth, At the Mountains of Madness
“1932 — Through the Gates of the
Silver Key, The Dreams in the
Witch-House
“1933 — The Thing on the Door-

“8‘2’1934 — The Shadow out of Time
“1935 — The Haunter of the Dark,
In the Walls of Ergx
“c. 1937 — The Evil Clergyman
“Stories are not necessarily in the
order in which they were written
inside the years in the above list]”
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One of the masters of strange fiction was lost to the world when
William Hope Hodgson was killed at Ypres in 1918. Born in 1875
the son of an Essex clergyman, WHH left home as a youngster and
spent eight years at sea. These were crucial years, for the sea lives
in his finest writing. Despite their flaws as weird novels, The Boats
of the “Glen Ca and The Ghost Pirates are masterful sea stories.
Three books of short stories, Men of Deep Waters, The Luck of the
Strong, and Captain Gault, and two volumes of poetry, The Calling
of the Sea and The Voice of the Ocean, reflect his eight dvears ship-
board. Various maiazines and anthologies, both hard and soft cov-
ered, have reprinted several of his eeriest tales dealing with the sea,
but with the single exception of The Hog magazines in this country
have neglected the series of psychic detective stories that appeared
in k forrn under the title of Carnacki, Ghost-Finder, still availa-
ble from Arkham House, Sauk, Wisconsin. for $3.00. Critics have
considered this series as inferior Hodgson, and we will grant at once
that the device of presenting all the stories in conversational form
makes for a little difficulty and reading, and that the references to
obscure occulist lore can grow tedious. Nonetheless, we found those
tales in this series which dealt with genuine weird events (some of
them have natural explanations) genuinely chilling and consider the
present one as among the eeriest.

CARNACKI shook a friendly ing room and ushed the four of
fist at me as I entered, late. Then  us — Jessop, Arkright, Taylor and
he opened the door into the din-  myself —in to dinner.

Copyright 1947 by Mycroft & Moran; reprinted by permission.
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We dined well, as usual, and
equally as usual Carnacki was
pretty silent during the meal. At
the end we took our wine and
cigars to our accustomed posi-
tions and Carnacki — having got
himself comfortable in his big
chair — began without any pre-
liminary.

“I have just got back from
Ireland, again,” he said. “And
I thought you chaps would be
interested to hear my news. Be-
sides, I fancy I shall see the thing
clearer after I have told it all
out straight. I must tell you this,
though, at the beginning — up to
the present moment I have been
utterly and completely ‘stumped.’
I have tumbled upon one of the
most peculiar cases of ‘haunting’
— or devilment of some sort —
that I have come against. Now
listen.

“I have been spending the
last few weeks at Iastrae Castle,
about twenty miles Northeast of
Galway. I got a letter about a
month ago from a Mr. Sid K.
Tassoc, who it seemed had
bought the place lately and
moved in, only to find that he
had got a very peculiar piece
of property.

“When I reached there he met
me at the station, driving a
jaunting-car and drove me up to
the castle, which by the way, he
called a ‘house- shanty.” I found
that he was ‘pigging it’ there
with his boy brother and another
American who seemed to be half-
servant and half-companion. It

apfpears that all the servants had
left the place, in a body, as you
might say, and now they were
managing among themselves, as-
sisted by some day-help.

“The three of them got to-
gether a scratch feed and Tassoc
told me all about the trouble
whilst we were at table. It is
most extraordinary and different
from anything that I have had
to do with, though that Buzzing
Case was very queer too.

“Tassoc began right in the
middle of his story. “We've got a
room in this shanty,’ he said,
‘which has got a most infernal
whistling in it, sort of haunting
it. The thing starts any time, you
never know when, and it goes on
until it frightens you. It's not
ordinary whistling and it isn’t
the wind. Wait till you hear it.’

“We're all carrying guns,” said
the boy, and slapped his coat
pocket.

“‘As bad as that? I said, and
the older brother nodded. T may
be soft, he replied, ‘but wait
tll you've hearc? it. Sometimes I
think it’s some infernal thing and
the next moment I'm just as sure
that someone’s playing a trick
on us.’

“Why? I asked. ‘What is to
be gained?

“ “You mean,” he said, ‘that
people usually have some good
reason for playing tricks as elab-
orate as this. Well, I'll tell you.
There’s a lady in this province
by the name of Miss Donnehue
who’s going to be my wife, this
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day two months. She’s more
beautiful than they make them,
and so far as 1 can see, I've just
stuck my head into an Irish hor-
net’s nest. There's about a score
of hot young Irishmen been
courting her these two years
gone and now that I've come
along and cut them out they
feel raw gaainst me. Do you
begin to understand the possi-
bilities?’

““Yes,” I said. ‘Perhaps I do in
a vague sort of way, but I don’t
see how all this affects the room.”

“ ‘Like this,” he said. ‘When
I'd fixed it up with Miss Donne-
hue I looked out for a place and
bought this little house-shanty.
Afterwards 1 told her — one eve-
ning during dinner — that I'd de-
cided to tie up here. And then
she asked me whether I wasn’t
afraid of the whistling room. I
told her it must have been
thrown in gratis, as I'd heard
nothing about it. There were
some of her men friends present
and I saw a smile go round. I
found out after a bit of question-
ing that several people have
bought this place during the last
twenty odd years. And it was
always on the market again, after
a trial.

“ ‘Well, the chaps started to
bait me a bit and offered to take
bets after dinner that I'd not
stay six months in this shanty.
I looked once or twice at Miss
Donnehue so as to be sure I was
‘getting the note’ of the talkee-
talkee, but I.could see that she

didn’t take it as a joke at all
Partly, I think, because there
was a bit of a sneer in the way
the men were tackling me and
Fartly because she really be-
ieves there is something in this
yarn of the whistling room.

“‘However, after dinner I did
what I could to even things up
with the others. I nailed all their
bets and screwed them down

ood and safe. I guess some of
em are going to be hard hit,
unless I lose; which I don’t mean
to. Well, there you have prac-
tically the whol}:a yarn.

“‘Not quite,” I told him. ‘All
that I know is that you have
bought a castle with a room in
it that is in some way ‘queer,’
and that you’ve been doing some
betting. Also, I know that your
servants have got frightened and
run away. Tell me something
about the whistling.’

“‘0, that!’ said Tassoc. “That
started the second night we were
in. I'd had a good look around
the room in the daytime, as you
can understand; for the talk up
at Arlestrae — Miss Donnehue’s
place —had me wonder a bit.
But it seems just as usual as
some of the other rooms in the
old wing only perhaps a bit more
lonesome feeling. But that may
be only because of the talk
about it, you know.

““The whistling started about
ten o’clock on the second night,
as I said. Tom and I were in the
library when we heard an awful-
ly queer whistling coming along
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the East Corridor — the room is
in the East Wing, you know.

“““That’s that blessed ghost!”
I said to Tom and we collared
the lamps off the table and went
up to have a look. I tell you,
even as we dug along the corri-
dor it took me a bit in the throat,
it was so beastly queer. It was a
sort of tune in a way, but more
as if a devil or some rotten thing
were laughing at you and going
to get round at your back. That’s
how it makes you feel.

““When we got to the door we
didn’t wait, but rushed it open,
and then I tell you the sound of
the thing fairly hit me in the
face. Tom said i;e got it the same
way — sort of felt stunned and
bewildered. We looked all
around and soon got so nervous,
we just cleared out and I locked
the door.

“‘We came down here and
had a stiff peg each. Then we
landed fit again and began to
feel we'd been nicely had. So
we took sticks and went out
into the grounds, thinking after
all it must be some of these con-
founded Irishmen working the
ghost-trick on us. But there was
not a leg stirring,

““We went back into the house
and walked over it and then
paid another visit to the room.
But we simply couldn’t stand it.
We fairly ran out and locked the
door again. I don’t know how to
put it into words, but I had a
feeling of being up against some-
thing that was rottenly danger-

ous. You know! We've carried
our guns ever since.

“*Of course we had a real
turn-out of the room next day
and the whole house-place, and
we even hunted round the
grounds but there was nothing
queer. And now I don’t know
what to think, except that the
sensible part of me tells me that
its some plan of these Wild
Irishmen to try to take a rise out
of me’ it >

“‘Done anything since?” I
asked him.

““Yes,” he said. “‘Watched out-
side of the door of the room at
night and chased around the
grounds and sounded the walls
and floor of the room. We've
done everything we could think
of and it’s beginning to get on
our nerves, so we sent for you,’

“By this we had finished eat-
ing. As we rose from the table
Tassoc suddenly called out, ‘Ssh!
Hark!l’

“WE WERE instantly silent,
listening. Then I heard it, an ex-
traordinary hooning whistle,
monstrous and inhuman, coming
from far away through corridors
to my right.

“By God! said Tassoc, ‘and
it's scarcely dark yet! Collar
those candles, both of you and
come along’

“In a few moments we were
all out of the door and racing up
the stairs. Tassoc turned into a
long corridor and we followed,
shielding our candles as we ran.
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The sound seemed to fill all the
assa&e as we drew near, until I

ad the feeling that the whole
air throbbed under the power
of some wanton Immense Force

— a sense of an actual taint, as
you might say, of monstrosity
all about us.

“Tassoc unlocked the door
then, giving it a push with his
foot, jumped back and drew. his
revolver. As the door flew open
the sound beat out at us with an
effect impossible to explain to
one who has not heard it — with
a certain, horrible personal note
in it, as if in there in the dark-
ness you could picture the room
rocking and creaking in a mad,
vile glee to its own filthy pipin
and whistling and hooning, an
yet all the time aware of you in

articular. To stand there and
isten was to be stunned by Re-
alization. It was as if someone
showed you the mouth of a vast
pit suddenly and said: That’s
Hell. And you knew that they
had spoken the truth. Do you
get it, even a little bit?

“I stepped a pace into the
room and held the candle over
my head and looked quickly
round. Tassoc and his brother
joined me and the man came up
at the back and we all held our
candles hi%b. I was deafened
with the shrill, piping hoon of
the whistling and then, clear in
my ear something seemed to be
saying to me, ‘Get out of here—
quick! Quick! Quick!’

“As you chaps know, I never

neglect that sort of thing. Some-
times it may be nothing but
nerves, but as you will remem-
ber, it was just such a waming
that saved me in the ‘Gray Dog’
Case and in the ‘Yellow Finger
Experiments, as well as other
times. Well, I turned sharp round
to the others: ‘Out!’ I said. ‘For
God’s sake, out quick!’ And in
an instant I had them into the
passage.

“There came an extraordinary
yelling scream into the hideous
whistling and then, like a clap of
thunder, an utter silence. 1
slammed the door, and locked
it. Then, taking the key, I looked
round at the others. They were
pretty white and I imagine I
must have looked that way too.
And there we stood a moment,
silent.

“‘Come down out of this and
have some whiskey,” said Tassoc,
at last, in a voice he tried to
make ordinary; and he led the
way. I was the back man and I
knew we all kept looking over
our shoulders. When we got
downstairs Tassoc passed the
bottle round. He took a drink
himself and slapped his-glass on
to the table. Then sat down with
a thud.

““That’s a lovely thing to have
in the house witK you, isn't itl’
he said. And directly afterwards,
— ‘What on Earth made you
hustle us all out like that, Car-
nacki?

“‘Something seemed to be
telling me to get out, quick, I
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said. ‘Sounds a bit silly — super-
stitious, I know, but when you
are meddling with this sort of
thing you've got to take notice
of queer fancies and risk being
Iaug}led at.’

“T told him then about the
‘Gray Dog’ business and he nod-
ded a lot to that. ‘Of course,” I
said, ‘this may be nothing more
than those would-be rivals of
ﬂours playinf some funny game,

ut personally, though I'm going
to keep an open mind, I feel that
there is somethin&l beastly and
dangerous about this thing.’

“We talked for a while %onger
and then Tassoc suggested bil-
liards, which we played in a
pretty half-hearted fashion, and
all the time cocking an ear to
the door as you might say, for
sounds; but none came, and later
after coffee he suggested early
bed and a thorougﬁg overhaul of
the room on the morrow.

“MY BEDROOM was in the
newer part of the castle and the
door opened into the picture gal-
lery. At the East end of the gal-
lery was the entrance to the cor-
ridor of the East Wing; this was
shut off from the iallery by two
old and heavy oak doors which
looked rather odd and quaint
beside the more modern doors
of the various rooms.

“When I reached my room I
did not go to bed, but began to
unpack my instrument-trunk, of
which I had retained the key. 1
intended. to take one or two pre-

liminary steps at once in my in-
vestigation of the extraordinary
whistling.

“Presently, when the castle
had settled into quietness, I
slipped out of my room and
across to the entrance of the
great corridor. I opened one of
the low, squat doors and threw
the beam of my pocket search-
light down the passage. It was
empty and I went through the
doorway and pushed-to the oak
behind me. Tltlhen along the ght

ssageway, throwing my light

eforg anc{ behind azgld k};eping
my revolver handy.

“I had hung a ‘protection belt’
of garlic round my neck and the
smell of it seemed to fill the cor-
ridor and give me assurance; for
as you all know, it is a wonder-
ful ‘protection’ against the more
usual Aeiirii forms of semi-mate-
rialization by which I supposed
the whistlinﬁ might be produced,
though at that period of my in-
vestigation I was still quite pre-
jared to find it due to some
perfectly natural cause, for it is
astonishing the enormous num-
ber of cases that prove to have
nothing abnormal in them.

“In addition to wearing the
necklet I had plugged my ears
loosely with garlic and as I did
not intend to stay more than a
few minutes in the room, I hoped
to be safe.

“When I reached the door and
put my hand into my pocket for
the key I had a sudden feeling
of sickening funk. But I was not
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going to back out if I could hel
it. I unlocked the door an
turned the handle. Then I gave
the door a sharp push with my
foot, as Tassoc had done, and
drew my revolver, though I did
not expect to have any use for
it, really.

“I shone the searchlight all
round the room and then stepped
inside with a disgustingly lgor-
rible feeling of walking slap into
a waiting Danger. I stood a few
seconds, expectant, and nothing
happened and the empty room
showed bare from corner to cor-
ner. And then, you know, I re-
alized that the room was full of
an abominable silence — can you
understand that? A sort of pur-
poseful silence, just as sickening
as any of the gilthy noises the
Things have power to make. Do
you remember what I told you
about the ‘Silent Garden’ busi-
nessP Well this room had
just the same malevolent silence
—the beastly quietness of a thing
that is looking at you and not
fleeable itself, (ajnc% thinks that it

as got you. O, recoszed' it
insta%:tl and 1 shipped the top
off my lantern so as to have light
over the whole room.

“Then I set-to working like
fury and keeping my glance all
about me. I sealed the two win-
dows with lengths of human
hair, right across, and sealed
them at every frame. As I worked
a queer, scarcely perceptible
tenseness stole into the air of the
place and the silence seemed, if

you can understand me, to
more solid. I knew then that I
had no business there without
‘full protection,” for 1 was prac-
tically certain that this was no
mere Aeiirii development, but
one of the worse forms as the
Saiitii, that ‘Grunting Man’ case
— you know.

“I finished the window and
hurried over to the great fire-
place. This is a huge affair and
has a queer gallows-iron, I think
they are called, projecting from
the back of the arch. I sealed the
opening with seven human hairs
— the seventh crossing the six
others.

“Then just as I was making
an end; a low, mocking whistle
grew in the room. A cold, nerv-
ous prickling went up my spine
and round my forehead from the
back. The hideous sound filled
all the room with ax;d ext;%oidi-
nary, grotesque parody u-
man wili-sth'ng, too gigantic to be
human—as if something gargan-
tuan and monstrous made
sounds softly. As I stood there a
last moment, pressing down the
final seal, I had little doubt but
that I had come across one of
the Inanimate reproducing the
those rare and horrible cases of
functions of the Animate. I made
a grab for my lamp and went
quickly to the door, looking over
my shoulder and listening for
the thing that I eerct It
came just as I got my hand upon
the handle—a squeal of incred-
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ible, malevolent anger, piercing
through the low hooning of the
whistling. I dashed out, slam-
ming the door and locking it.

“I LEANT A little against the
opposite wall of the corridor,
feeling rather funny for it had
been a hideously narrow sque
. . . ‘thyr be noe sayfetie to be
gained bye gayrds of holieness
when the monyster h pow'’r
to speak throe woode and
stoene.” So runs the passage in
the Sigsand MS. and I proved it
in that ‘Nodding Door’ business.
There is no protection against
this particular form of monster,
except possibly for a fractional
geriod of time; for it can repro-

uce itself in or take to its pur-
poses the very protective mate-
rial which you may use and has
power to ‘forme wythine the
Pentycle, though not immedi-
ately. There is, of course, the
possibility of the Unknown Last
Line of the Saaamaaa Ritual be-
ing uttered but it is too uncer-
tain to count upon and the dan-
ger is too hideous and even then
it has no power to protect for
more than ‘maybe fyve beats of
the harte’ as the Sigsand has it.

“Inside of the room there was
now a constant, meditative,
hooning whistling, but presently
this ceased and the silence
seemed worse for there is such a
sense of hidden mischief in a
silence.

“After a little I sealed the
door with crossed hairs and then

cleared off down the great pas-
sage and so to bed.

or a long time I lay awake,
but managed eventualy to get
some sleep. Yet, about two o’-
clock I was waked by the hoon-
ing whistling of the room com-
ing to me, even through the
closed doors. The sound was tre-
mendous and seemed to beat
through the whole house with
a presiding sense of terror. As
if (I remember ing) some
monstrous giant had been hold-
ing mad carnival with itself at
the end of that great passage.

“I got ;1&) and sat on the edge
of the bed, wondering whether
to go along and have a look at
the seal and suddenly there
came a thump on my door and
Tassoc walkeg in with his dress-
ing-gown over his pyjamas.

‘I thought it would have
waked you so I came along to
have a talk’ he said. ‘I can't
sleep. Beautiful! Isn’t it?

“ “Extraordinary!’ I said, and
tossed him my case.

“He lit a cigarette and we
sat and talked for about an
hour, and all the time that noise
went on down at the end of the
big corridor.

uddenly Tassoc stood up.
‘Let’s take our guns and go and
examine the brute,” he said, and
turned towards the door.

“ ‘Nof’ I said. ‘By Jove — Nol
I can’t say anything definite
yet but I believe that room is
al:»oult:'e as dangerous as it well

can be.
“ ‘Haunted — really haunted?
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he asked, keenly and without
any of his frequent banter.

71 told him, of course, that I
could not say a definite yes or
no to such a question, but that
I hoped to be able to make a
statement soon. Then I gave him
a little lecture on the False Re-
Materialiization of the Animate-
Force through the Inanimate-
Inert. He began then to under-
stand the particular way in
which the room might be dan-
gerous, if it were really the sub-
ject of a manifestation.

“About an hour later the
whistling ceased quite suddenly
and Tassoc went off again to
bed. I went back to mine also,
and eventually got another spell

of sleep.

“IN THE morning I walked
along to the room. I found the
seals on the door intact. Then I
went in. The window seals and
the hair were all right, but the
seventh hair across the great
fireplace was broken. This set
me thinking. I knew that it
might, very possibly have snap-
ped, through my having ten-
sioned it too highly; but then
again, it might have been brok-
en by something else. Yet it was
scarcely possible that a man,
for instance, could have passed
between the six unbroken hairs
for no one would even have no-
ticed them, entering the room
that way, you see; but just
walked through them, ignorant
of their very existence.

“I removed the other hairs
and the seals. Then I looked
up the chimney. It went
u{) straight and I could see the
blue sky at the top. It was a
big, open flue and free from
any suggestion of hiding places
or corners. Yet, of course, I did
not trust to any such casual ex-
amination and after breakfast
I put on my overalls and climb-

to the very top, sounding all
the way, but I found nothing.

“Then I came down and went
over the whole of the room —
Floor, ceiling and the walls, map-
ping them out in six-inch squares
and sounding with both ham-
mer and probe. But there was
nothing unusual.

“Afterwards I made a three-
weeks’ search of the whole
castle in the same thorough way,
but found nothing. I went even
further then for at night, when
the whistling commenced 1
made a microphone test. You
see, if the whistling were me-
chanically produced this test
would have made evident to me
the working of the machine
if there were any such conceal-
ed within the walls. It certain-
ly was an up-to-date method of
examination, as you must allow,

“Of course I did not think
that any of Tassoc’s rivals had
fixed up any mechanical con-
trivance, but I thought it just
possible that there had been
some such thing for producin
the whistling made away bac
in the years, perhaps with the
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intention of giving the room a
reputation that would insure its
being free of inquisitive folk.
You see what I mean? Well of
course it was just possible, if
this were the case, that some-
one knew the secret of the ma-
chinery and was utilizing the
knowledge to play this devil of
a prank on Tassoc. The micro-
phone test of the walls would
certainly have made this known
to me, as I have said, but there
was nothing of the sort in the
castle so that I had practically
no doubt at all now but that it
was a genuine case of what is
popularly termed ‘haunting.’
All this time, every night,
and sometimes most of each
night the hooning whistling of
the Room was intolerable. It
was as if an Intelligence there
knew that steps were being
taken against it and piped and
hooned in a sort of mad, mock-
ing contempt. I tell you, it was
as extraordinary as it was hor-
rible. Time after time I went
along — tiptoeing noiselessly on
stockinged feet — to the sealed
floor (for I always kept the
Room sealed). I went at all
hours of the night and often
the whistling inside would seem
to change to a brutally jeering
note, as though the half-animate
monster saw me plainly through
the shut door. And all the time
as I would stand, watching, the
hooning of the whistling would
seem to fill the whole corridor
so that I used to feel a precious

lonely chap messing about there
with one of Hell's mysteries.

“And every morning 1 would
enter the room and examine
the different hairs and seals.
You see, after the first week, I
had stretched parallel hairs all
along the walls of the room and
along the ceiling, but over the
floor which was of polished
stone I had set out little color-
less wafers, tacky-side upper-
most. Each wafer was number-
ed and they were arrange after
a definite plan so that I should
be able to trace the exact move-
ments of any living thing that
went across.

“You will see that no material
being or creature could possibly
have entered that room without
leaving many signs to tell me
about it. But nothing was ever
disturbed and I began to think
that I should have to risk an
attempt to stay a night in the
room in the Electric Pentacle.
Mind you, I knew that it would
be a crazy thing to do, but I
was getting stumped and ready
to try anything.

“Once, about midnight, I did
break the seal on the door and
have a quick look in, but I tell
you, the whole Room gave one
mad yell and seemed to come
towards me in a great belly of
shadows as if the walls had be-
lied in towards me. Of course,
that must have been fancy. Any-
way, the yell was sufficient and
I slammed the door and locked
it, feeling a bit weak down my
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spine. I wonder whether you
know the feeling.

“And then when I had got
to that state of readiness for
anything I made what, at first,
I thought was something of a
discovery.

“ "TWAS ABOUT one in the
morning and I was walking
slowly round the castle, keeping
in the soft grass. I had come
under the shadow of the East
Front and far above me I could
hear the vile, hooning whistling
of the Room up in the darkness
of the unlit win%. Then sudden-
ly, a little in front of me, I
heard a man’s voice speaking
low, but evidently in glee.

“ 'BY George! You Chaps, but
I wouldn't care to bring a wife
home to that!’ it said, in the
tone of the cultured Irish.

“Someone started to reply,
but there came a sharp excla-
mation and then a rush and I
heard footsteps running in all
directions. Evidently the men
had spotted me.

“For a few seconds I stood
there feeling an awful ass. Af-
ter all, they were at the bottom
of the haunting! Do you see
what a big fool it made me
seem? I had no doubt but that
they were some of Tassoc’s ri-
vals and here I had been feeling
in every bone that I had hit a
gnuine Casel And then, you

ow, there came the memory
of hundreds of details that
made me just as much in doubt

again. Anyway, whether it was
natural or abnatural, there was
a great deal yet to be cleared
up.

“I told Tassoc next mornin
what I had discovered an
through the whole of every night
for five nights we kept a close
watch round the East Wing,
but there was never a sign of
anyone prowling about and all
this time, almost from evening
to dawn, that grotesque whistl-
ing would hoon incredibly, far
above us in the darkness.

On the morning after the fifth
night I received a wire from
here which brought me home
by the next boat. 1 explained
to Tassoc that I was simply
bound to come away for a few
days, but told him to keep up
the watch round the castle.
One thing I was very careful
to do and that was to make him
absolutely promise never to go
into the Room between sunset
and sunrise. I made it clear to
him that we knew nothing def-
inite yet, one way or the other,
and if the room were what I
had first thought it to be, it
might be a lot better for him
to die first than enter it after
dark.

“When I %ot here and had
finished my business I thought
you chaps would be interested
and also I wanted to get it all
spread out clear in my mind, so
I rang you up. I am going over
again tomorrow and when I get
back I ought to have something
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pr extraordinary to tell you.
By the way, there is a curious
thing I forgot to tell you. I
trietf to get a phonographic rec-
ord of the whistling, but it simp-
ly produced no impression on
ti;e wax at all. That is one of
the things that has made me
feel queer.

“Another extraordinary thing
is that the microphone will not
magnify the sound — will not
even transmit it, seems to take
no account of it and acts as if
it were nonexistent. I am abso-
lutely and utterly stumped up
to the present. I am a wee bit
curious to see whether any of
you dear clever heads can make
daylight of it. I cannot — not
yet.”

He rose to his feet.

“Goodnight, all,” he said, and
began to usher us out abruptly,
but without offence, into the
night.

A FORTNIGHT later he
dropped us each a card and you
can imagine that I was not late
this time. When we arrived
Camnacki took us straight into
dinner and when we had fin-
ished and all made ourselves
comfortable he began again,
where he had left off.

“Now just listen quietly, for
I have got something very queer
to tell you. I got back late at
night and I had to walk up to
the castle as I had not warned
them that I was coming. It was
bright moonlight, so that the

walk was rather a pleasure than
otherwise. When I got there
the whole place was in dark-
ness and I thought I would go
round outside to see whether
Tassoc or his brother was keep-
ing watch. But I could not find
them anywhere and concluded
that they had ﬁgt tired of it
and gone off to bed.

“As I returned across the
lawn that lies below the front
of the East Wing I caught the
hooning whistling of the Room
coming down strangely clear
through the stillness of the
night. It had a peculiar note in
it I remember — low and con-
stant, queerly meditative. I
looked up at the window
bright in the moonlight, and
got a sudden thought to brin,
a ladder from the stable-yar
and try to get a look into the
Room from the outside.

“With this notion I hunted
round at the back of the castle
among the straggle of the office
and presently found a long,
fairly light ladder, though it
was hea enou for one,
goodness knows! I thought at
first that I should never get it
reared. I managed at last and
let the ends rest very quietly
against the wall a little below
the sill of the larger window.
Then, going silently, I went up
the ladder. Presently I had my
face above the sill and was
looking in, alone with the moon-
light.

“Of course the queer whistl-
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ing sounded louder up there,
but it still conveyed that pe-
culiar sense of something
whistling quietly to itself — can
you understand? Though for all
the meditative lowness of the
note, the horrible, gargantuan
quality was distinct — a mighty
parody of the human, as if I
stood there and listened to the
whistling from the lips of a
monster with a man’s soul.
“And then, you know, I saw
something. The floor in the
middle of the huge, empty
room was puckered upwards in
the center into a strange, soft-
looking mound parted at the
top into an everchanging hole
that lEpulsralted to that great, gen-
tle hooning. At times, as I
watched, I saw the heaving of
the indented mound gap across
with a queer, inward suction
as with the drawing of an enor-
mous breath, then the thing
would dilate and pout once
more to the incredible melody.
And suddenly, as 1 stared,
dumb, it came to me that the
thing was living. I was lookin
at two enormous, blacken
lips, blistered and brutal, there
in the pale moonlight. . . .
“Abruptly they bulged out to
a vast pouting mound of force
and sound, stiffened and swol-
len and hugely massive and
clean-cut in the moonbeams.
And a great sweat lay heavy on
the vast upper-lip. In the same
moment time the whistling
had burst into a mad screaming

note that seemed to stun me,
even where I stood, outside of
the window. And then the fol-
lowinf moment I was staring
blankly at the solid, undisturb-
ed floor of the room — smoth,
polished stone flooring from
wall to wall. And there was an
absolute silence.

“You can picture me staring
into the quiet Room and know-
ing what I knew. I felt like a
sick, frightened child and 1
wanted to slide quietly down
the ladder and run away. But
in that very instant I heard Tas-
soc’s voice calling to me from
within the Room for help, help.
My God! but I got such an
awful dazed feeling and I had
a vague, bewildered notion that
after all, it was the Irishmen
who had got him in there and
were taking it out of him. And
then the call came again and I
burst the window and jumped
in to help him. T had a con-
fused idea that the call had
come from within the shadow
of the great fireplace and I
raced across to it, but there was
no one there.

“ “TASSOC! I shouted, and
my voice went empty-soundin
round the great apartment, an
then in a I knew that Tas-
soc had never called. 1 whirled
round, sick with fear, towards
the window and as I did so a
frightful, exultant whistling
scream burst through the Room.
On my left the end wall had
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bellied-in towards me in a pair
of gargantuan lips, black and
utterly monstrous, to within a
yard of my face. I fumbled for
a mad instant at my revolver;
not for it, but myself, for the
danger was a thousand times
worse than death. And then
suddenly the Unknown Last
Line of the Saaamaaa Ritual
was whispered quite audibly in
the room. Instantly the thing
happened that I have known
once before. There came a
sense as of dust falling contin-
ually and monotonously and 1
knew that my life hung uncer-
tain and suspended for a flash
in a brief, reeling vertigo of un-
seeable things. Then that ended
and I knew that I might live.
My soul and body blended a-
gain and life and power came
to me. I dashed furiously at the
window and hurled myself out
head foremost, for I can tell
you that I had stop]ied being
afraid of death. I crashed down
on to the ladder and slithered,
grabbing and grabbing and so
came some way or other alive
to bottom. And there I sat in
the soft, wet grass with the
moonlight all about me and far

above through the broken win-

dow of the Room, there was a
low whistling.

“That is the chief of it. I was
not hurt and I went round to
the front and knocked Tassoc
up. When they let me in we
had a long yarn over some good
whiskey — for I was shaken to

pieces — and I explained things
as much as I could. I told Tas-
soc that the room would have
to come down and every frag-
ment of it be burned in a blast-
furnace erected within a penta-
clee. He nodded. There was
nothing to say. Then I went to
bed.

“We turned a small army on
to the work and within ten
days that lovely thing had gone
up in smoke and what was left
was calcined and clean.

“It was when the workmen
were stripping the panelling
that I got hold of a sound no-
tion of the beginnings of that
beastly development. Over the
great fireplace, after the great
oak panels had been torn down,
I found that there was let into
the masonry a scrollwork of
stone with on it an old inscrip-
tion in ancient Celtic, that here
in this room was burned Dian
Tiansay, Jester of King Alzof,
who made the Song of Foolish-
ness upon King Emore of the
Seventh Castle.

“When I got the translation
clear I gave it to Tassoc. He
was tremendously excited for
he knew the old tale and took
me down to the library to look
at an old parchment that gave
the story in detail. Afterwards
I found that the incident was
well-known about the country-
side, but always regarded more
as a legend, than as history.
And no one seemed ever to
have dreamt that the old East
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wing of Iastrae Castle was the
remains of the ancient Seventh
Castle.

“From the old parchment I

gathered that there had been a
retty dirty job done, away
gack in the years. It seems that
King Alzof and King Ernore had
been enemies by birthright, as
you might say truly, but that
nothing more than a little raid-
ing had occurred on either side
for years until Dian Tiansay
made the Song of Foolishness
upon King Ernore and sang it
before King Alzof, and so great-
ly was it aI:Ereciated that King
Alzof gave the jester one of his
ladies to wife.

“Presently all the people of
the land had come to know the
song and so it came at last to
King Ernore, who was so anger-
ed tghat he made war upon his
old enemy and took and burned
him and his castle; but Dian
Tiansay, the jester, he brought
with him to his own place and
having torn his tongue out be-
cause of the song which he had
made and sung, he imprisoned
him in the Room in the East
Wing (which was evidently
used for unpleasant purposes),
and the jester’s wife he kept for
himself, having a fancy for her
prettiness.

“But one night Dian Tiansay’s
wife was not to be found and
in the morning they discovered
her lying dead in her husband’s
arms and he sitting, whistling
the Song of Foolishness, for he

had no longer the power to sing
it.

“Then they roasted Dian
Tiansay in the great fireplace —

robably from that self-same
gallows-iron’” which I have al-
ready mentioned. And until he
died Dian Tiansay ‘ceased not
to whistle’ the Song of Foolish-
ness which he could no longer
sing. But afterwards ‘in that
room’ there was often heard at
niﬁht the sound of something
whistling and there ‘grew a
power in that room’ so that none
dared to sleep in it. And pre-
sently, it would seem, the King
went to another castle for the
whistling troubled him.

“There you have it all. Of
course, that is only a rough
rendering of the translation
from the parchment. It's a bit
quaint! Don’t you think so?”

“Yes,” 1 said, answering for

_ the lot. “But how did the thing

grow to such a tremendous man-
ifestation?”

“One of those cases of con-
tinuity of thought producing a
positive action upon the immed-
iate surrounding material,” re-
plied Carnacki. “The develop-
ment must have been going for-
ward through centuries, to have
produced such a monstrosity. It
was a true instance of Saiitii
manifestation which I can best
explain by likening it to a liv-
in% spiritual fungus which in-
volves the very structure of the
aether-fibre itself and, of course,
in so doing acquires an essen-
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tial control over the ‘material-
substance’ involved in it. It is
impossible to make it plainer in
a few words.”
“What broke the
hair?” asked Taylor.
But Carnacki did not know.
He thought it was probably
nothing but being too severely
tensioned. He o explained
that they found out that the
men who had run away had not
been up to mischief, but had
come over secretly merely to
hear the whistling which, in-
deed, had suddenly become the
talk of the whole countryside.
“One other thing,” said Ark-
right, “have you any idea what
overns the use of the Unknown
ast Line of the Saaamaaa Rit-
ual? T know, of course, that it
was used by the Ab-human
Priests in the Incantation of the
Raaaee, but what used it on
your behalf and what made it?”
“You had better read Har-
zam’s Monograph and my Ad-
denda to it, on Astral and ‘As-
tarral’ Co-ordination and Inter-
ference,” said Camaki. “It is an
extraordinary subject and I can
only say here that the human-
vibration may not be insulated
from the ‘astarral’ (as is always
believed to be the case in inter-
ferences by the Ab-human),
without immediate action be-
ing taken by those Forces which
govern the spinning of the out-
er circle. In other words, it is
being proved, time after time,
that there is some inscrutable

seventh

Protective Force constantly in-
tervening between the human-
soul (not the body, mind you)
and the Outer Monstrosities.
Am I clear?”

“Yes, I think so,” I replied.
“And you believe that the Room
had become the material expres-
sion of the ancient Jester — that
his soul, rotted with hatred had
bred into a monster — eh?” I
asked.

“Yes,” said Carnacki, nodding.
“I think you’ve put my thought
rather neatly. It is a queer co-
incidence that Miss Donnehue
is supposed to be descended (so
I heard since) from the same
King Ernore. It makes one think
some rather curious thoughts,
doesn’t it? The marriage com-
ing on and the Room waking to
fresh life. If she had gone into
that room, ever . . . eh? It had
waited a long time. Sins of the
fathers. Yes, I've thought of
that, They're to be married next
week and I am to be best man,
which is a thing I hate. And he
won his bets, rather! Just think,
if ever she had gone into that
room. Pretty horrible, eh?”

He nodded his head, grimly,
and we four nodded back. Then
he rose and took us collectively
to the door and 1:;resentli\;1 thrust
us forth in friendly fashion on
to the Embankment and into the
fresh night air.

“G night,” we called back
and went to our various homes.

If she had, eh? If she had?
That is what I kept thinking.
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Letter departments are much old-
}han science fiction, weird fioti';ln,
antasy magazines, course, t

was in the old AMAZING STORIES

where we first became aware of them.

The department was called “Discus-
sions”, and the lit editor, T.
O'Conor Sloane (who later became

editor) nearly always had a com-
ment to make upon each letter that

er
or
it

was published. This format was fol-
!{i::vegu in the competing science fic-
n m

aﬁazines that Hugo Gernsback
published when he lost his original
title. But when Harry Bates
running a letter department in As-
TOUNDING STORIES OF SUPER SCIENCE,
he hardly ever made any comments
— and then only a few words usuallf'
bracketed within the letter. We felt
cheated.

When Street & Smith took over
AsToUNDING STORIES, F. Orlin Tre-
maine dispensed even with the oc-
casional comment. He said in ly
to a letter we wrote pleadin l-egor
editorial comment that he did not
want to have the last word, did not
want to squelch comment. And some
fans with whom we discussed the
point said that they preferred the
non-obtrusive editor.

Thus far, we have acted like the
W reader we were back in the

s, in handling this department;
we have followed our own prefer-
ences, commenting on letters which
stimulated comment, eschewing it
when we felt that none was called
for. But now it’s time to see how
you, the readers, feel about it. Those
of you who write in — which do you
prefer? If you'd rather that the edi-
tor be unobtrusive, say so, won’t you?
We'll let you have the deciding vote.

“You know,” writes Edward
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Dong, from Brooklyn Polytechnical
Institute, “your magazine is just a-
bout the last of its kind. MOH has
inherited the mantle of WEmp TALEs;
it is the last member of a vanishing
and lamented generation of maga-
zines — with stories of eldritch hor-
ror and lurkers at the old.
Naturally I have certain tastes that
I'd like to see catered to in your
magazine, One of these is a taste
for Robert E. Howard’s Conan stories.
Hardly any more like them, and it’s

a e.

So far, the bulk of the requests for
Howard stories have cente: upon
the earlier ones, prior to the emerg-
ence of Conan. Whether we
offer any of the Conan tales later
il depend upon the measure of
concensus we can obtain from the
readers.

Patti Ewart writes from Ahington,
Penna., “I would like to thank you
for reprinting some_ classics. As a re-
sult I have started re-reading Kip-
ling, Wells, and Hawthorne. I had
forgotten how good they were.”

This, of course, is a justification
for the occasional agearanoe of an
author whose works are, indeed,
“generally available”. But we do
want to place the greatest stress up-
on the scarce and hard-to-find.

Marvin Katz writes from Williams-
port, Pa., “In regard to the ques-
tion of horror vs. terror as generic
terms, I believe Boris Karloff made
the definitive analysis of this issue
in his introduction to the antholo-
gy, Tales of Terror, in which he lik-
ens ‘horror’ to the nauseating
ing that one gets from reading about
an ax murder, while ‘terror’ is redo-
lent of the delicious sensation that
something is lurking over one’s shoul-
der. One is a fear of a brutal person
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but the other is the cleaner, infinite-
ly more effective fear of the unknown.
lythink it would be a service to re-
print this introduction.

“Mr. Karloff suggests that a hor-
ror story leaves a queasy sensation
in the stomach even after the hair
stops standing erect, while a terror
tale tingles us more deeply, but with
greater dignity. And because grisli-
ness is, after all, a part of life, the
supposed escape from horror eventu-
al.lg palls and turns to boredom when
we remember
Perhaps we are asham
tittilated at such
ghastly business.

“It should be clear that I decry
the term ‘horror’ in relation to fantasy
literature, and prefer to shunt aside
those tales which are largely based
on such phenomena. It is the only
thing I dislike about your otherwise
excellent magazine. It is clear that
you are an editor of considerable
taste and judgment, and I commend

u highly for filling a gap in our
iterary scene since WEIRD TALEs be-
came defunct.

'he cover on MOH #86 is a case
in point of this problem of horror vs
terror. 1 was highly pleased at earli-
er covers, for one could carry them
to work without feeling the least em-
barrassed. But this gory phantasma
makes it necessary to hide the mag-
azine in the drawer, which isn't good
advertisin({; for it.”

The editor prefers the quiet, dig-
nified sort of cover (whi&n, believe
it or not, some readers considered
gaudy!) which appeared on our earli-
er issues, and the publisher was will-
ing to try it out. But the results seem
to show that while many people
bought and enjoyed the magazine,
apparently a large section of our po-
tential audience never noticed it —
partly because it did not stand out
%i st the clar;mr on newsstands.

e new of cover is an experi-
ment; wet)s,gll see if this approach
{not necessarily the specific design

how everyday it is.
at being
ever-prevalent,

that appeared on our November and
January issues, but the more color-

ntispiece in general) helps our
growth. Progress was very slow when
we tried for dignity, and wholesalers
and newsdealers pointed this out to
us — that regardless of the worth of
our contents, it was advisable to
make the packaging more dramatic,
even risking a touch of the melodra-
Y £ quiet ed

is question of quiet as oppos
to colorful covers has been one whi
readers of weird, fantastic, and sci-
ence fiction magazines have
arguing with editors (and, more of-
ten, publishers who set policies, the
editor having little to say) for at
least 35 years. We can only note
that, in earlier years, the dignified
type of cover rarely “sold” the mag-
azine which tried it, and the experi-
ence of our first five issues seem to
indicate that times have not changed
in this respect; for every reader gain-
ed with ‘the ?uiet type of cover,
which one could carry without the
least embarrassment, perhaps ten or
more potential buyers are lost. And
we know that we, ourselves, might
never have noticed AMAZING STORIES
in its early years had it featured dig-
ified covers.

Adding to the attempt to disting-
uish between terror and horror, Mi-
chael Deming writes from Chicagﬂ:
“In an article called ‘Dagger of the
Mind’, James Sandoe offers a defini-
tion of horror vs terror that is not
too far from the one you suggested.
He says ‘. . . Terror is intense fear
or dread and horror is the same fear
or dread mingled with repugnance
or loathing” He finds that of the
two emotions, horror is more com-
plicated and more overwhelming
and perhaps, for that very reason, it
cannot be sustained as long. You
can go around in terror day after
day; horror can come back now and
then, but after a while it sort of acts
like an anesthetic. One other inter-
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esting thing he points out about hor-
ror is that it has a far wider range
than terror — you can feel horror
where there is no terror at all, be-
cause there is no immediate sense
that this might happen to you, thus
no fear, no terror. So, he says, ‘The
horror story ranges more freely be-
cause horror imposes no structure
but rather an emotion, a feeling. And
there is no retreat, however shelter-
ed, to which horror may not pene-
trate. We find it in the newspapers,
called tragedy.’ And he cites the
example of the child mutilated by a
madman. Whether or not you have
a child of your own, this can rouse
a feeling of horror; but it takes the
specific of a known or suspected
‘fiend’ in the neighborhood to make
this spill over into terror. The hor-
ror won't last too long, but the ter-
ror can go on until you're convinced

that the danger has been removed.
“So it seems to me that while a
terror tale can maintain itself from
beginning to end, because fear can
keep on going, the horror story can
only have its spots here and there.
It's harder to do than the terror tale,
and as you said, the two elements
can be combined in the same story.
. . . I'm glad, by the way, that you
make no effort to make every story
in each issue, or even many stories
in each issue, real horror stories.
People who wonder why you call the
magazine as you do should pay more
attention to the sub-headings. We
know we’ll find some horror in each
issue, and the chances are that it
will be powerful but we can’t
sure where or when, This makes for
good suspense. It also makes for a
range of good stories of Ehe strange,

unusual and bizarre, too.

THE RECKONING

The exclamations of delight outdrowned the cries of anguish over

the cover design

January issues; but some who disapproved
that a color cover should symbolize a story in | 7
an express the general feeling of the magazine. As

illustrate it, rather th:

by Fred Wolters that appeared on our November and

id so because of their feeling
the issue, if not directly

this is being typed, we are eagerly waiting your comments on the April
co

The Lovecraft-Derleth novelet in our January issue was not the most
controversial item on our contents page. More than 50% of the voters

rated it either outstanding or in first place (the

difference being that an

“0” raﬁng‘ly scored as zero, the next best-liked story on this ballot is

scored as

—- a perfect score for a story would be “O”) and it received

a minimum of “X” rating (which are scored with a penalty point added;
the

a story in last place in
jtems were listed

January issue received
— but every story marked “X” was scored as “9”). In

an “8” score when

the present issue, since there are 10 stories, every “X” will count 11 points.

Here is how the

January issue came out. (

1) The Shuttered Room

by H. P, Lovecraft & August Derleth; (2) The Phantom Farmhouse by
Seal inn; (3) The Thing From — Outside by George Allan England;
4) B Thifﬁl At Midnight by Joseph Payne Brennan; (5) The Sha-

s on the W

by Mary Wilkins-Freeman. The most controversial story

in this issue was A Way With Kids by Ed M. Clinton.
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Daniel F. Cole, of Calgary, Al-
. a, seems to for
the majority response to our new
style cover, as he writes, “I was im-
mensely pleased with the November
MacazINE OF Horror. You finally
got a coverl I only wish it were a
Virgil Finlay or a Boris Dolgov, but
1 guess I can't be choosey and should
be satisfied with the magazine as it
is"

Well, no reader should be satis-
fied if he really isn’t! Speaking your
mind means that there is a chance
of seeing a change in the direction
you desire. If large numbers of read-
ers ask for the same thing, and cir-
culation increases indicate that the
readers writing in are reasonably
representative, then we can fee] that
following these requests may be of
value. is is particularly meaning-
ful when more, or more readers from
whom we have not heard before, join
the chorus, and when they ask for
(or a&pmve) the same sort of thing
that the “tried and true” reader has
been asking for.

“No matter what your other read-
ers say,” writes Georgle H. Wells of
Riverhead, N. Y., “I like your large
gﬁnt, your one stapled signature

inding, and your retgrinting of old
stories  (especially e hard-to-get
kind). I fit in with your other small
town readers; things out here are
ve:g hard to get unless published by
a big national paperback company,
and hardcovers are out because of

cost.

“Publish science fiction, by all
means. I'd rather have variety than
poor ?’luality, and I don’t like peo-
ple who draw the line too strictly.

ing unusual will be fine.”

E. Person, notes on the back of a
preference page, “Would like to see
a Reader’s Exchange of Ideas sec-

Well, the fact is — we have one
if the readers want to use it. That

is one of the various functions that
this letter department can serve; we
are entirely in favor, but it’s up to
you, the readers, as to T you
want to take a(ivantage of the op-
portunity.

“What is so great about these
well-known authors, Wells and Love-
craft?” writes D. S. Kesterton, also
on a preference page. “I have as
yet to see a good story by Wells.

“As for Lovecraft’s reputation
(which I find oozing throughout
most of the comments in MOH), it
was certainly not shown in that long,
drawnout piece entitled, The Dreams
in the Witch-House. Either prove he
is a good writer, or use the space
for better authors.

“Perhaps he was a good writer in
those days, as time advances, so
does the caliber of writing.”

I can’t momentarily, Reader Kes-
terton, think of a more fatuous waste
of time than to try to tell you why
you should have enjoyed a story *you
did not emnjoy. Perhaps you may find
one of HPL’s shorter tales more to
your taste, perhaps not. Every one
of us finds some great — or reput-
edly great — writers unreadable,
whether in the field of highly imas—
inative fiction, or in what is consid-
ered the mainstream of great litera-
ture from the earliest times. To give
a personal example, the editor has
never been able to see what is sup-
P?sedly great about Wuthering

eights, yet this has been widely
touted as a masterpiece of literature,
as well as being a masterly evoca-
tion of the eerie. To me it is just
dull. I found the cinema version a
crashing bore, Lawrence Olivier and
Merle Oberon (two film stars who
can usually make any material
sparkle) notwithstanding. And turn-
ing to the original, I found it of
even less interest than the dull,
drawnout  movie. Well, J)erhaps
we're both wrong — but I doubt if
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you could it to me any more while we sit back and count the
than I ooui'd prove it to you. corpses.

Rating The Door To Saturn as
best in the November issue, Rachel Elsewhere in this issue, you will
Cosgrove Payes puts an asterisk be- find “The Reckoning”, reporting on
side it, footnoting, “Not science fic- your ratings of the contents our
tion? Oh, pooh — ’tis too!” January issue. Meanwhile, readers,

Well, she says it is, and she’s a thank you for the increasing number
science fiction author. 1 say it isn’t, of letters and Enreference pages, and
and I'm a science fiction author, toco. lease let us know your likes and

Let us let the readers fight it out ikes on this issue. RAWL

INTRODUCTION (Continued From Page 4)

addendas to your lists. Let us repeat: do not hesitate to list a
story because you think that someone else has already suggest-
ed it; there will be times when the number of votes for a par-
ticular story can be of considerable value to us. This also applies
to requests for authors in general, without any mention of spe-
cific stories; but specific nominations are the most needed.

The three most asked-for authors are H. P. Lovecraft,
Clark Ashton Smith, and Robert E. Howard. As of late No-
vember 1964, 38 stories by Lovecraft have been nominated,
while there are 17 each for Smith and Howard — and with
Howard, the majority of requests indicate material published
prior to or outside of the well-known Comnan series. There is
also a small but very articulate minority which want none of
these authors. As a reader, still very fond of all three, it would
be easy to decide to start featuring all three in each issue; as
an editor, we find it obvious that this would be an error. We
shall offer you some of each, but not constantly, and look to
duplications on our list (which at present fills 11 pages) for the
order in which nominations will be presented.

Other elements to be considered when we select material
for reprint are length, general availability, availability to us
under current circumstances, balance in a particular issue, and
over-all balance.

Many fine stories requested must be put aside — momen-
tarily, at least — because of length. Several of you have asked
for The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, by Robert
Louis Stevenson, arguing that while this story is quite availa-
ble in libraries, etc., and the theme is familiar, relatively few
may actually have read it. The original story, these readers
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urge, has an impact which cannot be translated into another
medium. There have been three motion picture versions: a silent
starring John Barrymore, and two sound versions, starring
Frederick March and Spencer Tracy. All three had their ex-
cellences but none had the air of mystery and suspense that
Stevenson’s story holds (even when you know what it’'s all
about), and none realized the fundamental description of Mr.
Hyde — who did not look like a monster, but rather about
whom there seemed to hover a “haunting air of deformity”,
‘“Mr. Hyde was pale and dwarfish; he gave an impression of
deformity without any namable malformation, he had a dis-
pleasing smile . . .” Mr. Utterson, the lawyer, says, “God bless
me, the man seems hardly human'! Something troglodytic, shall
we say? ... or is it the radiance of a foul soul that thus trans-
pires through, and transfigures its clay continent? . . .”” Barry-
more presented something of this, but even so was too graphic;
March was so grisly looking as to leave no mystery of why one
should feel a strange repulsion at the sight of Hyde; Tracy's
transformation was the most subtle, and came closest to the
sort of horror the author is driving at — the main difficulty
here was that, even so, the resemblance to Dr. Jekyll was too
close. We have just recently re-read the story, and the requests
for reprinting it are, indeed, tempting.

But it is too long to run in one issue; it would take up half
the magazine. To run it in two sections is possible, but, although
your editor loves serial stories, and we know that many readers
will tolerate them, two months is too long to ask you to wait
between installments.

But the final argument against reprinting the Stevenson
classic (and a true classic it is) is that you can obtain it in a
handsome soft-cover edition from Airmont Publishing Company,
22 East 60th Street, New York, N. Y. 10022, @ 50c the copy.
It may be available at your local newsdealers; if not, you should
add 5c for postage when ordering from the publisher. And you
will also find it in Damon Knight’s anthology, A Century of
Great Short Science Fiction Novels, Delacorte Press, New York;
379pp; $4.95.

Some of the Lovecraft short stories are still out of print;
these we will consider for reprint for a while. By the end of
1965, however, all should be back in print through Arkham
House; and since the entire contents of their earlier collection,
The Dunwich Horror and Others has been reprinted in two vol-
umes by Lancer Books, New York (the first bearing the origi-
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Coming Next Issue

As Doctor Farnham had pointed out, the barbed wire would not deter the
things through the pain or injuries caused by its jagged points, and hence the
fence was erected for stren and heiﬂt, and formed a barrier which even
elephants could scarcely have broken gh. This, however, took time, and
long before it was completed innumerable attempts had been made to sur-
round and capture or to destroy the soulless beings, for so fixed are certain
ideas in the human brain that the officials could not believe that the Living
Dead could not be killed, despite the arguments of Doctor Farnham who,
over and over again, declared that it was a waste of money and life to attempt
to annihilate the bei:gs he had resurrected.

Bullets had no effect upon them, and when, after many arguments and
innumerable protests, it was decided that, as the beings were no better than
wild beasts, and therefore, a menace to the world, any means were justifiable,
preparations were made to bum them out. Innumerable fires were kindled,
and before a fresh wind the flames swept across the entire area occupied by
the Living Dead and reduced the last vestiges of their former village to ashes.
But when, the fire over, a detachment of police was sent into the district to
count the bodies, they were attacked, almost annihilated and driven back by
the horde of singed, mutilated, y beings who had survived the confla-
gration as completely as they had survived powder and ball, poison gases, and
every other means to destroy them.

Next, it was suggested that they be drowned, and although Doctor Fam-
ham openly scoffed at the idea and the expense involved, no one could
made to believe that the things were really immune to death in any form.
Hence, at a terrific expense, a dam was built across the river flowing throu
the district and for days the entire area was flooded. But at the end of
time the Living Dead were as lively, as savage, as unreasoning and as great a
p!aguefas before. . . . On two occasions the beings had literally torn them-

ves free . . .

You will not want to miss this powerful novelet
by a master of imaginative fiction.

THE PLAGUE OF THE
LIVING DEAD

by A. Hyatt Verrill
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nal title, the second titled The Colour out of Space and Others)
@ 50c per copy, it may be that just about all of Lovecraft will
be generally available in a year or so, including Supernatural
Horror in Literature.

Some stories asked for just do not belong in MOH. The
Suicide Club, by Stevenson (a series of three short stories) is
strange adventure, but not strange in the sense we mean; the
stories would make fine classic reprints for a mystery maga-
zine but lack the impact for horror, terror, or the truly bizarre,
frightening, strange, etc.

We have used some stories which we did not realize were
generally available at the time, because we had not seen the
pocket-book collections which contained them prior to our own
use of them. We are happy to see new collections appear, but
cannot suppress a shudder each time a further one turns up,
wondering if it contains a story we have just published, or have
so deeply in the works that we cannot withdraw it. But we
can tell you that some requested stories such as Lukundoo, by
Edward Lucas White, Oh, Whistle and I’'ll Come To You, Lad,
by M. R. James, The Voice in the Night, by William Hope Hodg-
son, and How Love Came to Professor Guildea, by Robert
Huchins, are in still-available Alfred Hitchcock softcover col-
lections.

For a variety of reasons, we are not presently able to ob-
tain rights to some fine stories you have requested; should this
situation change, we’ll try to get them for you, providing we
have not observed them in softcover collections betweentimes.

And, finally, we have to consider not only the balance of
the issue we’re working on now, but our over-all balance. Some
of you have pointed out to us various themes, authors, and
types of stories which we have not presented as yet. We are
even more painfully aware of most of these omissions, and
want to rectify as many of them as possible before repeating
some authors, or some story types, etc. When we do repeat an
author, we want to do so with a theme or story-type we have
not presented before.

Type, alas, isn’t rubber, There’s one story we’ve been want-
ing to get in for over a year, but so far, once we achieved as
much balance as we could, there hasn’t been room. So if you
feel frustrated at not seeing a worthy favorite you've asked
for, remember that you're not alone; we are frustrated nearly
every issue ourselves, as we hardly ever manage to get every-
thing in that we hoped to include in the current issue. RAWL
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1

Reader’s Preference Page
(there’s more space on the flip side)

I'd like to see these stories or authors:

Mail this coupon to MAGAZINE OF HORROR, c¢/o Health Knowledge,
Inc.,, 119 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10003
(or better still, write us a letter!)
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.1.

Reader’s Preference Page
(there’s more space on the flip side)

Please rate the stories in the order of your preference, as many as

possible. Ties are always acceptable. If you thought a story was bad

(rather than fjust last place), put an “X” beside it. If you thought a

story was truly outstanding, above fust first place, mark an “O” beside
it. (Then the next-best would be “1”.)

THE NIGHT WIRE

SACRILEGE

ALL THE STAIN OF LONG DELIGHT
SKULLS IN THE STARS

THE PHOTOGRAPHS

THE DISTORTION OUT OF SPACE
GUARANTEE PERIOD

THE DOOR IN THE WALL

THE THREE LOW MASSES

THE WHISTLING ROOM

Comment:

L
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You don’t have to mutilate this magazine, or fill out a form, to subscribe
to MacaziNE OF HoRROR, so long as you let us know which issue you want
a subscriptoin to start with, print your name and full address clearly, and

enclose

If you missed any back issue, all

Aug. 1963: The Man With A
Thousand Legs by Frank Belknap
Long; The Yellow Sign by Robert
W. Chambers: The Unbeliever by
Robert Silverberg; The Last Dawn
by Frank Lillie Pollock; Babylon:
70 M. by Donald A. Wollheim; The
llgaz; and the Monster by Edward D.

och.

Nov. 1963: Clarissa by Robert A.
W. Lowndes; The Space-Eaters by
Frank Belknap Long; The Charmer
by Archie Binns; The Faceless Thing
by Edward D. Hoch; The Strange
Ride of Morrowbie Jukes by Rud-
yard Kipling; The' Electric Chair by
George Waight.

Feb. 1964: The Seeds of Death
by David H. Keller; The Repairer
of Reputations by Robert W, Cham-
bers; The Place of the Pythons by
Arthur J. Burks: The Seeking

eck or money order, But here is a form if you would like one.
are available, and partial contents mre
listed belo

W,

Sept. 1964: Cassius by Henry S.
Whitehead; The Ghostly Rental by
Henry James; The House of the
Worm by Merle Prout; Five-Year
Contract by J, Vernon Shea; The
Morning the Birds Forgot to Sing
by Walt Liebscher; Bones by Donald
A. Wollheim.

Nov. 1964: Caverns of Horror by
laurence Manning; The Mask by
Robert W. Chambers; The Pacer by
August Derleth; The Life-After-
Death of Mr. Thaddeus Warde by
Robert Barbour Johnson; The Door
to Saturn by Clark Ashton Smith;
The Moth by H. G. Wells.

Jan. 1965: The Shuttered Room
by H. P. Lovecraft and August Der-
leth: The Phantom Farmhouse by
Seabury Quinn; The Thing From —
Outside by George Allan England;

Thing by Janet Hirsch; Th That
Walt. by H. S. W. Chibbett: Jean  Black Thing at Mdnight by Joseph
gouﬁhon by S. Baring-Gould; Luel- \P#ylllm Erennﬁn; “9“,?]';::"“‘?‘ on the
ill by M Wilkins-F = al >4 ary ins-Freeman;
VRS2 S LR R e e, The Oblong Box by Edgar Allan Poe.
May 1964: The Dreams in the

Witch-House by . P. Loveecraft;

T!IE Mark of the Beast by Rudyard Apr. 1965: The Dead Who Walk
Kipling ; What Was It? by Fitz-James by Ray Cummings; The Hand of
Ohrien; Beyond the Breakers by Anna Glnr{ by R. H. D. Barham;: The
Hunger: A Dream of Falling by At- Black Laugh by William J. Makin;
tila Hatvany: The Truth About Pye- Orpheus’s Brother by John Brunner;
craft by H. G. Wells; Last Act: 5::.- The Burglar-Proof Vault by Olver
tober by Tigrina. Taylor; Jack by Reynold Junker.

HEALTH KNOWLEDGE, INC., 119 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10003
Please enter my subscription to Magazine of Horror starting with the next

issue, This is the June 1965 issue. Enclosed find $2.50. ..ccccooveerenen

(check here if you are subscribing). Please send me the back issues
checked above, @ 50c each. ............ (note total enclosed for back issues).




TERROR
to ENJOY

If you enjoy horror mon-
ster movies, SHRIEK! is
the new magazine for you.
Within its pages, you will
find terror — the menace
of witch and flesh-eater
— the lurking fear of the
undead. Thrilling stories,
and articles and pictures
of the latest horror movies
— interviews with the fa-
mous Vincent Price, Tal-
lulah Bankhead and other
horror movie stars. Vam-

pire girls and horror hags;

BETTE DAVIS
J0AN CRAWFORD

TALLULAH BANKHEAD ‘W&
WHICH IS THE BEST

“HORROR HAGY"

VINCENT PRICE -
SOVEREIGN OF THE SINISTER

THE FLESH EATERS

TERRIBLE TRUTH ABOUT WITCHCRAFT
GIRL-VAMPIRE

SECRET ‘OF BLOOD ISLAND

DIE, DIE; MY DARLING

HARAKIRI

werewolves and wurdalaks give

you chills and thrills that will raise your hackles and enter-

tain you at the same time.

SHRIEK! is available on news-

stands, but if you want to be sure to obtain the first two

issues, send for them on the coupon below.

You'll thrill

to the bones with them. Send for them now.

ACME NEWS CO., INC.

119 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10003

Enclosed find $1.00 for which please send me SHRIEK!
(You will receive the first two numbers as issued.)

.................................... State

.................... Zip. NO. iiiiiiiieiiieiiernanes

PLEASE PRINT YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS




