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A most interesting letter from a
reader in Michigan, Judith B. Lee,
contains the inquiry: *“I must ask you
if your story Leapers was based-on
pure imagination or had some factual
beginning. It read like an accounting
that actually took place and gave
me the creeps to think that such
things might have occurred. . . .
I live in Michigan, the State of

strange occurrences. The Lake Michi- -

gan Port of Ludington, for example,
where people disappear from the
ferry. The strange beast thatwanders
around, I forget exactly where, and
assaults people. And, not to be for-
gotten, our mysterious ‘swamp gas’
incident. Not to mention a certain
street that is haunted by the ghost
of a young girl struck and dragged
the full length of it by a motorist
who did not realize he had hit her
even though, as witnesses reported,
she hung on to the fender and beat
upon it until she dropped beneath the"
wheels. The street had to be torn up

and replaced, but it did not stop the

ghost, who thumps loudly on the

fender of any car which travels its .-

length. The mystery of Denton Road
where ghost lights can be seen on cer-
- tain nights and the sounds of a baby
crying. Charles Fort wasted his time
in commenting on the reports of
others; he should have come to Mich-

igan. There is a whole volume of

*happenings’ just waltmg for explan-
ations.
them all.”

The. question is flattering, since it
tells me that, for some readers at
least, I succeeded in projecting the

" that it was Don who suggested,

‘Swamp gas ‘cannot cover -

feeling that I was trying to project
in Leapers: that factual events have
been combined with imaginary ones.

Actually, everything in Leapers is
invented except the address given in
Brooklyn (in 1940, I lived there in
an apartment jointly shared with
Donald A. Wollheim, Richard

Wilson, and others); the actual situa-
tion at the New York Public Library:
in respect to almanacs, etc.; and
dates given for the full moon in

years and months specified. I ;

reading over the first few incidents;’
that the scene in Blood of a Poet
might be fitted in; the way I used it
was entirely my own, however.

What I set out to avoid in the re-
vised version was “timeliness”. The
original version took place in the
present-circa. 1942-and current
events were commented upon in a
general way in the philosophical sec-
tions.

While it would be fatuous to con-
tend that timeliness is the Mark of
the Beast in fiction, no matter what

. the circumstances, I am convinced

that the attempt to be timely is what
was wrong with a very large percent
of the stories I have rejected over:
the course of some twenty-eight years:
of reading manuscripts. ;
By “timeliness” I do not mean"
setting a story in a current historical
situation, providing that the canvas :
is large enough, but rather building
a story upon such ephemeral matters
as current jokes, latest sensational
headlines, current slogans—political
or otherwise, today’s fashions, the
latest fads in fiction, current aesthetic -
theories, and so on. I’'m sure you
can add to the list. A story that is
“dated’” in the sense that it takes

" place in 1861, 1942, 1968, etc, is



not necessarily faulted thereby; but a
story that is dated by the fads, slang
words, slogans, etc., upon which it is
built becomes obsolete very quickly.
Sometimes it is obsolete before the
‘manuscript gets to an editor or other
professional reader at all. .

The key phrase above is “upon
which it is built”. The timely story
depends upon the freshness andshock
value, etc., of its ephemeral elements.
It is not really a story but a news
item presented in fictional form and
presumably containing a beginning,
middle, and end. Itis pseudo-journal-
ism; and while good journalism has
enduring qualities, these are not the
qualities of good fiction.

When exceptionally well written,
the timely story which is also good
humor can have lasting qualities; but
the reason for this is simply that the
timely element is really not so im-
portant as it may have appeared at
first glance: the real humor lies in a
timeless expression of incongruity
and/or human absurdity. The timely
element was a tee-off point for the
author, who could as easily have

" started somewhere else and said the
same thing. In fact such a story
might be rewritten with the timely
element deleted entirely and still be
recognizably the same story, saying
the same thing.

Have you ever noticed that when
a new wave of jokes springs up
(particularly the ethnic type, but not
only the ethnic type), and friends and
acquaintances start telling you the
very latest, an awful lot of them are
jokes you heard yearsand yearsago,
slightly revised to fit the new wave;
and some have been hastily revised
from yesterday’s new wave ? '

' New waves are usually new fakes, -
Just as “new moralities” are usually 5
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the oldest sins, the newest kinds of
ways. (How I wish I’d said that
originally! Alas, Shakespeare beat
me to the draw again.)

Good stories can be written with a

‘root of centuries-old jokes, simply
_because the reason that these jokes

have endured and can seem as funny
to us as they did to our ancestors
is that they are based on unchanging,
universal aspects of the human con-
dition. Adapting an old joke to a
current situation can make for instant
entertainment-but good only for the
moment. A story’s survival factor
rests upon its relatively imperishable
elements, not its surface glitter, how-
ever sparkling at the moment of pro-
duction. Oscar Wilde’s The Impor-
tance of Being Ernest, and W. S.
Gilbert’s librettos remain hilarious
because of the depths beneath the
glitter; but in both, a number of ele-
ments which may perhaps have
brought the heartiest guffaws from the
audiences of their times are at the
very best no more than quainttoday.
When I see a ‘manuscript contain-
ing a story that is based upon current
or more-or-less recent atrocities which-
made headlines in the papers, I can
nearly always win a bet with myself
that this will reveal an author with
very little imagination, or an unde-
veloped imagination. I remember
John Campbell telling me in 1938, or
thereabouts, how, after the “Wrong-
Way Corrigan” episode, he found
himself deluged with manuscripts
(mostly from unknowns) wherein the
protagonist ‘‘accidently” winds up
somewhere he/she has been officially
forbidden to go. And, he stressed,
that was all these stories were about.
If a story is going to be based
upon current or recent fact, or to
combine such fact with invention, the
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news” element should be nothing
more than trimming, or at most a
superstructure—-never a foundation.
A horror story rooted in the Chicago
Riots of 1968 (the Democratic Na-
tional Convention) would most likely
be nothing more than a tiresome
propaganda piece, or polemic. But
a horror story rooted in the univer-
sal elements behind, say, both the
Boston Massacre and the Chicago
Riot-the universal elements of delib-
" erate provocation; planned‘‘spontan-
eity” designedtoengulfas many other
(“innocent” in the simple-minded
sense) victims as possible; and care-
fully slanted publicity designed to
cgnceal the provocation while exag-
gerating the response to it—might be
effective. (The planners ofthe Chicago
incident might have been inspired by
Marx and Lenin and Stalin, etc;
but they could havejustaseasily been
inspired by our own Samuel Adams,
who engineered the Boston Massacre,
and our own Paul Revere, whose
engraved falsifications of it produced
exactly the effect that was intended.)
The foundation of a horror story
must lie in what are called the *“de-
monic” elements of human nature;
or in deep-rooted fears that are trig-
gered off by events which appear to
violate “natural” laws. Common,
everyday criminality just won’t do,
even when today’s trends in crime
seem to be partlcularly frightening,
although ‘such - things might make
a good base for mundane mystery
tales, spy stories, etc. Meeting the
tiger in the jungle, makes for a good
adventure story; meeting the escaped
tiger ‘on the ity streets makes for a
good terror. tale; but when the tiger
suddenly appears in your apartment,

ah, now we’re on the track of a

horror story. RAWL
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Spau)n | @f’ 'gnfevno
by Fogh B, Cove

(author of The Ghou!l Gallery)

IT IS A WELLREMEMBERED FACT, at least in certain
cirdes, that in the year 184 — the quiet little city of Darbury, in western
Massachusetts, was for a brief interlude of blackness completely in the
grip of mortal térror. From time eternal, darkness has brought fear; and
the darkness that swept down on the streets and homes of Darbury,
during those hours of madness, was a thousand times more intense than
night. Under cover of it, as under the cover of an impenetrable tog,
murders were done and houses looted. For a sudden brief interval of
horrcr, the entire city stopped breathing and became wrapped in a living
layer of pitch. - .

Learned men, of course, made haste to offer explanations. The sun,
they said, had done something unusual. Or an unknown planet had come
between Earth and sun, in some dizzy flight through the ether.
Or a mighty magnetic force had suddenly seized that partlcular portion
of Earth's crust in its grip. s

The people, ignorant of even the rudlments of science, accepted those
idiotic explanations and believed them.. Years later, when I read of that
"dark interlude,” I too believed the current explanations. Being a man of
medicine, I knew no more of advanced science than the ordinary layman.

But today, with those hours of terror long since past and forgotten,
I found something else. I had chanced, as was often my habit, to visit
the library of old Doctor Bruce Moller, who died several years ago at

Copyright 1932 by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company for
WEIRD TALES, October; no record-of copyright rénewal.
: : 8



HUGH B. CAVE first appeared in the weird magazines in 1932, and
came to the attention of readers when his story, The Brotherhood of
Blood, was given a special announcement in the April issue of WEIRD
‘TALES. It appeared in the May issue, with a particularly striking cover
design based upon it by C. C. Senf. Whether this May issue appeared
on the newsstands before the June 1932 issue of STRANGE TALES,
which had just shifted from bi-monthly to quarterly appearance, escapes
our memory. At any rate, that June issue bore a cover painting by H.W.
Wesso, illustrating Mr. Cave’s short story Stragella; and he would ap-
pear twice more in that magazine before its untimely demise with the
January 1933 issue, which went on sale in October 1932:

Cave had a dozen stories in WEIRD TALES between the May 1932
and the June/July 1939 issues, and also appeared in ORIENTAL STOR
IES and THE MAGIC CARPET, also edited by Farnsworth Wright.
Between his first and last appearances here he had become a “name”
writer for the various detective and mystery-terror magazines, and some

" incuded a few genuine “‘weird” tales, and I should not be astonished to
learn that his range of pulp writing was larger than this. At least one of
his stories, The Waicher in the Green Room, has appeared in antholo-
gies; and The Ghoul Gallery, which we ran in our 15th issue (Spring
1967) was generally well received by you, the readers.

the age of ninety-four. In his musty rooms today I prowled from one
shelf to another until, by some queer twist of fortune, I picked up an
old, withered thing in red leather covers. The title of it was Creatures of
the Beyond— strangely significant in view of the yellow manuscript that
lay between its pages!

The first sheet of that manuscript was mxssing I give the rest of it here
precisely as it was set down in the fine, condensed handwriting of Doctor
Moller, in the thick sheaf of papers that I found in his library. When I
say that I had known Doctor Moller for several years, and known him-
to be an utterly sane and honest man, I think I have said enough.

Here is Doctor Moller's account:

. have just come from the home of Antone Sergio. He is a peculiar
man, Sergio, growing older and visibly weaker with each successive
time that I see him. Never have I seen a man so cynical and bitter
toward mankind. He has, of course, no living kin. Lives alone in that
house of gloom on Lantor Street, with no companion other than the
rat-faced Lober, his assistant.

When I went there today, Sergio léimself let me in the front door; and
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as I followed him down the hall I felt that I was following a man al-
ready dead, or following some strange jungle creature, shaggy and
deformed. He is not actually deformed, in the medical sense of the word,
but his crouching shuffle is like the walking of an anthropoid ape. To-
day, for the first time, I felt that I feared him.

He took me at once to the library, where he sat down abruptly and
faced me, leaving me to stand ill at ease and considerably confused by
his hostile attitude.

"Moller,”" he said— he pronounces my name with that peculiar accent:
of his, until it sounds like Merler— 'you have come here today to ex-
. amine me?"'

His tone was practically a challenge. I felt that he hated me, and it
was a most uncomfortable feeling.

"You've put yourself in my care." I scowled. "'If you wish to consult
another physician. Sergio, that's your privilege. But aslong as I'm look-
ing after you, it's my duty to come here."

He studied me for some time, as if he would read my mind and find
there some other reason for my coming. I believe he suspected me of
prying into his scientific secrets.

"Yes," he muttered, "it is your duty to come. I am not well, of course.
My head . .. " And then suddenly he got to his feet, glaring at me with
those- deep, close-set eyes of his. "But you would like to know what I
do in this house, Moller, would you not? You're curious' You want to
snoop around and find out things!"

He was completely transformed. I did not dare to resist him when he
seized my arm and dragged me to the door. His grip was heavy; his
fingers dug savagely into my coat; his eyes were afire with some unholy
glow of triumph. :

« He led me then down the long corndor that extends through the entire
lower floor of the house; and, at the end of it, pushed me into a narrow,
ill-lighted room that lay beyond. Before I had taken two steps over the
threshold, I knew that the room was his laboratory, the place where he
spent hours and days at a time, pottering about with his instruments.

"I will not have you coming here at all hours,"" he snapped irritably.
"You come to spy on me!"' :

I protested. He smothered my protest with a burst of vehemence which
startled me. :

"I would rather tell you what I do here! 7el/ you, do you under-
stand? I won't have you prowling about like a thief in the night. Be-
cause I am not well, you use meas an excuse to come here. I will show
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you what is in this room, and then I will defy you! Do you hear?"

He was standing with his arms half lifted, facing me. His tangled
head of white hair came only to my shoulders; and beyond him I could
- see his assistant, Lober, standing at the far end of the room, staring
mutely toward us.

Then Sergio seized my arm again and pulled me to a wooden- bench
" that. extended from one end of the chamber to the other, along the wall.
As he bent over it, ignoring me for an instant, I saw a pile of ioose
papers, charts. With one of these in his hand, he turned on me again.

"You're not a scientist,” he declared. He knew I was not; yet I could
tell from the triumph in his voice that it gave him pleasure to mock my

ignorance. '"Then look here! Look !"

‘ He fifted the chart to my eyes. I studied it intently, and scowled at it.
It seemed to me to be nothing more than a huge circular outline, crossed
with intricate perpendicular and horizontal markings which signified
nothing. - :

"You think you know all the secrets of this paltry universe of ours,"
he gloated. "'You've read the Bible and studied your medical books,
.and you're quite certain of everything under the sun. You blind fool!
I'm going to tell you some truths!"

And he told me. It was madness. He spoke of a world of darkness; he
described horrible shapeless denizens of what he called the Dimension
of Death. He was not concerned with ordinary beliefs of a spirit world,
or of communication between the dead and-the living. Good heavens,
no! His talk was of mighty elementals— vicious monsters which were
hovering within- reach, black and hungry, separated only by what he
termed the ''walls of dimension.” I can see no good in. repeatmg such
madness here. =

~ "Do you know what would happen, Moller," he demanded, "if the
gate were opened? If these demons of the Death Dimension should
discover a doorway to our puny Earth ?" . ‘

I did not trouble to answer him. I wanted very much to go away;
yet there- was a quality of eagerness in his voice that fascinated me.
Lober, too, was listening from his place at the other end of the chamber.
He had not moved, but he had stopped his work, so that the room was
utterly silent except for the shrill voice of my patient. -

As for Sergio, he stared at me in silence for some time. Then; slowly, .
the glare m his eyes died. He laughed sofily. "Come,” he said. "T'll
show you."

 He took me into the shadows, where the light was so dim that I could
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scarcely see the things about me. As we went, he began once again to
talk. This time his voice was soft, no longer shrill with excitement.

"There is a gateway, Moller,"" he said. "It is the door to hell. Some
day I will open'it, and then you will know that I speak truth. Look
there."

1 followed him a dozen more paces and there, almost invisible, I
saw a solid block of some unnamed metal — something that looked for
the world like a huge square of carborundum. It was colorless and
opaque, crystalline in appearance, and yet the many tiny facets gave
off no light. About four feet square it seemed, with a score of thin wires
attached to its surface. My companion was pointing, with a hand that
was very careful not to reach too close, to the medley of wires.

"What is it?'' he said. '"Perhaps some day I'll tell you, Moller. It is
the result of most of my life. A combination of four substances, fused
together under terrific heat. Lifeless. Dead. Not a spark of power in it.

"But here'" — his hand jerked aside to fall on a huge, polished machine
— "here is the thing that gives it life! And in the core of that block,
Moller, are mirrors. Hundreds of them. Have you ever tried to place
three right angles at right angles to one another ? No? Try it, Moller.
Then you will realizé what I mean when I tell you that, inside that mass,
are seven of them!"'

' His voice had, strangely enough, become shrill again. He was in-
tensely excited. His fingers closed over a black-handled switch at the
edge of the table beside him. He looked first at me, then at the switch.
Then he said sharply:

"A moment after I have thrown this, the world will know horror.
Do you hear, Moller ? Do you understand ? In the space of one moment
I can release into this dimension a horde of demons from the Land of
Death! And I can control them! I can make them do as I will!"

He stood rigid. There was no color in his face; it was ghastly white
with emotion.

"Do you know why I have told you this?"* he rasped. "'Because I
wish to! Because I want some living person to know what is happening
when the world becomes black and cold with the vileness of the Death
Dimension! Because you are an ignorant, stupld fool without imagina-
tion — and will not believe me! Now go!""

He pointed to the door. I think he would have struck me if I had not
obeyed him. Yet as I left the room I was conscious of a pair of staring
eyes— Lober's eyes— following me. Then, a few moments later, I had
traversed the corridors and stood on the stone steps of that madhouse.
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.1 am writing this down because, though I believe the whole affair to -
be a fantastic hoax, I have been possessed with a most unnatural sense
of foreboding ever since leaving Antone Sergio's house. The sight of him,
white-haired, bitter, defiant, standing in that dimly lighted room filled -
with strange instruments of science, has left an 1mpresswn upon me that
I can not easily erase.

Perhaps some day I shall laugh at myself for recording such nonsense;
but the thought comes to me that afier all I am ‘merely a man of medi-
cine, ignorant of the secrets of science and metaphysics. This man knows
more than I, certainly; and if he has the power he claims to have, he will
not hesitate to use it! He is alone-in the world and, as I have said,
bitter in his relations with it. He would send it to destruction, if he could,
with a grim laugh.

However, there is nothing more to say now. Perhaps at some later
day I may have something to add to this account.

It is now two days since my uncanny visit to Antone Sergio's home.
For twenty-four hours after writing the first part of this account of my .
relations with him, I considered myself an utter fool for doing so. Now,
after what has happened —though it may have no direct connection with
Sergio's ""machine'' — I think myself a fool no longer !

Last evening, about seven o'clock, a street urchin came to my office in
the square. I was in-at thetime(1 still reside in the little suite of rooms at
the rear of the office) and he placed in my hands a sealed envelope.

. The envelope— I have it before me now—is gray in color and bears
in black ink my name. Bruce Moller. The only significant clue to the
handwriting is the fact that the words are written in a strained, back-
handed manner, as if the writer were unused to such an angle.

But the contents needed no detailed study. They were inscribed in the
same strained characters, and the words were these:

""You are perhaps prepared for death, Doctor Moller ? If not,
- prepare yourself, for you have less than twenty-four hours to live.
You are to be destroyed.’

That was all. There was no signature, no fantastic details such as
usually accompany uncouth threats of violence. No reason for my im-
pending death; merely a straightforward statement that I should die!

For an hour, perhaps, I studied the note. During that interval I went
over my-past history with the utmost care, seeking to remember the name
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of a man who might desiretomurder me. My practice has been a success-
ful one; I have caused no deaths on the operating-table, nor have I
been indirectly associated with any deaths. I could find no reason why
any sane man should wish to destroy me.

I had put the note down with a shrug, and was about to retire, when
the door of my room echoed to a slight knock. Before I could cross the
room, the door opened. My old colleague, Pedersen, stood there on the
sill.

He came forward quietly. Pedersen is a stolid chap who seldom shows
excitement; he is large and strong as an ox; it was he who founded the
Darbury Athletic Club. And the first thing I noticed, as he advanced to-
ward me, the the gray envelope in his fist. An envelope precisely the
same as the one that lay at that moment on my table!

“I've received the most infernal threat, Moller,"" he said. " Twenty-four
hours they give me to live. And the damned thing is not signed!"

That was like Pedersen; he is the sort of fellow who would pay more
attention to the irregularity of form than to the warning of destruction.
When 1 .turned and indicated the note that lay on my own
table, he merely went to it, picked it up, and read it. Then he replaced it.

"What do you think, Moller ?" he demanded, swinging on me. 'Same
writing, same paper. Sent, of course, by the same man. What man in
Darbury or the surrounding district mlght wish to have us
both murdered ?"' *

I had no answer. He was merely repeatmg a question to which I had
already failed to find an answer— except that he now included himself

©oinit.

“I was on my way to After Street, Moller, when this thing was thrust
into my hand," he frowned. "It was dark, and I missed seeing the chap's
face. Small fellow, he was— rather shrivelled. Of course, I didn't see him
closely. He didn't intend me to. When I finally stopped under a street
lamp and read the note—took me some time, too, in the gaslight— he
was gone."

I nodded. "Mine," I said, "came by messenger, an hour ago. I'd
better keep in touch with ‘you. There may be something behind these
notes that we don't understand.” And as I spoke, I could not get away
from his description of the man who had waylaid him: "Small fellow,
rather shrivelled.” Could it have been Sergio ? Did my half mad patlent
really believe in the power of his "Gateway to the Death Dimension,"
and intend to throw that queer black-handled switch ?

I said good-night to Pedersen rather lamely, and stood at the door,
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listening to the beat of his footsteps on the stairs. Then, shutting the door
quietly, I went back to the table and once again took up that gray
envelope. -

That was last night. I am wondering, as I write this, what the next
move in our little comedy will be!

I have just learned, by messenger, that Vernon, too, has received a
threat of death. Vernon, in his note, describes the letter he received (it
came hy runner, as mine did) as being 'written on gray paper in a
‘queerly reversed script, as if the fellow had made a definite effort to
disguise his hand." .He says further: "I can't see any reason for the
thing, Moller. Good Lord, I've been in medical work for a good many
years, but I don't believe I've made any enemies as severe as this. He
can murder me if he likes, though I'm inclined to believe the whole thing
isia hoax; but what will it get him? I've no money —never knew a
medical man yet who did have!— and the most he can get is the satis-
faction of seeing my dead carcass. Have you any explanation ?"

An explanation? No, I had none. When I had finished reading the
note, I was no nearer a solution than before. But now, thank God, I
am!

It came to me a moment ago. Vernon, Pedersen, and I— what had we
three done together at any time? And then, with a start, I :realized the
truth. It was we three who condemned Carmen Veda to the asylum
for the insane, less than a month ago. The case had been brought to us
for examination, had been separately analyzed by each of us. We had
found the girl to be completely insane, and had recommended that she
be confined. ] , )

But these notes of murder — who could have sent them ? I had myself
- carefully looked up the girl's history and discovered that she had no
relatives. Perhaps, if she had had someone to care for her, we should
have been less severe in in our decision; but she had been friendless,
destitute, completely alone. A pretty girl, too, and hardly more than
twenty; but youth and beauty are no guarantee against an unbalanced
mind. Pedersen, especially, had maintained that she would be better cared
for in the institution than if she were allowed to prowl the streets in her
- helpless condition. And so, at the recommendation of the three of us (the
law requires more than a single testimony in such a case) the girl was
put away.

And so, too, I have stumbled on the solution — if that és the solution—
of our mysterious threats. What will follow now, I do not know; but I
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shall make haste to acquaint both Pedersen and Vernon with my dis-
covery. It is better that they be warned at once of their danger. The
allotted twenty-four hours will be up soon. Whatever is to be done must
be done at once. It is morning now, and daylight, and I assume that we
are safe enough until mghtiall When darkness comes, I intend to remain
in my rooms and be ready for .

It is three weeks now since I wrote that last interrupted line of this
narrative. As I worked over the manuscript, I was sitting at my table
by the window so that the light would reach me.

And then, in the midst of my efforts, the room in which I sat became
completely black. Black, I say — not merely dark ! :

It did not come suddenly. To be truthful, I do not know just how it
did come. I was engrossed in my account and became conscious, all at
once, that the chamber was no longer warm with sunlight. It was as if
a great black cdoud had slowly obscured the sun. That was my first
impression.

I got up, groping and bewildered, and went to the window. Outside,
the square was a blur of pitch; and even as I watched, motionless and
completely astonished, it became a complete void. I could see nothing;
not even the outline of the First Unitarian Church and the tower, I re-
member how deeply that fact impressed me; for on the blackest of black
nights the tower inevitably loomed against the sky line a spear-point
sentinel, one shadow against another. Now there was no shadow. There
was nothing !

Dazed, and vaguely afraid, I went stumbling back across the room
to my table, and lit the lamp there. By its feeble glow I could see the face
of the clock on the mantel. The hour was eleven o'clock in the morning.

As I turned away, a single thought possessed me, to the exclusion of
everything else. This uncanny darkness was a dreadful thing, to be sure—
it was utterly without explanation—but the danger that lay in the dark-
ness was what spurred me on. I must go to Pedersen, go to Vernon, and
warn them. In this vicious blackness, brought on by some unearthly
phenomenon, they were doubly in peril. Whoever had written those
notes, threatening us with destruction, would no doubt take advantage
of the sheltering gloom and creep upon us like a shadow.

A shadow! The thought held mocking humor. Even as I tugged on
my coat and threw open the door of my room, the lamplight from my
table was throwing shadowy, shapeless forms over-the walls behind me.
The light itself was being smothered, as effectively as if armless hands
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were lowering a shroud over its wick. As I groped down the stairs, the
darkness trinmphed. With macabre significance it welled out and around
me, burying me..

How I found Pedersen’s home— how I succeeded in getting across the
square— I do not quite know. At every step I was conscious of muffled
excited voices: voices filled with fear and terror. Shapes brushed past
me. At intervals, as I stumbled blindly along, things struck against
me, thrusting me aside. I heard screams—women's screams— from no-
where. Once I heard a screech almost at my feet, and then the snarling,
animal-like sounds of two bodies fighting in the gutter.

For perhaps half an hour I hurried on; finding my way by instinct
and because I had traversed the same route so many times before. As
I went, I heard the tower dock strike the half-hour almost directly above
me; yet I could see nothing—not even the outlines of the buildings I
stumbled against. Voices— things— hurrying past, stumbling over one
another, lurching into me, snatching at me, cursing, screaming — there
was nothing more.

I knew, too, that under cover of the blackness murders were being
committed, and the blackness itself-was murder. It was no ordinary
gloom; it was alive with a thin, tenuous, almost inaudible whining sound
that seemed to come from the very bowels of it. It was a living, viscous
thing, or a million living things—a wave of slithering, down-pressing
exhalation, utterly vile and evil. Within it, the alley rats were abroad,
gloating over their opportunity for plunder. More than once I heard
cries of abject horror, so close that Imight have reached out and touched
the women ‘who uttered them; and they were cut short as unseenfilthy
paws dlosed over the lips of the unfortunate victims.

And so I reached Pedersen's home. I fell while climbing the steps; and
to my surprize the door hung wide. Mechanically I stepped into the
hall. Not a sound came from the big structure above me. There was no
light, no lamp burning.

T called aloud, shouting my friend's name. The empty rooms only
echoed my own outcry. And then—I say this with no attempt to be
dramatic— an unutterable fear came over me.

-For a moment I stood there in the hall, undecided whether to turn
and run or to advance further. The living darkness was in my eyes,
in my throat, vibrant with its high-pitched whirring sound and hideous.
with a stench of fetid decay. It dung here, in the corridor of Pedersen's
home, a thousand times more ugly than in the street outside. It was
stalking me.
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Then I found false courage. Resolved to find my friend or at least
discover where he had gone, I crept forward. I say "crept'—it was
creeping, nothing more. With both hands outflung before me as a barrier
of defense, I went slowly down the hall. Somehow in the dark I found
the door of Pedersen's library, the room where he spent most of his
time. And this door, too, was open. Never in all the years I had known
Pedersen, had he gone off and left the door of his most private sanctum
open. v
Here I struck a match. The sulfur sputtered and suddenly flared
bright; and I shrank from the threshold with a gurgling cry. I saw that
scene only for an instant; yet as I write this account three weeks later,
it is still vivid and frightful. Before me lay the narrow, book-lined room
with its single table. A huge carved chair stood by the table; and in that
chair, staring straight toward me, sat Pedersen.

‘When I say that the man's face was a mask of unspeakable horror,
I mean just that. I have seen torment before, where torment is a routine
thing. I have handled crushed, broken bodies on the operating-table; I
have watched men and women die slow deaths when the more merciful
thing would have been a bullet. But Pedersen's face, when I looked into
it at that moment, was the essence of all agony. The eyes protruded like
sticks of charcoal; the tongue was a black, bloated, lolling horror. And
the body below that was no body'at all, but a shapeless, bloody mass of
sodden pulp, propped there in mockery.

I did not strike another match. Why I did not whirl about and rush
away, I do not know. Perhaps it was loyalty that dragged me to my
friend's side; perhaps it was something elsewhichis better left unexplained.
I know that I paced forward and stood over him, and I was aware of a
stench that did not come from his mutilated body. The entire chamber
was filled with it— a reek of obscene rot that was strangely like the smell
of sour milk. It hung about the body like a malignant presence, or the
exhalations of some malignant presence which 2ad been here.

It was that vileness, more than anything else, which thrust me back
and caused me to realize my position. Good God, I-was standing here
like a blind man, stiff with horror, while another of my friends was in
danger of the same death! If the murderer had found one victim, he
would seek a second. He would go to Vernon's rooms, or possibly to
mine. Wherever he went, I must reach there first!

I stumbled out of the room, along the passage to the door. As I went
out into the utter blackness of the street, I realized for the first time that
I was cold, horribly cold. It was ‘as though every spark of heat and
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"As the match flamed bright, he shrank from the
threshold with a gurgling cry."”
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radiation had been removed. The pavement was like ice. The very air,
as I breathed it, seemed to penetrate my lungs with needle-like sharpness.

I should have known, then, what had happened. That combination of
darkness and cold, coming so soon after Antone Sergio's threats of
annihilation, should have brought the solution to me in a flash. But it
did not. At that moment I could think of but one thing— that I must
get to Vernon at once, without an instant's delay. The horror of my
own situation was, during that interim of madness, a-secondary thing.
I scarcely heard the screams and cries that echoed about me as I hurried
through the veil. I hardly felt the lunging shapes that struck out at me.
I must get to Vernon! To Vernon!!

His rooms were half a mile distant, across the square again. I walked
quickly, as quickly as I dared. There were no lights to guide me. Had
there been—had the lamp-lighters come out of their holes and created
their usual friendly patches of yellow glow in the dark—I might have
been less terrified. The street lamps would not have been much, to be
sure. Merely flickering haloes of uncertain light at rare intervals. But
they would have enabled me to see the shadowed outlines of my sur-
roundings. They would have been beacons, and by groping from one
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to another I might have found my way across the square, and reached
that obscure by-street which harbored my friend's rooms, with more
- haste.

Yet I knew, even as I cursed the veil, that those same street lamps
would have availed nothing. Good heavens, if this infernal dark had
smothered sunlight, how could artificial flames of gaslight prevail against
it? Even the insignificant match which I had struck in Pedersen's library
— even that had been extinguished. Extinguished,1say! It had not burned
itself out; it had been snuffed out, choked out, annihilated by this foul
and monstrous darkness which was a living, -breathing, whining entity !

God, how I wanted light! Had there been even a faint glow from the
upper window of Vernon's rooms, as I approached, I might have shouted
for joy. But there was none; there was nothing. I stumbled up the steps;
and the lower door, like the door of Pedersen’s house, swung wide before
me. I rushed into the hall, shouting my friend's name. There was no
response. I heard no sound at all as I ascended the winding staircase.
The door on the upper landing, too, was ajar. I remember cawing my
way along the wall and colliding with it, and being almost grateful
for its very presence. Here at last was something sane and solid; here
were familiar surroundings, albeit lightless and silent. Vernon would be
inside, and I could end my horrible pursuit 'of shadows. Vernon was a
level-headed, cool fellow, rugged and indifferent to danger. He would
laugh at my fears and find an explanation for the awful darkness and
cold which had descended upon us.

I pushed the door wide, eagerly. With one hand on the knob and
one foot poised over the sill, I becamerigid. A cry of stark terror jangled
from my lips, and I remember hearing it echo and re-echo through the
upper reaches of the structure above me.

It is hard to convey the full awfulness of that scene. In the first place,
the room was not dark; it was alight with an unearthly greenish glow
which emanated from the uncouth shape before me. No hue of heaven
or hell was ever like that oily, viscous mass of writhing vapor, dangling
halfway between floor and ceiling, above Vernon's chair. No living
thing born of woman was ever even remotely like that hideous abhor-
rence. No stench from the foulest slaughter-house ever approached that
vile reek of living death and embryonic putrescence.

The thing had no certain outlines, no definite form. It possessed no
single human characteristic— arms, legs, or face. It was a thousand times
more horrible than any twisted mockery of human life. It was like a
monstrous malformed devil-fish with bloated, swollen tentades; and from
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- the very center of ‘its loathsome mass came the sound of its breathing.

Breathing, I call it! God, that sound! Like a gigantic slug the thing -
enveloped Vernon's chair—and it was eating / I could hear the sucking
of its unseen maw. I could hear its shapeless lips— if it ad lips— drool-
ing blood and tearing tlesh. I could hear bones snapping, splintering,
grinding . . . ‘

And then I saw! ~ '

" People have asked me, since that nightofinferno, why I refuse to work
over the operating-table; why I shudder at the sight of torn flesh. They
say I am getting old and fearful of using the knite. But no fear of old
age can ever be like the awful torment of that instant !

Before my eyes the vile thing moved. Would to God I had stepped
back out of range of vision; but I stood there, transfixed, and watched.
The monster slithered sidewise, to fasten itself more securely on its vic-
tim. For perhaps five seconds I gazed upon thé mangled, pulpy shape
beneath it — the pitful form which had once been Vernon.

Then I ran. .

The thing did not follow me. I doubt if it even realized my presence,
or cared. I stumbled blindly, madly, down the corridor. I descended the
staircase at crazy speed. In another instant I was outside, running, with
a dead, cold fear in my heart, toward Lantor Street and the gloomy
house which held Antone Sergo's terrible machine.

-

I remember little of that wild flight. The black streets were practically
abandoned, and so cold that I could scarcely breathe. I raced through
Ames Street, on the south side of the square, and gasped recklessly on.
Once or twice I heard -those all-too-familiar sounds which told their
grim story of the horrors that were going on in cover of the dark. A
woman screamed; men fought; a child ran from me in terror, sobbing
pitifully. Then the gravel path and stone steps of Sergio's house lay
before me. The heavy door opened to my thrust. I was in the unlighted
corridor, reeling toward the room which had given birth to all the hor-
rors of hell.

I groped to the bottom of the winding staircase. All about me, as I
felt my way to the upper level, hung that shrill, thin, whining noise which
was the voice of the living dark. Here, near its source, it was like a
wail triumphant; it was the drone of a million invisible insects, giving
out sound and sense and odor.

And then I heard something else— something human and sinister., A
sharp intake of breath; a rustle of lnose dothing. I had reached the top
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of the stairs, and I stopped abruptly. In that opaque veil I could see
nothing, yet I sensed the presence of a hostile creature close to me. When
I heard that sudden rush of feet, and the snarling voice, I was stiff and
poised for contact. '

A lunging, dawing form fell upon me. I did not step back. Had I
retreated, the weight of the fiend who battled with me would have hurled
me against the banister, and down over it to certain death. Instead,
I struck out as best I could. I am young enough and strong enough to
be a match for anything my size, and this clawing thing was hardly
as strong as I. He was like a small, savage monkey, hurling his body
against mine with insane fury. I didtheonly thing possible— swung about
so that his body was wedged between me and the wall, and struck up-
ward with all my strength. The clawing thing became suddenly silent. -
His fingers loosened their grip on my throat. When I stepped back, he
slumped to the floor.

He was not dead, of course. Hisrat-likeface glared up at me; and that
face, even in the darkness and in defeat, was savagely triumphant. So
triumphant that it told me, in a single glance, the secret of the horror
that gripped the community about me. Ididnot wait for a second glance!

The door of Antone Sergio's laboratory was a dozen strides distant.
I reached it and seized the knob frantically. The barrier was locked. I
flung myself against it, time after time. Something splintered, broke. The
door clattered inward, I rushed forward; and even as I crossed the
threshold I heard a muffled-cry from the darkness before me.

A sputtering match burned in my fingers then; burned just long enough
for me to discover the gaunt, massive shape of Antone Sergio's mad
dynamo. In gloom again I groped toward it, crashing against the heavy
table that stood in my path. Wires caught at my feet. I kicked them .
aside furiously. I could hear the moan of the machine itself— an under-
current to the vibrant whining that was all about me.

And then I stopped. It was one thing to rush blindly forward with
heroic thoughts of destroying the monster which Sergio had created. It °
was another thing to come in contact with that throbbing metallic giant
of evil. The thing was no longer cold and dead; it was fearfully alive!

I am no hero, no man of undaunted courage who will stalk into
death for the thrill of it. I had no desire to hurl myself insanely upon
this thing and be drawn into its vortex. I hesitated; I fell back. And as
I stood there, my stiff fingers mechanically struck another match.

In the glow of that quickly smothered flame I saw something else.
It was the shrivelled, distorted figure of Antone Sergio, bound to a table
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in the far corner of the room. Blood marred his face, and a livid crimson
welt extended across his forehead. He was strainmg toward me, trying
feebly to warn me.

""The switch— Moller ! Turn it! Hurry. ..

The match was dead in my fingers. I scratched another: My hand
cosed over the black-handled switch that controlled the strength of the
infernal beast before me. With a sudden convulsive jerk I wrenched it
loose.

What happened then I am not sure. A great sheet of blue flame shot
toward me, enveloping me with uncanny quickness. Every separate
sound in the room was drowned in a roaring blast of noise. I reeled
backward, with both hands pressed against my eyes, and the bitter
odor of burning metal in my nostrils. I saw a faint crimson glow well
up from the twisted mass of metal before me. I was hot, terribly hot, as
though I had suddenly been thrust from absolute cold into a pit of
writhing fire. _

Somehow, through that burning glare, I reached the man who was in
that chamber of fury with me. I wrenched at his ropes until
they crumbled 'in my hands—it was as though they had been eaten
through by that first cloud of liquid flame.

" I remember dragging him to the door, and hearing his muttered words
as his tortured face came close to mine.

"He— tied me here— Moller — and turned it on ! God knows— why — he
did—it.

Then I was in the corridor outside, on hands and knees, crawling.
The voice of the darkness, on every side of me, was a screaming, howl-
ing wolf-cry. Sergio was beside me, whimpering. And from far away —
~ from the direction of Vernon's rooms on the other side of the square—
came. a sound that screeched its way into my very brain. An endless,
unfluctuating wail of the most utter agony, born in the deepest depths of
hell and loosed from lips that were dying. Shrill and dear it came, mur-
dering everything before it. Murdering my last feeble resistance.

"Yet even as I succumbed to it, Sergio's words burned into me. "' He
turned it on!" And I remembered the face of the man who had attacked
‘me at the top of the staircase. The face of Lober — Antone Sergio's assis-
tant.

And as I write this account now, in the security of my own rooms, I
still shudder at the bestial expression of that man's features as he fell
upon me.

o8 0% o® omo % %
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Must there be another chapter to this narrative ? After reading it over
. (it is now three months and four days since my last visit to Antone Ser-
gio's home) I am afraid that I must add a word more.

It was nearly four hours before I regained consciousness on that night
of terror. I lay in the corridor of Sergio's house, precisely where I had
fallen.

My _first thought was’of that room of madness. I went to the door.

The floor inside was covered with a fine metallic dust; and from the
single narrow window in the wall came a ray of warm sunlight. In the
corner of the room stood that infernal machine, now merely a twisted,
. broken pile of metal. And beside it, lying -half on the floor and half
against the coils of wire, I found Sergio.
I do not know how he returned to that room. I do know this: the love
for the instrument he had worked fifty years to perfect was strong enongh
to overcome physical weakness. He had been dying when 1 dragged him
through that strange glare of light to the safety of the corridor. He was
dead when I found him.

I did not remain long. When I reached the street outside, the sun was
once again a crimson ball in the evening sky, and that vicious darkness,
with its accompanying cold, was a thing of the past.

I hurried to Vernon's rooms, praying fervently that my previous visit
there might have been but a nightmare. But I found there, on the floor,
huddied shapeless thing with. shreds of dothing dinging to it. And all
* around it, over it, i it, lay a film of ill-smelling green slime . . .

An hour later, when I arrived at Pedersen's home, the police were -
already at the scene. I saw Pedersen's body, and shuddered. And the -
police were saying, in whispers, that some fiend with terribly powerful
hands .

I have since discovered one thing more, though. By investigation I
found that the notes sent to Pedersen, Vernon, and me were in the hand-
. writing of Sergio's assistant. True, that handwriting was disguised; but it
contained certain characteristics which were proof enough in themselves
to hang the man.

He was not hanged. He was found later, roaming the streets of a
- near-by town, and has since been confined to the asylum, on my own
recommendation. You ask me why ? Because I have discovered that this
poor unfortunate fellow was, on his own confession, a devoted dog to
young Carmen Veda, who was sent to that same institution some time
past. He has told me, with the most honest sorrow, that his reason for '
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threatening us was because we had taken from him the only thing in the
world that he loved.

It was he who bound Sergio to thetable. It was he who turned on that
terrible machine which opened the gateway of the Death Dimension. It
was he who released that malignant elemental from a macabtre world
and dispatched it on its errand of murder. -

He was mad, to be sure; yet he might have been a fiend incarnate. I
shudder to think of the nameless horrors which are even now clamoring
at that closed Door, seeking admittance—and which he might have re-
leased, had he so desired.

And so, while I write this, those hours of inferno are a thing of the -
past. Scientists have already invented their explanations; and some
of those inventions are mad enough to bringa smile even to my ignorant
lips. The Gateway is closed. That abhorrent darkness with its living
spawn is barred— for ever. And unless some meddling fellow chances to
find this statement, the truth of that interlude of fear will for ever remain
unknown. I have no desire to bring those hours of terror to the fore
again. Better, far better, that they remain dead through time eternal.
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This is the second of the series of stories DAVID H. KELLER, M.D.
wrote around the legends of Cornwall; and while some of this “history
of the Hubelaires” is rooted in recognizable myth and legend, much is
original with the author. A number of the stories in.the series appeared
in WEIRD TALES and other magazines in the 20s, 30s, and 40s; we
see now that there were many more previously unpublished than most of
us suspected. And one of Dr. Keller’s last projects was to put the Corn-
wall series in order; so with each chapter, which is-a complete tale in it-
self, we shall run a section of the “Argument from Dates” which will
bring the reader up to the time of the. current story.

AS HAROLD, LORD OF THE WOLVES IN ARMORICA,
strolled among the stone houses which sheltered his family, he watched
the children playing merrily while the women worked and the men per-
fected thémselves in the use of the sword, spear and hammer. The Wolves
had been at peace for many years but nonetheless were always preparing
for a war which they hoped would never come. Mountains surrounded
the small valley where the cattle and geese were herded by the older
children. Six dragon ships rose and2 gell with the waves in the little har-



ARGUMENT FROM DATES

Folkes-King Eric rules in Wearfold, Norway. Olaf is Lord of the House
of Wolves in Jutland.

Balder, son of Olaf, is born.

Thyra, daughter of Eric, is born.

Balder adventures to Wearfold, kills a giant and marries Thyra.
Odin, only son of Holga, is born.

The Wolves are driven from Jutland by the Norsemen Balder is
transmuted into an oak tree. Under the command of Lord Holga the
Wolves sail southwest and find a new home in Armorica.

Harold, son of Odin, is born.

Edward, son of Harold, is born.

bor. Some of them were very old and had been used by the Wolves
when they fled from Jutland.

Lord Harold was pleased with all he saw; but he was gravely con-
cerned about the peculiar personality of Edward, his only son. Though
Edward was a likeable lad, there were moments when his father des-
paired of his ever becoming worthy of being Lord of the Wolves, for he
seemed both unable and unwilling to realize that some day he would rule
and, perhaps more important, marry and have a son who in turn would
rule after him. )

Turning fo the forest that stood thick and tall behind the village,
Harold found his son seated on a bed of thick dub moss, resting against
a tree and playing on a harp. For moments Harold stood looking at the
young man, who continued playing, seemingly unmindful of his father's
prescence. Finally, the tune finished, he looked up with a smile. "It is
new. How do you like it, Father ?"' he asked. "When I have perfected it
I will teach it to our harper, who will fashion words to go with it; per-
haps a song that will remind us of the former greatness of the Wolves."”

"It is sweet music," his father replied, "but I have more important
matters to talk about. Instead of spending your time playing the harp
you should adventure among our neighbors, find a comely maiden and
mate with her. Surely there must be one who is worthy of being the bride
of the future Lord of the Wolves and the mother of still another Lord to
rule when you and I are both dead. Our ancestors, mindful of their

_responsibility to increase the number of Wolves and provide for an heir
who would become ruler, hesitated not to marry the Pictish women when

they settled here in Armorica. Your debt to the Wolves is no less than
27
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theirs. You should realize that it is your duty to provide our family with
a future Lord."

"You are still a young man, Father, and many years will pass before
you journey to Valhalla. I admit the need of there always beirg a Lord
to govern the Wolves, but just now it does not seem to be a matter of
immediate importance. Quite some time ago we discussed the advisability
of my marriage. I followed your advice, and spent some weeks away
from home, entertaining the dark people with my harp and fighting their
best warriors, two at a time, disarming them with no blood-letting. That
caused much amusement and they marvelled at my ability to use both
arms _equally well in swordplay. But the maidens liked my music and
swordsmanship better than they did me. Besides, I met none who
quickened my heart or roused any desire for her. So I returned and
continued playing the harp."

Thus ended the argument as always.

‘The next day a little dark man came to the town of the Wolves and
sought a private conference with Lord Harold.

"I bring you news and advice,”" he said softly. "'Some time ago I
visited the ancient home of your family in Jutland."

"All I know of that place was told me by my father, Odin," Harold
replied. '"He was the oldest son of Holga, who was the oldest son of our
Lord Balder. My father was only a boy when the family left Jutland but
he remembered those last days and often talked of them. He said all the
Wolves sorrowed greatly to row away and leave their Lord Balder, sit-
ting before his house with the Thor hammer across his thighs. He must
have perished in the blood-letting of the savage Norsemen. What of the
home of the Wolves ?"' '

"A few small mounds of moss-grown stones are the only traces of the
town. Evidently all the houses were razed and scattered. But where stood
the house which, I judge sheltered your Lord there now stands a giant
oak. I slept beneath it for one night and the wind-swept branches sent me
a very strange dream, for it seemed that the oak tree spoke and told me
that it had once been Lord Balder,who was transmuted into a tree when
his people fled. And, as his transition was completed, every house fell a-
part and the stones were scattered as children's drawings in the sands are
made smooth and naught remains of their work when the tide flows in.
Thus the Norsemen found only the giant oak."

"It may have been a dream," said Harold, ""but even so it is comfort-
ing to hear that Balder suffered naught at the b~nds of the raiders. He
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commanded us to flee so the Wolves would be saved from destruction.
Though we have been happy here and are proud of our little town, wé
have not greatly increased since leaving Jutland. But tell me more of
Lord Balder. If he was changed to an oak his wish to die fighting was
unfultilled."”

* The dark man put fingertip to fingertip and stared at the ground.
"The dream was all confused,”” he said, ''for none lived to tell what
actually happened. One can but imagine the wrath of the thwarted Norse
men. There are no branches of the oak, old as it must be, lying on the
ground, but near its base a large axe lies embedded. It must have been
_ struck in a very long time ago, for the deep wound is healed and the
huge blade nearly overgrown.'

"With the help of time and tides the sands have almost completely
buried the wrecks of many dragon ships, among which lie a large num-
ber of bleached bones. Near one crushed skull I found the Thor hammer,
which I recognized at once, for it is the only one of its kind in all the
world. So Lord Balder must have had his desire to kill at least one
man, though how the others died or all the ships were wrecked in the
- harbor is a mystery none may solve. I brought the hammer with me,
as it is a treasure. It is a weighty weapon which I could hardly lift,
but here it is."

He handed it to Lord Harold, who examined it carefully.

"This must indeed be the hammer of Balder, for it is as the singer -
of songs tells of it. For many years our harpers have sung of this weap-
on. I will hang it over my fireplace, though I doubt if any Wolf, now or
in times to come, will ever be able to use it in battle.

"When we left our old home my grandfather brought a long spear
with him. One of our songs relates that it once belonged to a mighty
giant killed by Balder when he won hisbride. Now we have two weapons
to help us remember our wonderful ancestor, the Thor hammer and the
spear.'

"Now for the real purpose of my visit," the little man continued; "I
wish to talk with you about your son Edward. I have questioned many
about him since coming to your country and all agree that he is a very
unusual man; more interested in playing the harp than toying with a-
bride."

""That is true and causes me deep concern.In times past our men have
taken their women with right hand or left; he uses both hands equally
- well but says he cannot find a woman to please him."

"So I've heard. Many told me of his swordplay with both hands. I
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have decided to help him. Summon him to us and we will determine what
he thinks of my present and my advice."

Harold called for his son. '"Edward," he said, ''this man is very wise
and is an old friend of our family. He brings you a present."

As they exchanged greetings the little dark man noted that Edward
was not a tall man but broad of shoulders and stood firm and erect like

- all the Wolves. Unlike his father, who was blonde and blue-eyed, he
was black-haired and brown of eye with swart skin, the heritage of his
Pictish mother.

Then the litle man handed Edward a sword, saying, ''This sword was
made in Gobi by a cever smith. When the blade was cherry-hot he
tempered it by plunging it into dragon's blood. He graved on it a legend
which you cannot read, but it says, 'I cut but never break'. The two
handles are fashioned from the hornsofunicorns. You probably know the
old superstition, that if a virgin touches a unicorn she is safe from all
men. It was an odd conceit to place such handles on such a blade.”

Lord Harold said, ""Give me the sword." He held it carefully and felt
the cutting edges. ''This is the most peculiar sword I ever saw. I admit
the double edges are sharp; and it was well tempered by that smith in
Gobi, which place I never heard of. Also this is the first time I ever
talked to one who know of dragons and unicorns, but this is not strange,
for the Wolves are not wanderers. What makes me marvel is that there
is a handle at each end. I cannot see how a man could fight with such a
weapon. Perhaps my son will be able to solve this mystery,”" and he
passed the sword to his son.

" The young man took the sword in both hands. Then, holding it with
his right hand, he pulled a long hair from his dark locks and very gently
brought it first against one blade and then the other. The cut hairs fell
to the ground. ,

"It is a sharp sword," he said. "I thank the giver, though
I am puzzled as to why he gave it to me or how he knew I am adept in
use of both hands. In swordplay I could not use a shield, as I must hold
the sword with both hands. My enemy would come at me with a down-
striking blow while I would simply hold this sword high in the air over
my head. His sword would strike my weapon and be cut in two. At least
it would if the words graved on it are true. He would then be at my
mercy. That is the only way I know to use such an unusual sword in
either play or combat."

"Your son has the right idea," thelittleman remarked to Lord Harold
"Now for the advice. He should journey directly east. At the beginning of
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the fifth day of his wandering he will find that which will both please
and interest him. He will take with him no other weapon save the sword,
no armor, and only sufficient food for the five days of going and the five
days of returning."

""Who rules the Wolves, Edward ?'' asked Harold.

"You are their Lord, Sire."

""And when I command what do they do ?"

""They obey."

"Then this is my command. Tomorrow leave home and in every
way follow the advice of this rarefriend.I trust you will return safely, for
if evil befalls you then the ruling line of our family is broken, for you
have neither wife nor son to carry on."

" Edward took the sword and, bowing low, left the two men.

""Nothing will happen to him," saidthelitledark man. "I have always
cared for the Wolves. In a manner of speaking they are my klntolk for
Lord Balder married one of my daughters." :

"How can that be? " asked the puzzled Lord. ""He has been dead—or,
as you said, changed to an oak tree— for many, many years."

"You may be right. Perhaps I only think so. Often I make state-
ments because I think them true without being able to explain why. But
I am confident your son will have a most unusual adventure and return
safely. When he comes back, no matter what he says or does, think
kindly of him, for everything a Wolf does is directed by the gods and
they are wise. 'Tis best to obey them no matter where it leads. Perhaps
I am a god.  Who knows?'" and he vanished, leaving Lord Harold
more confused than ever. .

For four days Edward traveled easteard and not once did he meet a
man. On the morning of the fifth day he came to a meadow, the grass
grown lush, surrounded by tall pines. Here sat a man in a golden chair,
on the arm of which perched an eagle who, seeing Edward, flapped her
wings and cried, ""Hubelaire! Hubelaire!" or at least so it sounded to
the young man. She tried to fly toward him but was prevented by a
long gold chain which bound her to the chair. '

" The seated man looked keenly at Edward. Though he remained silent
it seemed that he asked a question, which the young Wolf understood
and answered.

"For four days I have walked through the dark forest, not knowmg
why or what I sought. But now I know. Give me the eagle!" _

The man laughed. "You have the impudence and impetuosity of
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youth. For years I have sat in this chair brooding, while this bird has
sat beside me saying only one word in an unknown tongue which I
cannot understand, and thus it makes no sense whatever, but only inter-
feres with my brooding. If you can excel me in sword-play you may
have the eagle, but if I win the combat I will tie you to the other arm
of the chair and, with you on one side and the eagle on the other, I will
continue my brooding."

"Fair enough," cried Edward, ''and now to the sword!"

Rising from his chair the man drew his long sword from its leather
sheath and advanced threateningly upon Edward, who simply raised
his sword in air, arm high. The man gave a mighty cut downward and,
as his sword met the blade forged in Gobi, it was cut through as though
it were a piece of rotten wood; but so mighty was the blow that the
severed tip plunged downward and buried itself in the soft sod.

"Now this is magic against which no man prevail!" cried the man.
"I can fight against man, but no against the gods. I will unloose the
chain and give you the bird; but keep her bound, for, once released,
she will fly away and then neither of us will have her."”

"No. Take the chain off her leg. I will not keep her a prisoner. Unless
she stays with me willingly she stays not at all."

The released eagle flew to Edward at once. Perching on his shoulder
she flapped her wings and cried, ''Hubelaire! Hubelaire!" or at least
so it sounded to the young man.

"Now go you back to the place of your coming," cried the man as he
sat down in his chair, "'and leave me to my brooding, which I can now
do without being constantly disturbed by the raucous cries of this eagle.
I have so many important things to brood over that I cannot offer you
hospitality. Even if I live to old age I will not have time to sufficiently
worry over all the problems which confront me.’

"Life is short and a man is young only once,” Edward answered.
"Unless you had frequent interruptions from unusual visitors, you must
have spent many precious years trying to solve your problems You are
either a wise man or a fool."

"Twenty years ago," the man replied, "I cimbed a mighty crag and
took this eagle, then only a fledgling, from her nest. From that day I
have seldom left this chair and during that time you have been my only
visitor. Were I wise, I would find an answer to all my questionings; if
a fool, I would not spend a second trying to change human destiny.
Being neither, I find there is naught else to do but continue my medi-
tations."' :
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For four days Edward walked toward the setting sun and on the fifth
came to his home. During this time the eagle often flew into the blue
sky until she was but a mere speck, but always she returned to her
perch on his shoulder.

"I am glad you have returned from this adventure,” Lord Harold
greeted his son. ''Tell me what befell you and how you come by that
fierce eagle which sits so haughtily on your shoulder."

As Edward related all the happenings his father marveled greatly.

"What will you do with the bird? And why did you bring an eagle
instead of a woman ?'" he asked, dissatistaction in his voice.

"I will keep the window of my house always open so she may come
and go as she will; for no one, certainly not a mere man; may tell so
proud a bird what she may or may not do. I did not bring a woman
because I saw none and, as I told you, only the one man from whom I
-took the eagle after the swordplay."

Then Edward took the sword and bound the blade with leather and
soft velvet and swung it by the two hafts from the lower posts of his bed.
There the eagle perched and preened her feathers, what time she was not
flying in the blue sky hunting food. And all the young maidens wondered
what manner of man Edward was to keep a bird in his bedchamber
rather than a woman:

One day the eagle brought in small branches of pine, twigs of spruce
and tender ends of the yew and built a nest in one corner of the room,
wherein she laid a very large egg. On this she sat for many days, never
leaving it, during which time Edward fed her with joints of chicken and
rabbit. Then one day she left her nest and flew to her sword-perch crying
proudly, ''Hubelaire! Hubelaire!" Edward peered into the nest and saw
the broken shell and, to his astonishment, a sturdy baby boy.

"Now what to do?" he asked himself. "' This proud eagle laid an egg
and hatched a boy child. There is no doubt that this is a most unusual
event in her life and mine; but instead of wondering how it happened,

“'twould serve better to think of the child, for it needs to be fed and cared
for. .

The eagle flew down from the perch and, standing on the
floor, changed into a woman of marvelous beauty with bronze-colored
hair and a long robe of deep blue.

""You need not worry about that, my so sweet Edward,"” she sald for
this is our child and I will care for him as any mother would," and she
opened her gown and bared her breast, and the little one suckled and
fell asleep.
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Full of dazed wonderment Edward sped to his father's house. ""Some
time ago," he said, trying to control his excitement, "you urged me to
adventure into faraway lands and find me a wife who would bear a
man-child to be future Lord to the Wolves. Come with me to my house
and see for yourself how well I have tollowed your advice. For, were I
. tell you now, you would not believe me.'

‘Without replying, Lord Harold rose and went with him. There, in Ed-
ward's house, he saw the lovely woman holding the sleeping baby in
her arms.

"This is my wife, Father, and the baby she holds so proudly is a
boy; though I know little of such younglings, it seems strong and hearty
and no doubt will grow to be a mighty man."

All this puzzled Lord Harold. "'I don't know how you did it, my dear
boy," he said. "How could you keep a woman all this while without
anyone's knowing it ? And'where is the eagle ?"'

The woman smiled as she looked at the grandfather, father and son
‘and then she replied for Edward. "The eagle has flown away and will
never more return, but I can repeat her cry of 'Hubelairé! Hubelaire!'
and that shall be the name ofall who descend from this boy; no longer
Wolves, but Hubelaires. As soon as may be I will clean away the nest
and Edward will unwrap the sword and hang it over the fireplace, for we
will have use for neither perch nor nest in the future. Bird, or woman, I
am proud and clean and wish to livein a house that is neat and orderly.
And my son shall be called Cecil.”

Some months later the little dark stranger appeared unannounced in
the main room of Lord Harold's house.
~ "How fares it, my dear sib?"" he asked.

"So you have come again," Harold replied. '"Hapstance you know
what .happened when my son took your advice? He returned with an
eagle, a very unusual bird who kept repeating a single word. In some
way, months later, he found a wife and a son. I believe he was as sur-
prised as all the family. Did you, in some way, work a powerful magic
to give me a grandchild ?"

"That may be. I will not say 'Yea' and I cannot say 'Nay'. But I

_have come for far more serious business than explaining how an eagle
could lay an egg, hatch out a baby, and then suddenly become a very
lovely woman. Your family must leave Armorica, which has served as
a safe and pleasant home for S0 many years, and find a new lodgement
in the lands across the sea.'
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"Why must that be? We have no enemies to make war upon us."

"Far to the east there is a mighty city called Rome," the little man
explained. ''The rulers are never satisfied but are always foraying into
far lands to kill, conquer, and hold all folk in slavery. At present their
army, under a Lord called Caesar, is advancing through Gaul. They cut
a path through the dark forests and build roads. When they come to a
river they bridge it with logs and cross dry-shod. Their soldiers are -
gathered in companies called legions and, so far, even the mightiest of
the Gauls have been unable to withstand them. Some day they will reach
your land, kill the men, make slaves of the women, and rear the young
boys to become soldiers in their legions. That must not happen to the
Wolves. You have some dragon ships; build more at once and take all
your folk, cattle, geese and grain with you. The wind and tides will carry
you to a land called Cornwall, where you will find a place of refuge."

"These are sorry words and perhaps poor advice," growled-
Lord Harold.

"You have a right to your opinion but the Wolves — or Hubelaires, as
Edward's wife wants them called in the future— must never die. No
matter what happens they must live on and on, for to me it seems im-
possible that anything as fine as the family I helped create should pass
into nothingness. So, while time remains, prépare to flee. It would be
brave to fight and die, but far wiser to flee and live."

For several days Lord Harold weighed the advice and discussed it
with the older men of the Wolves. Finally he gave the order to build
more boats. Now everyone was busy and all the women and even the
little children did-what they could to prepare for the sailing. At last
they left Armorica and sailedfor many days, wind-driven, till they reached
the coast of a new land, where they beached their boats and set free the
cattle so they could eat; all made merry, because the new land seemed
a place of certain refuge.

The day after landing, Lord Harold, his son Edward and a few of
the older Wolves explored the country, desiring to find a proper place
to build a new town. In a few hours they came to a very large house,
the like of which they had never seen; walls fifty feet high with no open-
ing save a small gate connecting with a drawbridge that spanned a
channel of water surrounding the high walls. On one side a watchtower
rose high above the lofty wall.

The little dark man stood on the drawbridge awaiting them.

"Welcome to your new home, Lord Harold," he cried, "'and greetings
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to you, my good Edward. How goes it with your eagle wife and fine
boy ? How do you like your new home ?"

"I never saw anything like it," Lord Harold replied. "'How is it built
and what use can be made of it ?"

"It is a castle. In years to come it will be called the Castle of the
Hubelaires, if Edward's wife has her way, and I am certain she will,
because she is a very clever woman. In it are many rooins, enough
to house all the family at one time. The banquet hall is large enough
that all may sit at one long table and eat. Inside is a spring of never-
failing water, storage bins for grain and hay, stalls for horses and
cattle. Once your family, stock and belongings are in this castle and the
drawbridge raised, naught can harm you. Before this you lived in little
houses, pleasant enough but impossible to defend. New times, increasing
dangers, need different solutions. So I brought you to Cornwall, where
I knew this castle waited, for I want your family, Wolves or Hubelaires,
to live on and on."

One of the warriors, who was a stonemason, inspected the walls. Turn-
ing he said to Lord Harold: ''Itwouldhave taken hundreds of men many
years to build those high walls, my Lord, yet the cutting on the stones
seems fresh and the mortar between them is still soft in places."

Harold turned to ask the dark man about it, but he was nowhere
to be seen.
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It’s encouraging to see a new and
young face among the graying beards
of that minority of science fiction
critics which have consistently insisted
that science fiction ought to bejudged
by the same standards, when
excellence is to be assessed, as any
other sort of fiction. Alexi Panshin
entered the ranks of professional au-
thors in 1960, and has recently
become a full-time writer; he has
therefore not only some solid back-
ground in the sort of trial that any
author has to undergo, in order to

- produce stories at all, but also at
least an idea of what compromises
an author must make if he is going
to sell most of what he writes—-mean-
ingthatthe commercial writer cannot
have his own way all the time, even
‘under the best of conditions; whereas
the dedicated amateur, not dependent
upon writing for a living, can refuse
to make any compromises af all.
And if he is also an amateur publish-
er, he can be sure that anything he
writes will be published exactly as he
wrote it. :

This book is neither a panegyric
nor an expose; it will not mollify
either the reader who believes that
Heinlein Can Do No Wrong, or the
reader who contends that Heinlein
Has Done Nothing Right, or entirely
_satisfy the larger Heinlein Was Fine

Until . .. contihgent. What we have
here is an assessment, based on rig-
orous criteria which the author out-

_lines clearly, then presents not just
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his judgments as to whether Heinlein
is good, or indifferent (and when)
in this respect, but the reasonsforthis
judgment, citing chapter and verse.
The reader, as with the case in any
worthwhile criticism, is given full op-
portunity to discover whether (a)
Panshin is correctly reporting what
is there on the author’s printed page
for anyone to see (b) he-the reader—~
agrees with the assessments the critic
derives from his premesis and the
evidence cited. And the worth of such
a book of criticsm does rot depend
upon whether you agree; it depends
upon the opportunites it offers you
to see things about an author and
his work that you did not notice
before, and to see why you accept
or reject the critic’s evaluation.

I do not know of any other living,
long producing science fiction author
who is more worthy ofsuch as assess-
ment-in-depth as Robert A. Heinlein;
and one of the merits of Panshin’s
achievement, for me, is that he has
increased my appreciation of his sub-
ject matter even where I disagree with

There is no reason why you, or
anyone else, must accept the Knight-
Blish-Panshin, etc., standards of criti-
cism for science fiction. But if you
feel that science fiction is, or ought to
be considered as, literature worthy
of critical respect, then these standards
of assessment follow logically; and
in Dimension is
decidedly a book for you: RAWL
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What dread horror lurked in the room of Eliphas Snod-

grass? What was the unspeakable secret revealed in the

awful pages of the accursed NECRONOMICON? Where

did the smell come from that hung over the ancient
Crombleigh house?

"Oh my Gawd, my Gowd," the voice choked out. It's a-go'n agin, an' this time
by day! It's aout—it's aout an' a-movin' this very minute, an' only the Lord knows

when it'll be on us all ™ .
—H. P. LOVECRAFT

I DO NOT KNOW what strange thing came over me when

I determined on my investigation of the mysterious doings of Eliphas

Snodgrass that winter in '39. There are things that it is better no man

know, and there are mysteries that should remain forever hidden from

mortal knowledge. The whereabouts of Eliphas Snodgrass during the
» 38



Pastiches and burlesques of H. P. Lovecraft are nothing new but this
is the first one I read which was a good imitation of HPL and a gentle,
loving spoof, rather than a series of wisecracks or a serious attempt to
duplicate the master. The special blurbs are part of the story and were
written by the author, not the editor.

DONALD A. WOLLHEIM corresponded with Lovecraft for many
years, and published a number of sections fo the Fungi From Yuggoth
in his well-printed fan magazine, THE PHANTAGRAPH in 1936 and
_years following. Wollheim’s first professional appearance was with The
Man From Ariel, in the January 1934 issue of WONDER STORIES;
he was editor of the first magazine which was a true combination of
science fiction and weird fiction; the first half of the publication was titled
STIRRING SCIENCE FICTION and the second half, with independent
editorial matter, departments, etc., was titled STIRRING FANTASY FIC-
TION. A low budget publication, this title, along with a companion
magazine, COSMIC STORIES (all science fiction) offered opportunities
to a number of new authors to write in their own way and get it pub-
lished, even if the payment was nothing to cheer about. A number of the
better short stories of C. M. Kornbluth appeared in these two short-
lived titles, as did those of others who became better known later, includ-
ing DAW himself and your editor.

Although a professional editor since 1940, Wollheim has found time

* to. write a number of science fiction novels, including the popular “Mike
Mars”’ series, has edited anthologies, and has neverlost interest in science
fiction and fantasy fandom. His many contributions thereto were officially
recognized last year when he was selected as Guest of Honor for the 1968
Lunacon—-the annual Metropolitan Area convention sponsored by New
York’s Lunarian Society. He is still supervisor of Ace Books’ science
fiction line, which he inaugurated early in the ’50s.

~autumn of '39, and the ensuing winter, are among these things. Would
that I had had the stamina to restrain my curiosity.

I first heard of Eliphas Snodgrass when I was visiting my aunt Eu-
lalia Barker, at her home in East Arkham, in’ the back districts
of Massachusetts. A forgotten terrain, dark and somber, it was a region
amongst the oldest in America, not only in the origin of its white settlers
(it was settled by several boatloads of surly bondsmen brought over on
the packet Nancy B. in 1647, commanded by the time-befogged Captain
Hugh Quinge, about whom little is known save that it is believed that he
was part Hindoo and that he married an Irish girl from "Cork under
mysterious circumstances) but in other e/der traditions. My maiden-aunt
Eulalia was a pleasant enough spinster— she was related to me on my
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mother's side, mother being a Barker from Bowser, a little, scarce-known
fishing town.

Eulalia (she had moved from Bowser suddenly, many years ago,
under circumstances which were never made clear) had struck up a
passing acquaintance with the Snodgrass family, who occupied the sedate
old Crombleigh mansion on the other side of West Arkham. How she
happened to meet Mrs. Snodgrass, she was seemingly reticent to discuss.

Nonetheless, I had been staying at her house while pursuing my
studies in the famous library at Miskatonic University, located in Ark-
ham, but a scant three weeks before she mentioned Eliphas Snodgrass.
She spoke of him to me in a troubled tone; she seemed reluctant to do
80, but confessed that Eliphas' mother (who must have had Asistic blood
several generations back) had asked her to communicate to me her
worries. As I was known to them for my scholarly research in the realm
of the ancient mythologies, she knew me as a scholar. It seemed that
Eliphas Snodgrass had been acting oddly. Thiswasnot new, as I learned
later; it was only that his oddness had taken a curiously disturbing turn.

~ Eliphas Snodgrass, as I learned from my aunt and from other subse-
quent investigations, was a young man of about 27 —tall, thin, gaunt,
rather stark of countenance, vaguely swarthy (probably an inheritance
from his father, Hezekiah Snodgrass, who was reputed to have African
blood on his mother's side, six generations removed) and was given to
long spells of brooding. At other times, he would be normal and almost
cheerful (as much so as any other Arkham youth) but there were periods
when, for weeks at a stretch, he would lock himself away in his chambers
and remain grimly quiet. Occasionally strange noises could be heard
issuing from his rooms— weird singing and odd conversations. Once in
a while, the house would be thrown into a paroxysm of terror
by unearthly screeches and a howling that would usually be cut off short
in a manner dreadful to contemplate. When queried as to the nature of
these noises, Eliphas would turn coldly, and, fixing the inquirer with
a chilly stare, mumble something about trouble with his radio.

NATURALLY, YOU WILL UNDERSTAND how grimly dis-
turbing these things were. And, since I owed my aunt Eulalia
a debt which I dare not explain here,I felt it incumbent upon me to make
a brief inquiry into Eliphas' doings. I secured entry to the Snodgrass
mansion by means of my aunt, who invited me to accompany her on a
social call. '

I had not set foot in the house one minute before I sensed the strange,
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brooding- aspect of it. There seemed a closeness in the air, a feeling- of
tense expectancy as if something, I know not what, were waiting — waiting
for a moment to strike. A curious smell seemed to waft into my nostrils—
an odd stench as of something musty and long dead. I felt troubled.

Eliphas came in shortly after I had arrived. He had been out some-
where— he did not vouchsafe where— and it seemed to me that his shoes
were curiously dirtied, as if he had been digging deep into the dusty
soil; his hair was curiously disarranged. He spoke to me civilly enough
and was sharply interested when he heard that I was studying at Mis-
katonic University. He asked me animatedly whether or not I had heard
of ‘the famous copy of the Necronomicon by the mad Arab, Abdul Al-
hazred, which is one of the most prized possessions of the University. I
was forced to reply in the negative, at which he seemed oddly displeased.
For a moment, I thought he was going to leave abruptly, but then he
checked himself, made an odd motion in the air with the thumb and
forefinger of his left hand, and started discussing the singular weather we
had been having.

It had started by being an unusually hot summer, but a few days
ago the weather had changed suddenly to a curious dry chill. At night
a wind would arise which seemed to sweep down from the hills beyond
Arkham, bearing with it an odd fishy stench. Most of the oldtimers
remarked on its oddness, and one ortwo compared it to the strange wind
of the Dark Day of 1875, about which they failed to elucidate. o

I saw Eliphas Snodgrass several times more that summer, and each
time he seemed more preoccypied and strange than before. At one time
he cornered me and begged me to try to borrow the volume of Alhazred
from the library for him. He had been refused accessto it by
the librarian, a most learned man who evidently made it a practice to
refuse consultation with that book, and others of similar ilk, to persons
of a certain nervous type. :

I well remember the night of September 10th. It had started out as a
typical hot day of late summer; toward evening it grew chill, and, as
the sun set, a high wind sprang up. Dark clouds seemed to arise out
of nowhere and very shortly a gale was blowing down from the hills
and lightning was crackling far in the distance.

Along about twelve o'clock, a curious lull occurred which lasted for
about ten minutes. I recall it well for at that moment a stench of musti-
ness seeped into the town, drenching every house and person. I had
beer reading late and I stopped as the smell assailed me; and realization
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that the storm had ceased came to me..I stepped to the window, pulled
up the shades, and stared out.

Outside, the sky was a dead black. There was a pregnant stillness in
the air, and a thin, miasmatic mist hung all about. Then like a bolt
from the blue there came a terrific dap of thunder and with it a start-
ling green flash of lightning which seemed tostrike somewhere in Arkham
and linger. I remember being amazed at the fact that I had heard the
thunder before seeing the lightning, rather than after.

Immediately after this remarkable phenomenon, the storm broke out
in renewed fury and continued several more hours.

I WAS AWAKENED. in the morning by the -insistent ringing
of the telephone. My aunt, who answered it, knocked on the door shortly
after and bade me dress. It seemed that it was the Crombleigh house that
had been the resting point of the odd llghtnmg Nothing was damaged,
. but Eliphas Snodgrass-was missing.

I rushed over. As I neared the house, I could sense the smell, and
upon crossing the threshold, I was virtually bowled over by the odor
of dead and decaying fish which permeated the place. The stench had
come when the lightning struck, Mrs. Snodgrass told me, and they were
trying desperately to air it out. It had been much worse than it was
now.

Overcoming my repugnance, I went in and climbed the steps to Eli-
phas' room. It was in dreadful disorder, as if someone had left hurriedly.
I was told that a bag had been packed and was missing. Eliphas' bed
had not been slept in; the room was strewn with books, manuscripts,
papers, diaries, and curious old relics. -

During the next days, while elsewhere state police and federal au-
thorities were making a futile search for young Snodgrass, I went over
the items I had found in his room. I shudder at the terrible notes and
the things they implied.

Primarily, I found a notebook, the sort children use for copying
lessons, in which I seemed to sense a series of clues. Evidently Snodgrass
kept memoranda in it. There was a yellowed newspaper clipping from
some San Francisco paper, which said in part: —

FREIGHTER IN PORT WITH STRANGE TALE
The Kungshavn arrives with story
of Boiling Sea and Sinking Islands.
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San Francisco: The Swedish freighter Kungshavn arrived in port
today with its crew telling a strange story of a weird storm at
sea, and almost incredible manifestations. Most of the crew were
reluctant to speak of it, but reporters drew out a fantastic tale of
a sudden storm which hit the ship two days out of New Guinea, of
a terrible waterspout that pursued the ship for five hours in the
semi-darkness of the storm, and of an island that seemed to sink
into the water before their very eyes, and of sailing through a sea
of boiling, bubbling water for two solid hours.Third Mate Swenson,
who seemed most deeply overcome by the experience; kept pray-
ing and mumbling of a terrible demon or sea-monster whom he
called Kichulu or Kithuhu.

The chppmg went on for several more paragraphs, giving mainly
further details on the above.
Following this was another dipping from the same paper, but dated
several days after. This reported- the sudden death of one Olaf Swenson,
"a member of the crew of the Kungshavn, who was found in a back
alley of San Francisco with his face chewed off.
Beside this clipping, the oddly crabbed handwriting of Eliphas Snod-
grass read: ''Kichulu— does he mean Cthuthu ?"'
This meant nothing to me at the time. Oh, would that it had! Perhaps
I still might have saved Eliphas.
Then there was a note in Eliphas' handwriting: —

"Tuesday must say the Dho chant and widdershin six times. Has-
tur is ascendant. Dagon recumbent ? Must investigate. See Lovecraft
on the proper incantation for Yog-Sototl. Pygnont says he has
copy of Eibon for me; must write to him to send it by special
messenger. I feel that the time is close. I must consult Alhazred—
must find a way to obtain the volume. It is all in the old Arab's
book; he bungled; I must not. So little time. The Day of Blackness
is approaching. I must be ready. Lloigor protect me."

After this, there was a sheaf of pages crammed with what looked like
chemical and astrological configurations.

1 FELT VERY DISTURBED after reading the above. It was

so out of the ordinary. I have but one thing more to mention from that
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investigation. On the ceiling of Eliphas' room was a curious, wide wet
mark. I knew that the roof leaked, but still it was sinister.

Gradually the city settled back to normal. Normal ! When I think now
what a horror was amongst us, I shudderthat we can say such things as
back to normal. The stench in the Snodgrass home gradually abated.

I went back about my studies and soon had almost forgotten Eliphas.
It was not until the early winter that the matter came up again. At that
time, Mrs. Snodgrass called to say that she had heard footsteps in the
dead of night in Eliphas' room, and thought she had heard conversations;
yet, when she knocked, there was no one there.

I returned with Mrs. Snodgrass to the Crombleigh mansion and
re-entered Eliphas' chamber. She had placed the room in order, carefully
tiling the papers and objects. I thought nothing was out of place until I
chanced to glance up at the ceiling. There were wet footprints against the
white kalsomine of the ceiling— footprints leading across from the top of
the door to where the large closet opened !

I went at once to the closet; at first glance nothing was wrong. Then
I noticed a bit of paper lying on the floor. I picked it up. On it was writ-
ten one word in a hand unmistakably that of the missing student.

One word — "Alhazred"!

As soon as I was free, I went to Miskatonic University and secured
permission to peruse that damnable volume by Abdul Alhazred. Would
that I had not! Would that I had forgotten the whole affair!

Never will I forget the terrible knowledge that entered my brain during
those hours when I sat reading the horror-filled pages of that loathsome
book: The demoniac abnormalities that assailed my mind with indis-
putable truth will forever unshake my faith in the world. The book
should be destroyed,; it is the encyclopedia of madness. All that atternoon
I read those madness-filled pages and it was well into the night before I
came across the passage which answered my riddle. I will not say what
it was for I dare not. Yet I started back in dread; what I saw there was
horror manifold. And I knew that I must act at once, that very night, or
all would be lost. Perhaps all was lost already. I rushed out of the li-
brary into the darkness of the night.

A STRANGE SNOW was falling, a curious flickering snow
that fell like phantoms in the darkness. Through it I ran across block
after endless block of ancient houses to the Snodgrass mansion. As I
came down the street, I thought I saw a flicker of green outlined against
the roof. I redoubled my .pace and dashing up their porch, hammered
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upon the door. It was near twelve and it took some time before the
family let me in. Hastily I said I had to make another search of Eliphas'
room and they let me pass. I dashed up the stairs and threw open the
door of his chamber. It was dark and I flicked on the light.

Shall I ever forget the terrible thing I saw there? The horror, the
dread, the madness seemed too much for the human mind to bear. I
flicked the light off at once, and, dosing the door, fled screaming out
into the street. Well it was that a raging fire broke out immediately after-
ward and burned that accursed house to the ground. Well— for such a
damnable thing must not be, must never be on this world.

If man but knew the screaming madness that lurks in the bowels of
the land and the depths of the ocean, if he but caught one glimpse of
the things that await in the vast empty depths of the hideous cosmos!
If he knew the secret significance of the flickering of the stars! If the
discovery of Pluto had struck him as the omen it was!

If man knew, I think that knowledge would burn out the brains of
every man, woman, and child on the face of Earth. Such things must
never be known. Such unspeakable, unfathomable evil must never be
allowed to seep into the mentalities of men lest all go up in chaos and
madness.

How am I to say what I saw in the room of that cursed house? As
I opened the door, there on the bedspread, revealed by the sudden flash of
the electric light, lay the still quivering big toe of Eliphas Snodgrass!
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STEFFAN B. ALETTI has been justly hailed by the majority of you,
the readers, as a most promising “discovery” for MAGAZINE OF
HORROR. He also has a quality which all authors need, but which is
rare to find in a new writer: patience. Since this magazine appears only
every other month, and the bulk of its content consists of stories which
you have urged us to reprint; new manuscripts, while always welcome,
must be fitted in on an *‘if, as, and when” basis. This is the last of
three stories which we accepted quite a long time ago, but we hope that
they will be only the first of a long series.

I ARRIVED LAST SPRING, full of hope for the early and
triumphant completion of my doctorate in Italian Renaissance studies.
Padua, Perugia, Ravenna, Firenze! All names that practically shivered
me with delight. Here I was, in the very seat of the Renaissance, that
bright green and gold arousing of mankind from his long, shaggy
medieval sleep. It was through these sumptuous hillsthat Petrarch wander-
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ed, singing of Laura, and Dante of Beatrice. It was here that Landini
lent his name to that cadence that would color music until the baroque,
and it was under these bright Tuscan trees and skies that Leonardo and
and Michelangelo both strove to make men into angels.

But my quarry was more elusive than these giants; I was seeking a
man who had been swallowed up in one of those tragic, dark pockets
that even the Renaissance contained. Pietro, or Peter, of Apono had
been born in 1250 in, logically, Apono, a little hamlet not far from
Padua. He had been a great man; a philosopher, writer, poet,. mathe-
matician, and astrologer. Following the practice of his time, he turned
these various skills over to the study of medicine, and his fame as a
physician was renowned even as far as the great walled city of Paris,
where his cures had been nothing short of miraculous. When he returned
to Italy a famous man, he got into a silly squabble with a neighbor,
over the use of a spring on the man's property. The man, apparently
an ill-tempered lout, finally forbad Pietro to use the spring, and within -
a few days, the well mysteriously dried up. It was then rumored about
the neighborhood that old Pietro was a sorcerer, and that it was he who,
out of spite, caused the well to dry.

From this germ of nonsense, a great host of stories and accusations
spread and fell upon Pietro's head; he wasfinally brought to the attention
of the Inquisition.

The inquisitors took hold of the kindly old man and burned his flesh,
broke his bones, and stretched him out of shape; still, Pietro would not
admit to being driven by demons, or in consort with the devil himself.
But his body was not as strong as his will, and the old man died pain-
fully, yet free in spirit.
~ Of course the inquisitors were furious at being cheated out of an exe-
cution, so, only a few days after the luckless Pietro had been buried,
a group of pious priests were sent to exhume his body and burn it in
the public square. To their horror, the body had disappeared— risen
‘it was assumed—and the inguisitors fled back to Padua with a tale
that soon dissolved into legend.

Needless to say, the explanation was much less cosmic than that.
One of Pietro's friends and benefactors, one Girolamo da Padova, had
" the body exhumed and re-interred in his own crypt, to save his old
friend's spirit from the indignities that the Inquisition had intended. I
alone of living men knew this, for I had found a collection of old letters,
induding one that Girolamo had sent a trusted friend to explain the
“resurrection. In the letter Girolamo states that he took all of Pietro's
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books for himself, except the one that he had been translating at the time
of his arrest. He adds:

"It was in Maestro Pietro's province to bring all things to light,
no matter how loathsome. He believed that the light of reason
‘would make everything beautiful and holy, but I tell thee, my
good Ludovico, this book from Paris is the devil's work. Cursed
from remotest antiquity, this parchment hath caused the ruin of
all who deal with it, and, as thou seest, Pietro himself was the
last of their line. He tried, as was his wont, to turn the cursed
thing to the good, to use its blasphemies for healing and helping,
but its grotesque blood rites and hymns to desecration shocked
even good Pietro. He had decided that the work was too blasphe-
mous and too degrading to ever be turned towards good, and he
was resolved to destroy it and his own partial translation. But
the Holy Inquisition caught him before he could accomplish this.

" Fortunately, he had hidden both behind one of the books in
his cabinet before the inquisition came through the door. I have
taken both; his translation is now buried with him in my own
family's crypt in the Church of San Giueseppe, and the parch-
ment itself unfit for holy ground, hath been buried outside the
city walls. I pray that my own handling of it hath not endangered
mine own soul."

"So 1, a lowly student, was abouttofind the bones and last work of the
legendary Pietro of Apono.

II

THE BUSINESS OF THE BOOK had excited me. What had
it been? Could it have been one of the early latin translations of the
Necronomicon ? Or possibly the now fabled Delancre translation of the
horrid Mremabic Fragments? Or was it some heretofore uncovered
masterpiece of ancient or gothic imagination ? I immediately envisioned
my doctoral thesis as an edition of this newly discovered work; its first
edition in 700 years.

Girolamo's family had died out in the plague that sent Boccaccio
fleeing to the hills of Florence to give us the Decameron. Therefore, the
crypt in the cellar of the San Gluseppe church was untended, and of only
minor archaeological interest. My request, consequently, to spend the night
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studying the badly worn monuments and inscriptions was granted by
the monks without undue trouble.

Alone, finally, and not a little nervous at being surrounded by the
long dead, I began to poke my way about the ruins of the vaults. The
cement binding the slabs to the coffinsthemselveshad long since crumbled,
so lifting off the covers was simply a matter of judicious use of a crow-
bar and a strong back.

Relative after relative, I studied— Antonello, Giorgio, Tonio, Lucia,
etc. All I encountered in these beautifully decorated marble coffins was
moulded skulls and various bones; mostly the bones no longer adhered
to each other, so that all semblance of a body or human form was lost.
They were just piles of bones and mounds of shredded, wormy velvet
and silk. For some reason, I'm glad to say, it had not occurred to me
that I was desecrating the dead. Scholars are well known to get carried
away by their work, and so with me that night. I am not a particularly
brave man, and I would not even walk alone through a graveyard at
night without qualms; but that fearful night I was alone, because I did
not want to have to share my discovery with anyone. There I was,
marauding through a crypt at night, rummaging through bones and
coth, without any thought other than honest, if selfish, scholarship.

It must have been that black hour prior to dawn, that' I opened the
tomb next to Girolamo's. In it lay a surprisingly well preserved body,
but it lay horribly twisted and broken, and on its legs and arms were

the remnants of linen bandages. The skull lay at an odd angle from' the
body, and its lipless and crag-toothed mouth was open wide in what
still, after 700 years, looked like a howl of pain. My fortitude was gone,

~in an instant. Here, unquestionably, was Pietro, still bearing traces of the
* horror of the Inquisition. I sickened and began to gasp for air as the
foetid odor lept at me from the long shut tomb. I fled to the stairway
and sped up it in an instant.

The church itself now seemed populated by millions of rustling,
whispering things that were lent shape by my now rampant imagination.
I imagined it to be visited by the shade of every lost man, woman and
child who had ever sat within #ts walls. Terrified, I fell to my knees
at the thought and, before I lost consciousness, I thought I saw coming
up the dreadfully dark nave, a procession of decayed dergy, grinning,
and swinging incense which smoked red and gave off the same horrid
odor that met me when I lifted the slab of Pietro's tomb. I collapsed
against a pew; at the same time my hand came to rest upon a cross
carved in relief on its side.
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Dawn had already begun to spread its silver to the inside of the
church when I awoke to its vast, empty hall.

I

STILL BATHED IN SWEAT, I stcod up from the position
into which I'had crumbled a few hours earlier. I walked to the back of
the church and cdimbed back down the stairs, each step presenting me an
opportunity to exert every ounce-of will power I contained.

Once in the crypt, I was faced with the choice of either replacing the
slab and leaving the job to bolder men, or thoroughly searching the
sarcophagus for the scroll. To my everlasting damnation, I girded up
my loins, and chose the latter course.

I brought the lamp dose to the corpse, and looked at it. It had not
changed in any aspect from the previous night; I was happy and re
lieved to see that. It rather convinced me that the only thing that had
chased me up the stairs and down the nave was my own fevered and
overwrought mind. And I was overcome with pity for poor Pietro. While
I was thus sentimentally occupied, I noticed a still bright red ribbon
lying by the crushed right hand.

My heart stopped; the ribbon encircleda scroll of parchment. I grabbed
it, and, with effort—I found that I was considerably weaker than I had
been the previous night— replaced the slab. I quickly gathered up my
tools and lights and left the church.

Even the musty odor that hung about my hands and shirt did not
drive away the incomparable smell of an Italian early summer morning.
Everything was as bright as gold and glory, and, by the time I had
reached my lodging, my night's terror had dissolved under the mantel
of drowsiness. I slept, undreaming, until I awakened of my own accord
at dusk.

With the darkness, I was wide awake, and once more a bit jittery.
I dressed and took the scroll. It was almost a foot long and rather
thick with folds—apparently Pietro had done quite a bit of translating
before his fate had overtaken him.

I unrolled it, and it still seemed surprisingly pliant and firm after
such a very long time. It was a treasure! Not only did it contain trans-
lations, but what amounted to editorial comments in the vernacular by
Pietro. I do not know from what language the original had been trans-
lated, but it was now in latin, and its title stood out in disconcerting
relif— Gloriae Cruoris; in English, roughly, the glories of blood or
bloodshed. And the author' s'name was Serpencis— whether the author's
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true name or a latinization, I donotknow. Pietro's opening comments are
cautious and circumspect— the agony of a man trying to make something
of value out of a blasphemous thing

"Let us analyze," he writes, ''the properties of blood as the learned
Serpencis relates them. First, blood is the liquid of life, as the body is
the vessel of life."

He then quotes Serpencis as saying that blood is the primal life force;
that without it man will die, and with_it, no matter whose, man can
extend his life beyond its normal bounds. Serpencis concludes that:

"After one has commited the necessary desecrations, and has immured
himself to the smell and touch of the dead, he can commune with them,
liberating their souls and putting them to his own use and service. Man's
power is measured by the number of souls he commands, and a great
number can be attained by the twin sanctities of murder and the drinking
of blood."

I sat there aghast, as Pietro must have done so many centuries ago.

"Gloriae'' was the work of a vampire and necrophile who, at some
remote time, either medieval or ancient, must have terrorized his neigh-
borhood and possibly had been the leader of some foul and monstrous
cult. This was not going to be easy to turn into the kind of benign and
dignified research with which one gains a doctor's degree.

Still, I read on. I was too bound up in modern life to turn away from
the book in fear, the way Pietro had done; as I read its gruesome pages

-I was battling nausea and disgust rather than terror. The margin of the
manuscript contained Pietro's notes on how he combattedthe evil spells he
felt influencing him; he used various incantations and equally efficacious
-spells ‘of white magic to dispel the aura of evil. I, of course, did not; I
merely read on through the jumble of medieval latin and Italian, and
descended, spiritually, to a depth of degradation and’inhumanity which
I had never imagined possible. Serpencis had been a master ghoul who
would have made the monstrous and infamous Gilles de Retz look like
an effeminate weakling.

At length I was near the end of the scroll. The last section contained
what was apparently the first of a series of spells performed so that one
‘can give one's self over to the demons who presided over vampiric
activity. More a fool than ever, I decided to perform the rite.

Once the pentagram.was chalked on the floor, I lit two candles and
began to chant aloud from the manuscript. I was quite:thrilled at re-
producing a sound that had been unheard for centuries; it was in this
spirit of re-enacting-a- play, that I first became aware of subtle changes
within the room itself. -
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The darkness had cdosed in more around the candles, so that their
glow spread only about six inches or so, leaving nearly the entire room
and me in total darkness. Heretofore, the walls and bookcases had been
dimly present, but they were now gone, and the candle closest to me
illuminated the manuscript, my hand, and no more. And with this spread-
ing blackness camenow a stenchthatseemedto be some frightful amalgam
of the twin odors of the sewer and the grave, an odor terribly similar to
that in the church less than twenty-four hours earlier.

At this point I was all for stopping, for I realized that I had indeed
succeeded in crossing that delicate line between the real and unreal,
between the natural and the supernatural. And I was terribly frightened.
But I also realized now that I was no longer in complete control over
what was happening. I couldn't stop; cursing myself, I continued the
daemonic chanting.

Suddenly there was a blast of foul wind, and thé room glowed with a
kind of ruby-red light that spread evenly from corner to corner without
any seeming point of origin. There now appeared to be something form-
ing right next to me, within the pentagram. It whirled together, like a
motion picture of something flying apart that is run backwards on the
projector. And as I stood there, within arm's length of it, it began to
assume a horrifying, humanoid shape. I say humanoid, because, when it
was formed, its dimensions were roughly human, but not close enough
to be mistaken for anything other than what it was— a blasphemy from
the malignant depths of hell, and the darkest corners of the human soul..
Its quivering red face was turned toward me, and I could see, as I
stared into it, not merely that sweating, featureless red jelly, but I could
see, somehow, a vast complex of forests, rivers, mountains, a primordial
land that suggested to me the vast land of Gaul when Paris was an un-
discovered island, a land that would have to wait aeons for Caesar to be
born to conquer it. '

‘My terror was now too strong for whatever possessed me; I shrieked
and dropped the manuscript into the whirling darkness. As the red melted
quickly into a huge blackness, I saw the creature reach rowards me. I
felt faint, and my last memory was of being encircled in a slightly lum-
inous and damp fog, which, though itself impalpable, carried within it
a solid network of bones, which I could feel around my waist. '

I do not think that I remained unconscious for more than a few
minutes; when I awoke I could tell, without opening my eyes, that the .
room was still dark. Too inghtened to move or even open my eyes, I
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remained sprawled in the position in which I fell, until I was sure that
sunlight had filled the room.

v

THIS TIME THE DAWN did not bring with it the joy of
life that strengththatallowedme to renew my efforts at the church. I got
up and searched theroom, making sure that it was empty. It was, but
it was also a mess. That whirlingwind had torn everything loose; papers,
books, utensils, even dishes, were scattered, ripped and broken. I had
feverishly hoped that I would, on waking, be able to attribute the whole
thing to an overactive imagination; but there was a phenomenon that
was not my imagination. No, I had not dreamed.

Before I hid Pietro's monstrous work, I rea.d his last comments on the
rite I had almost completed:

" This thing is too strong for me! I cannot fight its magic—
it has at its command the legions of hell, its servants, human and
not human. Despite my knowledge of magic and alchemy, I barely
escaped the last rite with my soul still mine and God's. I will not
go on with this work and imperil my soul and salvation. God save
thee, O reader, from the knowledge this book contains. Unless
thou art stronger than I, altempt not even those things that are
written here. Certainly seek not the book in its entirety. In the
name of God, I mean to see that my copy of Gloriae Cruoris
is destroyed. . ."

~ Here the manuscript breaks off, in mid-sentence. Itwas here, I suppose,
that Pietro hurriedly hid the parchment and the manuscript, and was
taken off to his doom at the hands.of the Inquisition.
And I had attempted to materialize that blasphemy without the slightest
knowledge of magic, white or black.

A%

IT HAS NOW BEEN NEARLY A WEEK since that horrible
night; I have neither worked nor slept. When I close my eyes my senses
are instantly bombarded with images of red corpses and ever-present
pools and fountains of blood. I have thoroughly lost my appetite, but
the thought of blood makes me swell with a sensation that is closer to
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hunger than anything else that I can think of. When I pass a butcher
shop, 1 gaze at the various animals hung upside down, their throats
slit and dripping blood; my own throat grows thick and my mind begins
to haze with anticipation. I have to keep myself from running into the
shop to do God knows what horrible and loathsome thing.

Whatever has my soul does not have it all; I can still feel, think, and
function normally, but I feel myself growing less and less coherent, and
the need for blood now and again fills me to the exclusion of every -other
thought or sensation. I cannot even seek help,as there are no longer men
who are versed in the practice of white magic and magical curing; and
any doctor would attribute the whole thing to some sort of fabulous
psychosis, and put me in a madhouse. '

Thank God there is enough of my soul and mind left at my own
command so that I was able to burn the last work of Pietro of Apono.
I hope that the place in which Girolamo chose to bury the original
parchment will forever remain undiscovered.

Though I had nwittingly committed the first required acts of desecra-
tion, and had unwillingly undergone a sort of indecent communion with
the dead spirits that apparently abound in the San Giuseppe church, I
had not completed the first rite. My only hope now is to die while the
good in me can still overpower the steadily growing evil influence that
- i$ corrupting my mind and body like a leprosy. I have lost all that I
was and all that I could have been; but my will to good is greater than
my will to evil, and thus I hope to salvage my soul while I still can.

To any readers that this may have, I ask that they pray for my
soul, and not exhibit curiosity of unwholesome things. Civilized man has
lost the knowledge and ability necessary to combat this kind of evil. If
some unwitting fool like me should find the entire Gloriae Cruoris, listen
to me, the latest man to be destroyed by it; do not experiment with it,
do not even read it. Burn it, or God help you and humanity.

I shall now take poison, and go out into the Italian sunshine and
look once more at the lovely poplar trees, which I shall miss dearly.
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fitness; approximately 6 minutes doing things that s-pe}l
o-u-t exquisite n . .. and the remaining 4 min-
utes resting and

What your ISODYNAMICS, designed specifically FOR WO-
MEN ONLY, have done for thousands of other women . . .
they can also do for you. They'll bring a lift in life when you
may think things are in their worst shape . .. that it just
un'theyourﬂ;mthn-nhullbunhn\hemimnm&t
liars . . . although you do know different.
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to burn'up a few calories that only 2 pats of butter will re-
plenish. And, in the bargain, you've developed an appetite
th-l'lladdllot more calories than you'll ever want to add up

* in your calorie counting. Why fight the impossible . . . when
lSODYNAMICSmndowmndmomlotyouhwm
touring, trimming, toning and slimming ?

If you desire exguisite figure perfection . . . here's the guide
that m things dome . . . quickly, easily, sclentifically . . .
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SEND $2 FOR YOUR DELUXE EDIION-r
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FOR POSTPAID DELIVERY ... ORDER FROM
HEALTH KNOWLEDGE, INC.
121 FIFTH AVENUE
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003 U.S.A.
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by Robert Silverberg

(author of The Unbeliever)

There comes a time when a man has had enough — but some-
times he may decide too soon . . .

THE OLD MAN SAT. QUIETLY at the edge of the hillside,
wat