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..9n froc[uch'on

In our January issue, we ran two science fiction tales, The
Thing From — Outside, by George Allan England, and A Way
With Kids, by Ed M. Clinton. The first was a strange tale with
a touch of horror; the second was modern, slightly-futuristic
science fiction combining humor and unpleasantness. We did
this deliberately to test your feelings — not only to science fic-
tion alone, but types of science fiction.

The results are both interesting and instructive. One read-
er considered the England story outstanding; two readers gave
that rating to the Clinton. Four readers disliked each story.
However, less than one-third of you put England in the second
division in your ratings (there were eight stories) while more
than half put Clinton in the second division — and a fair num-
ber of these votes included notes to the effect that the story was
a good one by itself, but you didn't feel it belonged in Maga-
zine of Horror.

As a reader, we were not sure; we liked the story, but as
an editor, we had to find out. Now we know — until and unless
further evidence suggests we run another test.

In the April issue, The Garrison, by David Grinnell, a mod-
ern-type science fiction tale with strange and perhaps fright-
ening undertones, came out in 5th place — but only one point
separated it from the 4th place spot. Two of you disliked it,
but one-sixth of you put it in first place. Tentative conclusion:
this type of story might go once in a while; use only with cau-
tion.

Now do you see how your votes can make a difference?

Robort A W, Lowndes



Che Sirl At Heddon's
éy pau/ine _j(appe/ pri/ucié

One of the oldest of tales is the story of the young man who
encounters a lovely-looking girl under mysterious circumstances, a
girl who seems to a prisoner, and around whom hovers a terrible
secret. On the surface it would seem that nothing more can possibly
be done with this theme; yet, the theme was old long before thcre
were such things as tl!.)rinted magazines. The essential ingredient for
success here is in the author’s treatment of atmosphere, and the
nature of the secret to be revealed at the end. If the secret is all
there is, then we have nothing more than a riddle; if there is noth-
ing more than atmosphere, then we have a reader-cheater; if there
are no clues given ‘at all, then it will seem as if the author had no
idea when the story was begun; if the indications are underlined
too heavily, then the shock-value is undermined — although atmos-
phere and character might still save the stoa All in all, this theme
is loaded with traps; our inclusion of The Girl at Heddon’s testifies
to our belief that the author has evaded them.

Pauline Kappel Prilucik has spent some time in Europe collect-
ing material on supernatural manifestations and folklore, on the basis
of which she put together an anthology some years back — a publisher
is yet to be found, she tells us. She is a member of the Mystery Writers
of America, and has appeared in ALFRED HiTCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAG-
AZINE. She says, “I'm a teacher, have two children, and write, and
(without much optimism) hope that someone cares to read what I
write.”

MICHAEL LENNER shud- bering beast; ragged, ghostly
dered and gripped the wheel fingers leaped and clawed the
tighter. The mist nuzzled the  black ribbon of road in front
car like a curious, gray lum-  of the headlights to escape the
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iercing glare. Morbidly play-
?ul, theg f%g enveloped the car
like a moist, chilling embryon-
ic _sack. Michael, straining to
follow the white line in the
center of the road, sat tense and
silent in the speeding roadster.

The young man sitting be-
side Michael half turned. He
bit his lip hesitantly, then said
reproachfully, “This is craz.

all the nights to go on the
prowll How do you talk me
into things like this?”

Lost in thoughts of his own,
Michael hunched over the
wheel without answering. They
drove on in silence another ten
minutes or so, then Michael
edged the car to the side of
the road.

“This is it,” he murmured,
switching off the ignition. He
swung open the car door and
got out.

There was a fence along the
road and then a slight incline,
dense with shaggy underbrush.
In the distance loomed a black
mass of farm buildings and a
strange, unusually high field-
stone tower.

Joe Carnes grunted with mis-
givings and followed Michael
reluctantly. They paused at a
sagging split rail fence. No
Trespassing signs were posted
on every tree and pole.

Joe whistled. “Somebody
doesn’t want company, Mike.”

Michael didn’t answer. He
slung a leg over the fence and
slipped to the other side.

“Hey,” protested Joe, “You
want to get us shot?”

“Wait'll you see her,” Mich-
ael's voice was eager. “She’s
beautifull”

enough

“Beautiful
shot for?”

“Maybe.” Michael parted the
moist, shiny, black foliage and
lunged into the tangled un-
ergrowth. Joe sighed and fol-

to get

lowed.
The night was thick and
heavy with darkness; shriveled

autumn leaves slithered crack-
ling under their shoes. Their
faces dripped with beads of
moisture. At the top of the in-
cline Michael held up his hand.

“This is where I saw her,”
he whispered.

Joe wrap]]:;ed his arms around
himself to keep from shivering
and whispered hoarsely, “You
are crazy! I should have known!
You actually think some girl
is going to go rom in%]through
the fields at midnight on a
sloshy night like is?” He
shook his head and mumbled,
“She’d have to be even crazier
than you.”

“Look!” Michael's voice was
tight with excitement.

Standing at the edge of a
small windbrealk hforest ' og
pines was a girl. She steppe
out lightly, liﬁiely, rhymically,
like a cautious, frolicking fawn.
Her head was thrown back;
her hair clung in dark wet
strands to her face. She wore a
glistening plastic raincoat.
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Michael felt his breath
catch in his throat. His pulse
quickened. He laid a hand on
Jo€e’s arm. “Wait here. I'm going
to talk to her.”

“Not without me! This I
want to seel”

“You may scare her.”

“With that look in your eye,”
l~.:rhi§’pered Joe, “you may scare

er

right. Come on.
ey truc(liged through the
xongy meadow grass toward

e girl. She seemed to hear
their footsteps the moment they
moved out of the brush; im-
mediately she turned on her
heels as if to flee.

“Please, Miss,” Michael call-
ed softly, “Don’t run away.
Please . . .”

She hesitated. They came
within fifteen feet of her.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Mich-
ael,

“I'm not afraid,” she respond-
ed in a voice that thrilled him.

Michael swallowed hard. “I
saw you the other night when
I stopped to fix a flat back
there on the road.” He waved
vaguely in the direction from
which he and Joe had come.

“I know. I saw you, too.”

“I couldn't forget you”
Michael blurted out. “I had
to come again.”

She lifted her face to the
misty glow of the night and
;(:lgarded them with uninhibit-

, childlike curiosity.

Michael shrugged. “Oh, all °

“Do you live near here?”
asked Michael.

“Yes. This is
land.”

“But we've never seen you
before,” said Joe. “Didn’t you
go to school in town?”

“No.”
“Youre kidding,”

my father’s

scoffed

oe.
“No,” she replied earnestly,
“I have never Eaft my father’s
land.”

Joe shook his head. “This is
absolutely crazy! Things like
this don’t haY,Pen in the twen-
tieth century

“Why haven’t you been off
the farm?” Michael approached
a little closer.

“My father doesn’t want me
to.”
“He must be crazy,” crowed
Joe.
“Shut up, Joe,” growled
Michael. He took a few more
steps toward the girl. “Why?
Is he mean to you?”

She laughed. “My father?
Oh no! He’s very good to me.
He brings me everything I
want.”

“But you’re like a prisoner,”
exclaimed Michael.

She aused  thoughtfully.
“Yes and no.” She shruﬁged.
“I have everything I need.”

“I still think she’s pulling
our leg,” said Joe.

SHE SMILED at them both
and brushed the hair away
from her eyes.



8 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

Michael’s heart gave a hol-
low thump. “What’s your
name?”

“Vert. Vert Heddon.”

“Will your father let me
come to see you?”

“No.” There was something
very final in her tone.

“Can 1 ask him tomorrow?”

She shrugged again. “You'd
be wasting your time.”

“But he can’t expect to ke
you isolated on this farm a
your life,” exploded Michael.

She shook her head to indi-
cate that he didnt understand.
Then, gathering her raincoat
about her, she said apologetic-
ally, “Y'il have to go now.”

“Can I come again at night
then?”

She paused. “I would like to
say yes, but I know I must
answer no. It wouldn’t be wise.”

“I don't feel wise,” comment-
ed Michael warmly. “I just
know I want to see you again.
Pleasc Vert, say it will be all
right.”

She flashed him another
smile that made him tingle to
his very toes. “It will not be
all right. My father wouldn’
like it. Good night.” And be-
fore Michael could utter a
word of protest, she had van-
ished into the dark shadows of
the pine forest.

Michael stood stunned,
speechless, his eyes strained to
see some sign of the girl be-
neath the trees.

Finally Joe whistled through

his teeth and declared, “What
a dish!”

“I never saw anyone SO
beautiful — so beautiful and
strange,” Michael mumbled in
a numb, bewildered voice.

The explosion of a shotgun
suddenly shattered the still-
ness. A voice as ominous as the
shot rang through the dark-
ness.

“Hands highl”

Both young men raised their
arms. A middle-aged farmer
stepped out of the pines. He
lowered the gun when he was
within ten feet of them and
said slowly, “I want you boys
to understand this . . . He
lifted the muzzle of the gun
slightly, making them catch
their breath a second time. “I
put up those ‘No Trespassing’
signs for a good reason. I aim
to shoot anyone who disregards
them. I don’t take kindly to
lawbreakers.”

“Listen, sir . > Michael
tried to lower his hands and
approach him. The farmer lift-
ed the gun and aimed it straight
at Michael’'s head. Michael
backed away.

“Now you boys turn around
and head back to the road.
Next time you mount that
fence you rest assured — you
may walk in, but youre going
to have to be carried out!”

Joe gave Michael a nudge.

“Let’s hit the road, friend.”

MICHAEL NODDED. They
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backed away from the farmer
and ran back to where the car
was parked. They got inside
and lit their cigarettes with
trembling fingers.

“There’s something awfully
wrong here,” reflected Michael
slowly.

“Youre not kidding! Let’s
get out of here and at least
make that much right.”

“What about the girl?”

“Damn it! Start the motor,”
screamed Joe. “I dont want
him to change his mind and
blast us anyway!”

“He’s practically keeping the
girl a prisoner.”

“Oh, come on!” scoffed Joe.
“That kind of stuff went out a
hundred years ago. He’s just
not keen on her having any
boy friends. He probably thinks
three — especially four, is a
crowd.”

“I think its more than that.
There’s something wrong here.
1 feel it”

“Who cares,” snap)iaed Joe.
“Its not our business!”

“I care.” Michael turned on
the ignition. “I've got to talk
to her again.”

“Are you kidding? Joe
glared at him incredulously.
“You want to win the Pulitzer
Prize for stupidity?”

“I've _got to know if she's
happy here. If she wants to
get away and can’t — I've got
to help her.”

“You're crazyl” Joe turned
away from Michael in irritation

and refused to say another
word until they reached town.
He hopped out of the car in
front of his house and reiterat-
ed his decision. “You're crazy!”
- He slammed the car door
shut and disappeared up the
steps of his house. Michael sat
at the curb and felt full of mis-
givings and doubt. At no time
in his life had he ever gotten
involved in such a strange, un-
canny business. And — regard-
less of what Joe thought — he
was involved. Vert, in those
few brief moments of contact,
had captivated him. He found
himself full of unfamiliar long-
ings and desires. He was ob-
sessed with her image; he could
not wipe her glowing, wild,
uniquely fresh face from his
memory. Perhaps she was a
risoner — he didn’t know. But
e did know that now, after
tonight’s encounter, he was a
prisoner! He was most certainly
a prisoner of his own emotions.
He must see her againl!

THE NEXT NIGHT, Mich-
ael sat crouching in the brush
of thc Heddon farm a whole
hour before he caught a
glimpse of Vert strolling through
the meadow. She strode along
whipping the air with a pine
brancga, and, as she approached,
he heard her humimng a soft,
crooning little tune. She was
not at all startled when he part-
ed the branches of the under-
brush and stepped out.
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She waited for him to join
her. “I thought you would
come.” She smiled engagingly.
“But you mustnt stay. My
father meant everything he
said.”

“That he’d shoot me?”

“Yes.”

Michael moved closer. “You
take it very lightly. I was hop-
ing vou'd care a little if I got
shot or not.”

- “You're very nice. Of course
1 care. That's why I'm telling
you to go.”

“Could you take a ride with
me some evening? 1 wouldn’t
keep you out long — just as
long as you want.”

“No. I can’t leave the farm.”

“Why not? I worried about
you 3]{ night. Do you want to
get away? Can I help you?
I'll do anything . . .7

Michael’s voice was so in-
tense, so sincere, that she ap-
peared much affected by his
offer. She reached out to touch
him but quickly drew back her
hand. He grabbed her hand.
She wrenched it away.

“Don’t touch mel!”

Michael put his hands in his
pockets and said softly, “I
dont know how I can make
you understand. 1 never felt
this way about a girl before.
I've only seen you twice be-
fore, hoth times at night, but
alreadv every line of your face
is etched in my memory. All
last night I kept remembering
your face. T would have explod-

ed if T hadnt been able to
come out here to see you to-
night. Do you understand what
I'm trving to say?”

She turned away and hid her
face. “'m not going to listen
to you.”

Exasperated, Michael plead-
ed, “What's wrong here?”

She swung around to face
him and shouted, -“My father
won’t let me see you! He won’t
let me see anybodyl”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know!”

She began to sob hysterical-
ly. Michael took her into his
arms. She clung to him and
wept. He could taste the salt
of her tears against his lips.
Over and over he whispered,
“Let me help you. Let me help

you.

Slowly her sobbing subsided.
Michael gave her his handker-
chief and she dried her eyes.
As she handed it back to him
he took her hand and lifted it
to his lips; her hand felt coarse
and grainy. The hard, jagged
surface of her nails scratched
his mouth. He caught both her
hands to examine them.

“What’s wrong with your
hands?”

Quickly she drew away and
clenched them behind her back.
“Nothing! Nothing is wrong
with them!”

“They feel so rough.”

“I suppose it’s from garden-
ing. Thev've just gotten that
way lately.”
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“Let me see them,” demand-
ed Michael.

“Nol”

She suddenly spun on her
heels and ran from him, dis-
a pearin% into the same dark
cﬂxm of trees that had swal-
lowed her the night before.

MICHAEL STOOD bewil-
dered, and, when he turned,
almost bumped into her father.
The farmer still held the gun,
but this “time it was not point-
ing at Michael.

Unexpectedly, he laid it
down on the ground and sat
despondently on a stump.
“Young man,” he said- sadly,
“You can spare us all grief by
staying away.”

Listen, sir —” Michael squat-
ted down in front of him —
“I don’t mean her any harm. I
would like to call on her with
your permission, sir; I dont

want to sneak around like this.

I've never done anything like
this before, but I just had to
see her. I can’t get her out of
my head. May I see her to-
morrow during the day?”

The farmer shook his head
with grim finality.

“I'll see her right here on
the farm if you want,” plead-

ed Michael. “T'll do anything
you say.”

“Then,” said the farmer,
“stay away. YouTe creating

problems in the girl's life for
which there are no solutions!”

Michael fixed his attention
on Heddon’s grizzled face —a
face troubled by a mixture of
pain and anxiety.

“She can’t do the things oth-
er girls do — or at least she
won't be able to for long,” add-
ed Heddon, his voice almost
faded away entirely.

Michael blinked in bewilder-
ment. “Is she sick?”

Heddon nodded.

“What is it? Cant she be
helped? 1 have some money —
perhaps a specialist . . .”

The father shook his head
despondently. “It is hopeless.
Nothing can be done.”

“But surely o

The farmer interrupted ve-
hemently, “I tell you it’s hope-
less! The girl is beyond help!”

“I can’t believe that,” Mich-
ael protested hotly, growing
angry in spite of all contrary
intentions. “She looks well.”

“It's a different kind of sick-
ness.”

“Different how?” Michael
persisted.

“I think we've talked enough,”
Heddon snapped. He rose to
his feet and taced Michael. “I
want you to leave her alone. I
mean that,” he added menac-
ingly. “I intend to protect her
from pointless entanglements
that will only make her life
more difficult!”

“But that’s not fairl” cried
Michael. “She needs friends!
You can’t keep her just for
yourself! It’s not fair to Vert!”
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“You dont wunderstand!”
Heddon’s face - flickered with
ill-concealed anger and impa-
tience. “She’s very illl”.

Michael stared at him aghast.
“She isn’t going to "die?”

Heddon met his eyes coldly
and said in a voice tl"ylvat chilled
Michael to the bone, “I wish
it were as simple as that.”

Without another word, the
man picked up his gun and
walked away toward the shad-
owy cluster of farm buildings.

Michael found his way back
to the car. A strange mixture
of longing and dread flooded
his entire system. The mystery
enveloping this girl completely
dumbfounded him. What was
wrong with her? He had to find
out! Where could he begin?
Of coursel He should have
thought of it right away. His
uncle, Fred Lenner, was the
man to see. He was the oldest
doctor in town; for the first
thirty years of his practice he
had been the only physician
within a hundred mile radius.
Doc’s knowledge of the natives
in this small, close-mouthed
New Fngland district was un-
Earalleled. It was logical that
e might be the one man able
to help him penetrate the
heavy veil of mystery that iso-
lated the Heddon Farm, on
that forgotten country lane,
from all the other farms in the
area.

DOC LENNER greeted his

nephew warmly, but almost
immediately his expression of
pleasure was replaced by a
grave look of concern. “What
is it, Michael? Something trou-
bling you?”

“Yes, but it’s nothing you
can give me a pill for.”

“Ah . . .” Lenner patted him
on the shoulder — “then it must
be a matter of love.”

“No. Well, yes . . . Well, not
exactly . .~

The old man chuckled. “Yes,”
he confirmed, “it must be a
bad case of love.”

Michael plunEed directly in-
to the core of his problem.

“I saw a girl the other night,
uncle. A beautiful girll She was
in a field in the middle of the
night. I tried to talk to her
twice now, but her father
keeps running me off the pro-
perty.”

- “He sounds like a sensible,
proper-type father,” teased the
elderly doctor.

“He said she was sick — that
it would be useless to see her
again.”

“Who are they?”

“The girl said her name was
Heddon.

A retrospective frown cloud-
ed the older man’s face.

“You know them?” Michael
studied his uncle’s expression
anxiously. “Have you ever
treated herr”

“No,” said Lenner slowly, as
if rethreading his way through
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the tangled maze of bygone
years. “At least — not since the
day she was born.”

en was that? What hap-
pened?”

“I guess it was about twenty
years ago -- maybe a little less.
I came in one morning and
found a farmer in the waiting
room. He was the most frantic,
woeful looking man I had ever
seen. He held a newborn in-
fant in his arms. Without giv-
ing me a chance to take off my
coat, he followed me into the
consulting room and begged
me to examine his child.”

“What was wrong with the
baby?” Michael nervously lit a
cigarette.

Nothing! But the father
couldn’t bring himself to be-
lieve it. He asked me again
and again if the baby was ab-
solutely -normal. I assured him
repeatedly that it was as healthy
and lovely as any baby I had
ever seen. He clutched my
hands and broke into tears of
relief and gratitude. I remem-
ber the incident so well be-
cause when he had left with
the child I found a hundred
dollar bill on the examination
table — very unusual thing to
happen in those days.”

‘Where was the baby’s moth-
er?”

“I don’t know. He wouldn’t
tell me He said she didn’t re-

uire any medical attention.
%Jl in all he was very vague

abont the whole thing. I -
ered that he feared the ﬁby
might have inherited some
terrible affliction from which
the mother suffered.”

“You never heard anyone
else mention them?” asked
Michael.

“No. Of course I know that
there is a family named Hed-
don a few miles out of town
on the old country road. I
dont know if there is a Mrs.
Heddon or not. 1 dont think
anyone knows much about
them. Lenner watched Michael’s
troubled face silently a mo-
ment, then asked, “This Hed-
don girl — what does she look
likeP”

“She’s lovelyl The most
beautiful girl I've ever seenl
There’s something  spritelike
about her, a kind of magic and
charm that flits through your
fingers and imbeds itselt in
your mind.”

“And in your heart?” The
doctor smiled.

Michael crushed his cigarette
in the ashtray. “What kind of
disease could she have, uncle?
Her father is positive she can’t
be treated.”

“Some of these old farmers
are very set in their ways.
Many still dont put much
stock in this new-fangled trade
of medicine. You should know
how thick we New Englanders
can be, Michael.”

“Isn’t it possible that Vert
inherited her mother’s illness
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without it being evident at the
time of her birth?”

“Very  possible,” admitted
Lenner. “Especially so because
I never found out what it was
Mrs. Heddon did suffer from.
Many congenital diseases can’t
be detected from a superficial
examination. Tests have to be
made — clinical tests.”

“Perhaps Mrs. Heddon’s dis-
ease was incurable twen
years ago — but that doesn't
mean it couldn’t be treated to-
day. Maybe Mr. Heddon isn’t
even aware of the progress
medicine has madel”

“It’s possible,” agreed the
doctor. “Of course we'd have
to take a look at her. Who
knows what sort of trouble
she may have.”

“If T can convince Mr. Hed-
don to bring her in, would you
examine her, uncler”

The doctor smiled and nod-
ded. “T'll be here ‘when you
need me.” '

Michael jumped up and tore
out of the office. He stopped
by the house for Joe and they
drove out to the Heddon farm.

IT WAS JUST a little after
noon when Michael, accompa-
nied by Joe Carnes drove into
the Heddon yard. The chick-
ens ran squawking away from
the wheels. The geese scolded
angrily from the sidelines.
Michael jumped out of the car
and ran to the screen door of
the {armhouse. He tapped im-

patiently, looking around him
as he waited.

The farm was tidily kept
and in good repair. It was com-
posed of four buildings, all
clustered around the bamyard
where the car was parked.
Straight across from the farm-
house was an old, rambling,
clapboard bam with sloping
corners and sagging roof. A
low, neat poultry house with
a high, chigl’cen wire fence was
connected to the barm. Some-
what behind the henhouse,
but still in plain view of the
house, was the odd, massively
constructed fieldstone tower
he had seen a few days earlier
from the road. It reminded
Michael a little of the towers
of Medieval fortresses that he
had seen in pictures.

The tower Ead a heavy hand-
hewn oak door with a Iar&le,
old-fashioned iron bolt on the
outside that was slid shut.
Michael loocked back at Joe
who still sat in the car and saw
that his eyes too were glued
with misgivings on that partic-
ular bunilding.

Michael took the handle of
the screen door in his hand
rattled it.

“Who's there?™ Heddon’s
voice cut through the gloom
within the house.

“Could 1 talk with you a
minute, sir?”

“Who is it?”

“Michael Lenner, sir. I was
in your field last night.” Mich-
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ael could not keep his voice
from quaking.

The farmer appeared at the
door. His face was full of shad-
ows from the dim, dreary in-
terior light.

“I thought I made every-
thing perfectly clear last night,”
he said briskly.

“Mr. Heddon, please listen
to me.” Michael took a deep
breath and the words tumbled
out before the farmer could

rotest. “I spoke with my uncle
this morning — Doc Lenner.
He knows you. You went to
him when Vert was a baby.”

The farmer scratched his
chin and grumbled “Yes — and
ou can tell him from me —
e was a fooll”

“I don’t know what’s the
matter with your daughter,
sir, but if you'd just let a doc-
tor look at her — maybe she
could be helped.” Michael
swallowed and gazed hopeful-
ly into the farmer’s face. “Med-
icine has progressed. A lot can
be done to help people whose
cases were hopeless years back.
Vert may not have to suffer
like her mother . . ”

“What do you know about
her mother?”

“Nothing, sir. Only you seem
to suspect Vert is suffering
from the same disease. Maybe
it’s not hopeless like you think.”

The farmer began laughing.
It was the most dreadful, de-
spondent, despair-filled laugh
Michael had ever heard. With-

out warning, the laugh turmed
into hacking, uncontrollable
sobbing. Michael looked back
at Joe in confusion. He tried to
talk to Heddon again, but the
man was beside himself with
a grief very near hysteria.
“Where is Vert, Mr. Hed-
don. Please let me talk to her.
Let her decide. Let her decide
if she wants to come into town
to see my uncle. Please, Mr.

Heddon, please . . .” Michael
waited, Eolding his  breath
while the farmer collected

himself.

HEDDON SHOOK his head.
“You are kind, young man.
I can see that you care. I thank
you” Heddon gasped. He
seemed to be struggling for
breath.

“But where is she?” shouted
Michael.

“I have sent her away,” mut-
tered the farmer mechanically.

“Nol” Michael spun about
and his eyes searched the area
frantically for some sign of her.
“I don’t believe you!” He spied
the fieldstone tower. “You
keep her prisoner! You have
her locked in there!”

The farmer’s eyes flickered
with frenzy. His face grew pale
with panic. “No! No! No! Get
off mv land! Get off my land!”

Michael shoved him aside
and ran toward the strange
building. Joe jumped out of
the car and followed him.
Heddon began to pursue them,
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but halfway across the yard he
dropped to his knees and be-
gan clawing the earth in des-
pair. Finally he slumped to
the ground.

Michael drew back the bolt
of the oak door. It moved easi-
ly with an empty, clanging
sound. He pushed the door
open.

There was a small square
room filled with bales of peat-
moss. The floor of the room
was slimy and spotted with
streaks of mushroom clusters
that grew in the sour smelling
cracks of heaving earth. From
somewhere came the sound of
dripping water. The stench of
damp. festering air was over-
whelming,

On the right was a circular
stone staircase twisting its dank
and mossy way to the second
story. Toward the rear was
another door. It stood a few
inches ajar Michael saw it led
down to the cellar.

He moved toward the open
door. Joe tried to restrain him,
and being unsuccessful, fol-
lowed him. Wooden steps (the
edges of which had long since
rotted and crumbled away)
led down into the cavernous
black hollow. A shiny rivulet
of black river cascaded down
the steps near the wall

Michael stepped onto the
first step and tried his weight
on it. The board wailed and
creaked, but it did not collapse.
He tried the next step. His

hand groped along the earth
wall besitfe the stairs. Joe fol-
lowed reluctantly. They de-
scended slowly into this strange,
grave-like cellar, lighting match-
es along the way.

On the bottom they found
that the walls and floors were
of earth. A dark, frothing, un-
derground spring severed the
floor area and gurgled discon-
sonantly through a clay pipe
that had been inserted into the
he el d

¢ cellar appeared cmpty.
They scanned the corners, the
rough crevices where boulders
protruded beyond the wall. No

one was in the cellar.
Joe pulled on Michael's
sleeve and started back up the

stairs. Michael turned to follow.
The wood of the stairs was
spongy from the damp, corros-
ive atmosphere of the -cellar.
The steps groaned and hissed
under Joe’s weight. Michael
bent forward and strained to
hear. There was another sound!
A sound of seraping, like sticks
scratching a shiuﬁe roof.

Joe looked back at him. It
was obvious he had caught the
sound too. “What do you think
that was?” His voice quavered
unsteadily.

Michael peered reluctantly
down at the uninviting dark-
ness of the cellar. “I don’t
know. It sounded like branches
scraping on a wall. Maybe the
wind has picked up outside.”

“You kicfdingl How would
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you hear it down here? There
aren’t any windows.” Joe waved
to Michael to follow him. “Let’s
get out of here.”

They mounted two more
steps. The brushing sound
picked up intensity. They stop-
ped to listen.

“Could the girl be down here
somewhere — maybe tied up
or something?” whispered Joe.

They stared at each other in
horror. Joe rose to the next
step. There was a dull, wheez-
ing crunch. The board of the
step collapsed and dropped in
the dark hollow behind the
stairs.

“Are _you all right?” cried
Michael, bracing his friend.

THF. SCRAPING sound, a
sound almost as if someone
were sweeping with an old-
fashioned brush broom, was
distinctly louder. Joe took out
his book of matches and struck
one. The pale flickering glow
bit timidly into the dismal
gloom. Michael grabbed Joe's
wrist and pushed it closer to
the opening created by the
fallen %eoa.rf Wildly, furiously,
the intensity of the scratching
increasred! The matchlight flut-
tered and extinguished!

Michael grabbed the book
of matches out of Joe’s hand
and lit another. He thrust his
hand into the opening and
peered inside. His eyes strain-
ed to penetrate the wall of
shadows.

Suddenly the little flame
sputtered and threw a glow on
something moving in a dark
corner. He saw — and the gasp
strangled in his throat!

Crouched in that far comer
under the stairs was a treel
Yet it was not a tree — its
branches were waving like
tentacled arms. Its wooden
bark-covered legs were rooted
fibrously into the soil beneath
it. The whole body was a mas-
sive trunk structure covered
with nubbly, coarse, flaking
brown bark . . . and this tree
had a facel A woman’s facel

Michael was trembling with
fear, but he had to see. He lit
another match. The face looked
toward them — a face filled
with sorrow.

Their presence and the light
seemed to excite the Tree
Woman. The barren brittle
branches thrashed about her
violently. A kind of wooing,
wailing whistle seemed to es-
cape the hideous mouth. The
hair, a kind of stringy moss
or fungus, hung in gray strands
about her forehead.

A rat, frightened by their in-
trusion, scurried across the
floor and burrowed into the
base of the semi-human tree
form. The eyes of the unfor-
tunate Tree Woman stared
down in dismay. Michael gasp-
ed. Joe turned away and leaned
sobbing against the wall.

A woman’s scream pierced
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the air. Michael's eyes darted
to the steps above Joe. Vert
stood there, her eyes wide
with horror.

“What is it?” Her whole
body shook with fear and re-
vulsion.. “What is it?”

SUDDEN LANTERN light
dissolved the darkmess. At the
head of the stairs stood Vert’s
father — his face streaked with
tears and ashen white. His
voice coiled round them and
echoed in the hollow below.
“I warned you! I warned youl!”
He approached slowly, labori-
ously. “I wanted to spare you,”
he wailed, his eyes fixed sor-
rowfully on Vert. “I tried to
keep it from you as long as I
could.”

“What do you mean?” Vert
grasped his arm. “What has
that thin% down there to do
with me?

“Your .

. your motherl”

Heddon crumpled limply on
the steps. Joe caught the light
and lifted it high. Michael
looked at Vert . . .

Weak, exhausted, he slump-
ed back against the wall. Some-
where, someone was scream-
ing. Vert. Her hands were
pressed trembling to her tem-
ples.

Vert’s hands were already
the color of tree bark. Her
fingernails were crusty with
bark cells. Her ankles were
brown and fla with bark.
. . « And Michael Lenner knew
that the child of that mother
was gradually, steadily begin-
ning to resemble the grotesque
Tree Woman. And he, Michael,
knew — as did Heddon — that
there was nothing that man,
nor science, nor all the powers
musterable by man and his
mind, could do to stop this
transformation.
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MANY YEARS AGO, as ev-
enin§ was closing in, the ven-
erable Pedro Arbuez d’Espila,
sixth prior of the Dominicans
of Segovia, and third Grand
Inquisitor of Spain, followed
by a fra redemptor, and preced-
ed by two familiars of the Holy
Office, the latter carrying lan-
terns, made their way to a sub-
terranean dungeon. The bolt of
a massive door creaked, and
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they entered a mephitic in pace,
where the dim light revealed
between rings fastened to the
wall a bloodstained rack, a bra-
zier, and a jug. On a pile of
straw, loaded with fetters and
his neck encircled by an iron
carcan, sat a haggard man, of
uncertain age, clothed in rags.

This prisoner was no other
than Rabbi Aser Abarbanel, a
Jew of Aragon, who — accused
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of usury and pitiless scorn for
the poor — had been daily sub-
jected to torture for more than
a year. Yet “his blindness was
as dense as his hide,” and he
refused to deny his faith.

Proud of a filiation datin
back thousands of years, prou
of his ancestors — for all Jews
worthy of the name are vain of
their blood — he descended
Talmudically from Othoniel and
consequently from Ipsiboa, the
wife of the last judge of Israel,
a circumstance which had sus-
tained his courage amid inces-
sant torture. With tears in his
eyes at the thought of this reso-
lute soul reiectingr salvation,
the venerable Pedro Arbuez
d’Espila, approaching the shud-
dering rabbi, addressed him as
follows:

“My son, rejoice: your trials
here ﬁelow are about to end. If
in the presence of such obsti-
nag I was forced to permit,
with deep regret, the use of
great severity, my task of fra-
ternal correction has its limits.
You are the fig tree which, hav-
ing failed so many times to bear
fruit, at last withered, but God
alone can judge your soul. Per-
haps Infinite Mercy will shine
upon you at the last moment!
We must hope so. There are
examples. So sleep in peace to-
night. Tomorrow you will be
included in the auto da fe: that
is, you will be exposed to the
quemadero, the symbolic flames
of the Everlasting Fire: it burns,

as you know, only at a distance,
my son; and Death is at least
two hours (often three) in com-
ing, on account of the wet, iced
bandages with which we protect
the heads and hearts of the con-
demned. There will be forty-
three of you. Placed in the last
row you will have time to in-
voke God and offer to Him this
baptism of fire, which is of the
Holy Spirit. Hope in the Light,
and rest.”

WITH THESE words, having
signed to his companions to un-
chain the prisoner, the prior
tenderly embraced him. Then
came the turn of the fra redemp-
tor, who, in a low tone, entreat-
ed the Jew's forgiveness for
what he had made him suffer
for the purpose of redeeming
him; then the two familiars si-
lently kissed him. This ceremony
over, the captive was left, soli-
tary and bewildered, in the
darkness.

Rabbi Aser Abarbanel, with
parched lips and visage worn by
suffering, at first gazed at the
closed door with vacant eyes.
Closed? The word unconsciously
roused a vague fancy in his
mind, the fancy that he had
seen for an instant the light of
the lanterns through a chink
between the door and the wall.
A morbid idea of hope, due to
the weakness of his brain, stir-
red his whole being. He dragged
himself toward the strange ap-
pearance. Then, very gently
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and cautiously, slipping one
finger into the crevice, he drew
the door toward him. Marvelous!
By an extraordinary accident
the familiar who closed it had

turned the huge key an instant

before it struck the stone cas-
ing, so that the rusty bolt not
having entered the hole, the
door again rolled on its hinges.

The rabbi ventured to glance
outside. By the aid of a sort of
luminous dusk he distinguished
at first a semicircle of walls in-
dented by winding stairs; and
opposite to him, at the top of
five or six stone steps, a sort of
black portal, opening into an
immense corridor, whose first
arches only were visible from
below.

Stretching himself flat he
crept to the threshold. Yes, it
was really a corridor, but end-
less in length. A wan light il-
lumined it: lamps suspended
from the vaulted ceiling light-
ened at intervals the dull hue
of the atmosphere — the distance
was veiled in shadow. Not a
single door appeared in the
whole extent! Only on one side,
the left, heavily grated loop-
holes, sunk in the walls, admit-
ted a light which must be that
of evening, for crimson bars at
intervals rested on the flags of
the pavement. What a terrible
silence! Yet, yonder, at the far
end of that passa%e there might
be a doorway of escapel The
Jew’s vacillating hope was ten-
acious, for it was the last one.

Without hesitating, he ven-
tured on the flags, keeping
close under the loopholes, try-
ing to make himself part of the
blackness of the long walls. He
advanced slowly, dragging him-
self along on his breast, forcing
back the cry of pain when some
raw wound sent a keen pang
throu‘fh his whole body.

Suddenly the sound of a san-
daled foot approaching reached
his ears. He trembled violently,
fear stifled him, his sight grew
dim. Well, it was over, no
doubt. He pressed himself into
a niche and, half lifeless with
terror, waited.

It was a familiar hurrying
along. He passed swiftly by,
holding in his clenched hand
an instrument of torture — a
frightful figure — and vanisheed.
The sus&)ense which the rabbi
had endured seemed to have
suspended the functions of life,
and he lay nearly an hour un-
able to move. Fearing an in-
crease of tortures if he were
captured, he thought of returm-
ing to his dungeon. But the old
hope whisgzre in his soul that
divine perhaps, which comforts
us in our sorest trials. A miracle
had happened. He could doubt
no longer. He began to crawl
toward the chance of escape.
Exhausted by suffering and
hunger, trembling with pain, he
pressed onward. The sepulchral
corridor, seemed to Ilengthen
mysteriously, while he, still ad-
vancing, gazed into the gloom
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where there must be some ave-
nue of escape.

Oh! oh! He again heard foot-
steps, but this time they were
slower, more heavy. The white
and black forms of two inquisi-
tors appeared, emerging from
the obscurity beyond. They
were conversing in low tones,
and seemed to be discussing
some important subject, for
they were gesticulating vehe-
mently.

At this spectacle Rabbi Aser
Abarbanel closed his eyes; his
heart beat so violently that it
almost suffocated him; his rags
were damp with the cold sweat
of agony. He lay motionless by
the wai{ his mouth wide open,
under the rays of a lamp, pray-
ing to the God of David.

JUST OPPOSITE to him the
two inquisitors paused under
the light of the lamp — doubt-
less owing to some accident
due to the course of their argu-
ment. One, while listening to
his companion, gazed at the
rabbi! And, beneath that look —
whose absence of expression
the hapless man did not at first
notice — he fancied he again
felt the burning pincers scorch
his flesh, he was to be once
more a living wound. Fainting,
breathless, with fluttering eye-
lids, he shivered at the touch
of the monk’s floating robe. But
— strange, yet natural fact —

the inquisitor’s gaze was evi- .

dently that of a man deeply ab-

sorbed in his intended reply, en-
ossed by what he was hearing;
is eyes were fixed — and seem-
ed to look at the Jew without
seeing him.

In fact, after the lapse of a
few minutes, the two gloomy
figures slowly pursued their
way, still conversing in low
tones, toward the place whence
the prisoner had come. He had
not been seen! Amid the horri-
ble confusion of the rabbi's
thoughts, the idea darted
through his brain: “Can I be
already dead that they did not
see mer” A hideous impression
roused him from his lethargy:
in looking at the wall against
which his face was pressed, he
imagined he beheld two fierce
eyes watching him! He flung
his head back in a sudden fren-
zy of fright, his hair fairly bristl-
ing! Yet, nol No. His hand
Eoped over the stones: it was

e reflection of the inquisitor’s
eyes, which had been reflected
from two spots on the wall.

Forward! He must hasten to-
ward that goal which he fancied
(absurdly, no doubt) to be de-
liverance, toward the darkness
from which he was now barely
thirty gaces distant. He pressed
forward faster on his knees, his
hands, at full length, draggin
himself painfully along, an
soon entered the dark portion of
this terrible corridor.

SUDDENLY THE poor
wretch felt a gust of cold air on
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the hands resting upon the
flags; it came from under the
little door to which the two
walls led.

Oh, Heaven, if that door
should open outward. Eve
nerve in the miserable fugitive’s
body thrilled with hope. He
examined it from top to bottom,
though scarcely able to disting-
uish its outlines in the surrouns-
ing darkness. He passed his hand
over it: no bolt, no lock! a latchl!
He started up, the latch yield-
ed to the pressure of his thumb:
the door silently swung open
before him, .

“Halleluial” murmured the
rabbi in a transport of gratitude
as, standing on the threshold,
he beheld the scene before him.

The door had opened into
the gardens, above which arch-
ed a starlit sky, into spring, li-
berty, life! It revealed the neigh-
boring fields, stretching toward
the sierras, whose sinuous blue
lines were relieved against the
horizon. Yonder lay freedom!
Oh, to escape! He would jour-
ney all night through the lemon
groves, whose fragrance reach-
ed him. Once in the mountains
and he was safel He inhaled the
delicious air; the breeze revived
him, his lungs expanded! He
felt in his swelling heart the
Veni foras of Lazurus! And to
thank once more the God Who
had bestowed this mercy upon

him, he extended his arms rais-
ing his eyes toward Heaven. It
was an ecstasy of joyl

Then he fanciecf ﬁe saw the
shadow of his arms approach
him — fancied that he felt these
shadowy arms inclose, embrace
him — and that he was pressed
tenderly to someone’s breast. A
tall figure actually did stand
directly before him. He lowered
his eyes — and remained motion-
less, %asping for breath, dazed,
with fixed eyes, fairly driveling
with terror.

Horror! He was in the clas
of the Grand Inquisitor himself,
the venerable Pedro Arbuez
d’Espila, who gazed at him with
tearful eyes, like a good shep-
herd finding a stray lamb.

The dark-robed E.lﬂESt pressed
the hapless Jew to his heart with
so fervent an outburst of love,
that the edge of the monochal
haircloth rubbed Dominican’s
breast. And while Aser Abarnel
with protruding eyes gasped in
agony in the ascetic’s embrace,
vaguely comprehending that
all the phases of this fatal even-
ing were only a prearranged
torture, that of HOPE, the
Grand Inquisitor, with an ac-
cent of touching reproach and a
look of consternation, murmured
in his ear, his breath parched
and burning from long fasting:

“What, my son! On the eve,
perchance, of salvation — you
wished to leave us?”
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JAMISON ALVARDE, the knew it; the neat, white-starch-
noted interior decorator, was ed nurse — almost waspish in
dying. His family physician- her impersonal devotion to her
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professional duties — knew it;
the eminent graduate of Hop-
kins and Vienna, called into
consultation, whose fee would
be more than the annual main-
tenance of a poor ward in the
City Hospital, knew it; Alvar-
de’s rext of kin, a niece and
nephew,  hastily summoned
from halfway across the conti-
nent, knew it; and — which
was most important of all —
Jamison Alvarde knew it.

The last rays of the Decem-
ber sun slanted through the
casement of the sick man’s
room, fallinF directly upon the
bed and illuminating his face
as though with a rosy spotlight.
This was fitting and proper,
since he was the principal char-
acter in the short tragedy about
to be acted.

It was not an ill-looking face

the afternoon sun bent its brief
valedicto on. Jamison Al-
varde’s plentiful hair was iron-
‘gTra_v in color, and swept ug
om his high, placid forehea
in an even-crested pompadour.
His eyebrows were heavy and
intensely black, and the deep-
set eyes beneath them were as
ay as frosted glass. While
is long illness had etched fine
lines about the corners of his
eyes and at the ends of his
narrow lips, it had not robbed
his cheeks of their rich, olive
coloring, and even in the ante-
chamber of death his mouth
retained its firm, almost cruel,
set.
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In a far comer of the room,
the family physician whispered
fussily to the next of kin. Wait-
ing for a patient to die is tire-
some business, especially when
one is hungry and when one
expects to have roast lamb
with caper sauce for dinner.

*Yes, yes!” he was saying.
“Mr. Alvarde has had a great
deal of trouble the last year, a
very great deal of trouble. He
has never been the same since
that terrible affliction fell upon
his wife and his friend at his
country place in the Highlands.
A tragedy, my dear young
friends, a very great tragedy;
quite enough to break anyone’s
health. I've no doubt that Mr.
Alvarde’s present illness is di-
rectly traceable to that — er —

unfortunate  occurrence; no
doubt whatever.”
Alvarde’s wasted, mnervous

hands paused a minute in their
restless fumbling at the bed-
clothes. His thin, straight lips
twisted a moment in an inscrut-
able smile, and his pale lids
slowly lowered till they nearly
hid his roving gray eyes. With
that unwonted sharpening of
the senses which often comes to
those weakened in body, he
had heard the doctor’s whis-
pered conversation.

The mention of that June
morning when his wife and
friend had been discovered in
their rooms, hopelessly imbe-
cile, brought no grimace of
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horror to the sick man’s face.
Rather, he smiled whimsically
to himself, as if there were
something not altogether un-
pleasing to him in the memory.

The afternoon sun sank be-
hind the line of hills across
the river. The great specialist
got into his fur-lined overcoat
and his imported motor car
and diove home. The family
phlysician left instructions to be
called immediately there was
any change in Mr. Alvarde’s
condition and went home to
his lamb and capers. The next
of kin tiptoed downstairs to
dinner, and Jamison Alvarde
was left alone with his thoughts
and the white-clad nurse.

“Nurse,” Alvarde raised him-
self slightly on one elbow,
“open the lower left-hand
drawer of the desk and bring
me the little black book you'll
find there. .

“Now give me my fountain
pen, please,” he directed, when
the sharp-featured girl had
brought the book and adjusted
the pillows behind his back.

The nurse withdrew to the
window, watching the last spots
of sunlight on the river, and
Alvarde commenced to scrib-
ble on the flyleaf of the book
before him. As he wrote — dif-
ficulty, for he was very weak
— the same faintly reminiscent
smile he had worn in the after-
noon settled again on his tight-
pressed li]i;s.

Half, three-quarters, of an

hour his pen traveled laborious-
3}1 over the book’s blank leaf;

en, with a faint sigh of satis-
faction, as at a task well done,
Jamison Alvarde lay back up-
on his pillows.

The nurse crossed the room
to remove the book and pen,

aused a second, loking into

er patient’s face, then hurried
to the telephone to call the
family physician.

She might have saved herself
the trouble and allowed the
good doctor to finish his din-
ner in peace. Jamison Alvarde
had no need of his services, or
of any other physician’s. Jami-
son Alvarde was dead.

THE CUSTOMARY three
days elapsed, and in the morn-
ing of the fourth they took
Jamison Alvarde from his resi-
dence gn the Drive to a new
home in Shadow Lawns. It was
a very stylish and dignified
funeral, for Alvarde had left a
respectable estate, and the
high-priced funeral director
who conducted the obsequies
understood his business thor-
oughly.

On the fifth evening Alvar-
de’s attorney — a dapper little
man, much addicted to wing
collars and neat, double-breast-
ed jackets — called and read
his deceased client’s last will
and testament to the next of
kin, who, as was expected,
roved also to be his residuary
egatees, one-third of the es-
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tate having been left the dead
man’s wife. Then the lawyer
took up the business of straight-
ening out Alvarde’s affairs.

“It will be necessary,” he in-
formed them, stuffing the will
back into his saddle-leather
brief-bag, “to let me have all
your uncle’s papers which are
in the house.

“The only papers- of Uncle
amison’s we found in the

ouse are bound in a little
black book,” the niece remark-
ed. “He’'d been writing in it
just before he died.”

When the little book was
forthcominﬁ and he had tuck-
ed it in his overcoat pocket,
the lawyer seated himself in
his automobile and started on
his homeward trip. Before the
motor had traversed two blocks
he took out the slender volume
and opened it. He was no
waster of time; his capacity for
making every minute count
had won him his enviable
standing at the bar.

The first words which struck
his eye were written in a weak,
straggling hand — the words
Jamison Alvarde had penned
on the night of his death.

“What the devill” the law-
yer exclaimed as he slowly
spelt out the sprawling char-
acters of the inscription. “Did
the old fool try to make anoth-
er will on his death-bed?”

I, Jamison Alvarde, being of
sound mind and memory (which is

more than some I know are), but
bei::ng1 weakened in body, and about
to die, do declare tﬂe following
statement to be the true explanation
of the mental derangement which
occurred to my wife, Edith, and
my friend, Hector Fuller, at my
country place last summer.

My one regret in Bﬁubl.ishing this
memoir is that I shall not be pre-
sent to hear the comments of the
fools who have sympathized with
me in my “affliction.”

JAMISON ALVARDE.

“Humph,” the lawyer turn-
ed the scribbled fly-leaf over.
Following the leaf upon which
the scrawling introduction was
scratched, the book was writ-
ten in a firm, clear hand, the
hand Alvarde had penned in
health. The pages were filled
with detached paragraphs, like
diary entries, but undated. The
first sheet was torn diagonally
across, so that the first sentence
was incomplete.

& L] o

. somewhat cool for this
time of year. Excepting the
tower, the house is Eﬂly com-
pleted, and we shall live here
while the carpenters are finish-
ing up.

I have asked Hector Fuller
up for the weekend. Edith
rotested against his coming;
or, with every woman’s loatﬁ-
ing of the unattainable, she
has taken his impregnable
bachelorhood as a deliberate
affront. But Fuller is my friend,
and whether Edith is pleased
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with his visit or not is of no
moment to me. This is my
house and EQdith is my wife;
and I mean to be master of
both.

FULLER CAME this after-
noon. T watched Edith narrow-
ly when she greeted him, for
I had determined to cut her
allowance in two if she were
discourteous to him. She blush-
ed to the roots of her hair
when she gave him her hand,
and his face colored, too. Full-
er looked uncomfortably at me
out of the cormer of his eye,
and T caught a sidelong glance
from Edith which reminded
me of the look Regina, my
Irish setter, gives me when
she knows I am about to beat
her for worrying the £0u1try. I
was sorry for Fuller; having to
be polite to a hostess who dis-
likes you must be uncomforta-
ble business.

FULLER IS a sly old dog!
Pretending misogynist that he
is, always preaching the joys
of an Fveless Eden, I've caught
him red-handed in a flirtation
with some silly woman — and,
I believe, a married one, at
that.

This afternoon 1 came in
late from inspecting the deco-
rations of the Grayson mansion
drawing-room, and as I was
about to mount the stairs I
noticed a bit of folded paper
lying on the floor. The sight

of this trash on my hall calipet
angered me; I hate such clut-
ter and disorder.

I was about to pitch the
scrap of paper in the fireplace
when T noticed that it was
house stationery and was writ-
ten on. I opened it and recog-
nized Fuller’s writing.

My darling:

The ordeal was terrible. How I
hate to have to pretend; how you
hate it; how I hate to see you oblig-
ed to do it!l If only you-know-who
would go away, so that we could
cast aside this hideous mask, how
ha%)y we could bel

y dear, there are not words
enough in all the languages com-
bined to tell you how I love you.
I'd rather kiss the print of your lit-
tle foot in the dust than the lips of
any other woman on earth. Oh, if
only that brute could be got rid of!

Onld\; a few more days, dear one,
and the ghastly comed we'rswﬁla‘);
ing will finished. en I wi
at liberty to meet you once more at
the old accustom slaoe.

My darling, my darling, I love
you!

HEecror.

“Hm!” I muttered, as I

shoved the slushy thing into my
jacket pocket. “That ‘brute’
they’re so anxious to be rid of
is undoubtedly the lady’s hus-
band. Abuse the husband to
flatter the wife, every time!”
We husbands are always
brutes once were pledged,
with bell, book and candle, to
provide a living for some worth-
less female. We're precious
enough before they’ve put their
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halter on us, though, I've no-
ticed!] 1 dare say Edith thinks
me 3 brute, though the devil
knows it keeps my nose to the
grindstone, paying for her frip-
peries.

I found Fuller in his room,
dressing for dinner, and gave
him his note.

“Next time, don’t be so care-
less with your billets damour,”
I cautiomed. “Someone might
find it and pass it along to her
husband, you know.”

The shot went home. Fuller
turned as pale as if a ghost
had entered the room with me,
and faced about with a spring,
as though expecting me to at-
tack him.

“l suppose youll demand
that I leave the house immedi-
ately®” he asked, when he saw
that I had no immediate inten-
tion of assaulting him.

I laughed. “My dear boy,” I
told him, “it’'s a matter of per-
fect indifference to me how
much you protest your hatred
of the sex in public and flirt
with them in private. Only
youre so ungodly absent-mind-
ed with your mash notes! I
found that gummy thing of
yours lying in plain sight on
the hall floor. Is your brain so
addled with love of the fair
one that you forget to post
your letters to her?”

He regarded me a moment
as a condemned criminal might
the messenger who brings his

reprieve, and jammed the note
into his waistcoat pocket.

“Thanks, old man,” he gulp-
ed. “Awfully %ood of you to
bring it to mel”

“Oh, that’s all right!” I as-
sured him as I started to m
own room to dress. “Dont
bother about thanking me.”

Funny, what a doddering
fool love can make of a sensi-
ble man like Fuller.

I WISH FULLER would
use more discretion in his
choice of a light o’ love. She
uses lily of the valley.

Lily of the valley is the one
thing about which Edith has
defied me. Time and again
I've crdered her never to bring
the pestilent stuff into my
house, and every time Tve
found a phial of it on her dress-
ing-table I've flung it out the
window; yet her hair, her
fingertips and her lingerie
fairlv reek with it, despite my
commands.

I came out late from town
this evening, and Grigsby, the
butler, informed me that Full-
er had dropped out during the
afternoon and had put ug in
his wusual room. I stopped in
his quarters for a little chat
before going to bed. He had
already turmed in, but was
still awake. His clothes were
sprawled all over the room in
the careless way he always
throws them when he crawls
into bed, and I had no choice
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but to share the same chair
with his dinner jacket.

I'd scarcely gotten seated
and lighted a cigar when I be-
gan to notice the unpleasant
proximity of lily of the valley
scent. At first I couldn’t make
out where the annoying odor
came from, but a few sniffs
localized its source. Fuller’s

dinner jacket was redolent with

the perfume.

“No doubt you find it very
comforting to have your lady
love rest her head on your
shoulder,” I grumbled, “but,
for heaven’s sake, why don't
you %et her to use some other
scent? I loathe this stuff as the
devil does holy water.”

He gaped at me like a gold-
fish viewing the sunlight
through the walls of an aquari-
um.

“What d’ye mean, ‘some oth-
er scent?” he asked. “I don’t
follow you.”

*Why, this infernal lily of
the valley.” I tapped the scent-
ed shoulder of his jacket in ex-
planation. “I hate it more than
any other smell this side of H.
S. Edith uses it until 1 think,
sometimes, I'll have to commit
suicide — or murder — to get
rid of it”

Fuller's eyes widened like
a cat’s in the twilight.

“D-does Edith — Mrs. Al-
varde - use that perfume?” he
stammered.

“Yowre devilish well right,
she does, ad nauseam!” 1 growl-

ed as I got up. “And for the
Lord’s sake, get your woman
to use something else. It’s bad
enough to have Edith scenting
up the place, without your
lugging a lot of the stuff in
on your clothes.”

I HAVE THOUGHT the
whole matter over very care-
fully. I shall kill them both,

The scales fell from my eyes
tonight (perhaps I would bet-
ter say they were snatched
from my eyes) and I see what
a blind, fatuous, doting cuck-
old I have been for the fiend
only knows how long. The
shame of it is maddening.

Spring has broken early this
year and summer is upon us;
the roses in the lower garden
are budding out, and the dou-
ble row of dogwood trees which
flanks the drive is festival-clad
in a white surplice of blossoms.

The decorations of the Gray-
son house were all completed
today, but I had to stay late
catching up a few loose ends,
so that it was well after dark
when I reached home.

Fuller was out on one of the
visits which have become
rather frequent of late, and he
and FEdith had dined when 1
arrived. She was in the music
room, strumming idly on the
piano and singing softly to her-
self when 1 passed through
the hall. Fuller had gone to
his room for some reason or
other. I could hear the sickly
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sentimental refrain of the pop-
ular ballad she was thrumming
as I went up the stairs:

There’s a kiss that you get from

a E
Thf)rei] s a kiss that you get from

aq,
There’s a kiss that you get from

Mother,
'I'.h]:::; the first real kiss you've
There's a kiss with a tender mean-
mg,
Other kisses you recall;

But the kisses I get from you, sweet-
eart,
Are the sweetest kisses of all.

Something in the spring air,
the shower of pearl moonbeams
I'd just driven through, or the
appealing lilt of the song down-
stairs — perhaps all three —
set my pulses throbbing at an
unwonted tempo; I climbed the
last ten steps humming the
silly words under my breath:

There's a kiss with a tender meaning,
Other kisses you recall. : 4

In his room across the hall
from mine Fuller was moving
about, alternately  whistling
and humming the same banal
refrain. The words came softly
through the closed door of his
room:

Other kisses you recall,
But the kisses I get from you, sweet-
heart,
Are the sweetest kisses of all.

Strange how a snatch of
song on a spring evening will
carry a mans mind back to

scenes he has never thought to
see reflected on his memory’s
screen again. As I knotted my
tie T remembered my first
sweetheart, pretty and blue-
eyed and b})onde. I used to
have a trick of pulling off her
]g110ve when 1 brought her
ome from some party, and kiss-
ing all five of Eer pink little
fingers.

Poor Elsie; when her hus-
band died he left no insurance
and God knows how many
children. She came to me for
help, but she had no business
qualifications, couldn’t even
type; so there was nothing I
could do for her.

Then there was another girl
— a slender thing with a paint-
ed face, a robemaker’s mani-
kin. Her masculine acquaint-
ances had been the sort who
wear colored derby hats and
converse in terms of the race-
track and poolroom. I was the
first man of breeding she had
known, and she was as grate-
ful for the common or garden
variety of courtesy as a stray
dog for a scrap of meat.

She knew only one medium
of exchange, and her timid
little offers of passion were
pitiful to see.

I gave her three hundred
dollars: rather a handsome set-
tlement, considering our re-
spective positions. A child
more or less doesn’t matter to
her kind. .. . I've often won-
dered what became of her .
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FULLER WAS STILL sing-
ing to himself when I finished
dressing and went down to the
dining-room. Edith had left
the house and was sitting on a
stone bench at the lower end
of the terrace, watching the
boats go by on the river below.
In her white dinner frock, with
the moonlight on her arms and
shoulders, she was almost as
pale as the marble Psyche at
the other end of the walk.

A chilly breath of wind swept
up from the river, rustling the
dogwood blossoms and shaking
the scrim curtains at the din-
ing-room windows. Edith felt
it as it passed and shivered a
little.

“She’ll be cold without her
wrap,” I speculated as I poured
mgsel{ a stiff appetizer of Irish
whisky and rang for Grigsby
to serve dinner.

A bar from the song recurred
to me:

Tiere's a kiss with a tender mean-

ing . ..
But the kisses I et from you, sweet-
heart . . .

I went into the music-room,
picked up Edith’s China-silk
scarf, and stepped through the
French window to the lawn.

Walking quietly across the
short-cut grass, I approached
her from the rear, softly hum-
ming the refrain.

“But the kisses I get from you,
sweetheart, are the sweetest

kisses of all,” I finished aloud,
dropping the shawl over her
narrow shoulders, putting m

hands over her eyes, and iencf:
ing forward to kiss her full up-
on the lips.

Her white, thin hands flew
ug from her lap and clasped
about my neck, drawing my
cheek close to hers.

“Oh!” she cried, and the ex-
clamation was about a sob, “my
dear, my dear, I've been think-
ing vou'd never come! I've been
so lonesome.”

Then she struck me playfull
on the cheek and gave a snitf
of disapproval.

“Hector,” she scolded, “you’ve
been drinking that horrid Irish
whisky, and you know how 1
hate it. He uses it!”

I released her eyes and
sprang back, livid with fury.
But my mind worked with the
agility of a leaping cat. Before
Edith had time to recover from
the horror the discovery of her
error had given her. I had
landed fairly on my mental
feet.

I threw back my head and
laughed; laughed naturally,
laughed uproariously.

“By the Lord Harry, old girl,”
I cried, pounding my thigh in
a perfect paroxysm of counter-
feit mirth, “that’s the best joke
I've heard you spring in years!
Everyone knows you hate Hec-
tor Fuller worse than a hen
hates a rainstorm, and now
you call me by his name and
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Eretend you thought you were
issing him!” Again I rocked
forward in a spasm of laughter.
“And I can just about imagine
how youd have written the
ten commandments on his face
with your nails if it really had
been Fuller!”

All the while I was watching
her as a snake does a bird, not-
ing the look of blank amazement
which slowly replaced the ter-
rified gaze she had first turned
to me when she discovered her
mistake.

“Let’s go in the house and
have some music; it’s too cold
for you out here, dear,” I con-
cluded, as soon as I had calmed
down my mock amusement.

She rose as obediently as a
well-trained dog and accompa-
nied me across the lawn in si-
lence. But she shuddered
slightly as I put my arm about
her. Women have no control
of their emotions.

While I smoked three or four
cigarettes, she played and sang
for me, and then, pleading a
headache — the old, threadbare
excuse of all her sex since Eve
first left the garden — begged
leave to go up to bed.

I let her go and went out to
the stable. I harnessed the cob
to the village cart and drove
furiously along the country
lanes for three hours, lashing
the horse fiercely whenever he
dropped out of a gallop. The
poor brute was nearly found-
ered when I turned him home:

but T was as raging wild as
ever.

I have thought the whole
matter over very carefully. I
shall kill them both.

LAST NIGHT I said I should
kill them both. Today I know
I must kill them, or they will
surely kill me. A sentence from
Fuller’s treacherous note to
Edith has been pounding in
my head all day with the mon-
ocfy of a funeral dirge:

“. . . if that brute could only be
got rid ofl”

When faithless wives and
false friends conspire to be rid
of an inconvenient husband
the number of his days is ap-
pointed. The dockets of our
criminal courts bear eloquent
testimony of that.

A weakling would seek di-
vorce as the easy solution of
my difficulty; but I am no
maudlin fool, ready to efface
myself, leaving the way clear
for them to flaunt their tri-
umph and my dishonor before
the world.

I must be very careful in my
execution of these two. Except
for them, no one must suspect
my vengeance; for it is no part
of my plan to die like a felon
for having exacted the justice
which the law denies me.

I must kill them, but I must
be careful — very careful.
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IF I WERE a superstitious
man I should say that the Fates
have decided to aid me in the
furtherance of my plans. While
I was lunching at the Republi-

ue today, Howard Enright
ropped into the chair opposite
me. I greeted him sourly
enough, for I was in no mood
for conversation, but he refused
to be rebuffed.

He is just back from an ex-
tended tour of the East, where
he has picked up enough ex-

ensive junk for his house to
ill three museums and impo-
verish half a dozen millionaires.
Despite my curt answers, he
rambled on about the thousand
and one objets de vertu he'd
lugged haifway around the
woﬁd, until I was ready to be-
lieve that he’d brought the
whole Arabian Nights home
with him. Othello’s tales of

. . . anthropophagi,
And men whose heads do grow be-
low their shoulders,

were hackneyed beside the
wonders Enright would display
at his galleries.

He had a jade Buddha that
caught and held the sunlight
until the beholder was ready
to swear that the image was
filled with living fire. He had
lachrymatories from Persia —
tall, spindle-necked bottles,
coming in pairs, into which
the Persian widows wept, that
the fullness of the bottles might

be an outward and visible sign
of the fullness of their grief
at their husbands’ taking-off.
He had a great fan from Korea,
where there was an ancient
custom that no widow might
remarry till her husband’s
grave was dry. The fan, he ex-
lained, was to be used by the
ady in hastening the aridness
of her lord’s burial mound. He
had bits of porcelain from the
dynasties of Han and Ming —
things so fragile that the Chi-
nese called them “frozen air,”
and so precious that they were
worth their weight in rubies.

I was thorou%hly bored by
his graphic cataloguing of the
stock of his junkshop, and had
given up the attempt to stifle
a yawn, when he wound up
with;

“And T've something else,
Alvarde, that will appeal to
you as an interior decorator.”

“Indeed?” 1 masked the
yawn with my hand. _

“Yes, sir. Weirdest thing you
ever saw; regular old marrow-
freezer! They call it “the cloth
of madness,” and there’s a leg-
end to the effect that whoever
looks at it loses his reason.
Some vengeful old raja had it
woven for the special benefit
of some friends he suspected
of forgetting that the harem is
sacred, inviolate.”

“Well, did it work?” I quer-
ied, more for the sake of po-
liteness than anything else.

“They say it did. According
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to tradition he had an asylum-
ful of crazy friends and ac-
quaintances in less than no
time. Anyhow, I couldnt get
one of thé natives to look at
the thing. Rummy lot, these
Indians.”

I smiled my appreciation of
the wily old maharaja’s finesse.
“What does it look like, this
‘cloth of madness’ of yours?”

“Oh,” Enright spread his
hands wide in preparation for
an eloquent description, “It’s —
its — it's — Oh, hang it all,
man, | can’t describe the beast-
ly thing to you! All red and
f)lrﬂl of funny, twisty black lines
like snakes and lizards and why,
Alvarde, it’s like an X-ray of a
guilty conscience! Come around
to the shop and see for your-
self; I'd never be able to make
you imagine the thing’s dam-
nable fascination.™

“There might be an idea for
some bizarre pattern in wall-
hanging,” I reflected. “New
designs are hard to find now-
adays.” So I went with him to
the shop.

He undid several yards of
cocomatting wrappings and un-
furlfurled a small oblong of
crimson cloth for my inspec-
tion.

AT FIRST SIGHT of the
thing T was ready to laugh in
his face; for, save for a rather
unusual combination of involut-
ed and convoluted black lines
and stripes on the cloth’s red

ground, it seemed to differ in
no particular from hundreds
of other Oriental tapestries.

Enright must have seen the
unspoken skepticism in m
face, for the corners of his small
hazel eyes wrinkled in amuse-
ment.

“Go ahead and laugh,” he
invited, “but I'll bet you ten
dollars that you'll be ready to
cry ‘nough’ by the time you've
looked at it steadily for five
minutes,”

For answer I drew a bill from
my pocket and placed it on a
tabouret, without taking my
eyes from the bit of weaving.

Enright matched my note
with one of his, and drew back,
smiling whimsically at me
through the smoke of his cigar.

“Hand me your ten when the
five minutes are up,” I ordered,
keeging my gaze fixed on the
cloth.

“Easy now,” he counseled,
glancing at his watch; “you’ve
only been looking forty seconds,
so far.”

One who has never tried it
has no conception of how time
drags while the eyes are focused
on an immovable object. In
the quiet of the storeroom I
could hear the ticking of En-
right’s watch distinctly, and the
ticks seemed a minute apart.
An almost uncontrollable de-
sire to rub my eyes, to shut
them, to direct them anywhere
but at the cloth, came over me.
The writhing broad and nar-
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row black bands on the ruby
surface seemed to be slowly
coming to life. They wound
and twisted, one upon another,
like the shadows of scores of
snakes suspended in the sun-
light. They seemed alternately
to advance and retreat upon
their glaring resting-place, and
my eyes ached with the effort
to follow their serpentine move-
ments.

1 began to be obsessed with
the thought that there really
were reptiles — dozens of them,
scores of them, hundreds of
them — behind me; that they
would drop upon me any mo-
ment, smearing my body with
their loathsome slime, tearing
my flesh with their fangs, fill-
ing my blood with their deadly
venorm.

“Time up?” 1 called, my voice
sounding hoarse and croaking
in my own ears.

“Only two minutes more to
{;o,” Enright answered pleasant-

y.

“T'llT — stick — it — out — if —
it — kills — me!” T muttered
between my teeth, and, cover-
ing mv eyes with my hands, fell
choking and gasping to my
knees.

The infernal cloth had won.
Scornful and determined as I
had been, it had wom my
nerves to shreds and made a
whimpering, fear-crazed thing
of me in three minutes.

“How much will you take
for that thing, Enright?” I ask-

ed, when I had recovered my
composure to some extent.

“More than youTre able to
give, son,” he replied. “T'll get
a half-grown fortune from some
museum for that bit of fancy
work or my name isn't Howard
Enright.”

“Well,” I temporized, “will
you rent it to me, then? I'd like
to have a modified copy of it
made by my paper manufac-
turer. Some client with a dis-
eased mind might want a cham-
ber of horrors done, and a de-
natured copy of this cloth
would be just the thing.”

“Promise me on your honor
as a gentleman not to have a
duplicate made, and I'll lend
it to you for forty-eight hours
for nothing,” Enright offered.

“Donel” 1 agreed.

I took the tapestry to my

apermaker this afternoon. 1
Eave ordered two rolls of paper
made in exact imitation of it. I
shall paper the unfinished tow-
er room with it.

THE TRAP IS SET. Work-
ing at night, and without help,
I have hung the walls and ceil-
ing of the tower attic room
with the paper. This room is
small, hardly more than a large
closet, and, being originally in-
tended for a lumber room, is
without windows or other com-
munication with the outside
except a small fresh-air vent in
the roof. :

With an idea of obtaining
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the maximum amount of room
for storage purposes, I had
dispensed witE all wood trim
and had the door made flush
with the wall. This renders the
flace ideal for my purpose, for

am able to cover every frac-
tional inch of wall space with
the paper; so that, when the
door is closed, the maddening
design is presented to the gaze
from every direction except
the floor. This I have painted
white, the better to reflect the
glare from the cluster of high-

wer nitrogen-filled electric
ights I have placed in the ceil-

ing.

%aﬂy this morning,, when 1
had finally completed my work,
I switched on the full force of
light and looked about me.

From above, the glare of the
electric bulbs beat down like
the fires that destroyed Sodom
and Gomorrah; from the white
floor the reflection smote my
eyes like splinters of incandes-
cent metal, and from the walls
and ceiling the writhing, tor-
tuous design of the demoniacal
paier glared like (to use En-
right’s description) “an X-ray
of a guilty conscienc.”

I had been careful to leave
the door open when I tried my
experiment. Lucky for me I did;
for I had scarcely glanced once
round the hideous apartment
when I began to feel the same
panic fear I had experienced
when 1 first looked at the cloth
in Enright's store. My eyes

seemed bulging from their
sockets; my breath came hot
and quick, like the breath of
a sleeper bound fast in a night-
mare, and I all but lost m
sense of direction. It was wi

great effort that I found the
open door and staggered
through it, with the sweat of
mortal terror standing on my
forehead.

I have been very good to
Edith these last few days. I
have endeavored to anticipate
her every wish; have come
back from the city loaded with
bonbons and flowers like a
country bumpkin wooing his
sweetheart; I ]i)lave doubled her
allowance of spending money.

Last evening, after dinner,
she kissed me, of her own voli-
tion. T felt my plan for ven-
geance weaken a little as her
arms went around my neck.
. . . Fooll Her lips are soiled
with another man’s kisses; her
arms are tainted with the em-
braces of her paramour.

I locked into her eyes, warm
and brown and bright, and
wondered how often they had
shone with love of Fuller. How
long, I wondered, had it been
since the same arm which rest-
ed on my shoulder had clasped
the neck of the man who called
himself my friend — and stole
my honor like a common thief?

I shall invite Fuller to the
house to spend the weekend.
My trap is set; now to snare
the quarry.
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IT IS DONE.

Last week I mentioned casu-
ally to Edith that I had asked
Fuller up for the weekend. I
saw her eyes brighten at the
suggestion, but chose to misin-
terpret the sign.

“It’s no use making a fuss a-
bout it,” 1 told her. “I know you
don’t like him; but I want Kim
here, so you might just as well
make the best of it.”

She made no reply, simply
rose and left the room. As a
play-actor Edith is a sad fail-
ure. I suppose she feared her
joy would be too apparent,
even to a doting fool husband
if she remained.

When Fuller came I made a
great show of urging her to be
courteous to him, and greeted
him cordially myself.

Fuller's was a charming per-
sonality. Quick-witted, loqua-
cious, well read and much
traveled, he was an ideal guest,
providing his own and his host’s
entertainment. We passed a
pleasant afternoon together.

I never saw Edith more
charming than at dinner that
night. There was a faint flush
in her face, her eyes were very
bright. She was wearing a
gown of silver over sapphire,
and had a jasmine blossom
pinned in the smooth coils of
her chocolate-colored hair.

The corners of my mouth
flexed grimly at sight of the
flower. Once, when 1 was in
South America, I had seen a

vicious knife duel between two
men, and when 1 asked the
cause of the brawl, I was told
that one had offered the other’s
sister a jasmine bloom. Jasmine
they explained, was the sym-
bol of inconstancy. Strange,
that of all the flowers in m

grounds and conservatory Edit

should have chosen the badge
of infidelity to wear that night!

From my seat at the head
of the table I could see Fuller
worshipping Edith with his eyes.
There was that in his adorin
gaze which gave one to thin
of a medieval knight kneeling
humbly at his fair lady’s feet,
while her husband was off to
the crusades.

We had coffee in the music
room. Edith seemed ill at ease,
fumbling with her cup, twirl-
ing the stem of her liqueur glass
between her fingers, toying
nervously with her cigarette.
Before Fuller and I had fin-
ished, she rose abruptly and
went to the piano.

There was no light burning
in the room, and the moon
laid 2 path of mother-of-pearl
across the polished floor. With
the silver radiance of the moon-
light on the silver meshes of her
gown, Edith was white as a
wraith of the night. A snatch
from Oscar Wilde’s Salome
flashed through my mind:

She is like a dead woman; a dead
woman who covers herself with a
veil and goes seeking for lovers.
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I smiled to myself in the
darkness. “She will seek no
more after tonight,” I reflected.

“Ah, moon of my delight, that
knowst no wane,
The moon of heav'n is rising once

again;
Hclnv lcof’t hereafter rising shall she

00!
Through this same garden after one
— in vain?”

she sang. I rose and began to
pace the room.

Gradually, taking great pains
to be impersonal about it, I
swung the converstion to stories
of the vengeance wreaked by
outraged husbands on faithless
wives and their paramours. In-
cidentally, I recounted the leg-
end of the cloth of madness;
how the Indian prince had de-
manded his treacherous friends’
sanity as the price of their per-

idy.

}%l’dith’s hands fluttered among
the sheets of music on the pi-
ano; a leaf of it fell to the floor.
Fuller leaped gallantly to his
feet to retrieve it for her, and
their hands came toget?er in
the moonlight. I saw his fingers
close round hers and give them
a reassuring pressure.

“What would you do, Al-
varde, if you caught another
man trespassing on your wife’s
affections?” Fuller suddenly
shot at me. “Kill him?”

Edith gave a short little
choking gasp and put her hand
to her throat very suddenly.

She had always been afraid of
me.

“My dear man,” 1 drawled,
“do I look like such a fool?”

“Fool?”

“Precisely; ‘fool’ is what I
said. Why should I hang for
another man’s sin? 1 rather
think the old raja’s method of
revenge would appeal to me.”

“But, you know,” he object-
ed, “the cloth of madness is

only a myth.”
“So is my wifée’s inconti-
nence,” I answered shortly.

“One is quite as possible as the
other.”

And so we let the talk of be-
trayed friendship and its price
drop, and passed to a discus-
sion of interior decorations.

I told them of my more un-
usual bits of work for a while,
then suggested:

“Let’s go to the tower rooms.
TI've evolved a new scheme in
wall-hangings for them. One of
the rooms especially will inter-
est you two.”

We went through the larg-
er rooms, I pointing out the
novelties in color scheme, pat-
tem and wood trim, they tak-
ing only a perfunctory inter-
est in my designs.

AT THE DOOR of the store-
room I stood aside to let them
pass. Edith paused at the
threshold, looking questioning-
ly, fearfully, into the velvety
darkness of the little chamber.
Fuller stepped before her.
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“Let me go first,” he said;
“it’s dark in there.”

“Yes,” I echoed, all the
smoldering resentment I had
felt for months flaming up in
my voice, “it is dark in there
— well lighten it.”

I put out my hand, pushing
Editll: roughly throu the
doorway after Fuller, slammed
the door, locked it, and pressed
the switch which controlled the
electric lights. Then I bent
listening at the keyhole.

For the space of a long breath
all was silent in the little room;
then there was a deep-drawn
sigh, whether from Edith or
Fuller I could not say.

“Well, what’s next?” I heard
him ask. “If this is Jamison's
idea of a joke, I think he’s show-
ing mightx poor taste.”

Hector,” it was Edith speak-
ing in a still, frightened whis-
per, “he knewl”

Fuller’s steps sounded harsh-
ly on the bare, polished floor
of the empty room as he strode
about it, seeking an exit; his
fists pounded the walls in
search of the hidden door. I
had to stifle the laughter in
my throat; for I knew how the
rounded walls, the unbroken
monotony of the crimson and
black paper, and the glaring
reflection from the white floor
would confound his sense of
direction. He was pacing the
room like a blind, caged beast,
striking the walls again and a-
gain in the same place, and

meeting with no more success
than an imprisoned bumble-bee
flying at the transparent walls
ot a poison-jar.

For several minutes he con-
tinued his futile efforts; then I
heard him withdraw to the cen-
ter of the room.

There was a faint rustle of
skirts, She was shrinking up
against him.

“She’s in his arms, now,” 1
muttered. “Let her cling to
him: let him hold her. I wish
them joy of each other.”

Several minutes more. Then:

“Hector, I'm afraid; I'm ter-
rified. Hold me close, dear.”

I bit my lips. Would that
devil's design on the walls ne-
ver begin to work?

“Hector,” this time the words
came quaveringly, as thou%h
she were fighting back a chill,
“that paper on the wall — does
it seem to you as if the figures
on it were moving?”

“Yes, dear.”

“They are like snakes — like
horrible twisting snakes. 1 feel
as though they were going to
spring at me from the walls.”

“A-a-h!” T murmured to my-
self. “They’re beginning to no-
tice now.”

Fuller took several quick,
decided steps from the room’s
center, walking directly toward
the door. I drew back and
seized a chair, ready to strike
him down if he succeeded in
breaking through the light
wooden frame. I had not count-
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ed on his retaining his faculties
so long, and had taken no pre-
cautions to reinforce the lock,
trusting the es;aper with which
it was covered to mask the door
effectively.

Within a foot or so of the
door he paused - irresolutely,
waited a moment, and retreat-

“I can’t do it]” he almost
wailed. “I can’t bear to put my
hands against that walll”

“Hector]” This time there
was no mistaking the panic in
Edith’s voice; every word came
with g gas&. “The paper — the
paper on the wall; it — it’s —
the — cloth — of —.madness!
It’s that awful tapestry he told
us about tonight.

“My God, girl,” his reply
came thickly, as.though his
tongue were swollen in his
mouth, “youre right!”

I COULD HEAR them
breathing heavily, like spent
runners after a race, or those
in the presence of mortal dan-
ger.

Softly, there came the sound
of Edith’s sobbing. Very low it
was, and very pitiful, like the
disconsolate heart-broken sob-
bing of a little child who has
lost its mother, and is afraid.

“Oh!” she whimpered, “let
me hide my face against you,
dear. Don’t let me look at those
ghastly things on the walls.
You must shut your eyes, too,
dear; you must not look either.”

I waited patiently outside
the door. Even closed eyes, 1
knew, could not withstand the
intense glare of those lights
and the fascination of those
flame-colored walls.

Her resolution broke even
sooner than I had expected.

“l cant bear the darkness,”
she wailed. “I must look, I
must see them — the horrible
snakes, the hideous snakes that
are beckoning to me from the
walls. Hold me, Hector, darling;
dont let me move — don’t let
me go to them! Hold me fast
in your arms.”

Another pause. Dimly I
caught another noise — one
that I had not heard before.
Sharp and syncopated it was,
like the clicking of castanets
heard from a distance. It puz-
zled me at first; then recogni-
tion burst upon me, and I had
to thrust my tongue against
my teeth to keep from laugh-
ing aloud. It was a sound I'd
heard on very cold nights when
I'd passed shiverinug newsboys
filching a little heat from above
some engine-room grating. It
was the sound of chattering
teeth.

It was warm that night; the
temperature in that little, poor-
ly ventilated room, with those
great lights burning in it, must
have been like the entrance to
Avernus; yet their teeth were
chattering like a monk’s clap-
dish.

I was striding softly across
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the floor, digging my nails into
my palms in an effort to keep
from giving audible vent to my
feeling of triumph, when my
steps were arrested by a titter
from the room beyond. Edith
was laughing, not mirthfully,
but with the shrill cachinnation
of hysteria. In a moment her
quavering treble was seconded
by a deep, masculine baritone.
The pair of them was laughing
in concert, and from the crack-
ing strain in their voices I knew
that they were trying with all
their strength to keep silence,
yet laughed the harder as they
strove.

I turned on my heel and des-
cended to the dining-room.
No need to listen further, 1
knew. A few hours more, at
most, and my revenge would
be complete. I was shivering a
little, myself.

Downstairs, I poured out a
stiff peg of Scotch. Raising my
glass I looked out into the
moonlight, apostrophizing the
old raia who invented the cloth
of madness.

“Here’s to you, brother!” 1
said as I turned my glass bot-
tom up. '

Shortly after midnight I
climbed the stairs to the tow-
er and stooped before the door
of the little room where 1 left
them. T listened intently for a
minute. There was no more
sound from bevond the door
than if it had barred the en-
trance to a tomb.

I pressed the electric switch,
reducing the force of the lights
within by half, then unlocked
the door and opened it a crack,
peering through the narrow
opening.

INSIDE, EVERYTHING was
still, still as a nursery at mid-
night.

Fuller was sitting upright in
the middle of the floor, an in-
ane smirk overspreading his
face. His collar and tie were
undone, his waistcoat was un-
buttoned, his shirt-front was
partly loosened from its studs,
and much wrinkled. His tongue

rotruded from his mouth,
anging flaccidly over his lower
lip, as though he had lost con-
trol of it. Altogether, he was a
figure of comic tragedy, like
that character of Victor Hugo’s
whose face had been so hor-
ribly deformed in childhood
that, no matter what his emo-
tion was, he could do nothing
but grin.

Nearer the door, just as she
had fallen, lay Edith. One arm
was extended, the hand resting
palm up on the floor, the fin-
gers slightly curled, like a sleep-
ing child’s. Her cheek lay pil-
lowed on her arms. Her hair
was a little disarranged and the
jasmine flower had fallen from
it. One of her satin pumps had
dropped off and lay gaping
emptily beside her, exposing
her narrow, silk-cased foot. 1
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could see the veins of her in-
step showing against the white
flesh under her silver-tissue
stocking. Her lips were parted
very slightly.

The air of the place was
heavy with the perfume of lily
of the valley.

1 %?thered her in my arms,
and she whimpered a little, like
a child that is disturbed in its
sleep, as I carried her down to
her room.

It was difficult business dis-
robing her and getting her into
bed, for she seemed to have lost
all control of her muscles, even
being unable to take the pins
from her hair.

Fuller was a heavy man, but
somehow I managed to drag
him downstairs and tumble him
into bed, being careful to scat-
ter his clothes about the room
as was his custom when turn-
ing in late.

Last of all I returned to the
tower and worked like a fiend,
obliterating every trace of the
wall-paper’s design with gray
paint I had hidden away for
that purpose. Two hours’ work,
and the little room was as de-
mure in its fresh coating of
Quaker drab as a nun’s cell. A
neat, well-lighted storeroom it
was, nothing more. Every lin-
gering sign of the cloth of mad-
ness was hidden away forever.

I slept well in the moming
next day, rousing only when
Grigsby came rushing into my

room and shook me roughly by
the shoulder.

“Mr. Alvarde, sir,” he pant-
ed, his eyes bulging from his
face like a terrified frogs,
“something  terrible has hap-
pened, sirl”

“What's the matter?” I growl-
ed at him sleepily. “Cook gone
on a strike?”

“Oh, no, sir, nol” He wrung
his hands together in anguish.
“It's really terrible, sir! Mr.
Fuller’s a-sittin’ on the edge of
his bed, a-tryin’ to put both
feet into one leg of his trousers,
sir, and he’s smilin’ something
awful.” And Grigsby attempted
to twist his heavy features into
an imitation of Fuller’s dement-
ed grin.

I got into my slippers and
robe and started across the
hall for Fuller's room, running
full tilt into Agnes, the wait-

-ress. When Edith had failed to

come down long after her usu-
al breakfast hour, Agnes had
gone upstairs to see what was
detaining her, and had come
running to me, fear written in
every line of her face.

“Oh, sir, something’s wrong
with Mrs. Alvarde! I went in to
call her, and she wouldnt an-
swer me, nor look at me, nor
nothing; just lies there and
laughs and mumbles at herself
like she was a baby!”

“Youre a pair of fools,” I
told her and Grigsby. “You
stay here; I'll go and see for
myself.”
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It was true. Fuller was as
perfect an imbecile as was ever
confined in an asylum, and
Edith’s mental timepiece had
been turned back thirty-five
years. No babe in arms was
ever more helpless in body and
mind than she,

THE PAPERS AND the doc-
tors and the neighbors made a
great fuss about it. Everyone
sympathized with my unfortu-
nate wife and friend and won-
dered how I could stand m
terrible misfortune with suc
fortitude. I closed the house
and sold it at a loss several
months later.

Edith is still at a sanitorium,
and the physicians look sorrow-
fully at me when I go out to
visit her, and tell me that she
will never be anything but a

grown-up infant, though she
will probably live to a ripe old
age.

Fuller’s malady has taken a
turn for the worse. Last month
they had to restrain him with
a strait-jacket. He was raving
about some strange kind of
cloth — what it was they could-
n’t make out — and threatening
to kill me: me, his best and old-
est friend!

“Let me go first, it's dark in

there!” Fuller said when he and
Edith stood at the entrance of
the storeroom. I've often won-
dered which one of them went
into the darkness of insanity
first. Edith, I imagine; women
have no control of their emo-
tions.

I AM A sick man. The phy-
sician tells me that there’s
nothing to worry about, but I
read my death sentence in his
eyes. If there’s such a place as
the hell the preachers tell of,
I suppose I'll go there. At least,
I'll have to die to do it; Edith
and Fuller got theirs here, and
it will last through all the long
years they live li%e brute beasts
in their madhouse cells.

o o L

JAMISON ALVARDE’S at-
torney closed the little black
book with a snap and pursed
his lips. Anyone looking at him
would have said that he was
about to whistle.

“Yes,” he said meditatively,
tapping his knee with the little
book, “if there’s a hell he’s un-
doubtedly there now! It’s a pity
if he isn’t. This scheme of things
certainly seems to require a
hell — a good hot one, too!”
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Things are not entirely what they seem in this brief tale by a
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FOR MANY YEARS the tree
waited while it was growing;
and as it grew it watched the
small village a mile and a half
away. The life stirred in its
roots but the hunger remained
under control. Slowly the tree’s
sentience athered  strength
and knowledge; slowly the tree
made ready for the day that
would come.

Instinctively it knew enough
to keep the hunger under con-
trol until its strength was gath-
ered. It could feed on small
things, birds, small animals —
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even insects would do until
then. But the tree did not know
its own origins, nor did it as-
sociate the nearby crater with
itself. Its only concern was the
hunger and gathering its
strength so that it might satis-
fy that hunger.

Years passed and at last the
tree gathered sufficient strength

THE BODY LAY sprawled
at the base of an old oak on a
rise about a half mile from
town.
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Sheriff Billy Wayne breathed
with difficulty as he watched
Doc Calder examine the corpse
indifferently. Billy Wayne usu-
ally liked his job, but that was
the part about riding around
in a new black Ford, giving out
an occasional traffic ticket, or
sometimes having to jail an oc-
casional farmer with too much
Saturday night fun in him. He
didn’t even mind the occasional
official paper he had to serve
on somebody, because after all,
that was the way the coun
was run. But the part that call-
ed for him to investigate crimes
— especially violent crimes,
such as murder — was some-
thing else again. Corpses al-
ways gave Billy Wayne the
creeps.

And this corpse had been a
ten year old kid named Charlie
Showers.

Doc Calder finally got to his
feet.

“Well?” the sheriff asked.

“Well, what? You know 1
can’t say anything until there’s
been an autopsy.”

Calder’s unaffected tone and
his crabbiness increased
Wayne’s case of the creeps.
“You can tell me something,
Doc. T got to have something
to say to Ben Fields for that
damned newspaper he runs. I
got to have something to go
on, Doc.”

“Yon got to have something
to go on — why? You wouldn’t

know what to do with it if I
could give you anything. I
brought this kid into the world.
Now he’s dead and if you want
the truth, Billy, I cant see any
reason for it. I know he’s in
ood health — or he was. But
there’s not a mark on him.”

“Not one? How can that be?”

“Maybe a heart attack. I
dont know. Read my report
after the autopsy.”

“He’s just a kid,” Billy Wayne
said. “Kids don’t have heart at-
tacks.”

“If you don’t like my answers,
don’t ask questions.”

THE NEXT BODY was
found two weeks later in al-
most the same spot. This time
it was a girl.

This time it was Linda Na-
than, twenty years old and the

rettiest girl in town. She was
the daughter of Parson Elliot
Nathan and to most of the
town her presence in that spot,
so out of the way, was very in-
teresting in itself. But Sheriff
Billy Wayne knew why she
passed that way. There was a
cabin up the side of the moun-
tain where Linda often met
men — different men, mostly,
and once or twice she’d met
Wayne there. He said nothing
about that as he silently watch-
ed Calder examine the body
at the scene of the death and
he said nothing of that in his
official report. Those of the
townspeople who knew about
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Linda would keep her secret
for her from her tamily.

Doc Calder’s autopsy reveal-
ed about the same as the one
on Charlie Showers. In a word,
the autopsy revealed nothing.
Linda, like Charlie, was just
dead. Calder had to call them
both “heart attacks” because
there was no other reasonable
explanation.

Ben Fields, however, was a
newspaper man. If his articles
hinted at something more sin-
ister, at least they didn’t come
ripﬁat out and say it; but Wayne
still found those newspaper ar-
ticles uncomfortable.

The next death — Ike Davis,
found in the same spot two
days later — made it evident
that something uncommon was
l%oing on, and Ben Fields

rought out the first extra in
the history of his paper.

THE DAY AFTER the dis-
covery of Daviss body, Ben

Fields asked, “What’s your
theory, Billy?”
“These aint no common

deaths, Ben.”

“I know that much. What’s
being done to stop them?”

“‘T'm conducting an investi-
gation.”

“I'd sure give a lot to know
what that means,” Fred Purdy
said. There was a scattering of
nervous laughter around the
room.

Billy got mad. “It means I'm
investigating,” he said. “A law

officer cant take the whole
town into his confidence.” He
took a long sip of beer from
his glass as a sign to anyone
and everyone that the conver-
sation on this subject was at
an end. They were in Hank
Fletcher’'s County Inn Tavern,

- a_drab place, but the only

place in town that sold beer.
It was a Saturday afternoon in
July, and July was as hot as
she was likely to get; the place
was respectably full.

Ben Fields asked, “In what
way are you investigating, Sher-
iff?”

“I'm through talking on it,
Ben. 1 ain’t got no statement
for the press.”

Ben laughed. “Any way you
want it, Billy. Just trying to get
some news for my readers.”

Billy took another sip of his
beer but didn’t like it. There
was silence.

Fred Purdy asked, “Anybody
been out to the tree lately?”

“We all been out there,” said
Calder.

“I was out there to see Tke,”
Purdv went on. “And poor
Linda, before him. It's like
there’s something out there just
waiting to pounce on somebody.
That tree, maybe. It always
gave me a funny feeling, that
tree did. Anybody but me no-
tice that all the grass and bush-
es and some other trees around
that old oak is dying off. All
except that oak. It’s like there’s
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not supposed to be anything
there but that oak.”

“Fred, youre an idiot,” said
Calder.

“Aii’t as educated as you
are, Doc, that’s for sure. But I
know them people ain’t dying
of heart attacks unless some-
thing’s giving them to them.
Anybody remember the shoot-
ing star that struck out there
ten years ago? You can still see
the hole it made.”

“Ten years agol”

“Some things take
Purdy said.

The door opened and Lonnie
George came in. He was about
sixteen, ugly and awkward;
his father owned a farm over
the mountain from town.

Lonnie was scared. “There’s
another one, Sheriff. Out b
the tree — there’s another onel”

time,”

The tree sensed them com-
ing — the whole town — more
people than it had ever known
together at one time before.
Excitement _throbbed throukh
its roots and the hunger infest-
ing those roots. The hunger
was becoming dominant,h al-
most overpowering everything
else, but there was still-{ cau-
tion in the tree as it sensed
something that implied danger.

The tree sensed fear.

The fear excited the tree like
the presence of life-energy. It
was a delicious sensation, dead-
ly, thrilling. The tree had had
similar sensations whenever it

had killed; the fear that was
in pecple somehow made the
hu{‘.ﬁer more acute.

e tree longed for the free-
dom to act as it chose: to ex-
cite the mob to fear, to strike
down a victim — no, victims —
and feast amidst the fear of
those victims and of the others.

But the tree knew it had to
be cautious to survive.
The time would come . . .

“You ever see him before?”
Biﬂg Wayne asked.

“Stranger,” said Doc Calder.
He was bent over the corpse,
going through the pockets of
his coat. “Tramp, from the old
clothes and what’s in his pock-
ets.” Calder paused, then stuff-
ed the man’s effects back in
his coat pocket. “Least we won’t
have to worry about family ob-
jections to the autopsy.”

“What you expect from an
autopsy?” asked Fred Purdy.
“Whatever killed this old man
and those others  just ain’t
where any autopsy can get at
it, Doc.”

“Give me a hand getting him

into the meat wagon, some-
body,” Calder said.

Two attendants from the
county hospital loaded the

corpse onto a stretcher and in-
to a waiting ambulance. Cald-
er watched them morosely.
“Now everybody go home,” he
said.

Some turned and took a few
awkward steps toward the
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road; but most didn’t move at
all and those who did stopped
and looked back.

“I said to go home. The
tramp’s out of sight now.”

“It ain’t the tramp we got
to worry about,” said Purdy.
“It’s that old tree. I say we
should get rid of it — for our
own protection. Someboch got
sme gasoline in his car?

“You can’t start a fire in this
dry kind of weather. You . . .”

“I's clear around the tree,”
Fred Purdy said. “We won'’t
start no fire that gets out of
control. Even if we did, fewer
people would get killed than
if we did nothing.”

“He’s right, Doc,” came a
voice from the crowd. “We're
most of us farmers. We burn
off brush and know how to
keep a fire from spreading.”

Doc Calder looked disgust-
ed and went over to the sher-
iff. “You stop these people, Bil-
ly Wayne. Keep them from
being foolish.”

“They ain’t broke no laws yet.
Besides, what if Fred’s right?”

“Youre a fool, too. Go ahead
and burmn your witch tree then.
Maybe it'll make you feel good,
like a hanging would. Just you
be sheriff enough to keep them
from setting these whole woods
on fire.”

“Don’t you worry, Doc.”

Someone returned from a car
carrying a container of gaso-
line.  Sheriff Billy Wayne
watched as the man threw the

gasoline over the tree. And he
watched as Fred Purdy tock a
dry twig and set fire to it with
his cigarette lighter. He watch-
ed as Purdy tossed the burn-
ing twig on the gasoline-soaked
tree.

HOURS LATER, the tree
was a charred, shattered trunk
that looked as if it had been
blasted by lightning. The mob
had been thorougﬁ; the fire
had consumed the tree so that
all that remained visible was
a stump of dead, black, char-
coal. Around the tree, the
round was scorched and
lackened, but the fire had
been kept from spreading.

But below the ground, the
roots of the tree were yet liv-
ing.

Awareness was slow to re-
turn to the sentience that was
in the tree. The burning had
been a shock, and recovery
was painful. Caution now made
sense; there was now a reason
for those overpowering instincts
toward caution. But now, the
tree was weak.

It was almost dormant for
a long while, as strength re-
turned to it. Finally it felt
strong enough to examine the
situation.

It found that the tree was
dead,. destroyed. It was no
more, and soon the roots would
die; they would wither and
shrivel and life would go out
of them, and presently the
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roots would cease to be even
in a corpse-state. The roots of
the tree were withering already

The life was losing its home.

It was the panic® of that dis-
covery that led to a greater
discovery. The life began surg-
ing along the roots and then
suddenly it had flowed from
them. It was not a part of the
tree, any more. It was just Life
and it was merely in the
ground. It was coherent of it-
self.

It did not need the tree.

All the implications present-
ed themselves to the Life. It
now had the freedom to move
as it had wished, to pick its
victims as it chose, to satisf
the hunger as it desired. It
could feast.

The . sense of caution, no
longer needed, ceased to be in-
stinctive to the Life.

The town was only a half
mile away.

DUTTON’S HANDSOME BLACKWOOD

Many of you, the readers, have requested that we reprint some of the
tales of Algernon Blackwood, particularly The Wendigo and The Willows.
Both of these stories are included in a handsome paperback which has fjust
been issued by E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc. (201 Park Avenue South, New York,
NY 10003); the number is D166; the price is $1.75 for a well-printed edition
of 381 pages, which reached us too late for inclusion in our new book review
depar(t)nffr;t. (1f you order by mail, we hope you’ll mention you saw this notice
in M y

There is a very fine ghotograph of Blackwood and a very interesting
introduction by the author, discussing this selection of stories which were writ-
ten between 1906 and 1910, and which are presented here in chronological
sequence. The stories are: The Willows, The Woman’s Ghost Story, Max Hen-
sig, The Listener, The Old Man of Visions, May Day Eve, The Insanity of
](;ne’f, ghe Dance of Death, Miss Slumbubble, The Wendigo, and The Camp
of th Dog.

Algernon Blackwood was born in 1869 and died in 1951. Lovecraft, and
other critics of weird fiction, considered his work uneven but nothing less than
masterful in the best stories. While T have not read all the stories in this par-
ticular collection, I have read enough Blackwood to agree with HPL, except
to add that I never found even the lesser tales less than enjoyable — and I
look forward to those new to me here with confidence. RAWL
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“Oh Thou'who burnst in heart for those who burn
In Hell, whose fires thyself shall feed in tumn;
How long be crying, — ‘Mercy on them, God!
Why, who art thou to teach and He to learn?”

IN THE CHURCH of St.
Barnabe vespers were over; the
clergy left the altar; the little
choir-boys flocked across the
chancel and settled in the stalls.
A Suisse in rich uniform march-
ed down the south aisle, sound-
ing his staff at every fourth step
on the stone pavement; behind
him came that eloquent preach-
er and good man, Monseigneur

My chair was near the chancel
rail. I now turned toward the
west end of the church. The
other people between the altar
and the pulpit turned too. There
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was a little scraping and rustl-
ing while the congregation seat-
edg itself again; the preacher
mounted the pulpit stairs, and
the organ voluntary ceased.

I had always found the organ
playing at St. Barnabe highly
interesting. Learned and scien-
tific it was, too much so for my
small knowledge, but expressing
a vivid if cold intelligence.
Moreover, it possessed the
French quality of taste; taste
reigned supreme, self-controlled,
dignified and reticent.

Today, however, from the first
chord I had felt a change for
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In the November 1984 issue, we anounced rathet;cf)rematmely tha
with our publication of The Mask we had reprinted all the materi

from Chambers’ book, The King in Yellow which touched upon the
King. Better-informed readers did not leave us in the darkness of
amnesia long, stressing that we had neglected two items: C ’s
Sar;_lgl, verse, which we had overlooked (we brought it to you in the
April issue), and In the Court of the Dragon, which we had actually
read in 1947 but forgotten since it does not appear in the 1902 edi-
tion of the book. Our thanks to DonarLp A. WorLHEmM for helping
us locate this story which, we are told, leads off the original edition
of the k; reader RoBErT CouLrson, however, was the first one to
remind us that the tale existed. For those to whom the present story
will be an introduction to the “King in Yellow” cycle: the other three
stories are The Repairer of Reputations (MOH Febru 1964), The
Yellow Sign (MOH August 1963), and The Mask (MOH November
1964). The central device of the series is a play, the first act of which
is innocuous; and somewhat banal, but which, with the second act
hypnotizes the reader into finishing it. The play tells of a frightful
being known as The King in Yellow, and reading the play not only
has a sort of brainwashing effect upon the reader, but in some way
-opens the channel between Earth and the unknown realm where The
King is a real being. The King is never encountered directly, the
horror being in the effects that the play and subsequent events have
upon persons entrapped in its sPell. This was not, perhaps, the first
time in weird fiction where a fictitious book is made so vivid that
readers wondered if it really existed — several readers have asked us
about it — but it is 'the ancestor of such books in twentieth century
weird fiction. Chambers did not, of course, write a play entitled The

King in Yellow, nor did anyone else.
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the worse, a sinister change.
During vespers it had been
chiefly the chancel organ which
supported the beautiful choir,
but now and again, quite wan-
tonly as it seemed, from the west
gallery where the great organ
stands, a heavy hand had struck
across the church, at the serene
peace of those clear voices. It
was something more than harsh
and dissonant, and it betrayed
no lack of skill. As it recurred
again and again, it set me think-
ing of what my architect’s books
say about the custom in early
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times to consecrate the choir as
soon as it was built, and that
the nave, being finished some-
times half a century later, often
did not get any blessing at all:
I wondered idly if that had been
the case at St. Barnabé, and
whether something not usually
supposed to be at home in a
Christian church might have
entered undetected, and taken
possession of the west gallery.
I had read of such things hap-
pening too, but not in works on
architecture.

Then I remembered that St.
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Barnabe was not much more
than a hundred years old, and
smiled at the incongruous as-
sociation of medieval supersti-
tions with that cheerful little
piece of eighteenth century ro-
coco.

But now vespers were over,
and there should have followed
a few quiet chords, fit to ac-
company meditation, while we
waited for the sermon. Instead
of that, the discord at the lower
end of the church broke out with
the departure of the clergy, as
if now nothing could control it.

I belong to those children of
an older and simpler generation,
who do not love to seek for psy-
chological subleties in art; and
I have ever refused to find in
music anything more than mel-
ody and harmony, but I felt that
in the labyrinth of sounds now
issuing from that instrument
there was something being
hunted. Up and down the pedals
chased him, while the mannals
blared approval. Poor devill
whoever he was, there seemed
small hope of escape!

My nervous annoyance chang-
ed to anger. Who was doing
thiss How dare he play like
that in the midst of divine ser-
vice? I glanced at the people
near me: not one appeared to
be in the least disturbed. The
placid brows of the kneeling
nuns, still turned toward the
altar, lost none of their devout
abstraction, under the pale sha-

dow of their white headdress.
The fashionable lady beside me
was looking expectantly at Mon-
seigneur C —. For all her face
betrayed, the organ might have
been singing an Ave Maria.

But now, at last, the preacher
had made the sign of the cross,
and commanded silence. I turn-
ed to him gladly. Thus far I had
not found the rest I had count-
on, when I entered St. Barna-
be that afternoon.

I WAS WORN out by three
nights of physical suffering and
mental trouble: the last had
been the worst, and it was an
exhausted body, and a mind
benumbed and yet acutely sens-
itive, which I had brought to
my favorite church for healing.
For I had been reading “The
King in Yellow.”

“The sun ariseth; they gather
themselves together and lay
them down in their dens.” Mon-
signeur C —. delivered his text
in a calm voice, glancing quiet-
ly over the congregation. Mv
eyes turned, I knew not why,
toward the lower end of the
church. The organist was com-
ing from behind his pipes, and
passing along the gallery on his
way out, I saw him disappear
by a small door that leads to
some stairs which descend di-
rectly to the street. He was a
slender man, and his face was
as white as his coat was black.
“Good riddancel” I thought,
“with your wicked music! I hope
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your assistant will play the clos-
ing voluntary.”

With a feeling of relief, with
a deep, calm feeling of relief, I
turned back to the mild face in
the pulpit, and settled myself
to listen. Here, at last, was the
ease of mind I longed for.

“M children,” said the
preacher, “one truth the human
soul finds hardest of all to learn;
that it has nothing to fear. It
can never be made to see that
nothing can really harm it.”

“Curious doctrine!” I thought,
“for a Catholic priest. Let us see
how he will reconcile that with
the Fathers.”

“Nothing can really harm the
soul,” he went on, in his coolest,
clearest tones, “because —”

But I never heard the rest;
my eye left his face, I knew not
for what reason, and sought the
lower end of the church. The
same man was coming out from
behind the organ, and was pass-
ing along the gallery the same
way. But there had not been
time for him to return, and if
he had returned, I must have
seen him. I felt- a faint chill,
and my heart sank; and yet his
going and coming were no affair
of mine. I looked at him: I
could not look away from his
black figure and his white face.
When he was exactly opposite
to me, he turned and sent across
the church, straight into my
eyes, a look of hate, intense and
deadly: I had never seen any
other like it; would to God 1

might never see it again! Then
he disappeared by the same
door through which I had
watched him depart less than
sixty seconds before.

I sat and tried to collect my
thoughts. My first sensation was
like that of a very young child
badly hurt, when it catches its
breath before ing out.

To suddenl Cl?l'nf myself the
object of such hatred was ex-
quisitely painful: and this man
was an utter stranger. Why
should he hate me so? Me,
whom he had never seen before?
For the moment all other sen-
sation was merged in this one
pang: even fear was subordinate
to grief, and for that moment I
never doubted; but in the next I
began to reason, and a sense of
the incongruous came to my aid,

As I have said, St. Barnabé
is a modern church. It is small
and well lighted; one sees all
over it almost at a glance. The
organ gallery gets a strong
white light from a row of long
windows in the clere-story,
which haveé not even colored
glass.

The pulpit being in the mid-
dle of the church, it followed
that, when I was turned toward
it, whatever moved at the west
end could not fail to attract my
eye. When the organist passed
it was no wonder that I saw
him: I had simply miscalculated
the interval between his first
and his second passing. He had
come in that last time by the
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other side-door. As for the look
which had so upset me, there
had been no such thing, and I
was a nervous fool.

I looked about. This was a
likel Elace to harbor superna-
turar orrors] That clear-cut,
reasonable face of Monseigneur
C —, his collected manner, and
easy, graceful gestures, were
they not just a little discourag-
ing to the notion of a gruesome
mystery? I glanced above his
head, and almost laughed. That
flyaway lady, supporting one
corner of the Ipu pit canopy,
which looked like a fringed
damask tablecloth in a high
wind, at the first attempt of a
basilisk to pose up there in the
organ loft, she would point her
1%31? trumpet at him, and puff

im out of existence! I laughed
to myself over this conceit,
which, at the time, I thought
very amusing, and sat and
chaffed myself and everything
else, from the old ‘harpy outside
the railing, who had made me

ay ten centimes for my chair,
Eefore she would let me in (she
was more like a basilisk, I told
myself, than was my organist
with the anemic complexion):
from that grim old dame, to,
es, alas] to Monseigneur C —,
iimse!f. For all devoutness had
fled. I had never yet done such
a thing in my life, but now I
felt a desire to mock.

It was no use to sit there any
longer: I must get out of doors
and shake myself free from this

hateful mood. I knew the rude-
ness I was committinﬁ, but still
I rose and left the church.

A SPRING SUN was shining
on the rue St. Honore, as I ran
down the church steps. On one
corner stood a barrow full of
¥ellow jonquils, pale violets
rom the Riviera, dark Russian
violets, and white Roman hya-
cinths in a golden cloud of mi-
mosa. The street was full of
Sunday pleasure seekers. I
swung my cane and laughed
with the rest. Someone overtook
and passed me. He never turned,
but there was the same deadly
malignity in his white profile
that there had been in his eyes.
I watched him as long as I could
see him. His lithe back express-
ed the same menace; every step
that carried him away from me
seemed to bear him on some er-
rand connected with my destruc-
tion.

1 was creeping along, my feet
almost refusing to move. There
began to dawn in me a sense of
responsibility for something
long forgotten. It began to seem
as if I geserved that which he
threatened: it reached a long
way back — a long, long wa
back. It had lain dormant all
these years: it was here though,
and presently it would rise and
confront me. But I would to
escape; and I stumbled as best
I could into the rue de Rivoli,
across the Place de la Concorde
and on to the Quai. I looked
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with sick eyes upon the sun,
shining through the white foam
of the fountain, pouring over
the backs of the dusty bronze
river-gods, on the far-away Arc,
a structure of amethyst mist, on
the countless vistas of gray
stems and bare branches faintly
green. Then I saw him again
coming down one of the chest-
nut alleys of the Cours la Reine.

I left the river side, plunged
blindly across to the Champs
Elysees and turned toward tﬁe
Arc. The setting sun was send-
ing its rays along the green
sward of the Rond-point: in the
full glow he sat on a bench,
children and young mothers all
about him. He was nothing but
a Sunday lounger, like the oth-
ers, like myself. I said the words
almost aloud, and all the while
I gazed on the malignant hatred
of his face. But he was not look-
ing at me. I crept past and
dragged my leaden feet up the
Avenue. I knew that every time
I met him brought him nearer
to the accomplishment of his
purpose and my fate. And still
I tried to save myself.

The last rays of sunset were
pouring through the great Arc.
I passed under it, and met him
face to face. I had left him far
down the Champs Elysees, and
yet he came in with a stream
of people who were returning
from th Bois de Boulogne. He
came so close that he brushed
me. His slender frame felt like
iron inside its loose black cov-

ering. He showed no signs of
haste, nor of fatigue, nor of any
human feeling. His whole being
expressed but one thing: the
will, and the power to work me
evil.

In anguish I watched him,
where he went down the broad
crowded Avenue, that was all
flashing with wheels and the
trappings of horses, and the hel-
mets of the Garde Republicaine.

He was soon lost to sight;
then I turned and fled. Into the
Bois, and far out beyond it — I
know not where I went, but af-
ter a long while as it seemed
to me, night had fallen, and I
found myself sitting at a table
before a small cafe. I had wan-
dered back into the Bois. It was
hours now since I had seen him.
Physical fatigue, and mental
suffering had left me no more
power to think or feel. I was
tired, so tired! I longed to hide
away in my own den. I resolved
to go home. But that was a long
way off.

I LIVE IN the Court of the
Dragon, a narrow passage that
leads from the rue de Rennes
to the rue du Dragon.

It is an “Impasse™; traversa-
ble only for foot passengers.
Over the entrance on the rue de
Rennes is a balcony, suxﬁported
by an iron dragon. Within the
court tall old houses rise on
either side, and close the ends
that give on the two streets.
Huge gates, swung back during
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the day into the walls of the
deep archways, close this court,
after midnié;t, and one must
enter then ringing at a cer-
tain small doors on the side.
The sunken pavement collects
unsavory pools. Steep stairways
pitch down to doors that open
on the court. The ground floors
are occupied by shops of sec-
ondhand dealers, and by iron
workers. All day long the place
rings with the clink of hammers,
and the clang of metal bars.

Unsavory as it is below, there
is cheerfulness, and comfort, and
hard, honest work above.

Five flights up are the ateli-
ers of architects and K painters,
and the hiding-places of middle-
aged students ?ike myself who
want to live alone. When 1 first
came here to live I was young,
and not alone.

I had to walk awhile before
any conveyance appeared, but
at last, when I had almost
reached the Arc de Triomphe
again, an empty cab came along
and I took it.

From the Arc to the rue de
Rennes is a drive of more than
half an hour, especially when
one is conveyed by a tired cab
horse that has been at the mer-
cy of Sunday fete makers.

There had been time before
I passed under the Dragon’s
wings, to meet my enemy over
and over again, but I never saw
him once, and now refuge was
close at hand.

Before the wide gateway a

small mob of children were
playing. Our concierge and his
wife walked about among them
with their black poodle, keep-
ing order; some couples were
waltzing on the sidewalk. I re-
turned their greetings and hur-
ried in.

All the inhabitants of the
court had trooped out into the
street. The place was quite de-
serted, lighted by a few lanterns
hung hig%n up, in which the gas
burned dimly.

My apartment was at the top
of a house, half way down the
court, reached by a staircase
that descended almost into the
street, with only a bit of pas-
sageway intervening. I set my
foot on the threshold of the
open door, the friendly, old
ruinous stairs rose before me,
leading up to rest and shelter.
Looking I}3;>ack over my right
shoulder, 1 saw him, ten paces
off. He must have entered the
court with me.

He was coming straight on,
neither slowly, nor swiftly, but
straight on to me. And now he
was looking at me. For the first
time since our eyes encountered
across the church they met now
again, and I knew that the time
had come.

Retreating backward, down
the court, I faced him. I meant
to escape by the entrance on the
rue du Dragon. His eyes told
me that I never should escape.

It seemed ages while we were
going, I retreating, he advanc-
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ing, down the court in perfect
silence; but at last I felt the
shadow of the archway, and the
next step brought me within it.
I had meant to turn here and
spring through into the street.
But the shadow was not that of
an archway; it was that of a
vault. The great doors on the
rue du Dragon were closed. I
felt this by the blackness which
surrounded me, and at the same
instant I read it in his face. How
his face gleamed in the dark-
ness, drawing swiftly nearer!
The dee vauﬁs, the huge closed
doors their cold iron clamps
were all on his side. The thin
which he had threatened ha
arrived: it gathered and bore
down on me from the fathom-
less shadows; the point from
which it would strike was his
infernal eyes. Hopeless I set my
back against the barred doors
and defied him.

THERE WAS A scraping of
stairs on the stone floor, and a
rustling as the congregation
rose. I could hear the Suisse’s
staff in the south aisle, preced-
ing Monseigneur C — to the
sacristy.

The kneeling nuns, roused
from their devout abstraction,
made their reverence and went
away. The fashionable lady, my
neighbor, rose also, with grace-
ful reserve. As she departed, her
glance just flitted over my face
in disapproval.

Half dead, or so it seemed to

me, yet intensely alive to every
trifle, I sat among the leisurely
moving crowd, then rose too
and went toward the door.

I had slept through the ser-
mon. Had I slept the sermon? I
looked up and saw him passing
along the gallery to his place.
Only his side I saw; the thin
bent arm in its black coverin
looked like one of those devil-
ish, nameless instruments which
lie in the disused torture cham-
bers of medieval castles.

But I had escaped him,
though his eyes had said 1
should not. Had I escaped him?
That which gave him the power
over me came back out of ob-
livion, where I had hoped to
keep it. For I knew him now.
Death and the awful abode of
lost souls, whither my weakness
long ago had sent him — they
had changed him for every other
eye, but not for mine. I had
recognized him almost from the
first; I had never doubted what
he was come to do; and now I
knew that while my body sat
safe in the cheerful little church,
he had been hunting my soul in
the Court of the Dragon.

I crept to the door; the organ
broke out overhead with a blare.
A dazzling light filled the
church, blotting the altar from
my eyes. The people faded a-
way, e arches, the vaulted
roof vanished. I raised my
seared eyes to the fathomless
glare, and I saw the black stars
hanging in the heavens: and the
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wet winds from the Lake of
Hali chilled my face.

And now, far away, over
leagues of tossing cloud-waves,
I saw the moon drilzﬁing with

ray; and beyond, the towers
(s)% Carcosa rose behind the
moon.

Death and the awful abode

of lost souls, whither my weak-

changed him for every other
eye but mine. And now I heard
his voice, rising, swelling, thun-
dering through the flaring light,
and as I fell, the radiance in-
creasing, increasinﬁ, poured
over me in waves of flame. Then
I sank into the depths, and I
heard the King in Yellow whis-
})ering to my soul: “It is a fear-
ul thing to fall into the hands

ness long ago had sent him, had  of the living Godl”

THE RECKONING

To qualify as “most controversial”, a story will have received a consider-
able percentage of extreme votes on both ends of the scale, and with about
an equal number of each. The item in our April issue which most certainly
falls into this category was The Hand of Glory, by R. H. D. Barham. Those of
you who hated it felt that it was attempted humor which didn’t come off.
Many of you who did not rate it fifth place or higher said that you enjoyed it
heartily, but thought other material was more deserving. And, naturally, a few
of you thought it came out high by default. This is encouraging, but before
we consider running more of same (which would not be soon in any event) we
shall want to poll you. It might be that one such verse was fine, but that
another would tend to spoil the effect.

For three isuues in a row, the winning story has been in the lead from
the very first ballot received, and never fallen back. There was a fierce strug-
gle around the second and third place stories, which changed positions fre-
quently, and also between the fourth and fifth place stories. Here is how you
finally placed them:

(1) The Dead Who Walk, by Ray Cummings; (2) Jack, by Reynold
Junker; (3) The Black Laugh, by William J. Makin; (4) The Lady of the
Velvet Collar. bv Washington Irvine: (5) The Garrison. hv David Grinnell.
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While Kirk Mashburn did not have very many stories in Wemp

TarLes - his first, The Sword of Jean Ladfitte, ran in

e December

1927 issue under the by-line of W. K. Mashburn, Jr., and still later

the initials, were dropped — readers remembered hi

present tale and its sequel.

FROM THE depths of the
dank, moss-festooned woods, a
long-drawn howl quavered up-
ward to a cloaked and sullen
moon. There was a sinister, un-
earthly Quality about the ulu-
lation that set it apart from
the orthodox lament of any
random, mournful hound.

It startled us, gathered there
in the temporary shack that
served the road-building crew
for office and commissary com-
bined. The dull buzz of con-
versation stilled for a long min-

best for the

ute. I saw more than one stolid
Cajun farmer — road-builder,
pro tem — furtively sign the
cross; chairs and packing-boxes
croaked under the sudden un-
easy shifting of their burdens.

“Placide’s wife . . .” I heard
some one’s perturbed mutter.
It was old Landry, gnarled

and .seamed and squat of body,
ordinarily taciturn to the point
of sourness. A half-dozen pairs
of eyes flashed distrustful ecf in
my direction, then settled in
common focus upon the speak-



er. The rebuke and its intima-
tion were plain: I was a State
Highway Department engineer
in 1931, an alien in their midst;
and whatever old Landry had
meant, it was one of those
many things, ranging from the
utterly trivial to the supreme-
ly tragic, of which no discus-
sion is had with strangers. If
one be a French-descended
“Cajun” of the southwestern
Louisiana parishes, suspicious
of all unproved folk, one does
not speak haphazardly con-
cerning obscure local matters.

Landry withdrew even more
deeply into his shell of taciturn-
ity; there was an ineffectual at-
tempt or two to resume talk,
but a damper seemed to have
been put upon any further de-
sire for conversation. In twos
and threes, but never singly,
the members of the group drift-
ed away to their bunks in close
succession. I was left alone
with Delacroix, the young com-
missary clerk and timekeeper
for the road gang.

“What was there about what
the old man said, to sour the
balance of them so thoroughly?”

My companion hesitated a-
bout replying. He was of the
localir{, and even though of a
finer breed than the teamsters
and laborers of the crew, he
possessed, in less degree, some
of their instinctive clannishness.
Still, when one is working one’s
way through engineering school
of the State University, there is
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evidence therein of qualities
superior to the inhibitions of
simplicity. Delacroix shrugged.
“There is a story behimf it,”
he admitted.

“Tell it,” I urged. It was still
too early for bed.

Once more, before he could
comply, that weird latration
from the forest set the night
a-quiver. We listened in silence
until it ended.

“So!” observed Delacroix.

Then he told me of one, Pla-
cide, and of Placide’s wife; and
this is the substance of his
story.

PLACIDE DUBOIN [said

Delacroix] spent thi of his
nearly fifty years of lite peace-
pon one patch of bayou

full

lang. His paunch was kept
satisfactorily heavy with beans,
and with rice which he grew
more by the kindness of heaven
than any great exertion of his
own. Sometimes he wheezed
down the bayou in an ancient
oyster-boat, with the running
of which the indulgence of
Providence may also have had
a hand, judginlf;; by the neglect-
ed condition of its decrepit en-

gine.

In the bay, Placide caught
shrimps; in the winter, he
sporadically trapped muskrats
and shot ducks. Always, he had
enough black perique for his
pipe, and a little wine to wash
down his food. Rarely, he
would go to town and get very
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drunk. For a man with no
wants beyond his creature
comforts, and a masterless, in-
dolent existence, it was a good
life.

Then the time came when
oil was found in the neighbor-
hood of Placide’s quarter-sec-
tion, and he sold the ground
that he had homesteaded thirty
years before, for more money
than Placide had any business
with. Some people said he got
ten thousand dollars; the highest
estimate placed the amount at
five times as much. At any
rate, it was enough to be Pla-
cide’s undoing,.

He moved to town. Now,
Labranch is a village to you
or even to me, a sleepy little
town of some three thousand
souls; but to this old one, it
was a veritable city. Not that
it made any difference: Placide
could loaf as well as, or even
better, in the town than on
the bayou, and he held on to
his money with tight fingers.

Placide loafed too welll Not
content with a full belly and
freedom, with no more burden
upon his shoulders than hold-
ing fast to the wealth with
which accident had endowed
him, he had so much time on
his hands that he filled it in by
marrving a woman out of a
visiting carnival troupe. Having
lived womanless for nearly
fifty vears, this stupid one, this
great clod, must marry a gypsy-
looking wench from a street

fair. A snake-charmer! Eh!

True, she was young, and
more than good to look at {qso
the say)(, with her olive skin
and black hair, and dark, invit-
ing eyes that turned upward
a little at the corners. Nita, her
name was; and though the
women of Labranch snubbed
her for the memory of her
snakes, and for marrying old
la? Placide for his money —
it had to be his moneyl — the
men were friendly enough, be-
hind their women’s backs. Too
friendly!

Placide, seeing his wife's flir-
tations, stolidlﬁr iacked her off
to another shack on another
bayou where oil had not as yet
been found, and where there
were fewer men for her to dal-
ly with, beating her methodic-
ally when she rebelled. He
had a certain respect for his
own rights, Placide.

So Nita ate red beans and
rice, and was lucky to have a

air of shoes. ... You have

eard it said, that the way to

keep a woman virtuous is to
keep her barefooted? Welll
And all the time, Placide’s
money rotted wherever it was
buried in the ground. No banks
for that onel)

And Nita, having sold her-
self to Placide and been cheat-
ed of her purchase price, sour-
ed inside herself, hating Placide
more with each dull day. Her
only companion was a great
black cat that had come with
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her to Labranch, along with
the snakes; only, one supposes
that Placide had objected to
the snakes, if they did not be-
lor_:lsh to the carnival, anyway.

is cat of Nita’s had yellow
eyes, out of which it glared
hate at all the world except
its mistress. The cat hated Pla-
cide more even than Nita did:
it would stare at him for min-
utes on end, its eyes smolder-
ing: or, sometimes, it would
arch its back and yowl at him
like a fiend.

The cat would spit, also, at
Henry Lebaudy and the few
others who sometimes hunted
or fished with Placide. It
scratched Lebaudy, for no rea-
son whatever, so Lebaudy, not
liking this — and not liking
cats at all, and this one even
less — gabbled at Placide to
kill the sale bete noir.

Placide — he likes the idea,
him! So he shoots the cat. That
is Lebaudy swears to this day
that he did — shot it at least a
dozen times, loading and re-
loading his shotgun. Placide
was a crack shot, you compre-
hend, and grew angrier and
more determined with each
belch of his gun. He did not
like to miss, especially this cat.

Finally, Placide begins to be
afraid he is not missing — al-
though the buckshot does not
kill the beast, nor even seem
to hurt it. Placide is very su-
perstitious. Probably his hand
trembles, and he tells Lebaudy,

“Sale bete noir, yeh! — du
diablel” Dirty black beast, yes
— of the Devill

They look at each other —
one pictures them. They look
back at the cat. But the cat is
gone, disappeared. Afterward,
Lebaudy admits, they let it a-
lone, and signed the cross
whenever it came near -—
which, Henry says, the cat did
not like, and would go howl-
ing and spitting away. Welll

So only Nita loved the cat,
and the cat loved Nita: both
hated Placide. As for him, this
dumb Placide, he grew more
sullen and suspicious than ever,
without knowing exactly why,
but went about his dull affairs
as usual.

Sometimes he still rattled
down to the bay to catch
shrimps. That meant a day and

art of the night away from
Eome, even if the engine in
his boat gave no trouble —
which was not always, nor even
often. On one such day, a vag-
abond gypsy peddler drove his
wagon along the bayou, and
stopped eventually at Placide’s
house.

This peddler was a bright-
eyed ruffian, with dark hair
falling over his forehead; not
unhandsome, in a sly, evil way.
Pierre Abadie, who passed Pla-
cide’s shanty twice during the
day, and stopped once to ask
for matches to light his pipe,
said that Nita and the peddler
spoke together in a strange,
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outlandish tongue, neither
French nor English. The ped-
dler’'s horse was unhamessed,
and grazed about the Elace all
through that day. Placide heard
of it, and he beat Nita. Natur-
allyl

THE PEDDLER set up a
tent, outside Labranch, and
mended pots and pans, and
without doubt engaged in oth-
er less open practices. He
seemed unconcerned, once,
when Placide came by and
stopped a moment in front of
the tent saying nothing, but
§10wering sullenly. So, after a

it, Placide went on to the
shack where yellow Marie sold
vile bootleg whisky, and hatch-
ed viler schemes in her fester-
ing old brain.

This Marie — if she had any
other name, none knew, nor
cared — was a quadroon wom-
an who had lived in a tumble-
down hovel on the fringe of
town for as long as most peo-
ple remembered. Some of the
oldest habitants said she had
once been a wildly beautfiul
creature, much as a sleek, cruel,
yellow tigress is beautiful; but
now she was a wrinkled old
hag, a dispenser of vicious li-
quor, a procuress when chance
offered — and, so the blacks
and the ignorant whites whis-
pered, a witch. The people of
Labranch would have liked to
have packed her off elsewhere,
but there she was.

Eh? Oh! The sheriff, amon
others, was one of those ol
men who had memories of
Marie’s golden days. ... You
comprchend! Then, too, this
Marie was clever, discreet, you
understand. Nobody knew any-
thing against her except rumors
— nobody, that is, who cared
to tell. So Marie stayed on.

The old hag had no love for
Placide, and he had less for her.
But the one had liquor that
was as cheap as it was power-
ful, and the other had a thirst
which a perpetual regard for
economy required im to
quench with as little expense
as might be.

Now, Placide ordinarily drank
almost not at all, except rea-
sonably of wine with his sup-
per; but on this day, he had
quarreled again with Nita, and

beat her without afterward
feeling the proper satisfaction.
He felt that even when he

knocked her half senseless, she
was still the stronger of the
two. His sullen spirits needed
further outlet.

You have noticed, have you
not, how a very little thing can
set in train a whole series of
events® Welll A little thing it
was that Placide, the tight-fist-
ed, should unreasonably insist
upon old Marie taking drink
for drink with him of her cor-
rosive whisky. Even though
Placide paid for it, it was al-
most as unreasonable for Marie
to accept knowing as she did
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the truth about what she dis-
pensed. That is what greed for
money will do: I have many
times remarked that it is not
a good thing.

o Placide and Marie drank
together; and, after a while,
Placide’s sullen tongue loosen-
ed enough to where he growled
of his wife to the yellow wom-
an. That was not a good thing,
either . . . But, then, what to
expect, it being that Placide?

arie, being a she-devil so-
ber, and a more malicious she-
devil in liquor, twitted him a-
bout the peddler and his suspi-
cions of Nita, even in the
hearing of the other. customers
who sought her aid in poison-
ing themselves. .

y she doan’ leave yo,
dat’s all Ah doan’ onnerstan’,”
ibed the hag, in Cajun-Eng-
ish ilke Placide’s own.

“Aho!” says Placide, spea]dnﬁ
in the reasonably pure Frenc
of his fathers, “she hopes to
find the money I have buried
in the ground — and she’s not
ﬁ(‘)in!% to find it, I can tell you

at

Marie was all ears, now, and
her eves glittered like a spider’s
watching a fly. Money in the
ground! She attempted to draw
more from Placide, but her
eagerness betrayed itself, and
he shut up like one of those
oysters, suspicious.

He Lad right to his suspicions
for he caught her, the very
next day, prowling around the

woods near his cabin on the
bayou. She was peering care-
fully at the ground, scratching
and probing here and there
with a ]i)lole she carried. Now,
Placide had been dully an
because he thought the peddler
wanted his woman, but this
Marie was after his money —
and that was something else,
altogether! The peddler got
lares and sullen maledictions,
ut Marie got the beating of
her life. Almost, Placide killed
her; and she was just able, after
a long time, to drag herself
back toward town as far as the
peddler’s tent.

The peddler helped her as
well as he could, while the hag
cursed Placide and all his
works. After a while she quiet-

 ed, and talked long and earnest-

ly with the gypsy, who listened
more attentively as her talk
went on.

Doubtless, Marie knew, as do
all those who have a hand in
such matters, that curses and
spells and grisgris charms
work much better when the
victim knows about it. (May-
be they would not work at all,
otherwise!) She knew that Pla-
cide was v superstitious. So
she was careful that it came to
Placide’s ears that she was go-
ing to put a conjur on him, and
that it would be better for him
to dig up his money and leave
the parish. Nita, of course,
would tell the peddler, in case
her man took the warning to
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heart. She would know when
Placide dug up his money . . .
After which, you speculate on
the ending for yourself.

A queer thing is that Marie
must (Lave believed in her own

ris-gris charms, especially as
the peddler doubled it with a
dreadful spell of his own.
Doubtless they both believed
in it, and it may be that they
were right. Eh! Only, it ma
also be that they meddled wit
much more dangerous things
than they knew; Marie especial-
ly. What the peddler thought
or knew, only he could have
told. At any rate, they did more
than threaten Placide with a
spell. They went about it, seri-
ously.

Now, much of this story has
to be surmised, and the gaps
filled in between the fragments
of known fact, which are few-
er than they might be. But these
people around here tell the
whole story, when they tell it
at all, with the sureness that
comes of believing what one

wishes to believe . . . Very welll
That is the way I am telling it
to you.

One thing is known: This
peddler bought a crucifix at
Jules Froissard’s store in La-
branch, which was afterward
seen in Placide’s cabin. Frois-
sard remembered it by its gen-
eral shape and design, and par-
ticularlv because there was a
little of the end broken off one
arm of the cross. The peddler

got it cheaply for that reason.
The crucifix {ater seen in Pla-
cide’s shanty had this same
shortened arm, but it had been
painted black and changed in
other ways. For one thing, a
file had been used to change
the Savior’s face beyond recog-
nition, and — good old Father
Soulin wept bitterly when they
showed him the blasphemy of
it — a pair of tiny horns had
been soldered to the head. The

sy tinner’s work that! (Well,

e paid for it!)

There was a little red bag
tied around the cross — that
was Marie. Eh? Yes, certainly;
it was full of queer charms to
make a spell on Placide. Gris-
gris.

Well, the peddler carried it
to Placide’s woman, and one
supposes that they plotted
much together. One lieve
that the peddler wanted Nita
as much as he wanted Placide’s
money; and it may be that Nita
desired the peddler, then . . .
Afterward . . .

THE WOMEN put the im-
pious crucifix under the bed
— and that is where she made
a mistake. Placide had heard
of the plot to put a spell upon
him, only that day, and he was
both angry and afraid. He had
gone to Marie’s place, but he
found her absent, and the dive
closed — which may have been
well for Marie. At the peddler’s
tent. Placide found the gypsy
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sitting  crosslegged on the
ground, elaborately whetting
an edge upon a most ferocious-
looking butcher knife. So Pla-
cide, not unreasonably, left the
Eeddler at peace until he went
ack and got his gun, or at
least, until he could deal with
him on even terms. In the mean-
time, he doubtless argued that
he cculd go home and beat
Nita.

On the way back to his ca-
bin, Placide drank from a flask
he carried. Meeting with Hen-
ry Lebaudy, he would have
given Henry a drink, but the
bottle was empty. So Henry
must come to Placide’s cabin,
where there was a whole demi-
john of good wine, waiting to
be drunk. It was not far off,
and they would get drunk to-
gether.

At the cabin, Placide reach-
ed under the bed for the demi-
john, felt something else, and
— brought out that crucifix!

Now, Placide was supersti-
tious: not religious, you will
comprehend, but superstitious.
The mutilated crucifix was so
awful and startling thing to
him; but whether he would
have understood that it was
evillv designed toward himself,
without that little red bag tied
to it, I do not know. The gris-
gris he understood quite well.
He went mad.

Lebaudy says he seized Nita
as one might take a ten-pound
sack of flour, and flung her

hard to the floor. He was a
bull for strength, Placide.

Then, while she lay stunned
on the floor, Placide flung the
desecrated crucifix full at her
smooth throat. The cross was
flat and thin, and its ends were
flattened and beat into a de-
sign something like a wedge-
shaped cloverleaf. With Pla-
cide’s great strength behind it,
it is no wonder that it tore
deep into Nita’s round throat,
where it stood upright. It wab-
bled drunkenly, sickening Le-
baudy, while Nita quivered and
twitched for a few moments;
then she was still. The blood
welled slowly from the wound,
impeded by the instrument that
caused it.

Then that great black cat
bounded out of a corner, leap-
ing over the body of its mis-
tress as if to attack Placide.
The beast thought better of it,
perhaps; at any rate it turned
back to sit upon the woman’s
breast. Lebaudy says it sat
there and howled like one of
those fiends in hell, while its
yellow eyes blazed red fire.
Heul!

Then the monster crept up-
ward to Nita’s throat. It licked
away the dark blood: after
which it started yowling with
more energy.

All this, you understand, in
just a very few minutes; while
that stupid Lebaudy stood
there, one assumes, with his
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slack mouth hanging open
wider even than usual.
Both men looked long at the

body of the woman: t was
all — just looked. Then Le-
baudy began to look at Pla-
cide, too. Sideways, you know,
like that. Placide, he began to
worry . . . Welll It was time
for him to worry, one compre-
hends!

“Now what you going to do, -

€h, Placidef” Lebaudy wants
to know. ,

“Well,” says Placide, speak-
ing French like Lebaudy, and
slow and heavy like he always
talks, “I'm going to put her in
the ground and bury her”
Then he turns round and looks
hard at Lebaudy, who said,
afterward, that there was a red
light in Placide’s eyes.

“You're gori:;lg to help me
bury her —. a
keep quiet, all the rest of your
lifel Ain’t you, Henry?”

“Heh?” gulps Lebaudy.

“Heh?” Placide says, too; but
he says it a different way, and
the veins kind of swelled in
his forehead. He moved a step
closer to Lebaudy.

“Yeh!” agrees this Henry,
swallowing hard; “I'm going
to help you bury her.” (Henry
Lebaudy is a little man, and he
knows it!)

“And — you're — going — to

— keep — quietl” grits Placide.

Another step closer!
“I'm going to keep quieter
than that!” Lebaudy is trying

ou're going to .

to swallow his tongue by this
time, one supposes.

So Placide got spades, and
they carried his woman out in-
to the bushes a way, off be-
hind the shack, and dug a deep
hole. The cat went along, too,
and spit and howled, and tried
to claw Placide’s legs. It ho
Eed back and forth across the

ole, after they put Nita in it
and were ready to shovel the
dirt on top of her.

Try as he would and did,
Placide couldn’t kill it with his
spade . . . What? Why, because
he couldn’t hit it, certainly. It
dodged, you understand. Le-
baudy says it faded from under
the tool — and then there it
was again, quick as a flash,
just out of reach. (Of course,
Lebaudy is stupid; likewise, he
does not always tell the truth!
No, not even now that he is
an old, old man, who should

 be thinking seriously of his sins.

.-. . However, I am telling you
what he said, and his salvation
is the priest’s business — not
mine!)

WELL, THEY buried Nita,
and left the cat sitting on her
grave. Afterward, Placide sent
Lebaudy on his way, first giv-
ing him two great cupsful of
strong wine, and growling a
few plain threats in his ear —
both of which were to stiffen
Henry’s resolution. So Lebaudy
went.

Placide, you see, was mnot
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really a murderer; only a poor
oaf to whom the good God sent
too much money, and the Devil
a woman. If he had been a mur-
derer, he would have tried to
cover up his crime by killin
Lebaudy, too: even this stupi
Placide must have known that
one hangs but once, regardless
of how many times one kills.
Probably he thought Lebaudy
would ie quiet for a little
while, at least, and give him
time to get his money and es-

cape.-

But Lebaudy did not keep

uiet — not very long. He

idn’t know how! And he was,
also, afraid.

So Lebaudy went straight to
the sheriff; and the sheriff, be-
ing an old man, sent his deputy,
Sostan LeBleu — no, not the
one you know; this was a cou-
sin — who talked only less than
Lebaudy. And thus LeBleu
told others, and several volun-
teered to go to Placide’s place
with him; and one or two sad-
dled their horses and came a-
lo:'ll%lwithout even volunteering.

ey passed by the peddler’s
on the way, and paused long
enough to wake him and tell
him where they were going,
and why. The peddler climbed
on his old nag without bother-
ing to saddle it, and came with
them.

Now, it is some miles from
Labranch to Placide’s old cab-
in, but it is not a long ride for
men on horseback. LeBleu and

his posse were soon there, de-
manding entrance.

There was a light inside the
cabin, when LeBleu hammered
on the door. After a moment,
the door opened. LeBleu had
his pistol in his hand, and it
was a good thing it didn’t have
a hair trigger, because the
deputy was so surprized when
that door opened, he dropped
the gun.

It wasn’t Placide who opened
— it was Nital

“Wal,” she says (Nita could-
n’t s$eak French), “w'at yo
want ; _

LeBleu, having come to ar-
rest her murderer, now didn’t
really know what he wanted,
any more than she did!

“Ain’t Placide killed yo’?” he
blurts out. Somebody laughed
(which, you can understand,
almost any one would!), and
LeBleu says, embarrassed, “I
mean, where is Placide?”

“Inside,” Nita tells
“Come on in.”

Placide was lying in the bed.
He looked dully at LeBleu and
the others, who noticed, with-
out thinking too much about it,
that there were several nasty
marks on his face . . . like the
claw marks of a beast, for in-
stance . . . or a woman . . .

There was a bandage around
Nita’s throat, also. That much,
at least, of Lebaudy’s story was
true — Placide had hurled
something at her throat. Well,
they would doubtless be think-

him.
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ing, after Nita got up, she
scratched his face: nothin
strange about that! A man an
his wife could fight if they
wanted to, could they not? Na-
turally!

“Too much wine: ’e’s dronk!”
Nita snarls. “E got dronk wit’
t'at Lebaudy, an’ beat me.” She
shrugs her shoulders, which
was to say: “What is there of
newness in that?

“Ohol” LeBleu says, as if
comprehending much. “So Le-
baudy was drunk! I s’pose the
walk to town sobered him up
some, otherwise I'd have seen
it for myself.”

“I was not drunk,” Lebaudy

indignantly protests. “Placide
gave me only two cups of wine
efore 1 left — two cups, no

more!” He points to a big cup,
which will hold about a pint.

Everybody shouts and laughs.
Lebaugy is one of those unfor-
tunates who can not take one
drink without it affecting his
already dizzy brain. So much
is known to all.

Somebody notices the pale-
ness of Placide. A pale souse.
He must be very drunk, and
be in the habit of drinking,
very heavily, in secret. Every
one had thought differently.
Ah, well!

So they decided to go back
to town. You will see that
there was little else they could
do; and, besides, there was
something about Nita that made
them all uncomfortable. And

uneasy. She seemed changed,
in a way none of them could
put a finger to; there were
smoldering flames deep down
in her slanting eyes, and there
was something repulsive about
the way she would run her red,
thin tongue over her red, red
lips, whenever she looked at
them. More than one man
caught himself making the sign
of the cross, without at all
knowing why . . . Well, they
say one can smell the Devil a
long way off. Sol

As they were going, some one
saw Nita glide up to the ped-
dler and make a swift motion
with her fingers, while it seem-
ed she hissed a few words in
a tongue strange to all the rest
of them. There was only one
word that could be understood
and remembered — no, I do
not know what it was — but
they say that it was afterward
said by another sy who was
asked, to mean gold, or money
. . . Later, too, one of those
who saw, or heard of it, was
inspired to show old yellow
Marie, as well as he could re-
member, the sign he thought
Nita made. And Marie, she
laughed evilly. Being very
drunk and in high humor, she
finally gave a sly hint that it
might mean something like
poison, in a certain dark and
secret sign language. (Have I
told yvou it was said, by some,
that Marie engaged in darker
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I1_3‘1':1ctic'es than the keeping of
er dive?)

Afterward, Marie told Le-
baudy that Nita probably was
only fooling the peddler, so as
not to frighten him. Placide,
added this Marie, did not die
of poisoning. More than that,
she would not say a word.

One guess is as good as an-
other; but they say there was
a greedy look in the peddler’s
eyes as he listened to Nita.
Perhaps there was a greedy
look, likewise, in Nita’s eves
. . . But not for gold, one thinks

WHATEVER it was that
Nita said to the peddler, he
went with LeBleu and the oth-
ers when they rode back to
town. For three or four days
afterwurd, this peddler was
busy mending his horse’s har-
ness and greasing his -wagon;
and he offered his stock of tin-
ware at such cheap prices that
he soon disposed of it. Getting
ready to move on, he said. The
third or fourth night, the gypsy
disappeared.

Nobody was sorry to see him

§o, nor felt slighted that he
eft without saying good-bye.
Then, a trapper stopped at
Placide’s cabin and discovered
that it was deserted except for
Placide himself, who was dead
and therefore could hardly be
said tc count. He had been
dead for some days and, it be-
ing warm as to weather, he

was beginning to be unpleasant
about it.

There was a curious wound,
or maybe several wounds, in
Placide’s throat: part of him
looked to have been eaten by
a beast! Well, they buried him
quickly.

I do not know what the cor-
oner said about it, but other
people lifted their eyebrows or
shrugged, saying, “Placide
died, or maybe his woman kill-
ed him; and the woman has run
away with the peddler — after
getting Placide’s money! Ah,
well, we are rid of the three of
them: the peddler, Placide, and
Placide’s wife . . . None of them
amounted to much!”

Oddly enough, the peddler’s
horse was soon afterward found,
dead and partly devoured, in
a spot deep in the woods. Eh!
People wondered at that, nat-
urally . . .

Then, one afternoon about a
month after Lebaudy swore he
saw Placide murder Nita, this
same Lebaudy was back in the
woods behind Placide’s cabin,
when he came upon a mound
of freshly turned dirt that ex-
cited his curiosity.

The longer Lebaudy regard-
ed the mound, the more excit-
ed he became. This looked sus-
piciously like a grave — and
no human grave had the least
right to be in that spot — that
much he knew.

Now, it was a gravel When
Lebaudy, with the aid of a
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shovel which he ran and fetch-
ed from Placide’s old cabin,
finally overcame his indecision
and dug into the mound, he
found a mans body! And
whose do you suppose it was?
The peddlers!

What? Indeed not! That is
the curious part of it: this ped-
dler’s body was not at all de-
composed! And there was the
same sort of wound, or wounds,
in his throat that Placide had
— and they were half healed!

Lebaudy, one can imagine,
was knocking about the knees.
It was getting dusk, and that
made things worse. He had
reason enough to know that
this body did not look as it
ought to look, having been
dead and covered with dirt.
Whether it had been buried
one day or ten, it looked too
fresh. It surely wasnt breath-
ing, it was dead, and yet — it
looked as if there might be
warm blood beneath its skin!
And then —

Lebaudy leaned upon the
wooden ﬁ’andle of the spade
he had used, and which must
have been cracked, already, for
it snapped beneath his weight.
He was thrown off balance,
and, clutching the long handle
of the spade tighter than ever,
stumbled forward on the dry
clods he had dug from the
grave, and which rolled under
his feet: he fell forward, you
understand, with the spade
handle thrust before him. And

the sharp, broken end of the
handle, with Lebaudy’s weight
behind it, pierced the breast of
the corpse at his feet!

Now, you will remember,
this is Lebaudy’s tale: I am
only telling it for him! Sol)

Well, this broken end of the
spade handle, which was really
a hardwood pole, was sharp
and keen, and it penetrated the
corpse about -where its heart
should be. And the corpse
ac;vedl The dead lips scream-

Then, the eyes opened wide
(Lebaudy swears to this, al-
though it you ask him, he will
deny it), with such hate in
them that it was like a look
into the mouth of hell. But the
fury swiftly faded into a look
of great gladness, like the eyes
of a bird suddenly set free of
a cage; the working features
softened into a mask of peace
and contentment; the eyes
closed. While Lebaudy watched
— the body began to mortify!

Lebaudy ran, to get out of
that forest, where it was get-
itng darker with each second
— ran, too, to get away from
that horror he had come upon.
While he ran, it seemed that
there was a patter of swift feet
not far behind. Fear lent wings
to his feet, until he came to
the banks of the bayou upon
which Placide’s cabin stood.

THE WOODS did not come
down quite to the bayou,
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where the land had been more
or less cleared. It was lighter
here, although the sun had
sunk, and night was falling
fast. Panting, Lebaudy stop-
ped and loocked back toward
the trees. Running toward him
from the forest was a woman,
who slowed to a walk as he
looked, too tired amd shocked
already to feel much fresh sur-
prize at her appearance there.
She came closer, so that he
recognized her in the twilight.

It was Nita!

Lebaudy says she smiled at
him; but it was the sort of
smile that made new shivers
crawl on that back of his.

“Good evnin’, he says, re-
membering that Nita did not
speak French.

He wondered why Nita was
licking her red lips with her
redder tongue. (From the wa
he speaks of it, when he will,
one understands that Lebaudy
did not care for this, at alll)
He felt uneasy, it was so queer,
you comprehend, when Nita
did not answer him. Not a word
from her — just licking her lips,
staring at him, with that strange
smile.

Lebaudy, one assumes, was
at a loss to understand this sit-
uation, the woman saying noth-
ing, and looking at him in a
way that he did not at all care
for. Finally he tells her, “T

g(l)ug!mt yo’ run off wit’ ' ped-
er.
Nita laughed . . . Lebaudy

says he shivered at the soundl!
It was dgetting darker all this
time, and Nita moved closer
to him: still not making a
sound beyond that one hellish
laugh. Lebaudy watched her
with a funny feeling in his flat
stomach; and then he let out
a yell — or one assumes he did,
knowing this Lebaudy!
He says that he was looking
at the same eyes all the time
which one doubts, because he
oes not like to look people in
the eyes!), but one minute they
were the eyes of Nita — as he
knew Nita — and the next min-
ute they were the eyes of —
well, what do you think? The
eyes of a great bitch wolfl A
great she-wolf with slavering
jowls, and a red tongue run-
ning in and out between fangs
that glinted faintly in the dusk!
The wolf (or whatever it
was!) leaped at Lebaudy, who
undoubtegl howled as much
as any wolf as he also leaped
— backward, into the bayou.
Now, only a very stupid one,
such as this one, would leap
unthinking and unlooking when
he knew he was standing on
the bank of a bayou. Yet, it

_ may be that this stupidity sav-

ed Lebaudy from death, or
worse. He struggled in the
water, while the wolf yowled
and slavered on the bank. Le-
baudy says its eyes were red as
hell’s fires by this time. Eh!
Well, one know without be-
ing told, that a swamp rat like
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Lebaudy could swim, and the
farther bank was not very dis-
tant. He climbed up on it, and
the wolf gave a last fiendish
howl as Henry scampered off
toward Labranch.

Wet and quaking, and feel-
ing a certain need of stimula-
tion, Lebaudy scurried in to
old Marie’s place, wet clothes
and all. One drink, and Le-
baudy would stand on his head.
That is only an expression, you
will understand, but it serves
well for this old one, as what
few brains he had would run
out his mouth when he drank
— which is a misfortune that
might, perhaps, happen to a
rattlebrain who stood too long
upon his head in fact! How-
ever, if you understand me, he
talked much when he drank
a little.

He talked to Marie, telling
her of his finding the corpse
that was so different from oth-
er corpses, and of his meting
with Nita, or the wolf (or both-
in-one), or whatever it was, on
the bank of the bayou. Then he
went back and told her the
whole story in detail, from the
time he had seen Placide throw
Nita to the floor and hurl that
desecrated crucifix into her
throat. Before he had finished,
Marie was so shaken that she
was drinking her own rotgut
liquor, and pouring more for
Henry — all without charge to
him!

“Ay-e-el” she moaned. “The

black crucifix, the black cat
jumping across her body in the
rave, licking her blood. Moon-
ight in her eyes while she’s
lying in her gravel Oh, Placide!
Stupid Placide! Why did you
not drive a stake through her

. heart when you buried her?”

“Eh?” says Henry Lebaudy,
“What's all this you’re talking
about?”

“Loup-garoul” snarls
who was raised among people
who speak French much better
than, and in preference to,
English; and she had absorbed
all the folk-lore of those French-
descended people. (Marie’s
white blood, one assumes, came
from the same source as theirs.)

“Loup-garou!” shudders Le-
baudy. (You comprehend that
it is the French name for were-
wolf? Sol) “I was afraid so,
mel”

Marie brightens, after a min-
ute,

“One good thing,” she exults,
“this Nita can’t get off her is-
land - and I'm not going
there! Me, I don’ intend to see
her!”

Now, as you already know,
Labranch bayou forks and
flows into the bay in two sep-
arate streams, like a wishbone,
making an island nearly fifteen
miles long and about ten miles
wide at the bay end. The point,
you understand, is that the
werewolf is suposed to be un-
able to cross running water . . .

What? The vampire, also? Ex-

Marie,
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actly! This loup-garou which is,
or was, Nita, is safely in a pen,
unless she can get some one to
carry her across the bayou in
his arms — which I doubt!
There is only a little more to
tell. Lebaudy, at Marie’s urging,
went with his tale to Father
Soulin. Whether the good priest
had a hand in it or not, I do
not know: but the parish sex-
ton (who, naturally enough,
was not given to agitation in
the presence of dead bodies)
went into the woods and cut
off the spade handle a little
way above the peddler’s body.
After which he drove the end
of the handle a little more
firmly in the corpse, and then
covered it up to rest in peace.
Now, of course, that left
Placide to be looked after. The
sexton sharpened the part of
the spade handle (Placide’s
own spade handle!) that he had
kept, and dealt with Placide
as the peddler had been dealt
with. And Placide’s wounds
had healed, although they had
been greater by far than the

peddler’s; and he screamed and

squirmed beneath the thrust of
the stake, and settled back at
peace, as the peddler had done.
The sexton piled back the dirt
on what had become, in a
twinkling, a heap of bones and
unpleasantness.

So Delacroix  concluded
with a shrug of his shoulders),
that is the tale as I have heard
it. It happened, so they say,

when T was a boy, and I did
not live in this parish then.
Father Soulin has been dead
these four years past, so you
can not ask him.

Me, I don’t know . . .

] L] ]

I DREW ON my pipe for a
couple of minutes, considering
Delacroix’s tale the while. Fin-
ally, T asked, “What do you
mean by saying you don't
know? You don’t believe any
of that, do you?”

Delacroix merely gave repe-
tition to his frequent and non-
commital shrug; and I knew
that, for a]l his better educa-
tion and larger contact with
the world, he would be as taci-
turn as any of his ilk when
conversation took a turn he did
not like.

I was sleepy, by this time,
and smoth&redy a yawn.

“All right,” I laughed, “I'm
going on over to my tent and
turn in, and I hope none of
those werewolves who have to
lie in their graves between sun-
up and sun-down have come to
life tonight, to catch me on the
way, nor come uninvited into
my tent.”

“They cant enter a house
without an invitation,” Dela-
croix rejoined, in all serious-
ness, “and one supposes that
will apply to.a tent, likewise.”

I was tempted to laugh at
his earnestness, but I had no
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wish to wound his sensibilities,
and so refrained.

“Perhaps, after all,” he said,
“it would be better if you were
to sleep with me while you are
here . . . Yes?™

“No,” 1 carelessly shook my
head. “Tll go on over . . .V

At this moment I broke off,
as there came a light tap;l)(ing
upon the door of the shack.

To this day, I do not know
why one of us did not say,
“Come in.” Instead, Delacroix,
who was sitting close to the
door, merely reached out and
lifted the latch, the poorly
hung door swinging inward of
its own accord. At that, sur-
Eyrize kept either one of wus
rom speaking for a minute,
although I had sufficient pre-
sence of mind to rise from my
seat upon a cracker box and
say, “Good evening”

Standing just outside the
doorway, framed in the light
from within, was one of the
most beautiful women (she
was, apparently, little more
than a girl) that I have ever
seen. She was clad in rough,
serviceable corduroy riding-
breeches and flannel shirt, and
I could see a laced boot on
the one leg that the shadows
failed to screen from my view.

Even though she was so clad
— I write these next words with
considerable deliberateness! —
in garments that she could have
obtained from any chance
hunter in the swamps around

us, provided he were of slight
stature, even, I say, though she
was clad in such garments,
there was no hiding the allur-
ing femininity of her,

Before I could find wits and
voice to speak to this astonish-
ing apparition, the girl smiled
and herself spoke — dashin
my illusions. Her words, al-
though there was an additional
odd inflection, were the words
of any unlettered Cajun girl of
the swamp country.

“Ma car,” she informed us,
“it’s bogged down on de ot’er
iiﬁe de bayou; an’ ma ankle,

sprained it tryin’ ¢ gat out
. Will yo' genlleman he’p
me?” .

However, if her words were
crude, her voice was not, and
there was a wistful note in it
that touched me. I could see,
now, that she was leaning
heavily on a stick, and the boot
had been removed from one
stockingless foot. She moved
the foot, as if to ease its pain,
so that it was more in the light
. . . Unshod feet that are beau-
tiful are a rarity in women .

I had been out in the swamps
with a road camp for two long
months; and, Cajun or no Ca-
jun, this was Woman — and a
beautiful woman, at that. As
Delacroix would put it: Welll

“Certainly we will help you!”
I was very gallant about it,
hoping she would not be too
fastidious to overloock my two

days’ grwth of beard. I had
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another thought: bold, but may-
be ... “And,” I said, “ as I see
you can not stand upon that
foot — Tl carry you back a-
cross the bridgel”

I stared at the look of wild
exultation that leaped into the
girl's wonderful eyes, enchant-
ing with their vague sugges-
tion of the Orient, before she
dropped her gaze.

“Nol” yelled Delacroix, to my
utter astonishment and indigna-
tion. “Carry her across running
water? . Nol Never!”

My anger was flaring swift-

en I caught sight of

l{, and
the girl. I stopped the hot re-
joinder I had upon my tongue
for Delacroix, appalled with
doubt and something more.
There was a postively feral
light in those e§10rious eyes,
now; and that seductive mouth
had ceased to be such.
“Landry!” Delacroix was yell-
ing, “bring your gun, the one
with the silver bullets — she’s
here!”

The girl leaped away toward
the swamp growth — t{ere was
no sign of lameness in her go-
ing. T had a vague, confused
impression that she looked odd-
](y inhuman, and dropped to all
ours as she reached the shel-
ter of the forest!

Old Landry, he of the wea-
thered face and gnarled hands
who had first mentioned Pla-
cide’s wife that night, came
running up. There was a huge

revolver in one of those knot-
ted fists.

Delacroix spoke to him in teh
French patois of the region, of
which I knew enough to get
the gist,

“Yes, it was she — but you
are too late! She has reached
the woods and you dare not
follow — she and her pack
would have your throat open
before you inew they were
near!”

“Silver bullets,” was all I
could understand of Landry’s
answer, taut as it was with
suppressed emotion. Then,
hoarsely, in which occurred the
words, “My son,” he croaked
something else.

Delacroix shook his head.
“Avenge him, and all the others,
when the odds are even. Wait
until you have another chance
in the open.”

“Eleven years!” said Landry,
quite distinctly. “For so long
have I carried this gun loaded
with silver bullets blessed by
the good Father — the only
kind that can YVill them! — wait-
ing tuv use it.”

Again Delacroix shook his
head.

“We will be five or six
months getting the road across
the island. There will be other
chances: you have waited elev-
en vears, and you can surely
wait a few months longer.”

Delacroix slowly shut the
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door; and Landry plodded
back to resume his disturbed
rest . . . perhaps.

“You will sleep here tonight.”
It was a statement, simply
made.

I nodded, as simply. Then,
once more, I felt a shiver run
along my spine . . .

From the forest came again
that fiendish ululation — the
baffled howl of Placide’s wife.

DCICIC ICICICICICICICICICICICICICIEICICIC

NIGHTMARE NEED

by Joseph Payne Brennan; Ark-
ham House, Sauk City, Wiscon-
sin, 1964; 69pp; $3.50.

These fifty-seven verses dealing
with the macabre constitute the
author’s fourth collection of poems
but the reader should be warn
that fifteen of them are taken from
previous collections, all of which are
now out of print. Return of the You
Men, The Old Man with Tarnis
Eyes, The Guest, Demon’s Wood,
and The Humming Stair, are from
the 1953 volume entitled The Hum-
ming Stair. Forest Fantastique, The
Chestnut Roasters, The Wind of
Time, On Desolate Streets, Desola-
tion, The Scythe of Dreams, The
Man I Met, and (again) The Hum-
ming Stair, are from the 1961 vol-

The Wind of Time. Heart of
Earth is from the 1949 volume with
the same title.

This is not all: if you have the
collection of short stories by Bren-
nan, entitted The Dark Returners,
then you also have Wraith on the
Wind, Grandfather's Ghost, The
Wind of Time (again), The Gods
Return, and Land of Desolation; and
if you own the Arkham House col-
lection, Fire And Sleet And Candle-
light, then you already have The
Humming Stair (yet again), The

Books

Scythe of Dreams ( ;I,e The
Chestnut Roasters (again), The Man
I Met (again), Grandfather

(again), and The Wind of Time (yet

again).

This may not be quite as ferocious
as it sounds, since earlier
collections of verse were small edi-
tions; and if you e.n]ioy Mr. Bren-
nan’s verses, there will still be more
than half of them new in book ap-

‘pearance. (Many of them also ap-

peared in various magazines and
newspapers. )

Since I no longer am drawn to
this type of verse, I will exculpate
Mr. Bremnan, from a good part of
responsibility  for the slight interest
that most of the contents of this vol-
ume has for me — but not from the
irritation that much of his meter
arouses in me. Very possibly a much
larger percentage of these selections
would have found me responsive in
former years, when this type of
mtry was to my taste. However, a

of the selections impressed me
enough to reread them, namely The
Guest, The Old Man, The Snow
Wish, Grandmother's Parlour, An
Hour After Midnight, Confederate
Cemetery 1961, and The Silent
Houses; and one, Epitaph, 1 find
deeply felt and genuinely moving.
The book is well made, with a good
jacket design by Frank Utpatel.

(turn to page 84)
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WELL, I'LL tell you, it be-
gan the day I was out on the
Jewett Ridge looking for Sar-
ah Howe’s little boy that had
got lost. All the school moth-
ers were out that day. 1 took
my husband’s pickup truck be-
cause he was in Orne, talking to
the contractors, and I loaded
the back seat with blankets.
That was for the boy; you know,
it gets pretty cold up here in
November. 1 don’t ow my
way around too well and it
was the afternoon before I got
to the Cox house. I thought —
well, you mustnt be too sensi-
tive, so I parked the truck in

79

the driveway. 1 thought may-
be someone new had moved
in, even though people from
around here don't like the place
because it’s set back so far
from the road and that makes
it hard in winter because of the
snow. But’it’s a goad, big place
and a pretty place, and 1 don't
care what anﬁbody says, that’s
important; I think it’s important
to have a nice-looking house.
The people who lived there
before the Coxes planted some
kind of trees along the driveway
that stayed green all year; I
don’t mean pine trees, I mean
real green leaves. 1 think it
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must be a comfort for a wom-
an to look out of the kitchen
window and see a green tree
in the middle of the snow. And
they had squares of leaded
lass set on each side of the
ont door, too, which is very

pretty.

V\t;:hyen I got there the trees
had fruit — just imagine, fruit
in November! — something like
black Iﬁums, though the leaves
were like japonica. Why, 1 was
even going to pick some of it
but then I saw that the trees
had more and more as they
went up nearer the house and
the last one was bowed down
just like a picture-book. Some-

ody was living there, all
right. The paint was no good
— you have to be careful up
here because the weather gets
at it — but there were clean
curtains in the window and
flowers, too. I think they were
zinnias.
they could get zinnias in No-
vember. I thought I would
leave the truck and pick some
fruit from the second tree, and
then I thought, no, I would
wait until I got to the next
one hecause that had so much
more, and then — well, I went
up to the last one of all. I
thought nobody would miss a
plum from the last one. Only
they werent plums; | couldn't
tell what they were. But it
doesn’t matter. I had only just
put my hand up when a wom-
an opened the kitchen door,

I dont know where

near the window with the flow-
ers, so I pulled my hand back
right away. You never know
how people are going to take
things. She was a tall, thin,
gray-haired woman and to tell
you the truth she didn’t look
any too nice. Most of us don’t

ss up exactly, but we don't

o around in a faded dress

at's down to the ground al-
most and lisle stockings.

“Goodness! you scared me,”
I said. She didn’t say anything,
I thought that there was some-
body behind her, so I backed
off a little and I said, “I'm sor-
ry; I didn't mean to make
any trouble” Then 1 got up
my courage and I said, “I'm
looking for a little boy. He’s
lost. He’s wearing a blue rain-
coat.”

Here she opened the door
a little wider and she said, as
if she’d just remembered it or
maybe was ashamed of not
being more neighborly, “Come
in. Come in, Mrs. Mill.”

“I dont kmow,” I said, “I
have to keep looking,” but she
sI::fff{ed her feiat so in t(lilos?
awful, dirty slippers an
thought maybe slge hardly saw
anyone from one week to the
next, poor soul, and had for-
gotten how to talk to people,
so I said, “Yes, I will,” and
then I said “Thank you kindly.”

Well, I have never seen such
a place! That’s all I can say.
I dont mean it wasn’t neat,
because it was; it was neat
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enough to make you wonder
if anybody lived in it. But the
dust! It was full of it. That
woman took me into the kitch-
en, that was just as bad as the
rest of the place, and padded
around in those awful slippers
opening cupboards and drawers
and there was hardly a stick
of food in the whole Elace, just
a few old jars and things and
a package of tea up on the
shelf. She was humping her
shoulders in the queerest way
and she looked as if she were
oing to cry; she just stood in
ront of me with her head
hanging down. I thought she
must be some kind of loony
so I said, “Don’t you fret; you
don’t have to ma{e me tea.”

“MRS. MILL,” she said,
“Mrs. Mill, Mrs. Mill, Mrs.
Mill,” over and over and 1

thought to myself Oh, no, she’s
crazy! 1 turned to get out of
there. but in two steps I had
walked right into somebody
and did I jump! I ran back
into that kitchen as if I'd seen
a ghost. But it was only a man
— I guess it must have been
her husband because he was
just as old, only real dark like
the Portuguese they have
working on the roads. I don't
mean he was one, I mean he
was a dark-looking man.
“Don’t you mind Millie,” he
said, “You just tell me your
business.” Then I saw he had
a gun that he put down against

the wall; I guess he must have
been hunting. I told him I had
come to ask about the little
Howe boy and he nodded. He
said, “Millie can’t tell you any-
thing. She dont know any-
thing,” and then he gave her
a push out of the kitchen.
“Millie!”” he shouted, “You
show this lady upstairs.”

“I have to be getting on . .
I said. He nodded.

“She don’t know anything,”
he said, “But you ask my boy.
He knows,” and he picked up
that gun of his. I tell you, I
felt better when 1 saw him go
out the front door! His wife
went up the stairs and 1 fol-
lowed her, but I didnt dare
say a word; I didn’t know what
she’d do. She would go into one
room and look around it, and
then into another, and it was
one of those big farm houses,
you know, that have ten or
twelve rooms, and each time
she went in she would stand
still in the middle. But there
was not a thing in one of them,
not even a stick of furniture,
When we went into the last
one she stood there without
saying a word, even though I
asked her twice where her boy
was. I went in to get her, but
the moment I walked in that
room somebody jumped out
from behind the door and
knocked into me.

“Oh, watch what you’re do-
ing, can’t you!” I said, for it
was a big boy of fourteen or
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so, very tall but still full of
baby fat. I supposed he thought
it was a joke. “Mind yourself!”
1 said, real sharp, and then I
turned to her and said, “Is this
your boy?” But she only said,
“We haven't got it.”

“What do you mean?” I said.
“What haven’t you got? What
are you talking about? The
boy bumped against her, fool-
ishly, the way you'd kick some-
body under the table to remind
them of something. “What are
you doing?” I said. He ran to
a closet and searched around
inside it — though from where
I was standing it looked just
as bare as bare — and he pulled
out . . .

“That’s Sarah’s little boy’s
raincoat!” I said. “You give it
to me!” but the big silly thing
ran around behind his mother.
I thought to myself that I had
had just about enough and in
a minute I was going to cry
and T said, “You make tha#
boy behave!”

“We haven’t got it,” she said.

“You give it to me!” I said.
Then she lifted her head and
looked me right in the face,
and T tell you, my heart nearly
stopped. I never saw such a
face. She looked like a witch.
She looked as if she’d killed
somebody and was glad of it.
I thought maybe they had kill-
ed the boy. I backed towards
the door. just when I reached
it, T heard the pickup truck
motor starting up outside. I

]g(;ess that did it!l I mean, I
ow how my husband would
feel if anybody took that truck.
Why, our living is from that
truck.

I didn’t even stop for a mo-
ment; I ran right down the
stairs and out the front door.
I didn’t even think of the poor
little boy. I just ran to that
truck and drove down the
road. It wasnt till I came to
the next house that I remem-
bered that nobody had been
in the truck, even though I
heard it start up. And how did
she know my name? I just drove
away; I had the funny feeling
that if T went back, the house
would be just the same, with
the front door shut even though
I'd opened it and nobody a-
round anywhere, just the house
and the line of trees with the
last tree loaded with fruit.

WHEN I GOT TO the vil-
lage I went to Mrs. Post and
told her the whole storv. She’ll
tell you what I said. I had just
got to when I ceme to the
house when she broke in and
said, “Honey, nobody lives
there.”

“Oh, yes they do!” I said.

“No they don’t,” she said.
“Not in that place.” She was
sitting at the kitchen table
with me. She pooh-poohed to
herself the way she always
does and pushed away a whole
pile of papers to make room
for the tea.
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“Nonsense, love,” she said, “I
know the people who used to
live there and theyre dead.
The Coxes. They died fifteen
years ago when you were a
girl. Everybody knew about it.
Millic Cox turned the gas on
herself and the other two. And
I don’t want to be mean, but
it was a lucky thing for all,
I'd say.” Mrs. Post is the No-
tary Public for the whole ridge
so she knows just about every-
thing. “Millie was a distant
cousin of my mother’s,” she
said. “Everybody’s related a-
round here. She was a jealous,
grabby woman.”

“But I saw somebody.”

“What did her in was that
thing that happened to her
boy,” said Mrs. Post. “Not that
he wasnt miserable enough
before. He cried in school and
tried to run away time and a-
gain. She couldn’t leave him
alone, I suppose. Well, when
he was nine or so he ran away
for good and when they found
him a couple of days later —
well, dear, we know it must
have been strangers; it couldn’t
have anything to do with any
of us — well, the truth if it is
that the child said something
about ‘some men’ and then he
never said another word. It
was clear to everyone that the
boy would never grow up. Not
in mind, I mean.

“Well, we were sorry, of
course, but Millie wouldn’t
hear a kind word. She kept to

herself and brooded over it
and brooded over it for nearly
six years before she did it. Why,
she would stop people in the
street and ask them was it fair
her boy had been chosen? She
would come into school and
make scenes; she would blame
everybody; she would say she
couldn’t bear to see everyone

else’s lovely children — why,
what’s the matter with you,
love, youTre shaking like a
leafl”

“Oh Mrs. Post,” I said, “Oh
Mrs. Post,” and I spilled my
tea because my hand was shak-
ing so. “Theyll have to burn it
down and take up the cellar!”
for I had just remembered
something that bothered me
when 1 first walked inside and
didn't know what to make of
it.

Those flowers in the window
were as dusty as everything
else, and withered too — but
only on one side. They looked
so fresh from the outside, and
the windows were so clean,
and the window-curtains so
white! But flowers cant be
withered on just one side. 1
thought about the house again,
the way it had looked, so hom-
ey and pleasant, with the line
of trees winding up to it and
bearing fruit even in November,
with the best fruit always on
the next tree, each tree saying:
Come a little closer, come a
little closer . . .

It was a child-trap.
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BOOKS

TALES OF SCIENCE AND
SORCERY

by Clark Ashton Smith; Ark-
ham House, Sauk City, Wiscon-
sin, 1964; 256pp; $4.00. (Includes
Clark Ashton Smith: A Memoir,
by E. Hoffmann Price).

This is the fifth collection of
stories by the late Clark Ashton
Smith. The first two, Out of Space
and Time and Lost Worlds, are lonﬁ
out of Erint and command hig
prices when they are available at
all; the third and fourth, Genius
Loci and The Abominations of Yon-
do, are still available from Arkham
House @ $3.00 and $4.00 respec-
tively. (Two volumes of verse, The
Dark Chateau and Spells and Phil-
tres, are also out of print. A third,
The Hill of Dionysus, may still be
available; see MacazinNe OF HORROR
November 1963 for details.)

For those whose fondness for this
author’'s works moves them to de-
sire a complete collection of his
published tales, we need say only
that the present volume is uniform
in excellent makeup with the first
four; that the memoir by Price is
very interesting and includes two
psychic experiences that Price had
in relation to his friendship with
Smith; and that both the front cov-
er jacket by Utpatel and the back
cover photograph by Emil Petaja are
very ftine. For others, I must add
the caution that the best collections
were the first three.

The present volume consists of the
following tales: Master of the Aste-
roid, The Seed From the Sepulcher,
The Root of Ampoi, The Immortals
of Mercury, Murder in the Fourth
Dimension, Seedling of Mars, The
Maker of Gargoyles, The Great God
Awto, Mother of Toads, The Tomb-

(continued from page T8)

Spawn, Schizoid Creator, Symposi-
um of the Gorgon, The Theft of
Thirty-Nine Girdles, and Morythylla.
Five of these, The Seed From the
Sepulcher, The Maker of Gargoyles,
Mother of Toads, The Tomb-Spawn,
and Morthylla are in league with the
tales that made Smith the favorite
he is; the rest are lesser works, and
two of the science fiction exhibits
are embarrassingly poor — The Im-
mortals of Mercury and Seedling of
Mars; nor can I share in the enthu-
siasm for The Great God Awto, de-
scribed as a “brief but effective sa-
tire”. Brief it is, but its effect is
undone by the heavy-handed ending.
Those who enjoyed The Tale of Sa-
tampra Zeiros (in the Lost Worlds
volume) will find The Theft of Thir-
ty-Nine Girdles an amusing adven-
ture of lesser impact, obviously tak-
ing place earlier in the thiet’'s ca-
reer. L

PORTRAITS IN MOONLIGHT

by Carl Jacobi; Arkham House,
gauk City, Wisconsin, 1964; 213pp;
4.60. '

Contents of this second collection
of weird and science fiction tales by
Carl Jacobi consist of: Portrait in
Moonlight, Witches in the Cornfield,
The Martian Calendar, The Corbie
Door, Tepondicon, Incident at Gal-
loping Horse, Made in Tanganyika,
Matthew South and Company, Long
Voyage, The Historian, Lodana, The
Lorenzo Watch, The La Prello Paper,
and The Spanish Camera.

With the exception of the brief
and amusing The Historian, all the
science fiction selections in this vol-
ume (The Martian Calendar, Tepon-
dicon, Made in Tanganiyka,
Voyage, Lodana, and The La Prello
Paper) have weird aspects, and two
of them — The Martian Calendar
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and The La Prello Paper — are among
the five best in the volume. 1 would
cite as the other three top tales, Por-
trait in Moonlight, Witches in the
Cornfield, and The Spanish Camera,
with the- second of these three as

best in the book.

All 14 tales are enjoyable, Utpatel’s
jacket picture is up to the level 1
ave come to expect from him, and
I can recommend this volume with-
out hesitation. RAWL

We shall review, or at least men-
tion, in this department all books
sent to us, and from time to time
comment upon items we come across
upon the newsstands that seem
worthy of bringing to your atten-
tion. Such as the following:

The January 1931 issue of WEIRD
TALES carrieg’ part one of a serial
by Frank Belknap Long; The Hor-
ror From the Hills. This short novel
of a malignant cosmic entity called
Chaugnar Faugn was originally
planned for three-installment pre-
sentation; but the magazine shifted
to bi-monthly publication with the
next (February-March) issue, and
parts two and three were run to-
gether. The story is “Lovecraftian™
in its treatment of cosmic horror and
its characters are little more devel-
oped than those you find in HPL’s

works. No matter; even after thirty
years, it still retains impact.

It is now available from Belmont
Books (Belmont Productions, Inc.,
66 Leonard Street, New York
100013), as part of the Belmont
Future Series (L.92-600), but you
won’t find it by looking for a soft-
cover volume entitled The Horror
From the Hills; it goes under the
curious namc of Odd Science Fiction,
priced at 50c; the volume also con-
tains two rather good short stories,
Flame of Life, and Giant in the For-
est.

The novel appears in the revised
version which was published by
Arkham House in 1963; and while
I did not compare it with the origi-
nal, reading the present edition did
not leave me with the feeling that
anything important was missing or
changed for the worse. While it is
too bad that the author did not
take the opportunity offered by a
new edition to strengthen the weak-
nesses in characterization, at the
price that Belmont asks the story
is worth buying for the horror-con-
ception, which, in some respects has
not been equalled even by HPL
himself. The cover design itself is a
good one, but the blurb is a little
masterpiece of misinformation. None-
theless . . . recommended: RAWL
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In the November 1927 isue of AMazinc StToRiEs, the text of
the story, The Astound mtimDascovenes of Doctor Mentiroso, was
broken up about halfway ugh the tale to Lgresent a large photo-
graph of the author, A. Hyatt Verrill, Benea hfhoto appe
the following paragraph: “One of our most versatile contri tors,
without question, is Mr. A. Hyatt Verrill. He is not only an author
of note, but is an illustrator, naturalist, and explorer as well.
following is taken from Who's Who in America: ‘Educated at Hop-
kins Grammar School, New Haven; Yale School of Fine Arts; special
course on zoology under his father. Illustrated natural hlstory de-
partment of Webster's International Dictionary, 1896; Clarendon
Dictionary, many scientific reports and other publlcahOns. Mr. Ver-
rill is also the inventor of the autochirome process of photography
in natural colors, in 1902. Extensive explorations in Bermuda, West
Indies, Guiana, Central America, and Panama, 1889 to 1920. Re-
discovered supposedly extinct Solenodon paraxodus in Santa Do-
mingo, 1907. Now connected with Museumn of American Indian.
Author of 48 books, among which the following are the best known:
Harper's Aircraft Book, Harper's Wireless Book, Getting Together
with Latin America, Home Radio, Radio Detective Series, Deep Sea
Hunters in the South Seas Contributor of numerous articles and
stories to magazines, etc.’

Born in 1871, Verrill was 568 the year this little proﬁ!e was re-
printed in AMazING Storus. He had first appeared in the October
1926 issue with a two- -part serial, Beyond the Pole (which was the
first new serial to appear in the magazme) and was the first author
of a new serial to cop a cover illustration. All of his 26 science fiction
tales, of which two were long novels, and six short novels published
serlally, appeared in AMAZING SToRriES and AMAZING STORIES QuART-
ERLY; three weird or fantasy tales appeared in FANTASTIC ADVENTURES
and STRANGE STORIES. In 1959, Donald H. Tuck’s two-volume A
Handbook of Science Fiction and Fantasy would credit him with
over 100 non-fictional books, of which the last three, Strange Story
of Our Earth (1952; Page, Boston) America’s Ancient Civilizations
(in collaboration with his wife, Ruth Verrill; Putnam, 1952) and
The Real Americans (Putnam, 1954) appeared after he was 80; he
died in 1954 at the afge of 83. Among his final magazine a pear-
ances were a series of articles about American Indians, which the
writer had the pleasure of running in various Western magazines
when we were editing the Columbxa chain of pulps. One of his fin-
est science fiction novels, The B ge of Light, was put into hard
covers by Fantasy Press, 1950, and certainly merits soft-cover re-
print.

The present story is science fiction in that it is based upon bio-
logical speculation and is treated in a strictly materialistic manner
— nothing supernatural here — but the manner and content of the
tale is solidly in the classic horror tradition and we think you
agree that it belongs in our pages.
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THE ASTOUNDING occur-
rences which took place upon
the island of Abiﬁme many
years ago, and which culminat-
ed in the most dramatic and
most remarkable event in the
history of the world, have ne-
ver been made public. Even the
vague rumors of what happened
in the island republic were re-
garded as fiction or as the work
of imagination, for the truth
has been most zealously and
carefully concealed. Even the
press of the island co-operated
with the officials in their de-
sire to maintain absolute secre-
cy regarding what was taking
place, and instead of making
capital of the affair, the papers
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merely announced as the
government had requested them
to do — that an unknown, con-
tagious disease had broken out
upon the island and that a most
rigid quarantine was being en-
forced.

But even if the incredible
news had been blazoned to the
world, I doubt if the public
would have believed it. At any
rate, now that it is forever a
thing of the past, there is no
reason why the story should
not be told in all its details.

When the world-famous bi-
ologist, Dr. Gordon Farnham,
announced in 192— that he had
discovered the secret of pro-
longing life indefinitely, the



88 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

world reacted to the news in
various ways. Many persons
openly scoffed and declared
Dr. Farnham was either in his
dotage or else had been mis-
uoted. Others, familiar with
the doctor’s attainments and
his reputation for conservative
statements, expressed their be-
lief that, incredible as it might
seem, it must be true; while the
majority were inclined to treat
the matter as a joke. This was the
attitude of nearly all the daily
Eapers; the Sunday supplements
ad elaborately illustrated but
entirely unfounded and ridicu-
lous stories purporting to voice
the doctor’s views and state-
ments on the subject.

Only one paper, the reliable,
conservative, and somewhat out
of date Examiner saw fit to
print the biologist’s announce-
ment verbatim and without
comment. Upon the vaudeville
stage, and over the radio, jokes
based on Dr. Farnham’s alleg-
ed discovery were all the rage;
a popular song in which im-
mortality and the scientist were
the leading themes was heard
on every side and at length.
In ‘sheer desperation, Dr. Farn-
ham was forced to make public
a detailed statement of his dis-
coveryv. In this, he clearly point-
ed out that he had not claimed
to have learned the secret of
prolonging human life indefin-
itely, for, in order to prove that
he had done so it would be
necessary to keep a human be-

ing alive for several centuries,
and even then the treatment
might merely have prolonged
life for a certain periog and not
forever. His experiments, he
stated, had hitherto been con-
fined to the lower animals and
by his treatment of them he
had been able to extend their
normal span of life four to eight
times. In other words, if %he
treatment worked equally well
with human beings, a man
would live for five to eight
hundred years — quite long e-
nough to fulfill most persons’
ideas of immortality. Certain
persons, whose names he de-
clined to reveal, had taken his
treatment, the doctor stated,
but of course its effect had not
yet had time to prove his claims.
He added that the treatment
was harmless, that a chemical
preparation injected into the
system figured in it, and that he
was willing to treat a limited
number of persons if they wish-
ed to experiment and test the
efficacy of his discovery. For
Dr. Farnham, who was sparing
of words both in conversation
and writing, and who rarely
gave out anything for publica-
tion, this statement was re-
markahble and, so his champions
claimed. proved that he was
sure of his stand. But such is
the psvchology of the average
person. the biologist’s perfectly
logical and straightforward ex-
planation, instead of convincing
the public or the press, served
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merely to bring an even great-
er storm of ridicule upon his
head.

Curious crowds gathered a-
bout his laboratory. Wherever
he went he was stared at, laugh-
ed at and watched. At every
turn press photographers snap-
ped cameras at him. Hardly a
day passed without some new
and humorous or sarcastic ar-
ticle appearing in the press
and his pictures appeared along
with those of crooks, murder-
ers, suciety divorcees and prize-
fighters in the illustrated tabloid
newspapers. To a man of Dr.
Farnham’s retiring habits, self.
consciousness and modesty, all
this was torture, arid finally,
unable to endure his unwel-
come publicity longer. he pack-
ed l,‘g) his belongings and
slipped quietly and secretly
away from the metropolis, con-
fiding the secret of his destina-
tion to only a few of his most
intimate scientific friends. For
a space his disappearance cre-
ated something of a stir, and
further sensational news for
press and public: but in 4 short
time, he and his alleged dis-
covery were forgotten.

Doctor Farnmham. however,
had no intention of abandon-
ing his researches and experi-
ments and, together with his
supposedly immortal menag-
erie, as well as three aged
derelicts who had offered
themsclves for treatment, and
who had agreed to remain with

the scientist indefinitely — at
larger salaries than they had
ever received before — he

moved to Abilone Island. Here
he was wholly unknown, and
scarcely an inhabitant had ever
heard of him or his work. He
purchased a large abandoned
sugar estate and here, he
thought, he could carry on his
work unnoticed and unmolest-
ed. But he did not take into
consideration his three human
experiments.

These worthies, finding that
their treatment was having its
effects and that they were re-
maining, as it were, steadfast
in years and vigor, and quite
convinced that they would
continue to live on forever,
could not resist boasting of the
fact to those whom they met.
The white residents listened
and laughed, deeming the fel-
lows a little mad, while the
colored population regarded the
doctor’s patients with supersti-
tious awe, and were convinced
that Doctor Farnham was a
most powerful and greatly to
be feared “Obeah man.”

The fact that his secret and
his reasons for being on the
island had leaked out. did not,
however, interfere with Doctor
Farnham’s work as he had
dreaded. The intellizent folk,
who were in the minority, of
course, jokingly referred to
what they had heard when they
met the scientist, but never
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asked him seriously if there
was any truth in the story,
while the majority avoided
him as they would Satan him-
self and gave his grounds a
wide berth, for which he was
thankful. But, on the other
hand, he had no opportunities
to try out his immortality treat-
ment on human beings, and
hence was obliged to carry on
his experiments with the lower
animals.

Quite early in the course of
his experiments, he had dis-
covered that while his treat-
ment halted the ravages of
time on vertebrates, and the
creatures or human being treat-
ed gave every promise of living
on indefinitely, yet it did not
restore them to youth. In other
words, a subject treated with
his serum remained in the same
condition, physically and men-
tally, as existed when the treat-
ment was administered, al-
though, to a certain extent,
there was an increase in the
development of muscles, an in-
creased flexibility of joints, a
softening of hardened arteries
and a greater activity, due per-
haps, to the fact that the vital
organs were not being worked
to their limit to stave off ad-
vancing age.

Thus the oldest — in point of
years — of the doctor’s human
experiments was to all external
appearances over ninety, (his
exact age was ninety-three when
he had taken the treatment) or

precisely as he had appeared
when, two years previously, he
had submitted his ancient
frame to the doctor’s injections.
His gums were toothless, his
scanty hair was snow white,
his face was as seamed and
gnarled as a walnut, and he
was bent, stoop-shouldered and
scrawny-necked. But he had
thrown aside his glasses, he
could see as well as any man,
his hearing was acute, and he
was as lively as a cricket and
Ehysieally stronger than he
ad been for years, and he ate
like a sailor. For all he or the
scientist could see he would go
on in this state until the crack
of doom, barring accidents, for
each day his blood pressure, his
temperature, his pulse and his
respiration were carefully not-
ed, microscopic examinations
were made of his blood, and
so far, not the least sign of any
alteration in his condition, and
not the least indication of any
increase in age, had been de-
tected.

II

BUT DOCTOR FARNHAM
was not saisfied with this. If
his discovery was to be of real
value to the human race, he
would have to learn how to
restore at least a little of lost
youth, as well as to check age;
and day and night he worked
trying to discover how to ac-
complish the impossible.
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Countless rabbits, guinea pigs,
dogs, monkeys and other crea-
tures were treated, innumera-
ble formulae were worked out
and tested, endless and involved
experiments were made, and
volumes of closely written and
methodically tabulated obser-
vations filled the shelves of
Doctor Farnham’s library.

But still, he seemed as far
from the desired result as ever.
He was not, in his own esti-
mation, trying to perform a
miracle, nor was he striving to
bring about the impossible. The
human system, or that of any
creature, was, he argued, mere-
ly a machine, a machiné which,
through marvelously perfected
and most economical means,
utilized fuel in the form of
food to produce heat, power,
and motion, and which in ad-
dition constantly replaced the
worn parts of its own mechan-
ism. The presence of a soul or
spirit, as anything divine or
incomprehensible, the biologist
would not admit, although he
willingly granted that life,
which actuated the machine,
was something which no man
could explain or could create.
But, he argued, this did not
necessarily mean that, sooner
or later, the secret of life might
not be discovered. Indeed, he
affirmed, it was the machine
of the body which produced
life, rather than life which ac-
tuated the machine. And, fol-

lowing this line of reasoning,
he would hold that the spirit
or soul, or as he preferred to
call it, “the actuative intelli-
ence,” was the ultimate pro-
uct, the goal so to speak, of
the entire machinery of the or-
ganic body.

“The unborn embryo,” he
once said, “is capable of inde-
endent motion, but not of in-
ependent thought. It does not
breathe, it does not produce
sounds, it neither sleeps nor
wakes, and it does not obtain
nourishment by eating. Neither
does it pass excrement. In other
words, it is a completed ma-
chine as yet inoperative by its
own power, a mechanism like
an engine with banked fires,
ready to be set in motion and
to produce results when the
steam is turned on. This mo-
ment is the time of birth. With
the first breath, the machinery
starts in motion; cries issue
from the vocal organs; food is
demanded, waste matter is
thrown off and steadily, cease-
lessly, the machine continues
gradually forming and build-
ing up the intelligence until it
has reached its highest state,
whereupon, the machine, hav-
ing accomplished its purpose,
begins to slow down, to let its
worn out parts remain worn,
until at last, it is clogged, er-
ratic and finally fails to func-
tion.”

So, having decided, to his
entire satisfaction, that any liv-
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ing creature was in its basic
principles a machine, Doctor
Farnham felt that in order to
keep the machine running for-
ever it was only necessary to
provide for the replacement of
worn out units and to provide
an inducement for the “actua-
tive intelligence” to keep the
mechanismm going after it had
fulfilled its original purpose.
And to all intents and purposes,
the scientist had accomplished
this. Animals which he had
treated, and which under his
care and observation had lived
on for several times their nor-
mal span of life, at no time
showed any signs of hardening
of the blood vessels, or the ac-
cumulation of lime in the sys-
tem, or of glandular deteriora-
tion.

Moreover, the doctor had
discovered that creatures which
had been treated could propa-
gate their race, walthough nor-
mally they would have been
sterile through age, and he grew
wildly excited over this, for, if
his conclusions were correct,
the young of these supposed-
ly immortal animals would in-
herit immortality. But here Doc-
tor Farnham ran against a
seemingly insurmountable ob-
stacle to propagating a race of
immortals. A litter of young
rabbits remained, for month
after month, the same helpless,
blind, naked, embrvonic things
they had been at birth. No
doubt they would have contin-

ued in that state forever had
not the mother, gerhaps grow-
ing impatient or disgusted with
her offspring, devoured the en-
tire litter. However, it proved
that the power of inheriting the
results oip the treatment existed,
and Doctor Farnham felt sure
that in time he could work out
some  scheme by which the
young would develop to any
desired stage of life before the
cessation of age took effect, and
they would then remain inde-
finitely in that state. Herein,
he felt assured, lay the solu-
tion to the restoration of youth.
Not that he could restore old
age to youth, but that, provid-
ed he discovered the means,
all future generations would —
if they desired — attain vigor-
ous manhood or womanhood
and would then cease to in-
crease in age and would for-
ever remain at the ve pin-
nacle of mental and physical
power. It was while conduct-
ing his researches in this direc-
tion that Doctor Farnham ac-
cidentally made a most amaz-
ing discovery which quite al-
tered his plans.

He had been working on an
entirely new combination of
the constituents of his original
product, and in order to test
its penetrative peculiarities, he
injected a little of the fluid in-
to a chloroformed guinea pig,
so as to determine the progress
of the material through the
various organs. To his utmost



The Plague of the Living Dead 93

astonishment the supposedly
dead animal at once began to
move, and, before the astound-
ed doctor’s eye, was soon run-
ning about as lively as ever.
Doctor Farnham was speech-
less. The little creature had
been supposedly dead for
hours — its body had even
been stiff, and yet here it was
obviously very much alive.

Could it be that the guinea
pig had merely been in a state
of anesthesia? Or was it possi-
ble — and Doctor Farnham
trembled with excitement at
the idea — that his serum had
actually restored life to the an-
imal?

Scarcely daring to hope that
this was the case, the scientist
quickly secured a rabbit from
his stock, and placing it under
a bell glass administered enough
ether to have killed several
men. Then, forcing himself to
be patient, he waited until the
rabbit’s body was cold and
rigor mortis had set in. Even
then the doctor was not satis-
fied. He examined the rabbit’s
eyes, listened with a most del-
icate stethoscope for possible
heart beats, and even opened
a vein in the animal’s leg. There
could be no question, the rab-
bit was dead. Then, with ner-
vous but steady fingers, the
doctor inserted the point of his
hypodermic needle in the rab-
bit’s neck and injected a small
quantity of the new liquid. Al-
most immediately the rabbit’s

legs twitched, its eyes opened,
and ac the doctor gazed incred-
ulously, the creature rose to its
feet and hopped off.

ITI

HERE was a discovery! The
serum with its new constituents
would not only check the in-
roads of age but it would re-
store lifel

But Doctor Farnham was a
hard-headed scientist and not
a man given to imaginative ro-
mancing, and he fully realized
that there must be rimitations
to his discovery. It could not,
he felt sure, restore life to a
creature which had met a vio-
lent death through injury to a
vital organ, nor to a creature
which had died from some or-
ganic disease. In coming to this
conclusion he was unconscious-
ly comparing living things with
machinery, as wusual. “One
might stop the pendulum of a
clock,” he wrote, “and the me-
chanismm will cease to function
until the pendulum is again put
in motion; but if the clock stops
through loss of a wheel or
broken spring or cogs, it can-
not be made to function again
unless the broken parts are re-
placed or repaired.”

But would his treatment re-
vive animals which had suc-
cumbed to death by other
means than anesthetics? That
was a most important matter
to settle, and Doctor Farnham
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immediately proceeded to set-
tle it. For his first experiment,
a kitten was sacrificed to the
cause of science, and was hu-
manely and very thoroughly
drowned. In order that his ex-
periment might be the more
conclusive, the biologist decid-
ed to delay his attempted re-
surrection until all possibility
of ordinary means of resuscita-
tion were at an end; he set four
hours as the time which he
would permit to elapse before
he injected his serum in the
defunct cat. In the meantime,
he prepared for another test.
He I])'lag mentally checked off
the various causes of premature
death, aside from those by or-
anic disease and violence, and
ound that drowning, freezing,
gas-poisoning, and poisoning
by non-irritant poisons led the
list; after these came fright,
shock, and various other rare
causes.

It might be difficult to pro-
vide subjects killed by -all of
these means, but he could test
the efficacy of his treatment on
the more important ones, so
he proceeded to prepare sub-
jects by freezing, gassing, and
poisoning a number of animals.
By the time these corpses had
been made ready, the dead cat
had reposed upon his labora-
tory table for the alotted four
hours, and, with pulse quicken-
ed in a wholly unscientific
manner, Doctor Farnham forced
a dose of his compound into

the kitten's neck. In exactly
fifty-eight seconds by the doc-
tor's watch, the cat’s muscles
twitched, its lungs began to
breathe, its heart commenced
to resume its interrupted func-
tions, and at the expiration of
two minutes and eighteen sec-
onds, the kitten was sitting up
and licking its damp and be-
draggled fur. The experiments
with the frozen, gassed and
poisoned subjects were equally
successful, and Doctor Farn-
ham was thoroughly convinced
that, barring injuries, deteriora-
tion of vital organs, or excessive
loss of blood, any dead animal
could be brought back to life
by his process. Naturally, he
was most anxious to test the
marvelous compound on human
beings, and he at once hurried
to the coroner’s office with a
request that he might try a
new form of resuscitation on
the next person drowned or
oisoned on the island. Then
e visited the hospital in the
hopes of finding some unfortu-
nate who had expired through
some cause which had not
wrought injury to the vital or-
gans, but was again disap-
pointed. However, the author-
ities promised to notify him if
such a case as he desired turn-
ed up; he returned to his lab-
oratory to carry on more ex-
tensive tests.

Among other matters, he
wished to determine how long
a creature could remain dead



The Plague of the Living Dead 95

and yet be revived, and, with
this end in view, he began a
wholesale slaughter of his men-
agerie intending to label each
body and carry on a progres-
sive scries of experiments, each
animal being allowed to re-
main dead a certain number of
hours, until his injections failed
to restore life, thus enabling
him to determine the exact li-
mits of its efficacy.

It so happened that, in the
excitement and interest of his
discovery, he had neglected
to place the resurrected kitten
in a cage; during his absence
from the laboratory, his ser-
vant — the youngest of the
three human immortals, — found
the creature loose and, think-
ing it had escaped from its
pen, replaced it with the other
cats. And later, when the doc-
tor selected half a dozen
healthy-looking cats as marty=s
to science, he inadvertently in-
cluded the animal which, a few
hours previously, he had
brought back from death.

Together with its fellow fe-
lines, the resurrected kitten
was placed in an air-tight
chamber into which lethal gas
was forced, and wherein the
cats were allowed to remain
for nearly an hour. Feeling cer-
tain the deadly fumes had most
thoroughly done their work,
the doctor, wearing a gas-mask,
opened the chamber preparatory
to removing the bodies of the
deceased creatures. Imagine

his amazement when, as the
cover was removed, a bristling,
meowing cat sprang from with-
in and, racing across the room,
leaped upon a table, spitting
and snarling and most obvious-
ly very much alive.

“Extraordinary! Most extra-
ordinary!” exclaimed the scien-
tist, as he cautiously peered
into the chamber and saw the
other cats stretched lifeless
within. “A  most remarkable
example of natural immunity
to the effects of hydrocyanic
acid gas. I must make a note
of the fact.”

After considerable difficulty
in mollifying the irate creature,
Doctor Farnham examined her
most carefully. In doing so he
noticed a small wound upon
the cat’s neck and uttered a
surprised ejaculation. This was
the very cat he had resuscitat-
ed! The mark upon its neck
was where he had inserted his
hypodermic needle, and across
his brain flashed a wild, impos-
sible thought. The cat was im-
mortall Not only would it re-
sist death by age indefinitely,
but it could not be killed!

But the next instant, the sci-
entist’'s common sense came to
his rescue. “Of course,” he rea-
soned, “that is impossible; ab-
solutely preposterous.”

But, after all, he thought,
was it any more preposterous
than bringing dead creatures
back to life? There might be
some unknown effect of his
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treatment which rendered crea-
tures subjected to it immune
to certain poisons. But if so,
then other means would de-

stroy the cat’s life, and, anxious

to prove this theory, he secured
the cat and proceeded to drown
her the second time. Having
left her immersed in water for
a full hour, Doctor Farnham
lifted the wire basket contain-
ing the supposedly defunct kit-
ten from tEe tank, and the next
second leaped back as if he
had been struck. Within the
close-meshed container the cat
was scratching, yowling, fight-
ing like a fury to escape, and
evidently very much alive and
most highly indignant at hav-
ing been immersed in the cold
water.

v

UNABLE TO believe his
senses, Doctor Farmham sank
into a chair and mopped his
forechead while the cat, having
at last freed itself, dashed like
a mad thing about the room
and finally sought refuge under
a radiator.

Presently, however, the doc-
tor recovered his accustomed
self-possession, and considered
the seeming miracle more calm-
ly. After all, he thought, the
cat had been restored to life
after drowning, so why was it
not possible that having once
been resuscitated, it could not
thereafter be drowned, even

though subject to death through
other means? But then again,
the creature had also survived
the gas. Here was something
that must be investigated. He
would try freezing the cat —
he chuckled to himself as he
thought of the time-honored
saying that cats had nine lives
— and if the beast still refused
to succumb he would test every
other means. But the cat had
other ideas on the subject and,
having had quite enough of
the doctor’s experiments, it
eluded the scientist's grasp,
and with arched back and fluf-
fed-out tail sprang through a
partly-opened window and van-
ished forever in the shrubbery
of the open spaces.

Doctor Farnham sighed. Here
was a most valuable and inter-
esting experiment lost, but he
soon consoled himself. He re-
collected that he still had a
rabbit and a guinea pig which
had also been revived from an
apparently dead state, and he
could carry out his tests on
these.

And the doctor became more
and more astounded as his tests
proceeded. The two creatures
were frozen as stiff as boards,
but ne sooner had they thawed
out than they were as healthy
and lively as before; they were
gassed, chloroformed, poisoned,
and electrocuted but all to no
purpose. They could not be put
to sleep by anesthetics and they
could not be killed. At last the



The Plague of the Living Dead 97

scientist was forced to believe
that his treatment literall
rendered living things immortal.

And when at last he was con-
vinced, and had assured him-
self that he was still sane, he
threw himself into a chair and
roared with laughter.

What would the papers back
in the States say.to this? Not
only could human beings live
on forever, so far as age was
concerned, but they would be
immune from the most com-
mon causes of accidental death.
Persons going on sea voyages
would have no dread of disas-
ter for
drowned. Electricians need
have no fear of live wires or
third rails for they could not
be killed by any current. Arctic
explorers could be frozen solid
but would revive when thawed
out. And half the terrors of war,
the deadly gases on which such
vast sums had been spent and
to which so many years of re-
search had been devoted, now
meant nothing, for an army
treated with the marvelous
compound would be immune to
the effects of the most fatal
gases.

The doctor’s head
whirled with the ideas that
crowded his brain, but still he
was not entirely satisfied. He
had proved his amazing dis-
covery by testing it on the
lower animals, but was he pos-
itive that it would perform the

they could not be .

fairly

same miracles on human be-
ings? He thought of trying it
on his three companions, but
hesitated. Supposing he drown-
ed, poisoned, or gassed one of
the three old men and the fel-
low failed to revive? Would he
not be guilty of murder in the
eyes of the law, even if the
subject had willingly submit-
ted to the test? And dared he
actually take the risk? Doctor
Farnham shook his head as he
thought on this. No, he admit-
ted to himself, he would not
dare risk it. Many times, he
knew, experiments which were
erfectly successful with the
ower animals, were anything
but successful when applied to
men. And then again, if he
could not test his discov on
human beings, how would he
ever be sure that it would or
would not render mankind im-
mortal?

Possibly, he decided, by dis-
secting one of his immortal
creatures, he might discover
something which would throw
light on the matter. And then a
uzzled, troubled frown wrink-
ed his forehead. He was thor-
oughly antagonistic to vivisec-
tion; and yet, how could he
dissect one of his creatures
without practicing vivisection?
Of course, he thought, he could
kill the rabbit by a blow on the
back of the head, by piercing
the brain painlessly with a lan-
cet or by decapitating it. But
in that case he might be de-
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stroying the very thing which
he was in search of.

Stll, that was the only way:
Not even in the interests of
science, nor to set his mind at
rest, would he willingly torture
any living thing. But Ke could
kill the rabbit by injuring its
brain and kill the guinea piﬁ
by an equally painless dea
by way of its heart, and thus
be reasonably sure of having
both the nervous and circula-
tory systems uninjured.

So, rather regretfully, he
gicked up the unsuspecting rab-

it, and with the utmost care
and precision, he thrust a slen-
der-bladed scalpel into the base
of the creature’s brain.

The next instant his instru-
ment fell from his hand, he
felt faint and weak, and he
sat staring with gaping jaw and
unbelieving eyes. Instead of
becoming instantly limp in
death at the thrust, the rabbit
was quite unconcernedly nib-
bling a bit of carrot, and ap-

eared as much alive and as

ealthy as beforel

Doctor Farmmham now felt
convinced that he had gone
mad. The excitement, the nerve
strain, his long hours of exper-
imenting had caused him to
have hallucinations, for he well
knew that no matter how re-
markable his -discovery had ac-
tually proved, no warm-blooded
vertebrate could survive a scal-
pel thrust in its brain.

A%

HE SHOOK himself, rubbed
his eyes, pinched himself. He
looked about his laboratory,
gazed at the palm trees and
shrubbery of the grounds a-
bout his dwelling, perused a
few pages of a book, and put
himself to a dozen tests. In
every respect he seemed in his
normal senses.

Something, he reasoned, must
have gone wrong. By some er-
ror he had failed to reach a
vital spot, and forcing himself
to calmness, and steadying his
nerves by a tremendous effort,
he again picked up his lancet,
and holding the rabbit’s head
immovable, he ran the full
length of the razor-edged
blade into the animal’s brain.

And then he almost screamed
and, limp and faint, slumped
into his chair, while the rab-
bit, shaking its head and wig-
gling its ears as if a bit uncom-
fortable, hopped from the table
and began sniffing about for
bits of carrot which had drop-
ped to the floor!

For fully half an hour the
biologist remained, inert, en-
tirely overcome, his nerves
shaken, his brain in a whirl
How could such a thing be

possible?
At last, slowly, almost fear-
fully, Doctor Farnham rose,

and with determination writ-
ten on his features, he secured
the guinea pig and, by an al-
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most superhuman exercise of
will power, he stretched the
animal upon a table and delib-
erately ran a scalpel through
its heart. But, aside from a
small amount of blood which
issued from the wound, the
creature appeared absolutely
uninjured. Indeed it did not
seem to suffer any pain and
made no effort to escape when
released.

For the first time in his life,
Doctor Farnham swooned.

When, nearly an hour later,
his henchman, frightened half
out of his wits, managed to re-
vive the scientist, darkness had
fallen, and, trembling and ut-
terly unnerved, Doctor Farn-
ham staggered from his labora-
tory, scarcely daring to look a-
bout and wondering if it had
all been some nightmare or
the hallucination of his faint-
ing fit.

It was a long time before he
recovered his usual calm, and
having forced himself to view
the two animals which, by all
accepted theories and scientific
facts, should be stiff in death,
were enjoying excellent health,
and having braced himself by
a hearty meal and some fifty-

ear-old rum, the doctor set

imself to face incontrovertible
facts and to determine the rea-
sons therefore.

From the time he had en-
tered his senior year at college,
he had devoted himself to the
study of biology. No other bi-

ologist living had won such an
enviable reputation as a master
of the science. No other biolo-
gist had made more important
or world-famous discoveries.
No other scientist could boast
of such a voluminous and com-
glete library or a more valua-
le and perfect collection of in-
struments, apparatus, and para-
phemalia for studying in his
chosen field, for Doctor Farn-
ham was fortunate in being im-
mensely wealthy, and he de-

voted all his income to his
science. Although thoroughly
revolutionary and unconven-

tional in his theories, his ex-
Eeriments and his beliefs, yet
e was willing to admit tﬁat
no man can know everything,

and that the most exact and

careful persons will at times
make mistakes. Hence, even if
he did not entirely agree with
them, he consulted all availa-
ble works of other biologists,
and, very often, he would find
much of value in their mono-
graphs and reports. Also, on
more than one occasion, he had
seized upon some statement or
apparently unimportant data
which had been passed by with
cursory mention, and built
meaningfully upon it, giving
full credit to his source.

So now, faced with an im-
possible fact, Doctor Farnham
proceeded to get at basic facts.
To describe in detail all his
deductions, to analyze his rea-
sonings, or to mention the au-
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thoritative confirmations — in
a dozen languages, which led
to his final conclusions — would
be impossible. But, as tran-
scribed in his notes, which he
jotted down as he worked, they
were as follows:

“No one can exactly define
life and death. What is fatal
to one form of animal life may
be innocuous to other forms. A
worm or an amoeba, as well as
many invertebrates, may be
subdivided, cut into several
pieces, and each fragment will
continue to survive and will
suffer no inconvenience. More-
over, under certain conditions,
two or more of these fragments
may join and heal together in
their original form. Some vert-
ebrates, such as lizards and
turtles, may survive injuries
which would destroy life in
other creatures, but which, in
their cases, produce no ill ef-
fects. Cases are numerous in
which such organs as hearts or
even brains have been removed
from tortoises, and yet the crea-
tures survived and were able
to move about and eat for con-
siderable periods. We speak of
vital organs, but can we say
which organs are vital? An ac-
cidental injury to the brain,
heart, or lungs may cause
death, and yet even more ser-
ious injuries may be inflicted
by surgeons and the patient
will survive. A human nose,
ear or even a finger, if severed,
may be made to grow to the

stump, but a limb once severed
cannot be rejoined. But why
not? Why should it be possible
to graft certain organs or por-
tions of anatomy and not oth-
ersP One man, may be shot
through the brain or heart and
may be instantly killed, while
another may have several bul-
lets fired through his brain or
may be shot or stabbed through
the heart and may live in per-
fect health for years thereafter.
Even so-called vital organs
may be removed by surgery
without visibly affecting the
patient’s health, whereas an in-
jury to a non-essential organ
may produce death in another.
It is not uncommon for persons
to die of hemorrhage from a
pin prick or a superficial abra-
sion of the skin, while it is
equally common for persons to
survive the loss of a limb by
an accident or the severing of
an artery.

“Life is customarily defined
as a condition wherein the var-
ious organs are functioning,
when the heart beats and the
respiratory system is in opera-
tion. Conversely, a person or
other animal is ordinarily con-
sidered dead when the organs
cease to function and heart and
lung actions cease. But, in in-
numerable cases of suspended
animation, all  organs cease
functioning and there are no
audible or visible traces of
heart or lung action. In cases
of immersion or drowning, the
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same conditions exist, the blood
ceases to flow through arteries
and veins, and the victim, if
left to himself, will never re-
vive. But by artificial respira-
tion and otﬁer means he may
be resuscitated. Is the drowned
person alive or dead?

“To sum up: It is impossible
to define life or death in exact
or scientific terms. It is impos-
sible to state definitely when
death takes place until decom-
position sets in. It is impossible
to say what causes life or pro-
duces death. No one has ever
yet determined the wuses or
functions of many glands, and
no one can explain the precise
action of stimulants, narcotics,
sedatives or anesthetics.

“Is it not possible or even
probatle that, under certain
conditions, life may continue
uninterrupted despite causes
which ordinarily would result
in death? Is it unreasonable to
suppose that certain chemical
reactions may be produced
which will so act upon the
vital organs and tissues that
they resist all attempts to de-
stroy their functions?

“My contention is that such
things are possible. That, sci-
entifically speaking, there is no
more reason for an animal sur-
viving the removal of its kid-
ney, stomach, spleen or duct-
less glands, or injuries to these
organs, than for surviving sim-
ilar injuries to or the removal
of the heart, brains or lungs.”

Here the doctor dropped his
Een, pushed aside his pad and
ooks, and became buried in

thought. He had, after all,
learned nothing he did not al-
ready know. He had come

back to his starting point. In
fact, he had already answered
his own queries and had prov-
ed his contention. But his
studies and researches had
started new trains of thought.
Never before had he been so
close to the mystery of life and
death. Never gefore had it oc-
curred to him that life might
be a thing entirely apart from
the mere physical organism —
the machine, as he called it.
And if his theories were cor-
rect, if his deductions were
sound, could he not then re-
store life to a creature killed
by violence or whose organs
were injured or diseased? And
where might his discovery not
lead? If a creature could be so
treated that it could resist
death by drowning, by gassing,
poisoning, freezing and electro-
cution, ang the perforation of
heart or brains, would it be
possible to deprive that crea-
ture of life by any means?
Even if the animal were cut
into pieces, if its head were
severed from its body, would
it die? Or would it, like the
earthworm or the amoeba,
continue to live, and living,
would the parts reunite and
function as before?

Suddenly the scientist leaped
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from his chair as if a sprin
had been released beneat
him., He had it at last! That
was the solution! No one had
been able to explain why cer-
tain forms of life could be sub-
divided without injury, while
other forms succumbed to com-
paratively slight injuries.

But whatever the reason,
whatever the difference be-
tween the lower and higher
animals as regards life and
death, he had bridged the gap.
By his discovery the warm-
blooded invertebrates were
rendered as indestructible as
animalcules.

Yes, it must be so; it must be
that by his treatment, a mam-
ma! could survive the same mu-
tilation as an earthworm. Doc-
tor Farnham rushed to his
laboratory, seized the rabbit
and, without the least qualms
or hesitation, severed the head
from the body.

And although he had been
prepared for it, although he
was confident of the result,
get he paled, and staggering
ack, grasped a chair for sup-
port, when the headless crea-
ture continued to hop about,
erratically and aimlessly, but
fully slive, while the bodiless
head wiggled its nose, waved
its ears and blinked its eyes as
if wondering what had become
of its body. Hastily picking up
the living body and the living
head, he placed them together,
sewed and splinted them se-

curely in position, and elated
at the success of his experiment,
placed the apparently content-
ed and non-suffering rabbit in
its cage. But there was still one
experiment Doctor Farnham
had not tried. Could he resusci-
tate a creature killed by vio-
lence? He would soon find out;
and securing a healthy hare
he mercifully and painlessly
killed it by a thrust in its brain,
and immediately prepared to
inject a dose of his almost ma-
gical preparation into the dead
animal’s veins.

But the test was never made

VI

AS EVERYONE knows, Ab-
ilone Island is of volcanic for-
mation and is subject to fre-
quent earthquakes. Hence,
while during the past few days
earth tremors had been felt, no
one gave much attention to
them, and even Doctor Famn-
ham, who subconsciously noted
that one or two tremors had
been unusually severe, was
merely disturbed because they
interfered with his work and
the adjustment of his delicate
instruments.

Now, as he bent above the
dead body of the hare, his hyp-
odermic syringe in hand, a ter-
rific quake shook the earth; the
floor of the laboratory rose and
fell; the walls cracked; glass
came slithering down from the
skylight; beakers, bell-glasses,
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retorts, test-tubes, jars and

rcelain dishes toppled to the
oor in a clash of shattered
fragments; tables and chairs
were overturned, and the doc-
tor was thrown violently against
the wall. It was no time for
hesitating, no time for scientif-
ic experiments, and Doctor
Farnham, being thoroughly
human and .quite alive to his
own danger, dashed from the
wrecked laboratory to the open
air, still grasping his syringe
in one hand and a vial of his
reparation in the other. Quite
orgetting that they were sup-
posedly immortal, his three
aged companions rushed scream-
ing with terror from the crumb-
ling dwelling and, scarcely able
to keep their feet, nauseated
and dizzy from the rocking,
oscillating earth shocks which
followed one another in rapid
succession, the four gazed
speechless. and awed as the

buildings were reduced to
shapeless ruins before their
eyes.

But the worst was yet to
come. Following upon quakes,
came a deafening, awful roar
— the sound of a terrific ex-
plosion that seemed to rend
the universe. The sky grew
black: bright daylight gave
way to twilight; the palm trees
bent with a howling gale, and,
unable to stand, the four men
threw themselves flat upon
their faces.

“An eruption!” shouted the

doctor, striving to make him-
self heard above the howling
wind, the explosive concus-
sions that sounded like the de-
tonations of shell-fire, and the
thrashing of palm-fronds. “The
volcano is in eruption,” he re-
peated. “The crater of Sugar
Loaf has burst into activity.
We are probably out of dan-
ger, but thousands of people
may have been destroyec'}? God
pity the villagers upon the
mountain slopes!”

Even while he spoke, dust
and ashes began to fall, and
soon, the earth, the vegetation,
the ruins of the buildings and
the men’s clothing were cov-
ered with a gray coating of the
volcanic ash. But presently the
dust ceased to fall, the wind
died down, the explosions grew
fainter and occurred at longer
intervals and the four shaken
and terrified men rose to their
feet and gazed about upon a
landscape they would never
have recognized.

The houses, outbuildings,
laboratory and library were ut-
terly destroyed, for fire had
broken out and had completed
the destruction of the earth-
quake, and Doctor Farnham’s
priceless books, his invaluable
instruments, his work of years
were gone forever. Somewhere
under the heap of blazing ruins
lay the formulae and ingredi-
ents for his elixir of immortali-
ty: somewhere in the smoking
pile reposed the bodies of the
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creatures which had proved
its efficacy, and sadly, unable
to voice the immensity of his
loss, Doctor Farnham stood re-
Earding what had so shortly
efore been his laboratory.
Suddenly, from beneath the
piles of debris, a brown and
white creature appeared, and
with a confused glance about,
scuttled off into the weeds and
brush. The scientist stared,
rubbed his eyes and gasped.
That any living thing could
have survived that catastrophe
seemed impossible. And then
he broke into hysterical laugh-
ter. Of course! He had forgot-
ten! It was the immortal guinea
pig! And scarcely had his ex-
planation dawned wupon him
when, from another pile of
blackened, shattered masonry
and timbers, a second animal
appeared. Like a man bereft of
reason the doctor stared in-
credulously at the apparition
— a large white rabbit, its neck
swathed in bandages and ad-
hesive tape. There could be no
doubt of it. It was the rabbit
whose head had been severed
from its body and then re-
placed! All of the biologist’s
scientific ardor came back
with a rush at sight of this in-
credible demonstration of the
miraculous nature of his dis-
covery, and leaping forward,
he attempted to capture the
little rodent. But he was too
late. With a bound, the rabbit
gained a clump of hibiscus

and vanished as completely as
if the earth had swallowed him
up.

For a moment Doctor Famn-
ham stood irresolute, and then
he gave vent to a shout which
startled his three companions
almost out of their immortal
senses. Across his brain had
flashed an inspiration. There
must be scores, hundreds, per-
haps thousands of men and
women killed or badly injured
by the earthquake and erup-
tion. He still possessed enoug
of his anti-death preparation
to treat hundreds of persons.
He would hurry to the stricken
districts near the volecano, and
would use the last drop of his
[)riceless compound in restoring
ife to the dead and dying. At
last he could test his discov-
ery on human beings to the
limit of his desires, and he
would be carrying on a work
of humanity and incalculable
scientific value at one and the
same time. If nothing were
gained, nothing would be lost,
whereas, if the treatment prov-
ed efficacious with human be-
ings, he would have saved
countless lives and would have
rendered those he treated im-
mortal and forever safe from
subsequent eruptions and earth-
quakes. Partly owing to chance
and partly owing to careless-
ness, the doctor’s shabby but
thoroughly serviceable car was
uninjured, having been left
standing in the driveway at
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some distance from the build-
ings. Leaping into it and fol-
lowed by the uncomprehend-
ing three, Doctor arnham
stepped on the gas and dashed
toward the mountain slopes a-
bove which hung a dense black
smoke cloud lit up by vivid
flashes of lightning, intermit-
tent bursts of flaming gas, and
outbursts of incandescent lava-
bombs.

“Not so serious an eruption
as I thought,” commented the
scientist, as the car, bumping
over the earthquake-disrupted
roads and across cracked cul-
verts and bridges, drew nearer
and nearer to the hills. “Ap-
parently largely of local ex-
tent,” he continued, “no signs
of mud flows on this side of
the cone — probably ejected on
the _opposite side towards the
sea.

And it must be admitted
that, as Poctor Farnham drew
near to the still active and
threatening volcano, he became
somewhat disappointed at find-
ing the catastrophe had been
no worse. Not that he was sor-
ry the eruption had caused
such a comparatively small a-
mount of damage and loss of
life, but because he began to
fear that he would have no
opportunity to test out his dis-
coverv on human beings.

But he need not have wor-
ried. Although, as he had as-
sumed, the crater had erupted
on thc northem side, and the

stupendous masses of red-hot
lava and lava-bombs had flow-
ed down the almost uninhabit-
ed seaward slopes into the
ocean, still several small vil-
lages "and many isolated hous-
es had been utterly wiped out
of existence; scores of persons,
both white and black, had
been burned to cinders or bur-
ied under many feet of ashes
and mud; thousands of acres
of cultivated fields and gar-
dens had been transformed into
barren, desolate steaming seas
of mud, and an. incalculable
amount of damage had been
done.

Close to the crater, which
since time immemorial had
been considered wholly extinct,
the destruction, where it had
occurred at all, had been com-
plete. Beyond this- zone of
scalding steam, red-hot cinders
and blazing gases, even great-
er fatalities had occurred
through the action of heavy,
deadly gases which, descend-
ing from the upper strata of
air, had left hundreds of as-
phyxiated human beings in its
wake.

But as is almost always the
case with volcanic eruptions
and phenomena, the death-
dealing fumes had taken their
toll in a most erratic and inex-
plicable manner. People had
fallen in their tracks by scores
in one spot, while within a few
yards, none had suffered. One
side of a village street had been
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swept by the noxious gas, while
the opposite side of the nar-
row thoroughfare had been un-
affected, and, when later intel-
ligible reports had been made,
it was found that in several
instances a man had been ov-
ercome and killed while con-
versing with a friend who had
escaped without injury. Of all
the settlements which had thus
been made the target for the
deadly gases, that of San Mar-
co had suffered the most, and
as Doctor Farnham and his
companions drove into the
stricken village the scientist
knew that the opportunity of
his lifetime had come. Every-
where, the crumpled-up, inert
bodies of men and women lay

where they had fallen when
overcome by the gas from the
volcano. ey were stretched

on the sidewalks and in the
street, they lay sprawled on
steps and in doorways; the
market place and tiny plaza
were filled with them, and less
than a dozen of the inhabitants
of the town remained alive and
unhurt. And as these had fled
from the gas-stricken village,
Doctor Farnham and his three
men were the sole living beings
in San Marcos. Naturally, the
scientist was immensely pleas-
ed. There was nobody to in-
terfere with him or to raise
foolish and wholly unjustifiable
objections to his work. There
was a superabundance of ma-
terial to work on, and subjects

of the most desirable kind for,
at his first glance, Doctor Famn-
ham knew that the people had
been killed by gas or shock,
and that the deaths had not
been caused by injuries to vi-
tal organs, in which case he
would have had less confidence
in his treatment. And we can-
not blame him for his elation
at finding the village strewn
with corpses. Why should he
have felt sorrow, pity or regret
when, in his own mind, he felt
positive that he could bring the
stricken people back to life,
yes, more than life, to a state
of immortality? To him they
were not dead, but merely in
a temporary state of suspended
animation, from which they
would awaken never to die.
Leaping from his car, and
assisted by his three ancient,
but lively and energetic com-
panions, Doctor Farnham pro-
ceeded methodically to inject
the minimum dose of his pre-
cious elixir of life into each
body in turn. At the very out-
set, however, he realized that
he could not by any possibilit
restore all the dead in the vil-
lage to life. He did not possess
half enough of his compound
for that, and he was in a quan-
dary. In the first place, he
most ardently desired to retain
enough of his material to test
it on the bodies of those who,
he felt sure, must have met
violent deaths nearer the vol-
cano. In the second place, how
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could he decide whom to save
and bless with immortality
and whom to leave?

It was a difficult, hard ques-
tion to solve, for never before
had any one man possessed the
power of life and death over
so many of his fellows. But he
could not devote much time to
deciding. He did not know how
long a human being could re-
main dead and be resuscitated,
and much precious time had
already elapsed since the vil-
lagers had been struck down
by the gas. Some decision must
be made at once, and he made
it. Life, he decided, was more
important to the younger and
more vigorous persons than to
the aged, and more desirable
to the intelligent and educated
individuals than to the ignorant
and illiterate. He knew that,
broadly speaking, his treatment
would result in the persons
treated remaining indefinitely
in the physical state in which
they were at the time of treat-
ment, that even with the slight-
ly renewed vigor and strength
which followed, an old man or
woman would remain physic-
ally old, and, he reasoned, it
was very probable that an in-
fant or 'a child would remain
forever undeveloped mentally
and physically. Hence, for the
good of the world, he would
treat the bodies of those who
had died in the prime of life
— but for the sake of science
a few of the children would be

treated as well — permitting
the old, the diseased, the
maimed and the decrepit to
remain dead. In this, he felt
he was not acting inhumanely
or callously. He could only
save a certain number anyway,
and those whom he passed by
would be no worse off than
they were at present, for he
ha(i’ assured himself, by a rapid
examination, that according to
all medical and known stand-
ards the victims were as dead
as doornails.

VII

SO, HAVING come to his
decision, he hurried about, in-
jecting his compound into the
veins of those he deemed
worthy to survive, and in the
meantime filled with visions
of the future, of a race of im-
mortal people developing from
the nucleus he had started.
Anxious to know the results of
his treatment, and to find out
how long it took for a dead
person to come back to life,
Doctor Farnham ordered his
three companions to remain
behind and watch the bodies of
those treated, and to report to
him the moment any of the
dead showed signs of reviving.
He had commenced his work at
the plaza, and here he stationed
one of the three; at the market
he left another, and the third
was to be stationed a few blocks
farther on. By the time Doctor
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Farnham reached the market
he had treated several hundred
bodies, and yet no word had
come from the fellow watching
for results at the plaza. Doubts
began to assail the scientist as
he continued on his way. Per-
haps, after all, human beings
would not respond to his treat-
ment. Possibly the effects of
this particular and unknown
as rendered his treatment va-
ueless. It might be . . .

Terrifying sounds from the
rear suddenly interrupted his
thoughts. From the direction
of the plaza came screams,
shouts, a babel of sounds. It
had worked! Where a moment
before was the silence of death
now could be heard the unmis-
takable sounds of life. The
dead had been raised. The im-
possible had been accomplish-
ed, and, forgetting all else in
his anxiety to witness the re-
surrection, Doctor Farnham
dropped syringe and vial be-
side the body he had been a-
bout to treat, and hurried to-
wards the plaza.

The sounds were increasing
and coming nearer. Of course,
he thought, the dead in the
market were coming to life.
But why, he wondered, had
his two men failed to report?

The answer came most unex-
pectedly. Racing as fast as their
old legs could carry them, the
two fellows came dashing a-
round a corner, terror on their
faces, panting and breathless,

while at their heels came a mob
of men and women, scream-
ing, shouting incomprehensible
words, waving their arms
threateningly, and obviously
hostile.

Gasping, hurriedly, the two
men tried to explain. “They’re
mad,” exclaimed he who had
been stationed at the plaza,
“murderin’ mad! Lord ‘knows
why, but they set on me like
tigers. Mauled me somethin
dreadful. How I lived throug}%
it T dunno. Cracked me over
the head with stones and beat
me up.”

“Me, too,” chimed in the fel-
low who had been at the mar-
ket place. “Stuck a machete in
me, one fellow did. Looka
here!” As he spoke he bared
his chest and revealed a three-
inch incision over his heart.
The doctor, despite the ap-
proaching and obviously dan-
gerous mob, gasped. The
wound should have killed the
fellow, and yet he appeared
in no way inconvenienced.
Then it dawned upon him. Of
course he had not been killed.
How could he be killed when
he was immortal! ‘

The two men were in no
danger. No matter what the
mob did they would survive,
and Doctor Farnham had a
fleeting, instantaneous vision
of the two fellows being chop-
ped into bits or torn to pieces
and each separate fragment
of their anatomies continuing
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to live, or perhaps even reunit-
ing to form a complete man a-
gain. And bitterly he regretted
that he had never tried the
treatment on himself. Why
hadn’t he? For the life of him
he didn’t know. But there was
no time for introspection or
regrets. The mob was close
now, something must be done.
“You cant be hurt,” he shout-
ed to his companions. “You
are immortal. Nothing can kill
you. Don’t run, don’t be afraid.
Face the mob.”

But the fellows’ confidence
in the scientist’s treatment and
words was not great enough to
make them obey, and furtive-
1{ glancing about for a refuge,
they prepared to flee. For a
brief instant the doctor thought
of facing the mob, of reason-
ing with them, of explaining
why he was there, of quieting
them, for he had reasoned that,
in all probability, their actions
were due to terror and nerve
strain; that, reviving, they had
been filled with the mad ter-
ror of the eruption which had
been their last conscious sen-
sations; that seeing many of
their fellow men still lying dead
thev had become panic-stricken,
and that their attack on the
two watchmen had been mere-
ly the unreasoning, unwarrant-
ed act of half-crazed, fear-
maddened men.

But the scientist’s half-form-
ed idea of facing the mob was
abandoned almost as soon as

conceived. No one could rea-
son with the crowd. In time
the mob would calm down;
once they realized the eruption
was cver they would forget
their terrors and would busy
themselves burying the remain-
ing dead. For the present, dis-
cretion was the better part of
valor, and seizing his three
companions, for the third fel-
low had now arrived on the
scene, Doctor Farnham duck-
ed around the nearest build-
ing and the four raced like
mad for the car. But even as
they fled, shouts, curses and
screams came from the other
direction; men and women ap-
peared from streets and dwell-
ings, and scores of resuscitated
people rushed forward and fell
madly, fiendishly upon the
mob from the pi;za. Instantly
pandemonium reigned, and the
four fugitives stood, transfixed
with the horror of the scene.
Fighting, clawing, biting, stab-
bing, the people fell upon one
another, and the watching four
shuddered as they saw men
and women, minus arms or
hands, faces shapeless masses
of pulp, bodies slashed, pierced
and torn, still leaping, spring-
ing about; still struggling and
wholly oblivious to their terri-
ble wounds, for being immortal
nothing could destroy them.
Heedless of the dead bodies
which had not been resuscitat-
ed, the struggling mob swayed
here and there, while now and
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then — and Doctor Farmham
and his men felt faint and sick
at the sight — some panting
man or woman would leave the
milling mob, and springing like
a beast on one of the trampled
corpses, would tear and devour
the flesh.

It was too much! Madly the
four raced to the car, leap
in, and unheeding the peril of
the road drove towards the
distant town.

As they tore along, Doctor
Farnham gradually calmed him-
self and forced his mind to
function in its accustomed man-
ner. He could not fully account
for the savagery of the resur-
rected inhabitants of the vil-
lage, but he could formulate
reasonable theories to account
for it. “Reversion to ancestral
types under stress of great
mental strain,” he mentall
classified it.. “Suddenly find‘I
ing themselves alive and safe
after the impression that they
were being destroyed, released
inhibitions and gave dormant,
savage instinct full rein. A men-
tal explosion as it were. Pro-
bably normal calm and other
conditions will follow.”

But was it not possible — and
the scientist trembled at the
thought — was it not possible
that while his treatment re-
stored life, it did not restore
mentality? He had hitherto ex-
perimented only with the lower
animals, and who could say
whether a rabbit or a guinea

pig possessed normal or abnor-
mal mentality after being re-
trieved from death? Then,
through Doctor Farnham’s mind
came thoughts of the actions
of the kitten which he had first
resuscitated by his discovery,
and he remembered how the
beast had spit and scratched
and yowled, finally escaping
and taking to the brush like a
wild thing. Perhaps only the
physical organism could be re-
stored to life, and the mental
rocesses remained dead. Per-
aps, after all, there was such
a thing as a soul or spirit and
this fled from the body at
death and could not be re-
stored. Doctor Farnham shiv-
ered despite the sweltering heat
of the sun. If this were so, if
all the soul or spirit or reason
or whatever it was that kept
the balance of a human being
or an animal, if this inexplica-
ble unknown thing were ab-
sent when the dead were re-
vived, then God help the
world.

VII

NO ONE COULD visualize
the results. The resurrected
dead must continue. They could
not even destroy one another.
Then, more calmly, and feeling
vastly relieved, he tried to
cheer himself with the thought
that, after all, there micht be
no basis for his fears. Perhaps
the actions of the savage be-
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ings back in the village were
merely temporary, that possibly,
even if mentality or the soul
was lacking at first, it would
return in time and again fit it-
self to the resurrected body.
No one could say, no one could
do more than theorize; but
whatever the ultimate result,
Doctor Farmham had made up
his mind that he would report
the matter to the authorities,
that regardless of what the
consequences might be for him,
he would make a clean breast
of it, and would do all in his
power, would devote all of his
fortune and his time to trying
to right what he had done, if,
as he feared, matters were as
bad as they might be.

In this manner came the
Plagne of the Living Dead, as
it was afterwards known. At
first, the authorities at Abilone
believed that Doctor Farnham
and his three companions had
gone temporarily mad throuch
the effects of the . earthquake
and the eruption, and they
tried to calm the four and to
soothe them. But when, a few
hours later, the survivors of a
relief party reported that the
village and the neigchborhood
was filled with wild blood-
mad savaces and that three
members of the partv had been
attacked. killed and tom to
pieces, the authorities took ac-
tion, although they still had no
faith in Doctor Farnham’s tale,
and scoffed at the idea that

he had resuscitated the dead
or that the savages were im-
mortal, and considered these
the hallucinations of an over-
wrought mind.

No doubt, they said, the sur-
vivors of the catastrophe had
been driven mad by the erup-
tion and had reverted to sav-
agery, but it would be a simple
matter to round them up, con-
fine them in an asylum and
gradually cure them.,

But the force of police sent
to the vicinty of the village
found that neither Doctor Farn-
ham nor the relief party had
exaggerated matters in the
least. In fact, only two police-
men managed to escape, and
with terror-filled eyes they
told a story of horrors beyond
any imagination. They had
seen their fellows destroyed
before their eyes. They had
poured bullets into the bodies
of the savage villagers at close
range, but with no effect. They
had fought hand-to-hand and
had seen their short swords
bury themselves in their anta-
gonists’ flesh without result,
and they shuddered as they
told of seeing armless, yes, even
headless, men fighting like de-
mons.

At last the officials were con-
vinced that something entirely
new and inexnlicable had oc-
curred. Incredible as it might
seem, the doctor’s story must
be true, and something must
be done without delay to rid
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the island of its curse — this
Plague of the Living Dead.
Far into night, and throughout
the following day, all the of-
ficials of the island sat in con-
ference with the scientist, for,
being sensible men, the author-
ities realized that no one would
be so likely to offer a solution
of the problem as the man who
had brought it about. And very
wisely, too. The first suggestion
that was made and acted upon
was to establish a strict cen-
sorship on everything leaving
the island. To let the outside
world know what had occurred
would be most unwise. The
press would get hold of it; re-
porters and others would rush
to the island to secure the facts;
Abilone would be made the
butt of incredulous ridicule or
a place accursed, according to
whether or not the press and
public believed in the reports.
But how to establish a censor-
ship, how to prevent outsiders
from visiting the island or to
revent the islanders from
eaving was the question. This
was solved by Doctor Frisbie,
the medical inspector of the
port. It would be annonced
that a virulent contagious dis-
ease had broken out in a re-
mote village — which was in
a way no more than the truth
— and that until further notice
no vessels would be allowed to
enter or leave the ports. Of
course, this would entail some

hardships, but the available

supplies of food were sufficient
to support the population for
at least several months, and
long before the expiration of
that period it was hoped that
the Living Dead would be elim-
inated. But as time passed,
those upon Abilone began to
fear that no human power
could conquer the soulless au-
tomatons in human form who
cursed the land and could not
be destroyed. Luckily, being
absolutely lacking in intelli-
gence and with no réasoning
powers, the things did not
wander far, and showed no in-
clination to leave their original
district to attack persons who
did not bother them. And to
prevent any possibility of their
spreading, immense barriers of
barbed wire were erected a-

bout the locali where the
Living Dead held sway.
As Doctor Farmham had

pointed out, the barbed wire
would not deter the things
throuﬁh the pain or injuries
caused by its jagged points,
and hence the fence was erect-
ed for strength and height, and
formed a barrier which even
elephants could scarcely have
broken through. This, however,
took time, and long before it
was completed innumerable at-
tempts had been made to sur-
round and capture or to de-
stroy the soulless beings, for so
fixed are certain ideas in the
human brain that the officials
could not believe that the Liv-
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ing Dead could not be killed,
despite the arguments of Doc-
tor Farnham who, over and
again, declared that it was a
waste of money and life to at-
tempt to annihilate the beings
he had resurrected. But, of
course, every attempt was fu-
tile. Bulletsri-'lad 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, prepa-
rations were made to burn
them out. Innumerable fires
were kindled, and before a
fresh wind the flames swept
across the entire area occupied
by the Living Dead and re-
duced the last vestiges of their
former village to ashes. But,
when, the fire over, a detach-
ment of police was sent into
the district to count the bodies,
they were attacked, almost an-
nihilated and driven back b
the horde of singed, mutilated,
ghastly beings who had sur-
vived powder and ball, poison
gases, and every other means
to destroy them. Next, it was
suggested that they be drown-
ed, and although Doctor Farn-
ham openly scoffed at the idea
and the expense involved, no
one could be made to believe
that things were really immune
to death in any form whatso-
ever. Hence, at a terrific ex-
pense, a dam was built across

the river flowing through the
district, and for days the entire
area was flooded. But at the
end of the time the Living
Dead were as lively, as savage,
as unreasoning and as great a
plaguc as ever. Strangely
enough, too, not one of the be-
ings had ever been captured.
On two occasions, to be sure,
members of the band had been
seized, but on each occasion
the beings had literally tom
themselves free, leaving a dis-
membered arm or hand in pos-
session of their captors. And
these fragments of flesh, to
everyone’s horror and amaze-
ment, had continued to live.
It was indescribably grue-
some to see the dismembered
arm twisting and writhing a-
bout, to see the muscles flex-
ing and the fingers openin
and closing. Even when pla
in jars of alcohol or formalde-
hyde, the limbs continued to
retain their life and movement,
and at last, in shesr despera-
tion, the officials buried them
in masses of concrete where,
so far as they were concerned,
the immortal fragments of anat-
omy might continue to survive
and writhe until the crack of
doom.

IX

INTENSIVE STUDIES and
observations of the Living
Dead had been made, however,
and at last it was conceded
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that Doctor Farnham had been
right and had not in the least
overestimated the attributes of
the beings. And it was also ad-
mitted that his theories regard-
ing their condition and actions
were in the main correct. They
could not be killed by any
known means; that had been
conclusively proved. They could
exist without apparent ill ef-
fects even when horribly mu-
tilated and even headless. They
could literally be cut to pieces
and each fragment woulcF con-
tinue to live, and if two of
these pieces came into contact,
they would reunite and grow
into monstrous, nightmarish,
terrible things. Wagching the
area within the barrier through
powerful glasses, the observers
saw many of these things. Once,
a head which had joined to
two arms and a leg went rac-
ing across an open space like
a monstrous spider. On another
occasion a body appeared min-
us legs, and with two addition-
al heads growing from the
shoulders from which the orig-
inal arms had been severed.
And many of the fairly whole
beings had hands, fingers, feet
or other portions of anatomy
growing from wounds upon
various parts of their bodies.
For the Living Dead, having
no reasoning powers, yet in-
stinctively sought to replace
any portions of their bodies
which they had lost, and picked
up the first human fragment
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they found and grafted it into
any wound or raw surface of
their flesh. Strangely enough,
too, although it was perfectly
logical once the matter was
given thought, those individuals
who were minus heads appear-
ed fully as well off as those
whose heads remained upon
their shoulders, for without
any glimmerings of intelligence,
without reason and merely
flesh and blood machines un-
controlled by brains, the Liv-
ing Dead had no real need of
heads. Nevertheless, they seem-
ed to have some strange sub-
conscious idea that heads were
desirable, and fierce battles
took place over the possession
of a head which two of the
things discovered simultaneous-
ly. Very frequently, the head,
when re-established upon a
body, was back-side-to,, and a
large percentage of the beings
wore heads which did not orig-
inally belong to them. More-
over, the beings became head-
hunters, and lopping off one
another’s heads Eecame their
chief diversion or occupation.
The amazing speed with
which the most ghastly wound
healed, and the incredibly short
eriod of time required for a
imb or head to graft itself
firmly in place, were down-
right uncanny, but were ac-
counted for by Doctor Farn-
ham who explained that where-
as, ordinarily, the tissues of
normal human beings partially



The Plague of the Living Dead 115

die and must be replaced by
new growths, the tissues of the
Living Dead remained alive,
active and with all their cells
intact, and.hence instantly re-
united, while at the same time,
septic infection and injurious
microbes could find no oppor-
tunity to act upon healthy liv-
ing tissues, Although at first
the beings had struggled and
fought night and day, yet as
time passed, they became more
peaceable and seldom battled
among themselves. When this
was first observed, the authori-
ties were hopeful of the beings
eventually becoming rational,
but' Doctor Farpham disillu-
sioned them and was borne out
in his statement by the island’s
medical and scientific men.
“It is the logical and to-be-
expected result,” he declared.
“In the first place, being with-
out reason or the powers of
deduction, and not being able
to profit by experience, they
have merely exhausted their
powers of fighting. And, in the
second place, a large proportion
of their numbers are compos-
ites. That is, they have arms,
limbs, heads or other portions
of their anatomy belonging to
other individuals. Hence to at-
tack another being would be
equivalent to attacking them-
selves, It is not a question of
either instinct or brain, but
merely the reaction of muscles
and nerves to the inexplicable
but long recognized cellular

recognition or affinity existing
in all organic matter.”

At first, too, it had been
thought that the Living Dead
could be starved to death, or
if truly immortal, that the
could be so weakened by laci
of food that they could easily
be captured. But here again,
the authorities had overlooked
the basic features of the case.
Although the creatures now
and then devoured one another
— and Doctor Farnham won-
dered what happened when an
unkillable being was devoured
by his fellows — yet this can-
nibalism seemed more a pure-
ly instinctive act than a neces-
sity. The headless members of
the community could not, of
course, eat, but they got along
just as well, and at last it dawn-
ed upon the officials that when
a creature is truly immortal,
nothing mortal can affect it.

Meanwhile, the island was
getting perilously short of pro-
visions and the people were
being put on rations. Very soon,
all knew, it would be necessary
to allow a vessel to enter the
port to bring in supplies, and
the quarantine, moreover, could
not much longer be maintained
without arousing suspicion. Of
course, long before this, the
government had come to a rea-
lization of the fact that the
terrible secret of the island
could not be kept indefinitely.
But the authorities had hoped
that the Plague of the Living
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Dead might be forever removed
before it became necessary to
apprise the world at large of
t]?e curse which had fallen up-
on Abilone.

Had it not been for its iso-
lated position, and the fact that
news of the eruption had reach-
ed the outer world and the
public had assumed that the
reported epidemic was the di-
rect result of this, the true facts
of the case would have become
public property long ago.

Now, however, the authori-
ties were at their witss end.
Thev had tried every means to
exterminate the Living Dead
without success. They iad de-
voted a fortune and had sacri-
ficed many lives trying to cap-
ture the terrible things, all with-
out avail. And Doetor Farnham
had, so far, been unable to sug-
gest a means of ridding the
island and the world of the in-
cubus he had so unfortunately
put upon it.

This, then, was the status of
the case when, on a certain
night, the officials had gather-

in conference to pass upon
the question of lifting the
guarantine and giving up in
espair, trusting to keeping the
Living Dead confined indefin-
itely within the wire barrier.

“That,” declared  Colonel
Shoreham, the military com-
mandant, “is, or rather will be,
impossible. So far, thank God,
the things have made no at-
tempt to tear down or scale

the barrier, but sooner or later,
they will. If they possessed rea-
son they would have done so
long ago, but some day — per-
haps tomorrow, perhaps not for
a century — they will decide to
move, and the stoutest barri-
cade man can erect will not
hold them in check. Why, one
of those spider - like monsters,
consisting of legs and arms,
could clamber over the wire as
readily as a fly can walk on
yonder wall. And do not for-
get, gentlemen, that water is
no barrier to these terrible be-
ings. They cannot be drowned,
and hence they may be carried
by sea to distant lands and may
spread to the uttermost ends of
the earth. Terrible and blas-
phemous as it may sound, I
wish to God that another erup-
tion might occur and that a
volcano might break forth un-
der the Living Dead and blow
them into space. Personally —”

He was interrupted by a
shout from Doctor Farnham,
who, leaping to his feet, excit-
edly drew the attention of ev-
eryone to himself.

“Colonel!” he cried, “to you
belongs the credit of having
solved the problem. You spoke
of blowing the Living Dead in-
to space. That, gentlemen, is
the solution. We will not need
to invoke Divine aid in creat-
ing the volcano to do this, but
we will provide the means our-
selves.”

The others looked at one an-
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other and at the enthusiastic
scientist in utter amazement.
Had his worries driven him
mad? What was he driving at?

X

BUT Doctor Farnham was
most evidently sane and most
obviously in earnest. “I quite
realize how visionary the idea
may appear to you, gentlemen,”
he said, striving to speak calm-
ly. “But I think you will all ac-
cept it after my most unfortu-
nate discovery, which resulted,
it is true, in our present pre-
dicament, but whicﬂ, neverthe-
less, proved that the most vi-
sionary and seemingly impos-
sible things may be possible. 1
feel sure, I repeat, that after
what you have all seen, you
will agree with me that my
present scheme is not either
visionary or impossible. Brief-
ly, gentlemen, it is to construct
an immense cannon, or perhaps
better, an artificial crater, be-
neath the Living Dead and
blow every one of the beings
into space. In fact, blow them
to such an immense distance
that they will be beyond the
attraction of Earth and will
forever revolve, like satellites,
about our planet.”

As he finished, silence fell
upon those present. A few
weeks previously they would
have jeered, scoffed, ridiculed
the idea or would have felt
sure he was mad. But too many

seemingly insane things had
occurred to warrant a has
judgment, and all were think-
ing deeply. At last, a dignified
white-haired gentleman rose to
his feet and cleared his throat.
He was Senor Martinez, a des-
cendant of one of the old Span-
ish families who had originally
owned the island, and a retired
engineer of world-wide fame.
“I feel,” he began, “that Doc-
tor Farnham’s suggestion might
be carried out. I have only
two gquestions in my mind as to
its feasibility. First; the cost of
the undertaking which would
be prodigious — far more than
the somewhat ‘depleted trea-
sury of Abilone would permit.
And second; by what form of
explosive the force could be
generated which would project
the beings so far that they
would not fall back upon Earth,
and being immortal, still be liv-
ing things?”
¢ expense,” announced
Doctor Farmham, as Senor
Martinez resumed his seat, “will
be borne by me. My fortune,
which originally amounted to
something over three millions,
has remained practically un-
touched for the past forty-five
years, for I have expended but
a small fraction of the income.
As it was entirely due to my
work that the Plague of the
Living Dead has been brought
upon your island, I feel that it
is no more than just that I
should devote my last cent and
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my last effort to righting the
wrong. As for the explosive,
Senor Martinez, that will be a
combination of nature’s forces
and modern high-power explo-
sives. Beneath the area occu-
ied by the Living Dead is a
eep-seated fissure connecting,
in all probability, with the Su-
gar Loaf volcano. By excavat-
ing and tunneling we will en-
large that fissure to form an
immense hollow under the
area we desire to destroy, and
we will fill the hollow with all
the highest explosives known
to science, and which can be
purchased with my wealth. In
the meantime, the San Marco
River will be diverted from its
present course and will be led
to a tunnel which will be cut
through the rim of the old crat-
er. By means of electricity we
will arrax:lge to explode the
charge under the Living Dead
at the precise instant when the
water of the river is released,
and emptying into the crater,
creates a steam pressure suf-
ficient to produce an. eruption.
That Pressure, gentlemen, be-
ing released by the detonation
of the explosives will unques-
tioningly follow the line of least
resistance and will burst forth
as a violent sporadic eruption
coincidentally with the force
of the explosives, and will, I
feel sure, project the Living
Dead beyond the attraction of
our planet.”

For a brief instant silence

followed the scientist’s words,
and then the hall echoed to up-
roarious applause.

When the demonstrations had
at last subsided, the elderly
engineer again spoke. “As an
engineer, I approve most heart-
ily of Doctor Farnham’s ideas,”
he announced. “A few years
ago such an undertaking would
have been impossible, but sci-
ence in many lines has advanced
by leaps and bounds. We know
the exact pressure generated
by water in contact with molt-
en igneous rocks at various
depths — thanks to the research-
es of Signor Barnardi and Pro-
fessor Svenson, who devoted
several years to intensive studies
of volcanic activities in their
respective countries of Italy
and Iceland. We now know the
exact pressure of steam essen-
tial to produce a volcanic erup-
tion, and we also know the
precise temperature at that
stearn pressure. Hence it will
be a comparatively simple mat-
ter to devise means of detonat-
ing explosives coincidentally
with the eruptive forces, as
Doctor Farnham has outlined.
Also, the modern explosives,
which I presume would be the
recently discovered YLT, and
the even more powerful Mo-
zanite, have already proved to
possess sufficient force to pro-
ject a missile several thousand
miles .beyond Earth’s atmos-

here, and in all probability,
Eeyond the attractive forces of
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our sphere. The one really great
difficulty which I forsee will
be to calculate the exact diame-
ter and depth of the excava-
tion and to confine the Living
Dead to the area immediately
above it. I am most happy,
gentlemen, to offer my poor
services in this cause, and if
you desire it, I will most gladly
place my knowledge of engi-
neering at the disposal of the
government and will be hon-
ored by collaborating with Doc-
tor Farnham.”

Amid vociferous applause
Senor Martinez took his chair,
and the governor rose and
thanked him and accepted his
offer. He was followed by Colo-
nel Shoreham, who expressed
his gratification in having in-
advertently suggested the means
of destroying the Living Dead,
and who offered a plan for con-
fining the beings to the restrict-
ed area desired. “It is possible,
I think” he said, “to gradually
push the wire barrier nearer
and nearer the selected spot.
It will, I take it, require some
considerable time to complete
excavations and prepare for the
grand finale, and in the inter-
im we can move the barrier
forward an inch or two at a
time. As the Living Dead have
no intelligence they will never
notice the change, and even if
they do they will not understand
what it means. As soon as Doc-
tor Farnham and Senor Marti-
nez have decided upon the

exact spot, and the extent of
the area to be blown up, I will
commence moving the Ii)arrieﬁr.”

This suggestion appeared to
solve the last difficulty, and,
vastly relieved that at last
there seemed to be hopes of
forever destroying the Plague
of the Living Dead, the meet-
ing broke up after voting carte
blanche to those who had vol-
unteered to see the scheme

through.
There is little more to be
told. Everything proceeded

smoothkly. The precise area
which was to be blown into
space was determined, and
true to his word, Colonel Shore-
ham moved the steel barrier
forward until the inhuman,
though human, monsters with-
in were confined to the select-
ed spot. Meanwhile, with mil-
lions at their disposal, the en-
gineer and his assistants divert-
ed the San Marco River, cut a
tunnel through the base of the
thin outer rim of the crater,
and held the pent-up stream
in check by a dam which could
be destroyed by a single ex-
plosion set off by an electrical
connection and detonator. Be-
neath the dodmed beings, great
electrically-driven machines
were tunneling deep into the
bowels of the mountain slope,
and each hour, as the excava-
tion deepened, the heat increas-
ed and scalding steam jets were
more frequently met, all of
which was most promising as
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proving that the active crater
was not many feet below the
spot wherein the work was go-
ing on. At last Senor Martinez
feared to go deeper. Beneath
the vast hole the roaring and
rumbling of the volcano’s forces
could be heard; the steam is-
sued from every crevice and
crack in the rocks, and the
temperature  registered  over
two hundred degrees. Careful-
ly, hundreds of tons of the most
powerful of up-to-date explo-
sives were piled within the vast
excavation — tons of the re-
cently discovered YL'T, which
had entirely superseded TNT
and was nearly one hundred
times as powerful, and tons of
the ¢ven more powerful Mo-
zanite — until the cavity was
completely filled with the ex-
plosives. At last all was in read-
iness. Delicate instruments had
been placed deep within the
crater, instruments which at pre-
determined temperatures would
send a charge of electricity to
the detonating caps in the ex-
plosive-filled excavations, “;and
instruinents which would ac-
complish the same result when
the steam pressure reached a
prearranged pressure.

XI

FOR WEEKS, the inhabhi-
tants had been warned away
from the vicinity of activities,
though there was little need
of this, for few persons cared

to visit that portion of the is-
land. And in order that per-
sons in distant parts of the is-
land might not be unduly
alarmed, notices had been
posted stating that at any time
a stupendous explosion might
occur, but which would cause
no damage to outlying districts.
Far more excited and nervous
than they had ever been in
their lives, the officials, togeth-
er with the engineer and Doc-
tor Farnham, waited within
their homb-proof shelter sever-
al miles from the area of the
Living Dead, for the last act
in the stupendous drama.
Without a hitch the dam
was blown up, and the vast
torrent of water rushed in a
mighty cataract through the
crater wall and into the depths
of the volcano. FEven from
where they watched, the offi-
cials could see the far-flung
white cloud of steam that in-
stantly arose from the tower-
ing mountain top. One minute
passed, two, three — With a
roar that seemed to split hea-
ven and earth, with a shock
that threw every man to the
ground, the entire side of the
mountain seemed to rise in air.
A blinding glare that dulled
the midday sun clove the sky;
a pillar of smoke that shot up-
ward to the zenith blotted sun
and sky from sight, and for
miles around, the ecarth was
split, rent and riven. Streams
overflowed their banks; land-
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slides came crashing down
mountain sides; forest trees
were splintered into match-

wood. Birds were killed in
midair by the concussion, and
for days afterwards, dead fish
floated by thousands upon the
surface of the sea. To those in
the bombproof shelter, it seem-
ed as if the explosion would
never end, as if the mightiest
of the volcano’s forces had been
conjured from the bowels of the
earth and might never cease to
erupt. And for what seemed
hours, no debris, no stones or
pulverized earth and rocks
came tumbling back to earth.
But at last — in reality but a
few moments after the explo-
sion — thousands of tons of
broken rock, of splintered trees,
of ash and mud, of impalpable
dust came crashing, pattering,
until at last all was still — not
a sound was heard. '

Awed and shaken, the watch-
ers, accompanied by a band of
armed troops, made their way
to the devastated area.

A vast new crater yawned
where the Living Dead had
been. For half a dozen miles
about, the island was littered
with debris; but nowhere
could a trace be found of the
terrible beings.

And as no one, anywhere,
has ever reported finding one
of the monsters, or any frag-
ments of their immortal bodies,
it is safe to assume that some-
where, far beyond Earth’s at-

traction, the Living Dead,
blown to infinitesimal atoms,
are doomed to forever remain
suspended in space.

The terrific explosion, which
was reported by ships at sea
and which was plainly heard at
Roque over fi miles distant,
was passed off as a natural,
but harmless eruption of Sugar
Loaf volcano.

As for Doctor Farnham, with
the several thousands of dol-
lars left from his fortune, he
built a church and a hospital,
and he still resides quietF in
Abilone, devoting his talents
and his knowledge to healin
the sick and relieving the suf-
fering. His three human exper-
iments are still with him. Nev-
er have they divulged what
they know, and never do they
mention the fact that they were
subjected to the doctor’s treat-
ment, for they have got the
idea that if the officials should
discover they are immortal,
they would meet the same fate
as the Living Dead.

As far as can be seen or de-
termined, they are as lively
and chipper as ever, but wheth-
er they are fated to live on for-
ever, or whether their span of
life has merely been extended,
no one can say. At any rate,
the oldest fellow has made his
will, and the other two are in
constant dread of being killed
by motor cars. So, being im-
mortal does not, apparently, rid
a person of the fear of death.
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LETTERS ARE still coming in
on the April issue as this is being
ed, and the preference page
owWsS mcreasm%egse. So far, how-
ever, there h n very little com-
ment on the cover, and what there
has been has been’ pretty well split
down the middle. Apparentl onl
those who liked it very muci;
those who disliked it very muc
commented. This cover symbolized

the Ray Cummings novelet. There
are two 3uestxons on the ﬁreference
page, it would be helpful i

you all gave some sort of reply.
How much effect might your
comments have upon future covers,
you may ask? This is a very intang-
ible thing, but Ill give you as
straight an answer as possible. Sup-
pose (happy thought) that this is-
sue you are now reading shows a
marked increase in sales, and at
the same time a definite majority
of you who vote show a liking for
the cover. We could then conclude
tentatively that this sort of cover
has a relationship to better sales —
assumirg, of course, that in this
genod we did not suddenly get a
tter break in distribution then
we've been able to get so far. Wid-
er distribution alone could account
for better sales, since there is an
indefinite number of people who
might try MOH even 1.? they were
not enthusiastic about the cover on
this issue, if they just saw it on

sale.

Suppose Ssob) sales fell off and
simu. taneous Jr the voting readers
showed efinite majority dislike
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of the cover. Then it would be pos-
sible to make a tie-in — assuming,
of course, that we did not have a
simultaneous sethback in the con-
tinuous distribution struggle, This
is the sort of situation which we
hope to see in every issue — where
a rise in sales corresponds with
expressed approval on various as-
?ects of the issue (or, should mis-

rtune strike, a simultaneous ex-
pression of dislike) so that your
opinions would tie in with sales to
a reasonable degree.

Usually, this sort of thing does
not happen; a highly-praised issue
might not sell particularly well (or
even badl while one which
brought forth little praise might
sell well. So far as covers go —
well, we do not use any which

we consider to be poor in the first
place, but some are decidedly bet-
ter in our eyes than others. Here,
too, the sales reports often seem to
have very little relationship to what
we thought, or what you told us,
was one of,the better covers. Some-
times some of what ve thought to
be the least worthy have sold best.
However, this does not happen oft-
en encugh to tempt us to use what
we consider to be less good covers
on a deliberate policy basis. Eir we
must, since we are not perfect, but
we shall have done so unwittingly
when 1t happens.

of errors, we made a
whiz in blurb for David Grin-
nell's story, The Garrison, telling
you that the Grinnell novel Des-

Spea]cint%l
e
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ting’s Orbit, is in the same Ace
Book that contains Ray Cummings’
Wandl, the Invader (D497). Wrong!
Destiny's Orbit is combined wi

John PBrunner’s delightful Times
Without Number (F181), while the
Cummings novel appears alon
with I Speak For Earth, by Kei

Woodcott — about which we can-
not comment, not having read it
Well, the number of the book was
correctly given, at least; and thanks
to James Edward Turner, who was
the first of several readers to cor-
rect us on this error.

Votes continue to come in on
both sides of the question of offer-
ing you further reprints by H. G.
Wells, Rudyard Kipling, and Edgar
Allan Poe, while softcover collec-
tions containing stories by two of
the three continue to appear. We
shall offer you these au-tglors, how-
ever, if there are stories by them
that you have specifically requested,
providing these particular stories
are not, to our knowledge, available
in a softcover collection that has
anearerl within the last few years.
It such available stories are request-
ed, we shall tr{)eto let you know
where they can found.

In the same category lie several
stories by WEmDp TALEs authors

which several of you have asked

for, and which we had in mind for
ou until we saw two softcover col-
ections from WT, published by
Pyramid Books, 444 Madison Av-
enue, New York, NY 100022, and
selling for 50c the copy. The first,
Weird Tales (R-1029) contains:
The Man Who Returned, by Ed-
mond Hamilton; Spider Mansion,
by Fritz Leiber, Jr.; A Question of
Etiquette, by Robert Bloch; The
Sea Witch, by Nictzin Dyalhis; The
Strange Hight House in the Mist,
by H. P. Lovecraft; The Drifting
Snow, by August Derleth; The
Body Masters, by Frank Belknap
Long; and Pigeons From Hell,

Robert E. Howard. The Dyalhis,
Lovecraft, and Howard stories ap-
Bear several times on our request
ist. The second collection is titled
Worlds of Weird (R-1125) and con-
tains: Roads by Seabury Quinn;
The Sapphire Goddess, by Nictzin
is; The Valley of the Worm,
by Robert E. Howard; He That
Hath Wings, by Edmond Hamilton;
Mother of Toads, by Clark Ashton
Smith; The Thing in the Cellar, by
David H. Keller, M.D.; and Giants
in the Sky, by Frank Belknap Long;
and Sam Moskowitz’s introduction
relating heretofore unknown facts
about the genesis of WEmRD TaALES
is most valuable. Numbers of you

Many readers inform us that they are unable to find MacazINE
Or Horror on their local newsstands. We are doing everything
we can in order to rectify this deplorable situation, but there
are limits to what we can do. If your local dealer cannot obtain
MOH for you, why not take advantage of our subscription offer
on page 128 of this issue, which also tells about back issues and
their contents? It is not required that vou fill out this form in
order to subscribe, and save money. Just be sure that your name
and address are clearly printed, and that you let us know the
date of the latest issue you have, so we can start your subscrip-
tion with the following number.
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had asked for the Quinn, Dyalhis,
Howard, Smith, and Keller stories.

Donald A. Wollheim informs us:
“Chambers’ Passeur appeared in his
book, The Mystery of Choice, 1897,
Appleton — the only other collec-
tion of his that rivals The King in
Yellow. though The Maker of
Moons has its points also.

“You’re doing a good job with
the magazine, even if “Bizarre” is

ed somewhat oddly.”

Yes — mnaturally, that misspelling
“Bizzarre” was the first thing that
caue%lht our eyes when we saw fin-
ished copies of the April issue. I
wish T could blame the printer, but
— alas — it was there staring me
in the face on the original cover
proof and no one here noticed it

Frederic van Norstrand writes
from San Francisco: “At long last
I have found, in C. A. Tomsicek,
one who agrees with me as to the
‘rambling redundance’” of Henry
ames, the American would-be
nglishman whose boring novels
my late mother used to dote on
and who, like him, was a social
climber. His Turmn of the Screw is
a vapid charivari of involved and
wordy drivel, a lullaby like the
twin -screws of an ocean liner churn-
ing the ocean, or I might compare
it to a corkscrew that one pulls out
of a bottle with a dull plop! — and
there’s rothing in the bottlel James
is in the same category as Marcel
Proust: reams of involved verbiage,
flocks of words signifying mnothing!
The passe R. W. Chambers is most-
ly if not entirely in this same regi-
ment of much-touted authors march-
ing toward nowhere.”

Joe FKurina writes from Clifton,
New Jersey: “The Hand G
was an excellent piece of weir

verse. Any more of this type would
certainly welcome.
“Would like to see Seabury

Quinn's Globe of Memories and
Maskerd Ball. In fact, any of Quinn's
works would be vastly appreciated
by myself and, I'm sure, the great
majority of your readers. Keep up

e good work.”

Seabury Quinn retains his posi-
tion in the affections of readers of
weird fiction, and you have already
noted that we have a lesser-knowm
story in this issue. And we have a
stll less widely known tale forth-
coming — one which appeared in a
fan magazine a few years back.

Praismg The Burglar-Proof Vault,
Keith Darland writes from Ontario,
“This story was clever, original,
horrifying, and it had a point; it
had a purpose. The part-human
motivations of the rodent charac-
ter reminded me of another story
which has a somewhat similar pur-
pose, Later Than You Think,
Fritz Leiber (found in Derleth’s
anthology, Far Boundaries); you
might reprint it.”

“MOH should, in my opinion, be
kept strictly weird, as it is pure
entertainment, and is the only mag-
azine of its type now on the mar-
ket,” writes Miss Louise Field
Avery, from Syracuse, New York.
This reminds us of the runming
argument in the old WEmD TALEs
as to what #fnd what was not a
weird tale. Our subtitle indicates
that in addition to “horror” stories,
we offer tales of the bizarre, the
gruesome, and the frightening.
Some stories which would certainly
qualifv, then, would not necessari-
ly fit the first definition of the
word “weird” in the American Col-
lege Dictionary, which is our source:
“involving the supernatural; un-
earthly or uncanny.” The Black
Laugh, which for example, was
higlﬁy favored by most of you, the
readers, doesn’t come under this
heading. What would seem to us to
be excluded, however, would be
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crime stories, however singular —
tales which could just as well ap-
pear in a detective or mystery mag-
aine, with a possible exception for
a story where the accent is on hor-
ror rather than the crime and so-
lution of the mystery, etc. We were
one of the many who thought that
some of the crime-terror tales that
WT rpoblished now and then —
trying to compete with the sadism-
slanted competition, Terror Tales,
ete. — did not belong in WT. (A
reader 1equests an article about the
real mystery from which Poe derived
his tale, The Muystery of Marie
Roget; but this is the sort of ma-
terial we feel does not belong in
MOH, and you readers have agreed
in an overwhclming majority.)

“I come to the science fiction/
fantasv field a little too late to
veally ¢njoy Ray Cummings,” writes
a California reader who requests
anonymaity. “Oh, I read the reprints
of his Munsey yarns in Furung, and
Fantastic Novers all right, but
they were too dated, even then, to
be enjoyed without a mountain of
reservalions — or it seemed to me.
I've always regretted it. I'm sure
that if I'd just cormnenced reading
the maygazines a couple or three
years earlier, or been born in 26
instead of 29, I would have loved
his stnff. The Dead Who Walk,
though, is quite an enjoyable yarn.
Impossible — I keep thinking of all
the cellular bhreakdown the corpses
must have expcrienced — but fas-
cinating in a wild, half-convincing
way.”

What would have made the story,
as it iz written, impossible in 1965
is the simple fact that today you
wouldn’ have burials of all these
deceased without embalming, as
Reader van Norstrand noted in his
letter to us, from which we quoted
another section. As to cellular break-
down, considering the short periods
of time in which the corpses were

Have You Missed Any
of Our Earlier Issues?

-~
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AND'SIRANGE STORiES

THE SPACE-EATERS: ¥
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THE FACELESS,
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Aug. 19863: The Man With A
Thousand Legs by J¥rank Belknap
Long; The Yellow Sign by Robert
W. Chambers: The Unbeliever by
Rubert Silverberg; The Last Dawn
by Frank Lillie Pollock; Babylon:
70 M. by Dounald A. Wollheim; The
Maze and the Monster by Edward D.
Hoch.

Nov. 1963: Clarissa by Robert A.
W. Lowndes; The Space-Eaters by
Frank Belknap Long: The Charmer
by Archic Binns: The Faceless Thing
by Edward D. Hoch: The Strange
Ride of Morrowbie Jukes by Rud-
vard 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 1, Burks; The Seeking
Thing by Janet Hirsch; They That
Wait by H. S. W. Chibbett; Jean
Bouchon by S. Baring-Gould; Luel-
Ia Miller by Mary Wilkins-Freeman.

Order back issues
from page 129
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Have You Missed Any
of Our Earlier Issues?

May 1864: The Dreams in the
Witch-House by H. P. Lovecraft;
The Mark of the Beast by Rudyard
Kipling ; What Was 1t? by Fitz-James
Obrien ; Beyond the Breakers by Anna
Hunger; A Dream of Falling by At-
tila Hatvany: The Truth About PSE-
craft by H. G. Wells; Last Act: Oc-
tober by Tigrina.

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. 1984: 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. 1985: The Shuttered Room
by H. P. Lovecraft and August Der-
leth; The Phantom Farmhouse by
Seabury Quinn; The Thing From —
Outside by George Allan Englangd;
Black Thing at Mdnight by Joseph
Payne Brennan: The Shadows on the
Wall by Mary Wilkins-Freeman;
The Oblong Box by Edgar Allan Poe.

Apr. 1965: The Dead Who Walk
by Ray Cummings; The Hand of
Glo by R. H. D. Barham; The
Black Laugh by William J. Makin;
Orpheus’s Brother by John Brunner;
The Burglar-Proof Vault by Olver
Taylor; Jack by Reynold Junker.

June 1965: The Whistling Room
by William Hope Hodgson: Skulls in
the Stars by Robert E. Howard; The
Distortion out of Space by Francis
Flagg: The Night Wire by H. F. Ar-
nold: Sacrilege by Wallace West.

Order back issues
from page 129

really “dead”, this might not be so
%reat as to make revival of the sort

ummiugs describes, absolutely out
of the question. You'll recall that a
number of the corpses were in very
bad condition anyway, and very like-
ly could not have been kept in busi-
ness very long even if our heroes
hadn’t gotten to them. . . . Oddly
enough, some readers considered
The Dead Who Walk science fic-
tion] We think this would require
a very special definition of science
fiction.

Hank Luttrell writes from Kirk-
wood, Missouri: “Just before read-
ing Ruy Cummings story in this
issue, [ had read some of Damon
Knight’s comments on him. I ex-
pected to read hackwork, and 1 did,
I think. But — I enjoyed it. I really
did. I think the writing at the very
least was smooth and interesting,
and the plot well worked out. The
characters have very little real life,

but I think the story is nonetheless

very successful. I think Cummings’
constant reminding the reader that
the supernatural may be just natural
laws which we don’t understand
was well in keeping with the story,
and I like to see this way of think-
ing in weird stories. It is the way of
thinking I like to believe I support.

€

This was a very good issue.
Think I'll rate the rest of the stories
like this: Jack, The Burglar-Proof
Vault, The Black Laugh, The Hand
of Gim‘y (I thought this was par-
ticularly good. 1 wish to stress this
as you implied that poetry was
something of an experiment in this
issue. J don’t rate it higher because
— well, I liked the others better.
More of this by all means.) The
Garrison, Passeur, The ‘Lady of the
Velvet Collar, Orpheus’s Brother. 1
think this was rather poor for Brun-
ner. I would like to see more of Brun-
ner in Etl)ur pages, however. I hope
he is able to do better.”
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Coming Next Issue

A strange and disturbing scnsation diverted Mason’s attention to himself,
all at once. His mind was drawn absolutely away, for the moment, from those
savage, ominous howls from the woods. With unpleasant suddenness he rea-
lized that his left foot and leg were prickling painfully, as if they had “‘gone
to sleep.” A vigorous stamp to restore circulation moved him to a cry of amaze-
ment and dismay, for when he stamped, the tan oxlord at the extremity of his
left leg flew fromn the foot and across the room, striking the opposite wall and
dropping behind Harry's tumbled bed.

Also, Mason completely lost his balance; went heavily on the floor on his
back. As he instinctively flung his head forward to save it from the severe blow
it must otherwise have sustained, he beheld a strange, an incredible sight. His
right foot was neatly clad in silk sock and well-polished tan oxford, but the
sock on the left foot was wrinkled, slipping; the oxford had already flown
through the air. As he went down, the limp sock followed the shoe.

Mason Hardy lay on the floor a full sixty seconds before he dared raise
himself to a sitting posture and hitch into full moonlight for another look at
what he felt he simply could not have seen, because it was altogether too in-
credible. He closed his eyes, blinked them rapidly once or twice, then opened
them directly upon that prickling left foot and leg. The blue eyes widened
amazedly then, for what he saw only too plainly was the slim, hairy leg of an
animal, with a well-padded nailed paw at the extremity.

Don’t miss this bizarre novelet of those who bathed in

THE DEVIL'S POOL

by Greye La Spina

and, among many other items, we hope to bring you

RATTLE OF BONES THE CALL OF
by Robert E. Howard THE MECH-MEN

drher w6l of il by Laurence Manning

Kane, dour Puritan and ves- Another “Stranger Club”

sel of wrath to right old story, in response to your
wrongs. requests.




MAGAZINE OF HORROR

gf/LéﬁCl”L/ﬂt&Oﬂ O?,I/LJ g&lé’é’ j’idl/LP /Qage

You don’t have to mutilate this is-
sue, or fill out any form, in order
to subscribe to MACGCAZINE OF
HORROR or to order back issues.
The number “10” in the address
tells us that you have this issue,
and a subscription should start with
number 11. But so long as you type
or print your name and address
clearly, mention the number of the
issue with which vour subscription
should start, and let us know just
which back issues you desire, if any,
then a letter with the proper a-
mount enclosed is just as good as a
coupon.

MAGAZINE OF HORROR, Dept. 10 Please PRINT

119 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10003 In Coupon
O Enclosed please find $2.50 for the next six issues. (Foreign 3.00)
Please send me the back issues encircled below, @ 50¢ the copy.

I enclose .c..oooeveeeeeviiiiiieieieiiiia,

Aug. 1963 May 1964 Jan. 1965
Nov. 1963 Sept. 1964 Apr. 1965
Feb. 1964 Nov. 1964 June 1965
NOFE s s e i R T s e s nesnnnedhes
L [T R T
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Reader’s Preference Page
(there’s more space on the flip side)

Comment — Suggested stories and authors, etc.

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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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 just last place), put an “X” beside it. If you thought a

story was truly outstanding, above just first place, mark an “O” beside
it. (Then the next-best would be “1”.)

THE GIRL AT HEDDON'S

THE TORTURE OF HOPE

- THE CLOTH OF MADNESS

THE TREE

IN THE COURT OF THE DRAGON
PLACIDE’S WIFE

COME CLOSER

PLAGUE OF THE LIVING DEAD

Do you prefer our new type of cover to the former type, which did not
contain any artwork?

Did you like the present cover?

L
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: THRILLS! GHILLS‘ SUSPENSE“ i
. ¥
% There's Many a Thrill for b3

you in this great Magazine 5

of Suspense —

CHASE — America’s Most .
sas . 3 ..ap Y SPECIAL FEATURE
Exlcxtmg Crime Fiction Mag- A MICKEY SPILLANE'S
azine. Sex and Sadism Pay 0ff

These three issues made
a hit with their colorful,
suspense-ridden stories that
held readers to the last line.
The chase takes many
forms, but each one will
thrill you, page after page,
so that you cannot lay the
magazine down.

Don’t waft a minute to

take advantage of this spe-
cial offer — three issues of

35¢ SPECIAL FEATURE
THE FABULOUS

WORLD OF
AN FLEMING

.;- o

2.
£
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this great magazine for only

4 $1.00. These copies can no Kbt |

% longer be obtained on news- n; . -

% stands. Send in the coupon *

% below (or a facsimile) and Fletcher Flora

% $1.00, and all three are on | Yok Vance

% their way to you. Please Edward D. Hoch

4. PRINT name and address.

 CHASE — c/o Health Knowledge, Dept. H.10 ;

+ 119 FIFTH AVE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 10003 4

:§: Enclosed please find $1.00 for three issues of CHASE — America’s most 4

4 most exciting crime fiction magazine. 3
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THE THRILL OF
TERROR

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 '

WHICH IS THE BEST

"HORROR HAG?" .

VINCENT PRICE o
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,, Dept. H.10
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.)

GtV v cilnaimmansumassiiisms State

e Zip: NO L dnnioupie:

PLEASE PRINT YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS




