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A Fantastic New Novel Filled with
Amagzing Adventures in
Another World

The People ot the

omet

By AUSTIN HALL

CHAPTER ONE

HEY say that eccentricity is

one of the marks of genius.
We are not setting out to
prove what has been said nor to deny
it; but we are ready to assert that
there are few who knew Professor
Mason who would dispute his claim

to being eccentric. 'We all knew that
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the Professor had a large thumb, and
that, as the result of an accident and
a subsequent growth, the thumb of
his right hand was fully twice as
large as that of his left; but we did
not know why he always held it erect
and watched it almost continually.
Whenever he was not seriously en-
gaged he would hold it up and seru-
tinize it carefully, as if he thought it
alive, or as if it had some affinity or
personality that he could understand
only by continuous and careful study.
He carried a small microscope in his
pocket, and would often stop, even in
the most serious conversation, to apply
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the lens, and would study, for minutes at
a time, the lines and depressions of the
distorted digit.

At such moments his looks would be
far away, speculative, and of such an
abstraction that even questions of im-
portance would not avail to regain his
attention. It was an eccentricity that
was a bit expensive, inasmuch as it cost
him friends: and lost him the respect of
some of his equally grave and respected
colleagues. 1 have heard one say :

““What! Professor Mason! That old
codger! He is either insane, or clse he
is downright insulting. All he thinks
about is his thumb. Tast night, when
we were together, we began a discussion
concerning the frequency of parabolic
orbits of comets, and I had arrived right
down to the ratio between those of the
parabolic and those of the elliptic when,
of a sudden. out camec that microscope.
Yes, sir! Right in the middle of my
talk, just when 1 was getting interested,
and for an hour that old fool sat there
Jooking at his thumb. When I lcFt, at
last, he did not know that I was leaving,
Perhaps he is peering at it yet.”

f45till,”’ I ventured, ‘“no doubt he has
reason, There is & reason for everything,
you know. Professor Mason is net quite
a fool.”’

“He isn’t!”—with a snort—*‘‘Well,
perhaps I am, then,”’

“You say you were talking about
comets?’’

“Yes. Coneerning the frequeney of
parabolic orbits thereof. DBut tell me:
what’s a thumb got to do with a comet?”’

That, of course, I conld not answer.
‘Who conld?—even in these days of ab-
stract science. Mueh less could I sur-
mise that the old Professor had dis-
covercd, in his thumb, what he con-
sidered one of the greatest scerets of
materialistic philosophy.

Professor Mason is by no means a
fool. 'When 4 mwan of his training comes
out with a statement it is well worth
considering. No onc has ever accused
him of bLeing anything that is not
scientific. Ile is a man of hard facts,
with no romance nor any taint of the
vigionary about him: he is scientific to
the last degree—and practical. Certain-
ly none of us imagined what he had dis-
covered in his thumb—and it was un-
guessable that it had to do with a comet.

It was that chance conversation with
a friend that aroused my curiosity. And
it brought me back to the realization that
there is no law for a coincidence. A co-
incidence is a fact—and as such it stands
out by itself with no law, nor reason, nor
formulated rule-whatever—an entity out
of the abstract that stands as a unit—a
thing that happens. I took it as a coin-
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cidence that my friend had run afoul of
the old Professor’s comet—for, be it
known, I myself had been insulted and
ignored in exactly the same manner: and
not once, but three times during the
previous fortnight. It was really curd-
ling to friendship to have the old pro-
fessor pull out that microseope just when
you were in the most interesting part of
your talk, and go peering at his thumb.

But there was one thing that I had
not noticed until my friend had spoken,
And afterward I repeated to myself the
question he had asked me:

““What has a thumb to do with a
comet "’

For therein lay the coincidence. 1 re-
called that on each of the ocecasions I had
inadvertently fallen into a digression on
comets. The mere mention of Halley or
Donati was sufficient to spring the lensc
from the pocket. T ean sec the old man
yel—his eves focused, his attention
riveted, and the furrows on his forehcad,
deep under the loeks of his fine gray
hair. There was something uncanny and
weird about his action : something indefi-
nite and unknown—as if he were gazing
into a secret ay intangible and immense
as the nebulous mysteries of the Milky
Way.

I don’t believe that any man, gazing
through a telescope for the first time,
ever looked more appalled than did the
Professor when looking through that
microscope, There was something weird
about his action that made you feel cold.
Perhaps it was the silence—for, with no
sound but the hum of the night world,
and the ticking of the elock, you could
not but feel lonely.

And you would feel like a fool sitting
there by yourself: you were ignored as
if you were impossible, and as if the old
man had been whiffed, on the wings of
u word, inte another world. 1Te would
sit still, graven like a stone, rigid aw
steel, hypnotized us it were: as if life
had suddenly flitted and had sniffed out
his personality—his silver beard touch-
ing the table but never moving, his
thumb held up, his eyes steady, and as
unwinking as a cat’s. After a while you
would go.

On the last occasion I had met Mrs,
Mason, She came out on the perch
just as I was leaving: she had her hands
clasped before her.

“‘Doctor Howard !”’

She was a beautiful old lady; a wee
thing with a kindly face—one of these
old ladies who remind -you of your boy-
hood’s grandmother—the kind you love.
On this night I saw that she was worried.
Something was wrong.

““What is it, Mrs. Mason ?’’

“Oh!”’ she said. ‘‘Dector Howard.
Something has happened. Can you tell
me what is the matter with Philip?”’

She seemed terribly perturbed, and she
was such a gentle old soul. My heart
went out to her. Besides, her words
seemed to supplement the actions of the
Professor. I had known her since boy-
hood—and I loved her.

““What has happened to Professor
Mason 2’” T asked,

She wrung her hands.

““That’s what T wanted to ask you,”
she said. ““I thought yon might know. It
is his thumb. Something—something
has happened to his thumb. It is terrible.
Whenever he has the chance he does that
—See?— "’ she led me to the door. “See?
There he is now. He does that all the .
time, even asy he used to wateh for
comets.”’

It alavmed me. At fivst 1 had thought
that the Professor wus overworked. I
remembered that he wax almost at the
age of retirement, and that he had been,
all his life. an indefatigable student. I
resolved that I would bring it up with
my colleagues, and that I would send
my wife over to Mrs. Muson,

But here was a new angle. The words
of the Professor’s eritic had aroused in.
me a train ol thoughts that promised
fruition. Now that I got down to it I
recalled that comets had, on each ocea-
sion been the key to the Professor’s aber-
ration. Of course, I had no iden that
there exists an aftinity, much less a law—
and I think that you will allow that no
man had, hitherto, ever dreamed that
there is a law between a thumb and a
comet.

Nevertheless it had aroused me. I
would go straight (o the Professor,
spring right off into a diseussion of
comets—which by the way, is the Pro-
fessor’y speecialty—and if he lapsed
again, I would compel him, even by
foree, to divulge his seerct. In a few
minutes I had on wmy coat and was on
my way to the observatory.

It was a fine night: and as [ looked
down from the mountain I could sense
the mist that I knew lay like a sea far
below me. There was just the suggestion
of a breeze; overhead were the stars that
had been my life study, stretching away
into the immensity that seems to go on
forever.

Much as I knew about them, it was
still so little—except the one fact that
we would never know their secret. We
might build telescopes and reflectors, and
go on digging into the depths, without
ever discovering what we were after.
Little did I think that the old Professor
had.sought for the seeret of the Universe
and had found it—in his thumb!



I found him just where I thought I
would—in the observatory, or, to be
exact, just coming out and entering his
study. He greeted me kindly. Certainly
he did not look like a man with an aber-
ration; there was just a bit of humor in
his eyes—and laughter. QOn this night
he was human, loyable—my old profes-
sor. Nevertheless he carried his thumb
erect, as if he were holding on its end
—an object.

At first he spoke of trivialities and
kept the conversation down to the
ground. He seemed to realize the
offense he had committed ; and he seemed
desirous of avoiding any mention that
would throw him into his weakness. Once
or twice he glanced at his thumb, and
at length he placed his hand upon the
table—thumb ereect.

It behooved me to be deliberate. After
all, I thought, though a scalpel draws
blood and is ruthless, it is necessary. I
would be a psychological surgeon. So
I plunged heedlessly into a discussion of
comets,

It was as I thought. For an jnstant
there was a look of helplessness in the
old man’s eyes—a sort of wistfulness
that might have been akin to fear—or
then, it might have been a silent dread
of offending. He seemed helpless—and,
without ado, out came the microscope.

This was just what I wanted. I would
know the why, and I was going to have
it. I was the younger and the stronger.
Without ceremony, I stepped forward
and tore the lens from his fingers.

It was almost pitiful to see the old
man ; he looked up at me, startled, plead-
ing almost afraid; finally he spoke:

“Doctor. I want my microscope!’’

The tone of his voice was so soft and
insinuating that I came near complying.
It was only by effort that I hung on.

““Professor,”” I said, ‘‘I shall return
it to you after a while. But first you
must answer my question,”’

“Your question?”’

““‘Just this. What has a thumb got to
do with a comet?”’

He was startled. He half rose in his
chair; the look in his eyes turned to joy.

““Then you, too, have seen it?’’ he
asked. “‘It is a fact—and it is so—I
would have sworn it. It is a fact.”

He sat down. Ilis gray eyes did not
move; they seemed to be looking straight
through me and out into the mysteries.of
the night and the stars.

‘““What is a fact?”’

‘“That there is a relation between a
thumb and a comet.’’

‘““Come, come,”” I spoke. ‘‘This is
getting us nowhere. That is just the
question that I asked. I want you to
tell me why you hold the lense to your
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thumb and what you have discovered—
what it has to do with a comet.’’

His eyes shifted; he held the digit up
before him; he examined it carefully
before he answered :

‘““Would you believe me if I were to
tell yout’’

‘(Why not”’

‘“‘Because, if what I have discovered
is true, I have gone farther than all our
telescopes can go in a million years.
There is a secret in my thumb; and if
you will listen I shall tell you.”

CHAPTER TWO

“DO YOU recall the eighteenth of last
month? Let me ask you—did you
feel an earthquake?’’

‘“No. There was none—to my knowl-
edge.””

He stopped and studied.

‘“That is the strange part of it. You
say there was none, and so do the others.
And yet I know there was, Or rather
I should say there was a disturbance. I
was alone in this building when it hap-
pened. The strange part is that none of
the instruments have recorded it.”’

‘““How would you account for that?’’

‘“At first 1 couldn’t. But after a bit
of reasoning I have been able to get
about it. You know that there is a whole
lot that we have not charted.’’

l"What")

*“What I mean is this—that our knowl-
edge of the heavens is but a few years
old—since the days of the Chaldeans,
plus what we have been able to pick up
from our knowledge of the stars, and our
computations. A thing might happen
now that has never oceurred since the
dawn of history—and it might come sud-
denly—unsuspected.’’

‘‘But nothing has happened.’’

“‘Oh yes, there has.”’

llWhat!l’

““Just what I am about to tell you. I
am not sure of my ground yet, so I am
going to ask you to hold the secret.
Afterward we shall publish it to the
world.”’

He stepped to the window. The moon
was shining through. He studied a
moment, as if he would pluck the secret
from the stars; then he turned to me.

“It is s0,”” Le said. ‘““And I am con-
vinced; but as yet I hardly dare pro-
pound it to science. Do you know,
Doctor, I am a bit sorry for astronomy.
No! Do not interrupt me. What I
mean is this—that we astronomers,
humble as we hold ourselves, are a bit
too exalted. We behold and speculate on
vast distances; and, because we do, we
unconsciously aceept, as it were, a sort
of psychological Ptolomaic theory. That
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is, we, as men, weigh up the Universe
with ourselves, mere men, as the center;
we measure distance with our intel-
ligence—and we strive for solution.
After all, our sidereal system is a very
small thing.”’

““‘Smalll”’

‘“Yes, indeed ; if there is truth in what
I am about to tell you. I know that
there is; but it came so suddenly, and
was so overpowering, that it has taken
me all these days to grasp it.”’

““And you found it in your thumb!”’

He held up his hand. ‘“Wait. I shall
come to that in time. Let me tell nty
story.

““It was on the eighteenth of last
month. If you stop and think you will
recall that it was a warm night, and that
it was unusually sultry; so much so that
I had the windows open, and for com-
fort, had stripped to my shirt sleeves. 1
had just stepped out of the observatory
and had entered this very room. I was
writing an article for the Astronomical
Review, a sort of layman’s article that
was intended, by the editors, for general
distribution. Inasmuch as it was for the
common reader, I was writing in a sort
of analogous style, using comparisons,
that the most uninitiated might under-
stand. It was on comets and their
probable use in the sidereal mechanism
for, as you know, I have always
held our sidereal system as a com-
posite, integral thing. When I came out
of the observatory I sat down to my
manuseript.

‘‘But first I went to the window. It
was a sultry night; very much so. So
much so, in faet, that I experienced a
slight diffieulty in breathing. I looked
out of the window and endeavored to
get a bit of fresh air. I am not as young
as I once was, and I have had several
such attacks, especially in sultry
weather. But on this night it was pro-
nounced, and peculiar. I might say that
there was something wrong with the air
—a peculiar odor, heavy, and inert,—
like the breath of a snake, And it was
charged.

““I noticed this because I happened to
touch or move my hand over a piece of
silk by the window; and I was surprised
by the resultant flicker of eleetricity
that it evoked—I had never noticed it
before. My heart seemed heavy, preg-
nant, expectant; and I felt a sudden
flutter pulsing through my veins—like a
palpitation. It was unusual, weird, in-
tuitive. Again I looked out of the win-
dow.

‘“ Now my sight is poor; and I blamed
it, at the moment, on my defective vision.
For, at the moment, the whole mountain
was lighted by a rain of million pointed



lights, like myriads of fire flies, a shower
of infinitesimal fire-points, And I took
it to be optical because I had exactly the
same feeling in my eyes that I have when
I look at the sun. In fact it pained me;
so that I shut them.

‘““When I opened them the fire points
were gone. Except the odor, there was
not a thing unusual; the moon was
lighting the mountain-rim to the east-
ward; the stars were the same; and be-
low I could see the town lights in the
valley. It was almost midnight, and
most of the people of our village had
retired for the night. I returned to ray
manuscript. I was alone.

T had just time to sit down when it
happened —like an earthquake, exactly—
a sort of muffled roar, then a jerk as if
the Universe were putting on the brakes,
and a twisting and a grinding. It was
so violent that my chair was wrenched
sidewise and spinning; and I was thrown
to my feet. The table shunted across
against the wall; and the books in the
shelves shot out over the floor. For a
moment I thought that the mountain
was breaking to pieces. The peak of an
earthquake is the last thing in the ex-
pression of helplessness.

I rushed to the door. It was good
to be outside. The air was fresh; and
the peculiar snakelike stagnation was
gone. It was not my first earthquake,
and of course, I was not terrified. Never-
theless it was sweet and fresh in the
open air; and as 1 was a bit overcome 1
remained outside for a few minutes.
Then I started back to my study, intend-
ing to go from there to the observatory;
when I heard a noise behind me.

“It was a peculiar sound—Ilike some
one breathing, at first—then it was like
a woman’s voice, dulcet, musical, sad.
It was below the parapet where they had
leveled off the mountain’s tip when they
built the observatory. Then I heard the
voice of a man, reassuring and full of
solicitude. They were directly below me,
and ipasmuch as it was nearly midnight
I could not but wonder.

““Then the thought came to me that it
might be none of my business. Lovers
have a way of climbing mountains; and
I have no doubt that there is much more
fervor in courtship on a summit than at
the bottom; else why these continual
climbings? T returned to the study.

““I had just picked up a sheet of my
manuseript when the door opened, and
some one stepped into the room. There
was no knocking. I looked up.

““Two people were standing at the
door, 2 man and a maiden; and I may as
well say, right here, that they were the
most wonderful and perfect specimens
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that I have ever seen. The man was not
more than twenty-seven years of age;
the girl was possible eighteen or nineteen
years old, The maiden was leaning on
the man; and both were almost naked.
At least, it seemed so when I first be-
held them, for their dress was totally
impossible when compared to the con-
ventional covering of today.

““The man was covered with a mantle
or tunic of beautiful purple feathers—
a down as soft as that that comes from
under the breast of the eider duck; his
arms were bare, and likewise his legs—
a splendid strapping man of almost un-
earthly strength and beauty—such a be-
ing as might come to a poet in the midst
of a classic dream; a youth who, but for
his eyes, might have stood as a model for
our conception of physical perfection.

““It was his eyes that first caught me
and made me rise from my chair—for
they were a deep glowing mahogany—
the most remarkable eyes I had ever
looked into, intelligent, full-souled, su-
perhuman. He must have been six feet
two inches high, a man who, even as he
stood, would have weighed well over two
hundred pounds.

““He was supporting a maiden as
beautiful as he, himself, was perfect—a
girl of golden hair and nymphlike grace
—but full-breasted, like the beauties that
the Greeks put upon Olympus, Like
the man, she was clothed in feathers,
only they were longer and of a deeper
hue of purple—a robe that reached from
her knees up to the full swell of her
bosom ; but dropped down below the left
breast, leaving it bare—a splendid
creature of rare exquisite beauty and
unhesitating innocence. Though her
costume would not have done for a city
street, it did not, in her case, seem at
all immodest. Her little feet were en-
cused in sandals wrought in silver and
gold, and bound about her limbs by
thongs of silklike leather.

“‘Surely no man had ever seen such a
pair—and upon a mountain! I stepped
forward. The maiden looked first at me
and then at her companion; her eyes
were wonderful—not mahogany but
blue—blue as the iropic sea; they were
full of light, the indefinable flare of
passion and tenderness. There was query
in her expression—as if she were behold-
ing something that she could not under-
stand. She clung to her lover, drawing
herself behind the protection of his arm,
and regarding me as if I were a creature
drawn from another world, instead of a
dried-up astronomer; and as if the fur-
nishings of the study were each and
every one an engine of destruction. Her
fear was that of a child, her trust in her
companion that of a maiden,

“The man held up his hand, pointing.
There was something tragic about his
action—something that I could not un-
derstand. Surely they were man and
maiden! I could see that much; but, I
could not understand their motive. I
stepped forward.

¢ ‘I beg pardon—but—excuse me—is
there something that you wish—some-
thing that I—’

“I stopped, for I saw at once, from
the incredulous and puzzled look upon
their faces that they did not understand
me. Whoever they were, they did not
understand English. That was certain.
So I tried again in French, German,
Ttalian, Portuguese, and finally in
Arabic. From my earliest youth I have
made the study of language an avoca-
tion; and you know I am almost as good
a philologist as I am an astronomer.
After I had essayed the same attempt in
the sixth langunage I stopped. They were
both, apparently, of Caucasian extrae-
tion; and I knew from the expression
upon their faces that they had heard me.
Certainly they were normal; and not
defective. I do not know who was the
more puzzled. For a moment we all stood
still.

““Now the moon was rising to the east-
ward—the full moon—and its light was
flooding through the window; on the
eastern mountains we could see its mel-
low disk poised like a burnished plate.
The man stepped up beside me. He-
caught me by the shoulder, and again
he pointed; this time he spoke, in a voice
full of power and magnetism—a
splendid, virile voice, surcharged, as it
were, with authority and intuitive per-
sonality. He pointed to the ground out-
side.
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““Roos. The word was a strange one;
but somehow it had a familiar ring, I
had spoken in several languages; and
now I was being addressed in a tongue
that I could not understand. 1 had es-
sayed my question in several forms; I
had one remaining—Sanserit—and the
word Roos, so far as I knew, was not of
the old mother tongue. I could only
answer as I pointed to the ground.

[T} ‘Earth.’

“‘But the word had no significance; he
was more puzzled than ever. For some
moments he watched the moon, until the
ring of the disk had left the crest of the
mountains and had floated up into the
star-salted sky. The girl rested in the
fold of his arm, waiting. She, too,-
watched the moon. There was something
uncanny in their presence; for they were
both of them as beautiful as the gods of
old Hellas. They spoke together; and
the man pointed at the orb, The girl



nodded. Her face was full of delight
and wonder, as if she were beholding a
spectacle that had long been promised.
The man’s voice was affirmative and
emphatie, certain; even if he could not
understand me; and once again he
pointed at the moon. The man turned to
me:

‘“‘Mas?’ Ie indicated the moon.

‘““For an instant my mind ran the
gamut of several languages. Mas? Mas?
And then it came—it was the moon—
the old mother tongue, Sanserit for the
moon—3as! The man was speaking
Sanserit! My heart leaped at the dis-
covery.

¢ ¢The Moon—Mas!’ 1 nodded. It was
my first conversational effort in an al-
most mummified language; for a
moment I was bewildered; I repeated
my words; ‘Yes—Mas—the Moon!’

‘“He smiled; again he spoke to the
maiden; then he turned to me; he
pointed at the ground:

&t ‘mm"

“‘It was the same word again; evident-
ly he meant the Earth; so I repeated my
answer:

(11 lEarthl

**And again we came to a deadlock. I
saw that, unless we could overcome it,
our conversation would get us nowhere.
I was supremely interested in this won-
derful couple who spoke Sanserit. It
had been a dead language for thousands
of years. Who could they be? Certain-
ly I could not account for the manmer
of their coming, nor for their dress, nor
for their beauty. Though they were man
and maiden, human like myself, there
was, for all that, a vast gulf between us.
I had a notion of time, somehow, a vague
apprehension of a leap across the bridge
of the ages.

““For a moment I thought rapidly, my
mind cluttered with conjectures, all of
which I thrust aside for something prae-
tical. The man spoke of the Earth, or
what, to him, had apparently the same
meaning; and as an astronomer the word
had, to me, a speecial significance—a
planet, a part of the solar system. I
thought of the globe in the corner, and
pointed.

‘“‘He was delighted. At the sight of
the sphere he ran over to it and spun it
upon its axis; again he spoke to the
maiden, in the same language: but too
rapidly for me to follow. Tlc girl fell
upon her knees and watehed, while the
other traced his fingers over the surface.
I noticed that his search was slow and
uncertain, like a school boy’s first ad-
venture with a map; and I noted, also,
that most of his search was abount the
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poles. But he was perplexed. There
was something about the globe that
puzzled him. Only occasionally did his
face light up, and then only when he
ran his fingers over some northern con-
tinent. At last he turned to me. He
pointed at the sphere.

(11 ‘Ruus t

‘It was not a question this time. Ap-
parently he was satisfied on the point
of the globe. Roos was, indeed, the
Earth.

““I nodded; then, under the lead of a
happy inspiration, I pointed to Cali-
fornia.

‘‘The name had, apparently, no mean-
ing; but when he followed my finger he
drew back; he looked up at my face; his
eyes were wide, almost wild. I don’t
know that I have ever seen such an ex-
pression in a man’s eyes— it was in-
credulous, almost terrified. He glanced
about the room, at the books and at in-
struments upon the table; then he stood
up. The beautiful girl by his side
watched him with growing wonder, Ap-
parently she could understand neither
her companion nor myself. The man
spoke, following my words, then he went
into the old tongue, speaking slowly so I
could follow:

‘“ “You mean that this is California—
here—that you live here !’

‘“He indicated my finger.

‘“ ‘Exactly,” T answered. ‘Here. This
is California. We are here at this very
moment.’

¢¢ ‘Impaossible !’

‘“ ‘Impossible? Why?’ I could not
understand. At first I had entertained
the idea that the pair might be a couple
of masqueraders out on a lark; but the
language they spoke, together with their
sincerity, did not allow it.

“ ‘Why is it impossible?’ I asked. ‘I
have been here for twenty years.’

¢ ‘Tt is impossible,” he answered, ‘be-
cause you could not live here. You
would burn. 1t is too far south.’

‘¢ ‘T do not understand you. Who are
you who come herc speaking an obsolete
language? You are not English, nor
French, nor German—yet you are
Caucasian. ITow did you come here?
‘What do you mean by saying that we arc
too far south?’

“For answer he stepped to the globe,
and placed his finger on the upper part
of Greenland:

““ “We should be here.
possible as far south as you say.
impossible.’

““To say that I was interested is to say
nothing. I could not understand. Was
it possible that there was life to the
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north of Greenland? I stepped over to
the shelf and drew down a book on Arctie
exploration; I opened it at a typieal il-
lustration—an ice field—a vast expanse
of heartless, frigid, piled-up icy desert.

‘“ “That’s Greenland,’ I said. And to
illustrate my words still further, I drew
a piece of ice from the container and
placed it in his hand. His jaw dropped.
I felt sorry when I saw his dismay; and
I had the feeling that there was a great
wrong done somehow. He sat down on
a chair, and in utter misery he dropped
his head upon the table and covered it
with his arms. The girl nestled to him;
she threw one of her beautiful arms
about his neck and with her hand began
stroking the hair back from his fore-
head.

¢ “What is it, Alvas?’ she asked. ‘Is it
wrong? It must be as you say. You
know so much. After all that you have
done, you cannot fail now. It must be
as you say. You have proved cvery-
thing—and now that you have come back
to little things you cannot fail here. You
are the greatest astronomer that ever
lived.’

‘¢ An astronomer!

‘¢ ¢Then you are an astronomer!’ I ex-
claimed.

““The man looked up. He took the girl
in his arms, and kissed her; there was a
bit of anguish in the action, like that of
one who has lost everything, like that of
one who, in the supreme moment, has
gone down in utter defeat.

€€ ‘T am afraid that it is so, Sora,” he
said. ‘It must be so. There is one thing
that I had thought of; but have for-
gotten until now. I have made a great
mistake. There are things that may
and may not be. It is no more than
natural that I, who have found every-
thing, should fail in the end. It is God’s
will. It is his rule that Man can go
only just so far. I had forgotten vibra-
tion,’

““ “What do you mean?’

“¢ ¢ Tust this, dear, You and I are only
o youth and a maiden. The stuff that this
man placed in my hand just now is ice,
or frozen water, which we could make
only under process. If it is true that it
is heaped about the poles it ean mean but
one thing—that you and I are very very,
old. Old!’—there was a depth of des-
pair in the word—‘Our world has been
buried and forgotten these millions of
years! You and I are probably thirty,
perhaps one hundred million years of

L3

¢ ‘But it has only been a few days!’

¢ ¢] know it. We have come through
the Universe and solved Infinity. Now
we pay the penalty:’



CHAPTER THREE

““Y LISTENED to their talk with an

interest that can be imagined. Al-
though I could understand their words,
I could not, for all that, get at their
meaning; and when the man spoke of
Infinity I felt the return of my old ask-
ance, No man can solve Infinity, nor
get at the beginning of things.

““Yet, for all that, here was a miracle,
or something very near to it—there was
something, some strange force that had
brought the man and the maiden. Could
it be that their age was to be measured
by millions of years? I am an old man
and a scientist; and I am given to faets;
my whole life has been spent in tearing
down dreams and theories and forcing
all things down to the level of solid
mathematics. And now I was come to
this!

““I looked out of the open window at
the sleeping village. It was my own
mountain, with the deep shadows to the
south, the round old moon floating over-
head, and a slight breeze rustling from
the north. A dog, one of the children’s
pets, was barking; from the depths of
the canyon I caught the hoot of a night
owl. Everything was as it should be—
except these people.

““They must pay the penalty for
what? For a staid astronomer I was
surely having an experience!

“But now the man Alvas looked up
again; he glanced curiously about the
room, at the fixtures, at everything. I
had the feeling, at the moment, that,
should I at some far future age suddenly
open my eyes upon a new civilization, I
would be more curious. I noted that
there was a total lack of fear in his
action; he seemed to take things for
granted and to assume that I was a
scholar, even as he.

‘ “You are an astronomer?’ he asked.

““‘I am. This is Hazleton Observa-
tory.’

‘‘The girl watched the both of us; her
innocent, beautiful eyes were full of
question. Somehow I could not get over
the notion that she was not of our world;
she was too ethereal, The man studied
over my words.

‘¢ ‘It is fortunate,” he said at length.
‘ Although I have made a grievous mis-
take it might have been worse. Fate has
at least granted me a bit of good fortune.
You might have been a blacksmith, a
mechanic, or a tradesman; your being an
astronomer assures me of at least a hear-
ing. You will understand.’

‘T am sure I do not understand you
now. You have not answered my ques-
tion. Who are you?’
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““¢T am Alvas,” he answered. ‘Alvas,
King of the Northern Pole; I am Alvas
the Astronomer—son of Alvas the Wise,
the fourteenth king in direct line from
Alvas the Great, he who was the lord
of the atom, the first king of the Sansars
to conquer and harness the laws of
atomic force. I am Alvas the Sansar,
the first of the Seientific Kings to pene-
trate through matter and solve the sub-
stanee. I am the first man to eut through
Infinity.’

““All this was like talk from Fairy-
land ; so I answered:

““ ‘Your titles are high-sounding and
interesting ; but utterly strange. I know
of no land of the Sansars, nor Royal line
of Alvas, All I know is that you speak
Sanscrit, which is a sort of mother
tongue to all Caucasian tongues—there-
fore you must be connected with some-
thing very ancient. I cannot understand
your allusion to millions of years. No
man may live so long.’

““ “Yet you are an astronomer {’

L1 ‘I am-,

“‘And you know of the moon—of
Lunar civilization?’

‘¢ ¢Civilization upon the moon!’

“““Ah! Then you do not know. It is
strange. What is your specialty ?’

‘¢ ‘I make a special study of comets.’

‘“““Ah!” He seemed to light up with
a sort of enthusiasm. He walked to the
window and looked out. Then he re-
turned; when he was directly under the
light he held up his thumb. There was
something strange in the action, a
peculiar inquisitiveness and inspeetion;
under the guidance of impulse, I passed
him a small microscope, which, after a
bit of examination, he held over his hand.
It was a queer bit of acting. I could not
but wonder—what could be the relation
between his thumb and a comet ! Sudden-
ly he looked up.

““‘You say that you specialize on
comets. Can you tell me,’ he asked,
‘what 4 comet is? For instance, what is
its reason in your Universe? 1 am ask-
ing you because I, too, specialize on
comets.’

‘¢ ¢TI don’t know, exactly,” I answered.
‘It’s a question that is a bit difficult to
answer. No man knows the reason for
any part of the Universe—let alone a
comet. We know that comets do not fall
in with the usual laws of the solar sys-
tem— their orbits are different, for in-
stauce, and their actions are somewhat
irregular. I am afraid that I cannot
give you a definite answer.’

‘““He did not reply. Instead, he fell
under the influence of the microscope;
the clock ticked on;, while my strange
visitor with the beautiful maiden by his
side - peered through the lens at his

thumb. At last I asked irreverently,
and, I am afraid, a bit perversely:

‘“ ‘Has a comet anything to do with
that thumb ¢’

“It was a boyish question for an
astronomer; I felt, somehow, that 1 was
being hoaxed; for in no other way could
I explain the attention that the man gave
to his thumb.

““The maiden placed her finger at the
point just where the nail ran into the
flesh,

‘¢ ¢ Alvas.” she said. ‘It was right here
—the laws you have drawn out and
evolved. It was so. Yet you say that
you have made a mistake. It was so
strange, and so unthought of. After so
much speculation and so much thought,
it turned out to be so simple. Yet how
does it come that we are so old? It
seems like only a few hours.’

‘¢ ‘T said,” he answered, ‘that it was a
mistake; and it was. But it is as it
should be. It could not be else. The
mistake was only in my caleulation.
Nature does not fail, And now that I
have had time to think, I know that we
really should be millions of years of age
—were we not, the fabric of things
would fall asunder.’

‘¢ “Then you were right.’

““‘God is right. There is but one
mighty unity down to the tiniest thing.’

“‘Surely this strange pair had a
message to tell. I waited expectantly.
As a man of sense I thought it best to
listen to their story before passing judg-
ment, Who was this king of the North-
ern Pole— Alvas the Sansar—the astron-
omer? Was it possible that I was to
look into a sealed book of our planet’s:
history? Whence came their knowledge
of Sanscrit?

““My mind went back to the shadows
of the beginning, und to the Darwinian
theory, and to the one point wherein it
seems to fail—on the speeific origin of
Man.

“It is a curious fact, that, in spite of
all we know of evolution, we can never
prove anything specific concerning the
first actual appearance of Man. When
we find him he is full-fledged. No
science has ever been able to turn up a
fact of tramsition, Evolution teaches;
physiology, palaeontology, embryology,
everything tends one way ; except to the
one and the main thing—we have never
been able to dig up the manlike ape who
is said to have been man’s progenitor.

““ And who were the original Aryans?
They are supposed to have come down
from the highlands of Asia into Europe,
India, and Persia, where they became
Caucasians. Who were they? Whence
did they come?! And who were their
antecedents? The nearest approach that



we get to the secret is the old Sanserit
language. And this beautiful couple
spoke Sanserit! Was it possible that in
the past there had been a wisdom and
state far above our own vaunted eivili-
zation ?

““I recalled the ice ages and the calam-
ities that were visited upon the Earth
before the coming of Man. The old
Earth has had her vicissitudes. I could
picture a great and wonderful civiliza-
tion crushed by the hand of frost--the
shifting of the poles—a few stragglers
drifting, naked, before the avalanche of
ice—millions of years. Man might have
originated about the poles. We have
never found his progenitor, simply be-
cause we have never looked in the right
place. Was it possible?

‘““Whatever the tale that they had to
tell, it would be interesting. I was all
eagerness. A slight breeze was drifting
through the open window, enough to
cateh in the downy feathers of their gar-
ments and to rustle in their purple soft-
ness. I wondered at their dress. Surely
there was nothing on Earth like it.

‘I wish to ask you,” he said, ‘con-
cerning your life. I am Alvas, the king
of the Sansars, and this is Sora, who
would haye been my Queen had every-
thing turned out as I expected—were
I not millions of years too late. I want
you to tell me of your life.’

‘“ “What would you know?’

‘“ ‘Everything. For instance, how
does it come that you live so far south?
I want to know about yourself and your
civilization. How old is your civiliza-
tion?’

““ ‘That depends,” I answered, ‘upon
what you call civilization,’

‘‘His face clouded, and the old puzzled
look came back.,

“‘You seem civilized,” he replied.
‘Let me state it differently. How old is
your history? You surely keep records,
and have a knowledge of the past. How
far back have you a record of Man¥’

‘“ ‘Recorded history goes back about
six thousand years,’ I replied, ‘or rather,
1 should say, traditional history. Beyond
that we have a pall of darkmess; with
Man upon the Earth, but no record.’

‘ ‘How far back have you been able to
trace Man?’

‘¢ ¢ About two hundred and fifty thou-
sand years.’

(11 ‘And he_!

¢ “Was a savage.’

““‘Oh, Alvas,” spoke up the girl, ‘it
has only been a few days! It cannot be!
There is some mistale.’

‘¢ “There is no mistake, Sora,’ he an-
swered. ‘I can explain it all in the end.
Nevertheless, there has been a cataclysm
of some sort.” He turned to me. ‘Have
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you ever thought of speaking to the
moon §’

‘¢ “Speaking to the moon! There is no
life upon the moon. How could we
speak?’

““ ‘How do you know there is no life
upon the moon 1’

‘‘ ‘Because there is no atmosphere
upon the moon. Any astronomer, even a
boy, knows there is no oxygen. Life
could not be—for an instant.’

‘“He thought for & moment; then he
spoke :

‘“ “You say there is no life there; you
say that it is not possible; are you sure
there is no oxygen?’

¢ ‘Quite sure.’

‘“ “Then,” he answered, ‘we are very
old, indeed. And you say that Man,
your Man, goes back only two hundred
and fifty thousand years. How does it
come that you and I speak the same
language?’

““‘I do not know,’ I replied, ‘but it
seems that we are related, somehow. I
cannot understand your statement that
you are millions of years of age.’

“ ‘It can be explained very easily,” he
said. ‘Have you any knowledge of
atomic force?’

*“ ‘Very little,” I replied. ‘Our phys-
icists are just beginming to study into
the atom. We know some of the facts,
and have learned some of the laws of
vibration, light, and so forth.’

“““You understand steam?’

(11 ‘Yes‘i

‘¢ ‘Electricity %’

(1] ‘Y&,

““ ‘The laws of gravitation?’

“““Yes. We understand the laws; but
we do not know what gravitation is, be-
yond a knowledge that it is everywhere,
and penetrates through everything.
‘Why do you ask these questions ¢’

“ ‘Because I wish to know whether
you are far enough along to understand
my story. For if, as you say, there is
no atmosphere upon the moon, I have
been gone a very long time—according
to the earthly eyele, milllons of years.
And yet, for all that, we have been away
but a short while.’

‘‘ “Where have you been? Have you
not beer upon the Earth?$’

‘“‘It is a strange story that I have
to tell. After I am through you will
understand ; and we ean compare notes,
and figure out what became of the civil-
ization that I left behind—and perhaps
establish some legitimate fact concerning
the origin of your Man. For I have no
doubt that the Sansars were your pro-
genitors. There must have been some
calamity to overthrow the civilization of
the Northern Pole—some terrible cata-
clysm that destroyed all but a few sur-
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vivors; it seems incredible that what we
worked out through millions of years
should go for naught. They must have
wandered southward and lapsed into
savagery. Have you ever found any
traces of civilization, eities and suech,
abont the Northern Pole?’

¢“ ‘My dear sir,’ I answered, * we know
practically nothing about the North. Be-
yond the Aretic Circle we may pene-
trate only with great hardship. If there
is a vestige of the past it is buried under
tons of ice: and we don’t know where
to find it.’

‘“ ‘But you have explained the stars?’

‘“He seemed to leap from one question
to another with bewildering facility,

‘“ ‘Explained them?’

““ “You know what they are, of course
—their reason?’

¢ ‘I am afraid that we do not—that is,
if you mean their reason in space, their
relation to Infinity.’

‘“We were standing close together; the
man was almost by my side; he still held
the mieroscope in his hand. When I gave
him my last answer, he reached over sud-
denly and caught hold of my thumb, He
held it ap. I did not resist.

‘‘ ‘Suppose I were to tell you that you
had the secret of things and held the
reason of your visual Universe in your
thumb., What would you say?’

*“ ‘I would say that you are very un-
scientific. Surely you would not expect
me to deseend to nonsense,’

‘““He smiled. ‘Undoubtedly. But I
venture to say that you will agree with
me that most of the things, which you
consider inexplicable, are found, when
analyzed and got at from the bottom, to
be very simple. It is so with your visual
Universe ; and, paradoxieally, when I am
through you shall know that, though it
is a very small thing, it is, for all that,
infinitely beyond anything that you may
imagine. If you understand anything
about atomie law you can follow and un-
derstand my story.’

CHAPTER FOUR

E SAT down on a chair that I had

brought forward. The girl took her
seat beside him, And then he began
his tale.

‘I am Alvas the Sansar,” he began,
‘Alvas the Astronomer, the King of the
Sansars, the fourteenth in direct line
from the Great Alvas, he who was the
first lord of the atom. My people were a
great people inhabiting the region of the
Northern Pole,

““ ‘If T lapse into the present, remem-
ber that it is because it is hard for me
to realize that all I have to tell is mil-
lions of years in the past. Nevertheless
it is so; and I shall be able to explain it.’
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‘“‘He turned to the globe and put his
finger on the spot that I had called
Greenland.

“‘If you will look at this globe
you will observe that there is a great
deal of land in the North. The conti-
nent which you have called Greenland
reaches close to the Pole itself; and in
my day extended to and beyond the Pole
as far south as the seventieth degree,
and was fringed on, the opposite side by
a pumber of islands, of which this,” he
pointed to Nova Zembla, ‘might have
been one. Still farther south were the
great continents, the torrid lands of the
south, teeeming with terrible life, pesti-
lence, steaming heat, and sudden death—
regions which we could cirele, but which
we could penetrate only at the penalty
of certain destruction. All our life was
clustered about the Pole,

¢ “This was due to a very simple fact
of planetary evolution, The Earth, when
it cooled, allowed life at the poles be-
fore anywhere else; when the rest of
the Earth was a swirl of steam, when the
erust of the equator was a mass of fire,
the temperature of the poles, alone, was
of sufficient coolness to allow the begin-
nings of life.

““ ‘*We know that the first life upon
the Earth was about the poles. We know
also, that, before the beginning of life,
the Earth was a ball of fire. It is a part
of the solar system, and much like the
sun about which it rotates, We know that
uncounted ages must have elapsed before
the planet had cooled sufficiently to al-
low the hot vapors to condense and set-
tle into the hollows to form the oceans.
In the first ages the whole Earth must
have been surrounded and enveloped by
an immense pall of vapor through which
the sun could not penetrate, and under
which the Earth lay swaddled for cons,
warmed by its own heat and entirely in-
dependent of anything external. In the
first ages, then, the poles were much like
the equator. There was no sun—only
a half light, and moisture dripping never
ceasingly from the everlasting clouds.
It was an age of mushroom-like vegeta-
tion; but of very little animal life.

¢ ‘{Then came the sun.

‘¢ ‘The pall of vapor broke and de-
scended into the seas; and life began to
appear and to roam gver the fuce of the
Earth, And when the sun first broke
through, it was not a question of how
much heat ; but of how little. Naturally,
the first place where life was possible
was at the poles.

¢ ‘Thus we accounted for the begin-
ning.’

¢ <T ynderstand,’ I answered, ‘most of
our astronomers accept it cven foday.
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Life was certainly possible at the Poles
before anywhere else. But I don’t recall
any scholar ever suggesting that we look
there for the origin of Man.’

¢ “Why not? Surely you have traced
bim from the north?’

“ ‘Come to think of it, we have. Tell
me what you know. Whence came your
Sansars?’

““But he shook his head.

‘‘ “That I cannot tell. I am as ignorant
of the origin of our Man as you are of
yours. You say that your beginnings are
shrouded in mystery and obscurity. So
are ours, Only, while you may trace
yourselves back to the Sansars, we can
look back only into the mists of the be-

gmnng,

““ “How long had you a record of your
Man?’ I asked.

“ ‘Millions of years.’

¢ And your civilization?’

‘¢ ‘Several hundred thousand years, I
think oyr civilization was much older
than yours, Though we had no record
of Man in the heginning, we had, never-
theless, 8 written chronicle that.ran back
many thousands of years.’

‘‘ “ And you say that all this was in the
past—millions of years ago—that you
are millions of years of age—and that
the Caucasian races of today are your
descendants?’

¢ ‘I am sure of it. You speak the San-
sar language, and that is proof of the
relation. If you live here’—he pointed
to California—‘you must be living on an
Earth where the Poles are froazen; and
that alone is a proof of the Time. We
have been away for millions of years—
though to us it seems but 8 number of
days. Sora here,” he pointed to the girl,
‘does not understand ; but I can explairi.
Let me look at the globe,’

‘““He spun the sphere upon its axis;
then he stopped it and traced his finger
over the North of Greenland. He shook
his head. :

‘“ “‘Some of this ig familiar; but not
all, The city of the Sansars should be
here, very close to the pole. You have
it down as sea. Farther south, where
you have these islands, were the observa-
tories, close to the Magnetic Pole. The
first observatory was at the Pole itself.
The city of Sansar was a metropolis of a
million inhabitants, All this,” he made
a sweep over the Arctic— was rich and
inhabitable, a prosperous couuntry teem-
ing with resource. But here,’ he point-
ed to the North tip of North America,
‘we could not go. It was too hot—.’

‘“ “You mean, then, that in this age of
which yon are speaking, the Earth was
cooled off only about the poles, and that
what we call North America was too hot
for human habitation?’

¢ ‘Exactly, We lived about the pole.
There were a8 few, our Wise Men, for in-
stance, who calculated against the fu-
ture, when the cold would encroach, and
we would have to move to the southward;
but the average man considered it not.
There were some, super-wise, who pre-
dicted that the time would come in the
eons of the future, when the whole world
would freeze up entirely, and life be
impossible,’

““I nodded at this,

‘¢ “That is so,” I said. ‘We have proof
of that in the moon. There is no life
upon the moon. And as the moon has
gone so must go the Earth.’

““‘Yes. That is where we got our
proof of the future. But in our day
the moon was inhabited.’

*¢ ‘Inhabited? Then your civilization
must have been greater than ours of
today. How would you know? Had
you means of communication with the
moon?’

¢ “Yes. But that is a long story, We
discovered its life and ecivilization
through an accident of our wireless,
which I do not cave to relate now. I
shall only say that there was not only
life, but a_great civilization upon the
moon, and that the satellite was in the
last stages of active planetary evolution ;
and had come to the point where life
was possible only about the equator®
Therefore, when you say that you are
living here, in what you call California,
I know that I have been gone a great
length of time, It would take millions
of years for the Earth to cool off suffi-
ciently to permit life this far south., My
people of Sansar are dead, the Northern
Pole is frozen, and I return to the Earth
a stranger.’ :

¢TI could but listen. Was it possible
that there had been life, even civiliza-
tion, upon the moon? Could it be that
this man, eoming out of mystery, would
unriddle the past? Who of us has ever
gazed at the moon, without speculating
over its history, without considering
what it might have been when it wag a
whirring planet, alive and atmospheric?
Surely, it was not impossible that there
had been life, even civilization!

““T recalled, further, that, although all
of the white races have come sweeping
out of the highlands of upper Asia, there
is not, for all that, one man of the orig-
inal stock left there today ; and there is
no one, even among the greatest scholars,
who can give a satisfactory answer to the
riddle of the Aryans. Like bees, they
have swarmed: out of the original hive
in the uplands of Asia. Iberians, Greeks,
Lating, Celts, Goths, Hindoos, Persiaus,
Secandinavians, Germans, Slave—each
swarm sweeping and crowding ifs pre-



decessor, and each one bearing in its
multitudes embryonic seceds that were to
bear out in the complex fruit of modern
civilization. Who were the original
Aryans? No man knows, Why should
I doubt the Sansars?

““‘If there has been life about the
North Pole,’ I spoke, ‘I wish you would
tell me about it. Most of all T would have
you tell me how it comes that you are
here tonight, and what a thumb has to
do with a comet.’

CHAPTER FIVE

E TURNED to the globe, spun it

upon its axis, and placed his hand

upon the spot indicated as the Polar
regions,

‘¢ ‘This,” he said, ‘was Sansar, this
part of the Earth that you have marked
down as the region of ice, Here was the
‘1and that I left behind me and here was
the home of my people. Right here on
the north tip of what you call the con-
-tinent of Greenland was the city of San-
- sar, where I was born, raised, and edu-
cated as king.

““‘T am Alvas the Astronomer, the
King of the Sansars, the last of the sei-
entific kings descended from the Great
Alvas, who discovered the atom. And I
am here tonight, the victim, you might
say, of too much research,

““‘In the beginning I shall speak
broadly and not go into too much detail.

‘¢ ‘Here lived my people, the Sansars,
and here was the first life possible upon
your Earth and my Earth, right here
about the poles that you have forgotten.

““ “We had a civilization that was very
advanced. We had about everything, I
think, that you have in your life today,
steam, electricity, spectroscopie analysis,
gravitational control, atomic force. We
had newspapers, literature, art, musie,
science. We were a healthy, sports-lov-
ing people, We had pleasures, theatres,
operas, games of all sorts, and all the
other amusemenls that interest the
healthy and the intellectual. We were
strong, robust, refined.

““ “Our kings were known as the Alvas,
kings who devoted themselves, not to
wars, but to scientific research and the
education of their people. I was an Al-
vas, the fourteenth in direct line from
the great one who had discovered the
atom. My father, known as Alvas the
Wige, died when I was a child, and I
was reared by a group of scientists. For
the Sansars were careful of their princes,

-and were desirous that I be raised in an
atmosphere that would make me a wor-
thy ruler. All the Alvic line had been
‘meén of science, When I was old enough
I - was given my choice of a specialty.
I chose astronomy.
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‘¢ *On the day that I ecame to maturity,
and received my rights of kingship, 1
was given my degree as an astronomer.

““ ‘I was young and full of ambition,
and I entertained, I am afraid, rather
wild and speculative ideas concerning
the science that I had chosen as my ma-
jor. I had a strong notion of my own

ability, and, I must say, a rather justi-

fiable hope that I was to surpass any of
my ancestors.

‘¢ ‘Most of all did this apply to the
Great Alvas, he who had discovered the
atom. I had a theory that I had evolved
out of a reckless mind. a theory that I
would prove with a comet. I was cer-
tain that I could carry the discoveries
of the Great Alvas out of the atom and
out into the stars. I had the laws of
Alvas at my hand; and I would soon
have a comet. For we were approaching
the days of the Blood Red Comet.

¢ ‘T had always been interested in the
laws of Alvas, and I had studied cars-
fully all of his discoveries and specula-
tions. He was the first to solve the atom
and to prove that matter is everlasting.
He had shown that the atom is nothing
other than a solar system cntirely anal-
ogous to our sun and planets, and that
there is not a particle of difference in its
laws other than a variance in the de-
gree of vibration. For instance: that the
movement in an atomic world is infinite-
ly faster than in the world that we call
our own. He proved that the compo-
nent units of the atom are revolving at
the terrific speed of forty thousand miles
a seeond, traveling so fast as to be be-
yond human conception; and he demon-
strated that, although revolving so fast,
the separate parts of the atom are as
much a cog of the Universe as our own
solar system, and that each infinitesimal
thing, no matter how far below human
sight, is as important in the scheme of
the whole as anything above it.

‘“ ‘The only difference between our
world and that of the atom, said he, is
that we are attuned to the vibration in
which we live; and that while we mea-
sure our relative time by the procession
of our revolutions about the sun, we are
not living a bit longer, in respeet to ra-
tio, than a mythieal inhabitant of an
atomic planet revolving about the nu-
cleus (sun) of the atom, He even gave us
fignres. Taking 40,000 miles a second as
a basis, he went into comparative values,
giving a speed of 2,400,000 miles a min-
ute, sixty times that to the hour, and
twenty-four times that for one of our
days; so that, granting that each revolu-
tion of their planetary world about the
nucleus (sun) means a year within the
atom, a single day of twenty-four hours
with us would amount to 40,000 times
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60 times 60 times 24, or 3,456,000,000
years within the atom,

‘“ ‘And he demonstrated that it is in-
finitely more than that, for, instead of
taking the length of the atomic planetary
revolution (a thing impossible to com-
pute) as a basis, he had used, for our
understanding, merely the scale of miles
per second. He made no assertion that
the atomic world might be inhabited,
though, for that matter, he made no
statement to the contrary. Under his
scheme, our solar system is but a larger
unit in the sum of things that go to make
up the unknown that we call the Uni-
verse, After he had formulated his
speculative laws he set to work to har-
ness the atom, and by the simple process
of atomic explosion gave us the atomic
engine,

“‘By the time I had ascended the
throne of Sansar his laws were so well
established that you might say that the
whole Polar civilization was based upon
the principle of atomic engineering.
Nevertheless, I do not think that any one
before my time had ever thought of tak-
ing the laws of the atom and applying
them to the stars.

‘“ “Understand, we had attained a very
high standard of civilization, and there
was no one, even upon the streets, who
did not regard astronoiny as being the
vanguard of all science. It was an age
of astronomy. Every one was interested
in its questions, in the moon and its in-
habitants, whom we knew, but had not
reached ; in the planets, and in the whole
continuous mystery of the solar system.
For we would know the truth, not only
of ourselves, hut of our neighbors as
well; and if possible, we would set up
communication. I proposed to do it
through the atom.

““ ‘T had evolved a theory out of the
discoveries of Alvas, a simple law; but
one very difficult to prove. Namely, that
our sun and its planets are nothing
other than an atom, and that the whole
scheme of visual stars is but a mere speek
in the scheme of an outside Infinity,
far beyond even the beginnings of imag-
ination. In other words, I held that the
people of Sansar were merely the inhabi-
tants of a new atom, and that our sun,
great as we thought it, is only an ion
in relation to the vastness that is about
it. And I maintained, further, that,
even as the atoms below us are related,
one to the other, and are bound together
by one mighty force, so is our solar sys-
tem bound up by cosmie law, and that
our Universe is one and indivisible—
Matter!

““ “We had never been able to explain
the cohesion of the atoms that lay below
us, how they hold together, and through
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speed force and vibration weave them-
selves into the indestructible nefwork
that we call matter. And I held that
until we had the secret of the atoms’
cohesion, we could never unriddle the
stars, But, of course, it was impossible
for us to go down into the atom and
solve the mystery,

¢ ¢ And that is right where I made my
point. Qur solar system is, itself, an
atom! Then I started my attack upon
established astronomy.

¢ ¢‘T maintained that our astronomers
had hitherto studied the stars from an
impossible angle — Infinity. And 1
showed that, so long as we are bound
up in a Universe that centers about our-
selves, we can get nowhere. It is im-
possible to gaze through the stars with-
out finding more beyond them. There-
fore, I maintained that we had better
study the seeret of our own solar atom,
and find out, if possible, the secret force
or cohesion that holds our solar system
in its approximate relation to the rest
of the stars. And I proposed to do this
through the medium of a comet.

¢ My first aet upon ascending the
throne of Sansar was to address the
council of Wise Men. I laid my plans
before them; and I asked their coopera-
tion in the great work that I had chosen
—pamely, to study the first comet that
approached and to prove its secret. ¥or
I held that the secret of a comet is noth-
ing other than the cohesive forece that
we were seeking, and that it is entirely
analogous to the ionic something that
holds together the atoms of matter. I
would discover what a comet is composed
of, and I would learn its reason.

¢ ‘There was a great one approaching,
It was called the Blood Red Comet, and
though we had never seen it, we had
been told by the Lunar astronomers,
with whom we were in constant com-
munication, that it was the greatest and
most spectacular cometary guest that
had ever visited the heavens, that its or-
bit covered a million years, and that it
was coming from the very outskirts of
Space, I would solve this comet.

‘“ ‘There was no one among the Wise
Men who would not admit the possibility
of my argument. We knew nothing about
comets, except what we had gained
through spectroscopic means, namely: a2
few faets of light, density, transparency,
and a mass of consequent speculation.
The question arose: How would I solve
the comet?

¢ ¢ went into my plans, plans that
were a bit daring, and that at first start-
led my auditors.

¢ <1 proposed to visit the comet. At
least, I would go close enough to- solve
its mystery. By means of an ether ship
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I would ascend from the Earth and lay
in wait along its path.

““‘We had an ether ship in Sansar,
an aireraft built to penetrate the ether,
and designed for the special purpose of
crossing to the moon, It had been under
construction for a number of generations
and had only recently been proved a suc-
eess. It was built like a fish, with three
walls, two of ajacite and one of steel,
with eompressed air spaces between and
a layer of non-magnetic alloy coated over
the steel and protected by ecrystalline
sulphur. Ajacite is a mineral that we
had discovered through our Lunar neigh-
bors. It is the only substance that will
withstand the strain of absolute zero,
and the only metal that would insure
against explosion when in vacuum space.
T'or we had learned to our cost that most
crafts have a tendency to explode, when
above the atmosphere of the Earth, in
exactly the same manner that a deep
sea fish goes to pieces when brought to
the surface of the ocean. Ajacite would
not. only resist the internal pressure, but
it was impervious, as well, to all extremes
of temperature; so that, while the cold
outside might be five hundred degrees
below the zero point, the occupant in-
side the ether ship would be just as com-
fortable as though he were walking the
streets of Sansar.

¢ ¢Inside the walls were two compart-
ments, one for the atomie engines and the
electrical machinery, and the other for
the oxygen tanks and the chemical en-
gines that would keep the air pure
throughout the journey. The ship was
small, not over forty feet, and there was
only room enough, after deducting ap-
paratus space, for two persons.

‘“ ‘The eraft had made a number of
flights; and I, myself, had risen in it,
only a few days previously, to the height
of more than a thousand miles above
the Harth, I was certain that by its
means I could approach the eomet, and
solve, once and for all, the mystery of
cometary visitation.

‘¢ ‘Such was my plan, one that may ap-
pear illusionary to you; but, in the days
of advanced Sansar civilization, not at
all impossible. We had the craft, en-
gines, and other necessary means of
crossing the ether. The whole problem
became a guestion of danger to myself
and the consequent extinction (if the
trip proved fatal) of the scientific line
of the Alvas,

¢“ ‘I overcame that very easily. By
dint of argument and persuasion I won
the Wise Men; and it was proclaimed
throughout the world that I, Alvas,
known as the Astronomer, would set out
on a certain day on a cometary voyage
to prove the theory of matter,

‘¢ ¢At least it was so stated in the
proclamation. I did not eare how it
was proclaimed so long as I could make
the voyage. There was nothing to do
now, but await the Blood Red Comet.

CHAPTER SIX

AT THIS time the people of the San-
sar world knew very little about
comets.

‘A comet is the most mysterious in-
habitant of the starry heavens, It is a
thing of beauty, It flashes through the
solar system, disobeys its planetary laws,
display its million miles of glory and is
gone, to return, perhaps in a certain
number of years, perhaps never,

¢ ‘No man had ever been able to un-
derstand the secret of the comet. We
only knew certain facts that are mani-
fest under an analysis of the spectrum.
We knew that the light is intrinsie, that
it comes from the comet itself, and not
from the sun. We knew that it is com-
posed of three parts, the head, the nu-
clens, and the tail. The head, or coma, of
a comet, is its main visual part, a ball
of transparent light; the nucleus is the
bright spot of light direetly behind it;
and the tail is the wonderful luminous
cloud that streams from the head out
over the heavens. All this we knew, But
we did not know what composes the
comet in any of its parts; neither did
we know its purpose; nor its reason for
flashing across the firmament on its visit
to the solar system,

¢ “The whole Sansar world waited for
the Blood Red Comet.

‘‘ “When the lunar observatories be-
gan reporting its approach we made
ready. The ether ship was gone over for
the last time and every detail serupu-
lously overhauled. The Wise Men and
the Astroncmers haunted the observa-
tories while we waited the terrible visit-
or. We had been warned that it was
the most awesome and terrible guest that
had ever visited the heavens, The moon
with it stronger telescopes and more ad-
vanced civilization located it first.

‘“ ‘Then we picked it up. At first it
was barely perceptible, a mere glimmer-
ing of red, no larger than a pinpoint—
like a star of the faintest magmitude.
Then it grew larger, running up through
all the magnitudes, until it had surpassed
the first and had passed into planetary
brightness. In a few nights it had so
gained in size that it hung like & blood
drop ready to fall from the heavens.
From the very first it had a gruesome
glimmer and a threat of terror; and, be-
ing & comet, it had the additional weight
of mystery and omnipotence. From the
Lunar observatories we learned that its
orbit covered a million years, and when



we calculated the depths of Space that
it had traversed it secmed to us as com-
ing from beyond the bounds of the Uni-
verse itself, It was not only large but it
was wicked; its ved light winking and
dripping an unholy radiance. To the
people of Sansar it was the harbinger
of Fate and Terror.

¢ ‘But to me it was a thing of destiny.
I watched the comet through the long
nights as it approached the Earth, and
as it began to throw out its tail I mar-
veled at its beauty, like all the rest of
Sansar. For it was the most marvelous
and, for all that, the weirdest and most
terrible sight ever beheld, In the full
of the night it was as large as the moon
itself, blood red, like a vast wound in
the heavens, driving a trail of light across
the night exactly like & train of blood.
Behind the head followed the dazzling
nucleus, shooting jets and concentric
rings of light into the coma, which in its
turn passed on the light to the long and
terrible train that reddened the darkness.

¢ ‘Tt was enough to frighten even an
astronomer; to the ignorant it was the
omen of death itself, When I say that
the whole polar world went into panic
I am not exaggerating.

¢ Tt fascinated. I had always been
interested in comets; but now, when I
gazed into its terrible face, I was hypno-
tized. I could see the thing coming out
of the Infinite and proving every bit of
my theory. If I could but reach the
comet I was sure that I would establish
one of the great laws of the Universe.

¢ ¢The astronomers worked with me,
and night upon night we studied the
spectrum, took photographs, and piled
up data. We went into cach detail with
mathematical exactness., For it was my
theory that this super-comet was but an
ion of eohesion. We made ready for the
time when it would cross the Earth’s
orbit. It was planned to ascend in the
ether ship forty-eight hours ahead of
the moment when it would come the
nearest to the Earth. With the atomic
engines and the eclectric propcller-con-
trols, the trip could be made in that
length of time. I was to approach the
comet just as closely as possible; and I
was to carry instruments with me for
the gathering of scientific data.

““‘The day of my departure was a
great one in Sansar. The whole of the
Polar population crowded in or about
the metropolis, waiting for the departure
of the ether ship, It had been proclaimed
that I, and one companion, would make
the cometary attempt on a night ap-
pointed. The roads were packed with
thousands, and for a week people slept
in the streets. In all the territory about
there was not a spot that was not held by
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a shuddering, terrified inhabitant of
Sansar.

‘I planned to leave in the evening
when the comet was brightest and when I
had its light to guide me. By this time
it had grown so immense and its redness
was 80 intense that the whole night was
bathed in a mist of unhallowed crimson.

“ ‘I ghall never forget that night—
the stillness of the air—the red sky—
the throngs of people packed back from
the edges of the Ether ficld as far as the
eye could reach—the bands playing—
and the solicitude of 1iny friends and the
wise men. That dey was a high point
in the history of Sansar. It was an
epoch of the Alvas; and had I succeeded
I would have surpassed by all odds any
achievements of my scientific ancestors.
I was not afraid. I was as confident as
any youth who had ever stood upon the
threshold of adventure. I had the cour-
age of my training. If the ether could
be crossed there was no doubt of my
ability to approach the comet. I was
not afraid of the ether.

““‘I had just forty-eight hours. I
knew that with the terrific speed that the
ether ship maintained through its atomie
propulsion that I could reach it.

“ ‘My plans were mostly to sail along
with the comet, once I was near it, ob-
serve the head or ecoma, as it is called,
and, if possible, get a good glimpse of
the nueleus. If it were feasible, and I
could do it without destruction, I in-
tended to land on the comet. That is,
granting that it had enough of solidity
and substance to guarantee a landing.
For I knew that there was a possibility
that I might find the comet to be merely
a matter of light and electrieal glory.

“ “If I eould not land I would return
to the Earth at one sailing. That would
mean, possibly, five days. There was no
telling what I might cncounter; and
there were a thousand dangers that I
had to bear in mind. For instance,
meteor storms, I might find myself in
the midst of a cloud of immense pound-
ing meteors, or I might get tangled up
in some strange cometary force, unkmown
currents, electrical storms—what not.
Any number of things might happen., If
the comet’s head, for instance, were com-
posed of material matter, such as shoot-
ing particles, there was a good chance
for my destruction. It were necessary
that I have good control of the ether
ship; for, well constructed as it was,
there would be little chance, if I ven-
tured too close, of its surviving a bom-
bardment of bowlders traveling at the
speed of cannon balls.

‘¢ ‘I had to chance it. But while I was
takingthe chance, I had, to a certain
degree, the confidence of my calenlations.
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I did not fear the head of the comet. T
was sure that, no matter how dazzling
and terrible it might be, it could not hurt
me. It was the nucleus that I had to
look out for.. The head I took to be the
effect of radiation, light—an immense
coma thrown off from the parent
nucleus. The nucleus is the heart of
the comet, the one part that had ever
defied all our caleculations. The real
danger was there—likewise the seeret. It
might be anything, and was so much of a
mystery that I would wait until I eould
see it before I would venture an opinion.
It might be fire, a great knot of elec-
trical force, atomic explosion, radiation
—anything. Perhaps in its heart I would
discover the sceret of cohesion.

‘¢ “At the last moment, just before I
made off, I met with my first disap-
pointment.

‘“ “The ether ship had been built for
the accommodation of two persons. I
had expected to carry along a companion
to serve as an assistant during the stress
of the journey. Therc were long hard
hours ahead. The man whom T had
chosen was a noted astronomer of about
my own age, & young man very eager to
engage in the adventure. At the last
moment I lost him.

‘¢ ¢ After the apparatus (scientific and
otherwise) had been stored away, it was
discovered that there was very little ac-
commodation for even one person. The
space was too limited. I had, therefore,
the alternative of abandoning the trip
altogether, or undertaking it alone. It
was a sad moment, and I was not a little
appalled at the prospect before me.

‘¢ “Just before the start I stopped to
tuke a last look at Sansar; for I knew
that it might be my last moment on the
Earth. Then I cntered the ship, closed
it, and rang the signal to my men. The
next instant I was shooting like a bullet
straight into the zenith.

¢ ‘For the first few moments I staid
with the controls, I had to take great
care at the start because the hardest
part of an ether ship’s flight is through
the atmosphere. Once I was beyond it I
would be free from the terrible menace
of atmospheric frietion. ¥or a while I
was very busy.

““¢To those in Sansar my departure
must have been like that of a gigantie
projectile, whose whizz and momentum
made any definite sight impossible. The
craft arose at a right angle; and though
the bottom of the ship thus automatieally
became the side, I experienced not a bit
of inconvenience. This was because of
the atomic anti-gravitational current
that circulated under the floor. By the
simple means of a button [ bad released
the foree that gave e the control over
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my own gravitation. Had I so wished,
I could have flown upside down. This
was the great advantage of atomie
energy. When once released into the
ether, the ship was, so far as gravitation
was concerned, entirely its own master.

““ ‘I was two minutes passing through
the zone of atmospleric friction. Then
I struck the ether; the atomic engines
giving out the strange hum that is pecul-
iar when they are generating their own
propulsion. TUnless struck by an on-
coming meteor, I was now in a region of
comparative safety. I ventured a look
down at the Earth.

““ “What I beheld was a red sea of
color—the Earth bathed in the erimson
light. Above, spread the weird unhal-
lowed glow of the comet. Even the moon
was red. It was a strange, foreboding
sight.

¢ ‘I turned to the examination of the
engines and the chemical machines. Then.
I returned to the controls and spent the
time watching the glow above me and
speculating upon the movement of the
speed clock.

““ ‘In the open ether the speed of the
ship was terrific. There way scarcely a
limit to its maximum. 1 amused myself
for a while by increasing and diminish-
ing the veloeity and testing by the speed
clock. But 1 did not do it more than a
dozen times. The whole voyage had been
calculated to a fraction. After the first
few tests 1 set the ship into the speed
that it was to maintain throughout the
voyage. After that there was nothing
to do but wateh and wait and spend the
long hours thinking,

“ ‘At last the eclock said inorning.
‘When 1 looked down I was surprised, al-
most shocked, at the comet-lit glow that
lay below mwe. 1 had never been up high
enough before to get a good view of the
Eurth’s disk. There it lay like a round
red ball basking in the comet’s glow. It
was clouded and streaked abont the
torrid, burning regions, but clear and
definite about the poles. I could make
out the eontinent of Sansar; and I could
judge, almost to a dot, the location of the
capital city.

‘¢ {To the left was the moon, smaller,
and at that distance looking for all the
world like a ehild of the major planet.
On the right I had the sun, and before
me, a few degrees to the left, the oncom-
ing comet. I reflected that with such
companions I was not entirely alone; and
I was elated when 1 thought that, of
them all, I alone was free to follow my
own volition. After I had satisfied my-
self, I had my first lunch. set the chem-
ical machines to work to prrify the air
and made my first inroad upon the store
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of oxygen. Then I returned to my seat
by thie controls.

‘¢ ‘Nothing happened until about
three o’clock. The speed clock ticked
onward and the chart upon which moved
the tabulated dots of the ether ship and
the comet showed the terrific speed at
which I was traveling. There was no

- sound; and there was no discomfort;

though it was five hundred. degrees be-
low zero outside I was just as comfort-
able as though I were in Sansar. I be-
gan to doze. The ship sailed along with-
out vibration. I was almost asleep when
it happened, and I do not know to this
day just what it was.

‘¢ “The silence was broken by a roar
like that of distant cannon, a set of ex-
plosions, followed by a grinding, grating,
phenomena. Then silence. When I
looked out in mny awakened senses I could
see nothing; neither was there aught be-
hind me. Whether it was a bank of small
meteor particles, or some knot of un-
known force traveling through the ether,
I do not know. But thereafter I kept
awake.

‘¢ ‘It was not so easy as it may seem.
The hum of the atomic engines was
monotonous: and though the voyage was
the strangest ever undertaken by man,
I found it difficult to hold to alert con-
sciousness. But I did, mostly by keeping
my mind active; and giving free rein to
imagination.

“““I had cnough for that. With the
comet approaching 1 had plenty to keep
me busy. What would it be like? And
what would be wmy fate? I realized that
I was taking a trip in defiance of all
logical calculation. Suppose the atomie
engines should vefuse to function?
Would I go falling through space for-
ever? What would be my fate?

‘¢ “By the thirtieth hour the Earth had
dimmed to a large star, and the moon had
grown to be her twin sister. On the
other hand the whole Universe scemed to
be turning to comet. The eoma was now
as big as a wagon wheel, d vast ball of
winding, whirling, ¢rimson. I could feel
its motion, and even at this distance I
could sense its terror. ‘The whole
Universe was seeping red and trailing in
omnipotent beauty. There was pulsation
to its light, and vibration; it was like a
great, monstrous, living thing, red, vast,
inconceivable, Never was there such
beauty of light, nor man in such a posi-
tion !

¢ ¢ And still T held on, watching, wait-
ing through the long lonely hours. Sure-
ly nothing but the wildest dream and
perversion of destiny could have brought
me to such a climax! Everything had
melted into one sea of crimson ; there was
nothing but red light and glory; in the

center of which loomed the vast sun of
the oncoming comet. What an incon-
ceivable thing is the Universe! This in-
credible body eoming at the speed of
multiplied whirlwinds had been travel-
ing for millions of years without ever
touching the sides. Whenece had it come?
Where was it going ?

‘¢ “The last hours were terrible. The
light grew so intense that it was like
looking into the sun, The coma had
grown until it filled half the sky; red,
whirling, pulsing, a vast whirlwind of
fiery flame, a rolling sca of omnipotence.
Though there was no sound within the
ether ship, I could sense an undercurrent
of terrific explosions. Perhaps it was
my reason combating my imagination; it
was almost impossible, in the face of
such a moment, to retain a hold on clear
thinking,

¢ ¢ And still T held on, swinging to the
left so that I would just miss the rim of
the comet. It was my intention to let:
it get just so close, and then to turn and
travel in the same divection until it had
passed me. I would approach the comet
in the same manner as a man boarding
4 moving vchicle—by parallel motion.
And | imtended 1o zet just as close as
possible.

4T had the chart of the voyage by my
side, un eclectric board erossed by lines
indicating millions of wiles, with a red
light showing the path and the position
of the comet and a green one indicating
the course of the ether ship., When the
green light had erossed into the last
square I intended to reverse the ether
ship and await the sequence, By this
time I bad lost all hold of visual ealeula-
tion. "There was nothing before me but
one vast sea of erimson Hawe,

““ “In the last moruents I laid my plans
against emergeney. 1 knew that there
would be unseen dangers, and I caleu-
lated carefully. There was the possibil-
ity of the atomic engines going to preces
and the eonsequent danger to the cther
ship. In such a case | would have to
employ ecleetrieal propulsion. I knew
nothing of a comet and I was by no
means certain that what was a law upon
the Earth would continne so when under
cometary influence. If atomic forece
should fail I would fall back upon eclec-
trical propulsion and viee versa. By
means of electrical discharge 1 proposed
to test out the poles of the comet (if it
had such), and so, in case of mishap,
guide the coursc of the ship. Thaus, if
I found the negative pole I could, by
the discharge of a negative current repel
the ship away from the comet. Or I
could do it the other way about by the
discharge of positive clectricity. I could
discover where the poles lay by the mere



discharge. And that is where I made my
mistake,

¢ ‘I was now approaching the line of
the last square upon the chart. The
comet had passed out of the visual stage
and into that of immensity; before me
was nothing but a sheer wall of red liv-
ing flame. It was immense, dazzling,
whirling; a pulsation of infinite, incon-
eeivable forces, a blinding sea of omni-
potent currents, centered into a vast hell-
burning whirlpool. I was like an insect
flying, head on, into the face of the sun.

‘¢ “When I had crossed the last thou-
sand-mile line I opened the discharge
and let out the current. And that was
my mistake!

‘¢ “The next instant was one blinding,
whirling, shuttle of confusion. It was
like a thunderbolt, with the ether ship
rolling without rudder or guidance,
straight into the head of the comet. In
the flash of that instant I can remember
only a feeling of red, blazing helpless-
ness and terror; there was a roar that
outdid all thunder—the ecrashing and
booming of terrific explosions, like the
Universe splitting to pieces. I had re-
leased the wrong current and had been
drawn straight into the comet!

¢ ‘Thank the Lord for the flight of
thought and reflex action!

““‘In that one second my mind and
body knew what had happened. Though
I was helpless, mytrained hand did just
the thing that saved me. The contrary
switch was thrown. The next instant I
was clear of the comet. I had made the
mistake of trusting to luck and throwing
out the wrong current: had I not re-
versed the switch and looscned a nega-
tive current I would surely have been
destroyed. Though the walls of the
ether ship were built of non-conducting
material and were impervious to almost
any extreme of heat and cold, T would
not have lasted long inside that terrible
coma. As it was I was thrown thou-
sands of miles out of the comet. When
I recovered my equilibrium the ether
ship was sailing along like a fly in a
course parallel to that of the coma.

‘“‘I had made a great discovery. I
know now beyond all doubt, that the
coma of a comet is electrieal, that its
light is caused by the visual discharge of
electricity, coming, undoubtedly, from
the nucleus.

‘‘ ‘For a while I sailed along with the
comet. The atomic engines were work-
ing perfectly, and the anti-gravitational
current was just as effective as it had
been upon the Earth, I was at right
angles to the comet, and just as indepen-
dent as I would have been millions of
miles away., The controls were accurate.
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“ ‘By the chart I could now see that
I was traveling alongside the center of
the gigantic coma. The whole Universe
seemed to be painted in boiling flame. It
was terrible to behold—and fascinating.
It pulsed and vibrated, and rolled into
billows of falling fire. It was alive, as
if fed from within; and at every moment
it broke into cataclysms of curdling
blood-red brilliancy.

““ ‘For an hour I drove the ether ship
along the edge of the coma, gathering
data that I would make use of when back
upon the Earth.

‘I had proved my theory concern-
ing the head of the comet. It was a ball
of transparent light, transparent at a
distance, but at close quarters brilliant
beyond all imagination. It was electrical
—the light o faetive ions moving at terri-
ble speed—not the speed of electrical
current alone, but that of a vast con-
solidated hbody—a cometary kmot of
force.

‘““‘And yet it was not, as I had
maintained, entirely harmless. I counld
say definitely now, that, should the head
of a comet ever strike the Earth it would
mean the end. Since the beginning of
science our astronomers had been
speculating upon the result of such a
collision, some holding one view and
some another. The Earth had passed
several times through the tail of a comet
without being harmed; there were some
who held that it would be the same with
the coma, or head. The nucleus was the
only part that they feared.

“ ‘There lay the seeret. Through
telescopes I had watched the nucleus
shoot jets and great concentric rings of
light into the coma. If the head of the
comet were electrical —the effect of these
discharges—what was the nucleus?
‘Whatever the comet might be, there was
no one yet who had ever advanced a
theory that held the weight of probabil-
ity. The nucleus was the heart of the
comet. I would solve its secret.

““‘To do this I had to fall back along
the head of the comet until I came to the
tail, of which I was not afraid because
I had known from the beginning that it
is nothing but a passage of weird, un-
canny light. I intended to dart straight
through it and sail toward the nucleus.
What I would do then would depend
upon circumstanece.

““ ‘There was a good chance for my
destruction. Nevertheless my mishap
with the coma had increased rather than
diminished my ardor. I had confidence
and I had, most of all, a feeling that
destiny would protect me.

‘¢ ‘T eased up on the engines, held the
controls, and waited while the red sea
of force sailed by me. On the chart I
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could watch the green dot of the ether
ship receding across the face of the
comet. Thousands of miles! It was an
expectant moment.

““The comet looked to be a few feet
away; and yet I knew that it was thou-
sands of miles from the ether ship. It
was boiling erimson, cataclysmic. Never
wag there a thing so terrible, nor a man
so fascinated. I intended to wait for
the moment and then plunge into its
heart.

‘¢ At last the coma had passed, and I
knew by the chart that I had come to the
tail. The intense light grew dimmer,
and, though still a bright erimson, semi-
transparent. After a bit I caught a
glimpse of the nuelecus gleaming like a
ruby or violent coal directly behind the
coma. It was red as blood, burning like
the ruby light of a burning velecano. It
was small compared to the rest of the
comet, but of such an intensity that
against its light the rest was as shadow.
Red is a terrible color; but this red had
the terror of hell!

““ ‘It seemed to be living; like the
evil eye of some magnetie devil, winking,
blinking, and shooting red fire into the
onrushing coma. Great wreaths of hot
splendor shot out from its rim, one upon
another, a whirling, blinding, dazzle of
spasmodic ascending glory.

‘¢ “When well alongside, I speeded up
the engines and turned straight in. I
was not afraid of the tail; but I was
going to take no great chance with the
nucleus. It was too terrible—super-
dynamie. If I could get close enough to
see what it was like, I would be satisfied.

““ “The tail proved to be just what I
expected. It was merely a trail of harm-
less light, through which the ether ship
passed without a bit of inconvenience. If
it has substance, the density of a comet’s
tail is so slight that one could condense
a million miles into a handful. In a few
minutes I was nearing the heart of the
comet.

“‘I was earcful now. Instead of
rushing straight in, I approached by a
cautious, eircular route; that is, I circled
to the rear of the nuecleus, and then re-
versed and repeated the movement, al-
ways drawing closer. I found that it was
small and that, instead of being massive,
it was, when compared with the rest of
the comet, not more than a mere dot. It
could not have been more than one hun-
dred miles in diameter, circular, and
surrounded by a red band of intense
color. I discovered that from the rear it
was apparently harmless,

¢ ‘1 sailed up close, Then,taking cour-
age, I drove the ether ship alongside
where I could get a good view of the dis-
charges that burst from the nucleus.
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““ ‘I was now directly under the gi-
gantic coma, looking down into the heart
of the comet.

“‘To speak metaphorically, it was
like looking into frozen fire. The flaghes
or ascending halos, broke from the rim of
the nucleus, a circular ring whose in-
tensity might be compared to boiling,
liquid electricity, It was dazzling, blind-
ing, incomparable—a rim of life and
power whose potency can only be pie-
tured in the extreme of imagination, a
whirling, rotating wheel, out of whose
depths leaped the gyrating wreaths of
glory that fed into the coma.

¢ ‘The rim of the nucleus was travel-
ing about the center at slow speed. At
first I took it to be & complete cirele; but
after a bit I saw that it was broken and
that it did not entirely surround. It
was this break that emphasized the cir-
cular movement; it was the only part
that I could watch without being blinded.

¢ “What was in the center of the
nuecleus? What was it for? I remem-
bered my theory concerning greater mat-
ter. If it were correct, and if, ag I had
maintained, the sun and its planets is
but a super atom, then this marvelous
ring of force was but an ion, I was gaz-
ing into an ion of cohesion! That was
why it defied planetary law. It had not
to do with planetary law. It had not to
do with our solar system alone, but with
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other systems as well. Its function was
interstellar cohesion.

¢ ‘Such was my theory.

““‘The flashes, I discovered, were
harmless so long as they were not
touched. After a bit I learned that the
wreaths of current were broken like the
ring. By maneuvering, I brought the
ship opposite the break in the outer nu-
cleus. I would get 2 good view of what
might be inside. If I saw a chance I
would sail straight into the comet’s
heart!

““The break was large—perhaps
twenty miles—so that when I brought my
craft to a favorable position I could get
a fair view. By following the break in
its rotation, I gradually accustomed my
eyes tothe light within. What I saw
startled me, and gave me reasons for be-
lieving that the marvelous body might,
after all, be, in substance, merely a
gigantic meteor. I brought the ether ship
around and made for the opening.

““ ‘For a minute there was a blinding
flash as I passed through, then a lapse,
and after that a notion of heaviness.
The atomie engines began giving off the
hum that is peculiar when they are com-
bating atmospherie frietion. Could it
be that there was air$

““ ‘] slowed down to mere air-plane
speed. Then I looked below me for the
answer,

““ ‘It was the greatest and most mar-
velous moment that I ean remember, I
was in the heart of the comet, and it was
alive! Below me was spread out a va-
ried scenery, trees, plants, diminutive
mountains, lakes, a short river with a
beautiful waterfall, along the banks of
which strange ¢reatures were walking
and feeding.

“ ‘There was grass in the plains and
ferns in the hollows. On the erest of the
mountain was a little lake full of a pink
liquid, The river bubbled out at the foot
of the mountain. I approached the
ground and followed the course of the
river, I marveled at this little world
below me. It was as natural as my own
Earth,

‘¢ At length 1 approached the source
of the stream, which sprang from a small
forest at the foot of the hills. In front
of the trees was a pile of stones heaped
and built as if for habitation.

““¢And then! I caught the brakes
and set the ether ship into its first full
stop. For the heart of the nucleus was
not only atmospherie, but it was the habi-
tation, as well, of human beings. The
pile of rocks that I had observed was in-
deed a residence. Before it, looking up
at the ether ship, was a woman, or rath-
er, I should say, a girl—the girl of the
comet !’ *?

This Story Will Be Concluded in the Next Issue of WEIRD TALES. The Final
Chapters Bristle With Strange Experiences Even More Engrossing
Than Those in This First Installment. Don’t Miss

the Next WEIRD TALES.




An Odd Little Tale
By the Author of “The Well’’

THE BLACK PATCH

By JULIAN KILMAN

TEIE dead weight about my body
made me gasp as I leaped into
the taxieah.

So far as my unele and I were aware,
there was only one other person who
knew of my errand. He lived in a small
town in the northern part of Ontario and
was the sole surviving member of that
branch of the Warren family which had
left England three generations hefore.
The gold coin T carried was a legaey to
him, and 1 could not think he would
have divulged the manner of its delivery.

Yet twice during the short time that
had elapsed since my arrival in New
York T had been attacked, and on the
second occasion my bag actually
snatched from me. This seemed a bit

thick even for a city as sophisticated as
New York.

The taxicab bore me to the Grand
Central Station, where I secured my tick-
ets at the booking office. After the train
had started there recurred to my mind
the odd request of my Canadian eousin.
He had demanded that the leguey be
paid in gold, a decision which under the
terms of the will left no choice to my
uncle and me, its executors, and hence I
was lugging the valuuble stuff on my per-
son,

The visit to Niagara Falls was not to
be given up, and nothing oecurred to in-
crease my apprehension during my stop-
over at the famous resort. At the end
of the following day, after much dis-
comfort from the execrable train service,
I reached my destination, and hastened
to a hostelry.

That evening I ascertained something
of iny relatives, most of my information
coming from a garrulous waitress who
needed but the merest hint of a question
not only to answer it but to anticipate
five others.

Thus it came about that I learned that
David Warren, my cousin many times
removed, was a ‘‘queer duck’’; that he

was rarely seen down town these days
because in the past he had had trouble
with the authorities—whether it was in-
tended to intimate that the man drank or
what, I did not find out—and finally,
that the farther away I stayed from his
““dump,’’ the better it would be for me.

It was nearly nine o’clock in the eve-
ning when I rcached the Warren resi-
dence, in the outskirts of the town. The
building was large and rambling, with
picturesque gables that loomed out in
the peculiar twilight glow of the north-
ern country,

As I passed through the gateway I
pereeived every evidence of dilapida-
tion and decay. There was not a light
to be secen in the house, With consider-
able misgiving, I proceeded up the long
grass-grown walk to the door and plied
the ancient knocker. No one answered.
I waited a few moments, feeling less
and less inelined for my task.

Suddenly the door swung open silent-
ly. 1 was confronted by an elderly man.
He held aloft a candle and peered at me.

““lg this my cousin?’’ he asked.

“1f you are David Warren,”” I re.
plied.

1 am David Warren,”’ he said, slow-
I¥; and then he added more quickly, as
if appreciating his remissness as a rela-
tive and host: ““Butl come in, sir; come
m.”

As he lowered the candle and turned
to close the door I was startled to see
that he wore a black patch over one
eye.
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Whatever my first impression of the
man may have been, certainly nothing
occurred during the remainder of the
evening to excite distrust, He carried no
‘‘gide’” and treated me with the greatest
cordiality. Indeed, there was that about
him which gave me satisfaction that he
was of my own blood: his was the first
low-pitched voice I had heard since I
left England!

With this opinion of my relative and
host, therefore, I accepted his invitation
to continue his guest, and soon, with
every sense of fear lulled, was shown
to a chamber at the head of the stairs.
T respected his sense of delicacy in not
mentioning the object of my visit up to
ithat time. and did not refer to it my-
gelf for the reason that T did not wish
to have him know [ had taken sueh pre-
cantions as tu conceal the gold about
my person.

How long 1 slept I do not know, but
gome time must have elapsed, when sud-
denly I found myself wide awake. 1
sat up trembling. my hearing alert for
the moise that had disturbed me.

Then it came: a faint eall, near and
yet Tar distant—like the suceessful ef-
fort of a ventriloguist, Jt seemed to
me that the word I had heard was
“Help!”

HOROUGHLY alarmed, 1 thrust a
hand under my pillow: The gold
was still there.

I decided to reconnoitre und tip-toed
downstairs v the living-room, lighting
an occasional wax vesta. I had about
concluded thal in my nervous eondition
T was the vielim of an hallueination, when
my attention was aitracted by an an-
tique writing-desk. Something white
projected from under the blotter, and
guite casually 1 pulled it out.

It was a leiter that had been in the
bag snatched from me in New York!
The sight of that bit of inanimate evi-
dence—my positive ‘knowledge that it
came from the stolen Gladstone, caused
my heart to flutter,

To my room I returued, but sleep was
not possible, and I relieved the tedium
of the wait for daylight by a thorough
examination of my quarters.

At seven o'clock there was a rap at
the door. An old negress signed for me
to follow.

““Good morning,’’ I heard as I entered
the dining-room. ‘‘I trust you slept well,
my cousin?’’

The man with the black pateh stood
by the window, his good eye resting on
me,

“Splendidly,”’ T lied,

As we finished breakfast, however, and
I made no mention of the purpose of

THE BLACK PATCH

my visit, my host appeared restless. He
rose from the table.

““ And now,’’ he said, almost sharply,
“‘T assume you have with you the amount
of my legacy—one thousand pounds?’

“Sorry,”’ I said, ““but I thought it
advisable to deposit the gold i a bank
at Niagara Falls: the weight of the stuff
made traveling tremendously uncomfort-
able.”’

He proved to be a consuminate actor.

“*Of course; of course,”’ he exelaimed,
with quick buoyancy. ‘‘Let’s not wor-
ry about it. We can manage it later.”’

Twice that day I endeavored to slip
awuy; but each time my host, with a
manner disarmingly easual, contrived to
join me. On the second occasion, I had
reached the road and started for the
village when, with profuse apologies for
his carelessness, he overtook me, I con-
tinued the walk in his company.

1t accomplished nothing, Again and
again as we passed along the streets of
the little town 1 noted the curious gaze
of those we met, and the words of the
woman seullion recurred to me. The
man with me spoke to no one and no one
spoke to him, Meanwhile, he kept up a
running fire of comment, his thoughts
seeming to race.

“By the way,” he exclaimed, as we
turned to retrace our steps. ‘‘1 haven’t
shown you my laboratory.””

Later, in exhibiting his workshop, he
evineed extreme nervousness,

““This eye,’”’ he eoxplained, ‘I lost
years ago in an experiment.’’

At the thought of the sightless socket
beneath that black patch T felt it diffi-
cult to repress a shudder.

Tha evening with my host did ot
gerve to allay my fears. 1 had definitely
planned to remain and keep awake all
night; and in the morning to communi-
cate in any event with the authorities.

During the long hours that followed
I Jay fully dressed on my bed, revolver
in hand; but the vigil was too much for
me in my exhausted condition and I
finally dozed.

It must have been after two o’clock
when T awoke and lay tense; a hand
was being moved cautiously back and
forth beneath my pillow. The search was
thorough, but the gold was not there: it
was again fastened about my body. And
the owner of the hand seemed to con-
clude that some other course was neces-
sary, for & moment later I heard him
steal out.

As I slid from the bed, there came a
sound as if someone had stumbled in the
hallway. Instantly it was followed by a
horrible shriek—again and again it
pierced the air.

The hair of my head stiffened with
fear.

FLINGING open the door of my room,
I could just make out that a terrible
struggle was in progress between two
men. It continued for a brief bit, and
presently I heard a long-drawn sigh ; one
of the combatants slid to the floor.

I waited no longer, but leaped into
the passage-way, my hands extended be-
fore me. Suddenly, in the darkmess,
they touched those of another. He was
feeling for me!l

‘We crouched there an instant, each
reaching for the other, as in the pre-
liminaries of a wrestling match. His
fingers were hot and slippery with mois-
ture. Then he rushed me. The pistol
was knocked from my hand, and the
next instant the iwo of us were strug-
gling together.

To and fro we staggered. Finally my
feet tripped over the prostrate body of
the man on the floor. My adversary and
I went down together, §

The full Joosened his grip. I was able
to breath more freely, and I got & hand
on his throat: the other hand wandered
about his face, and clutched something.

I shrieked with the horror of it. One
of my fingers was Jdigging into the empty
socket of un human eye!

Wild with the pain, my antagonist
arose sheer from the floor, flinging me
off as if I had been a child. An instant
later T heard him running down the
stairs.

Tt has been difficult for me since to
understand my coursc that dreadful
night. T was insensate, I followed the
man with the one eye, for I felt that
murder had been done. It was moon-
light and I could see him plainly. With
ineredible swiftness, the fugitive sped
over the landscupe and made for a irestle
which spanned a crevice half a mile in
the distance.

I knew that on the opposite side of
it was 8 heavily-wooded stretch and,
fearing his escape, I endeavored to head
him off. He reached the bridge a few
seconds before me, however, and to my
horror I saw him poise his body at one
gide; the next moment he went over.

I think we both screamed then; the
one-eyed man as he whirled through the
moonlight to his death, and I as I
watched him.

Not until daybreak did I come to my-
self. The soles of my boots were scuffed
through, and I seemed to have been run-
ning for hours; running to blot out of
my vision the sight of that body spin.
ning downward into the abyss—running
t0 brush from the tentacles of my mem-

(Continued on page 88)



Stark Tragedy Awaited the Hero of This
Story When He Investigated the
Weird Philosophy of the Orient

The Soul of Peter Andrus

By HUBERT LA DUE

ETER ANDRUS is dead. His body
lies at the foot of a simply-graven

stone in the cemetery at Fairdale,
and his soul. . .

But I am forgetting. I do not know
that Peter Andrus, at the time of his
death, had a soul. And may I, a humble
country doctor, be forgiven for such
heresy ?

I like best to visualize Peter as a boy
just entering adolescence. Dark, he was,
with the features of a young Apollo,
the wavy, black hair of a gypsy and the
large, far-secing eyes of a dreamer.

When I called at the Andrus home,
which was often—the boy’s mother was
not strong—I would generally discover
Peler eurled up in an armehair, poring
over onc of the many leather-bound
volumes from his late father’s library.
Profound books, they were, too—intri-
cate essays on philosophy, abstract stud-
ies of the human mind, as heavy as the
books themselves, hadly what one would
expect a Jad in knickerhockers to choose.
But the father bad been a deep student;
at one time he had been the professor of
psychology in on¢ of the smaller uni-
versities of the state.

Or, possibly, Peter would be standing
before his favorite window, looking out
upon the poplar trees in the old-fashion-
ed garden, tearing weird tunes from the
sirings of his violin, e played with the
power of a genius and the technique of a
master. Truly, a strange, baffling per-
sonality; but, withal, lovable and a
young gentleman to the very tips of his
slender, well-kept fingers.

I recall, also, the day, six years later,
when Peter’s mother was dying. I tele-
graphed to the boy, who was then at col-
lege, and he arrived the following morn-
ing, haggard from a sleepless night on
the train,

I met him at the door. ““My boy,”” I
began, ““my boy. ..” It was hard to
speak to him. But he gripped my hand
and did not wait for me to conclude my
announcement. Somehow, he knew.

Thus it was that I assumed the role of
adviser to Peter. He was twenty at the
time, a tall, upstanding fellow. His

years at college had hardened, slightsy,
the softness of his eyes, but beneath the
surface he was still a dreamer.

He did not return to college. There
was much to be attended to at home dur-
ing the weeks that followed; and, after
that, he was content to settle down quiet-
ly with his books and music.

But when Peter was twenty-three
there came an inheritance from his
maternal aunt in New York, It was a
large sum, even for this day, and it
assured him of every comfort during
the remainder of his life. At first I was
troubled over its possible effect on the
lad. He was not aecustomed to handling
largo surus; indeed, he had never given
finance more than a passing thought.
Now there was suddenly opened up to
him a broad, alluring vista, that seemed
to thrill the depths of his intense being.

“It seems like & dream, Uncle
Joseph!’’ he exclaimed, upon his return
from New York, where he had gone to
attend to necessary legal matters, *‘Now
I can enjoy life!’’ He waved his arms
in a sudden ecstasy of enthusiasm.
““Life! Life! To live; to learn; to be a
real personality, above the drudgery
that warps and desiroys the soul! It
makes everything possible. . . even to
marrying the girl I love. It’s wonderful,
isn't it9*’

“Yes, it is very pleasing,’” I returned;
““but this girl you mention, Peter—may
I ask who she is?”’ I ecould think of no
one in Fairdale whom Peter would
<¢hoose to marry. In faet, the boy had
always seemed to avoid the other sex.

He searched my face eagerly for a
moment, as if doubting whether he could
trust me with the seeret. Somehow, I
felt that I was about to learn something
disquieting.

Then he spoke, half audibly:

“It’s Aileen, Uncle Joseph, . . Aileen
Mallory!”’

I was standing at the time, but I felt
a sudden need of sitting down. Drop-
ping into my easy chair, I looked at him,
feeling like a father who feared for his
SOn.

‘““Aileen Mallory!”’ I repeated,
¢ Aileen Mallory!’’ Despite my cffort
to restrain my feelings, a note of dismay
had erept into my voice. ‘‘ Peter, my boy,
I am afraid. . . I don’t think. . .”’

He advanced toward me, fists partly
elenched; and therc was strong emotion
in his face—anger, fierce and blazing.

“To perdition with you and your
opinion,”’ he uttered harshiy. Then he
turned and left the room, slamming the
door behind him.

What was T to do? Could I tell him
what 1 knew of Aileen Mallory? Would
he understand the inevitable influence of
heredity? Of her mother, the pretty,
but hardencd little c¢horus girl who had
entrusted the girl to me, eighteen years
before, whispered into my car the name
of the father—a man who was not her
husband— and then passed away? Could
I tell him of how I had threatened and
coaxed and shamed handsome, dissipated
Harry Mallory into doing his duty to-
ward this bit of humanity?

The marriage and birth certificates
Mallory had exhibited at home were
forgeries—through my connivance, But
would Peter believe this? HHe would
think the whole tale nothing but the
fizment of a distorted and prejudiced
imagination.

The girl was shallow beyond all be-
lief. She was pretty, as the adoratlion
of every bachelor in Fairdale testified;
but she was a butterfly, with her
mother’s tendencies. The law of
heredity could not be denied. And she
was so totally different from any type
of girl T would have expected Peter to
marry.

They had nothing in common. She
would not have been able to understand
the books and essays in which he de-
lighted; she cared mnothing for musie,
beyond the fox-trots and tangoes ground
out by the orchestras at the dances she
attended. Peter had none of the vices
common to men; she smoked cigarettes
and drank alarmingly at every oppor-
tunity. Beyond a worship of her own
beautiful body, she had no religion.
Peter, on the other hand. was deeply
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religious in his way-—even inclined to
mystieism in his inherited eraving for a
better understanding of the powers of
mind and soul.

Yes, indeed, it was an odd mateh, and,
should they marry, I could see nothing
ahead for them but stormy weather, and
shoals on which eventually they would
founder,

Of course, Peter came to me, following
the scene of that afternoon, and apolo-
gized abjeetly for his rudeness. I for-
gave the lad, healed his hurt with a
reassurance of continued friendship;
but I did not mention the girl again. . .
I could not!

It was Peter himself who again men-
tioned her, several days later. He came
to my office one gloomy afternoon, and
slumped into a chair opposite my desk.

‘“She wants me to wait,”’” he groaned.
‘‘Insists that the wedding be postponed
for a year. A year! Three-hundred and
sixty-five long days, while every atom of
my being is erying out for her!”’

He was suffering the mental agony
known only to those of finer sensibilities.
Still, I felt that this long period of wait-
ing, dictated by the silly whim of a
fluffy-headed girl, might be the means
of saving Peter from his folly.

““I understand, my boy,’’ 1 assured
him, after several minutes of silence.
¢*Such things are hard to bear; yet some-
times they turn out for the best. You
have a year before yon. Why not travel,
Peter? Why not put in this time visiting
those out-of-the-way places you have so
often expressed a desire to see?”’

He pondered for some little time.

“‘I’ll think it over.’’ he decided finally,
and left in better humor than when he
had come.

The following morning he came to my
office again.

““I have considered the matter from
all angles,’’ he told me, “‘and I am going.
If our love be real, it will be made even
stronger by a few months separation,
although it will be hard to endure.”’

But there was a new light in his eyes
us he sat down and told me his plans.
He was going to the Orient, he said, to
the very cradle of civilization, and there
investigate the strange things that were
but hinted at in his books on psychology
and philosophy.

“‘I want to find out for myself if some
of these things be true,”’ he said. ‘“‘I
want to delve into the farthest corners
of the East, and sit at the feet of the
wise men.”’

“‘It is well, Peter,”” T replied, hardly
understanding what he had been tell-
ing me, but realizing that he had been
drawn out of his somber state of mind
of the day before. ‘‘Go, by all means,
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and when you return you will be more
satisfied to drift back into the quiet life
of Fairdale.”’ -

HEN Peter left Fairdale, three
- days later, I was at the depot to
bid him farewell.

The girl. . . He had asked her to see
him on his way, also, but she had
demurred. The engagement had not yet
been made public, she said, and she
feared the gossips. There was a slight
note of disappointment in Peter’s voice
as he told me of this, but if he thought
it queer he did not say so.

More than ten weeks clapsed before I
heard from him. At that time I received
a letter, written in his usual nervous
style, but pregnant with enthusiasm and
the joy of new discoveries. It was dated
at one of the smaller cities in the lower
Bhutan distriet of India,

¢ .. There are things in the
philosophy of this land that our own
wise men have never dreamed’’ (he
wrote). ‘‘They are too wonderful
to relate in this brief letter. Nothing
seems impossible to the weazened
sages of this bizarre countwy. You
and I and the others, Uncle Joseph,
are as mere children,

““ Do you know that but yesterday
Raj Singh, one of those who have
been teaching me, brought to his
very feet @ mongrel dog—a miser-
able cur that had been wandering
down the village street, some dist-
ance away from where we stood.
What was it that made the animal
pause, turn and drag himself to the
feet of the master—cowering, whim-
pering like a damned soul? No word
had been spoken—no gesture. And
the dog died a moment later.

“‘You see?’ said Raj Singh,
turning to me, an odd expression
hovering about his lips. ‘He was a
cur, my friend. It is easy to kill
curs. They have small souls—little
will-power—’

¢ ¢ Possibly, then, one could kill
man in this manner—if he were a
cur?’ I suggested.

“‘If he were a cur—yes,’ Raj
Singh replied. Then he added, hasti-
ly: ‘But have care, my young
friend. That way lies madness—
perhaps death. Such power was not
granted man 1o be trifled with.”

“So I changed the subject. But
you can see for yoursclf that there
are secrels, riddles which we of the
Occident have never solved. . .”’

There was much more of the same
tenor, in Peter’s letter. I did not under-

stand it all, myself, I still do not under-
stand it.

1llowever, I was overjoyed to hear
from the boy. 1 was pleased to learn
that he was happy—that he was not
passing the time in pining for the girl
he had left in Fairdale,

However, he had not forgotten her, as
was evidenced by the closing sentences.
He felt strongly, he stated, that every-
thing was not right at home. Would I
keep an eye open for him? Just what
had caused this doubt to creep into his
mind I do not know: at the. time I pre-
sumed that he had sensed it from some-
thing in the letters she probably had
written him.

I have a membership in the Country
Club, but I had never been given much
to social diversion. Still, to satisfy
Peter—and myself—I pulled my old
dress-suit from the closet and made plans
to attend a few of the functions at which
Aileen might be found.

It was not long before I discovered
that Peter’s uneasiness was not without
reason. The girl was conducting her-
self in a manner that was causing con-
siderable talk, even among the faster set
of Fairdale. It appeared that her name
was being coupled quite too often with
that of a newcomer from New York—a
certain Donald Hemenway.

I secured an introduction to him at the
earliest opportunity. To the layman’s
eye he must have been a prepossessing
chap, graceful, well-poised, with the
manners of a prince. But a practising
physician needed but one glimpse into
those eyes to decide that Iemenway was
not all that he should be. We passed
the usual conventional words of greet-
ing. Then, retiring to an easy chair,; I
watched the young New Yorker go
through the mazes of a maxixe with
Peter’s flancée.

I did not like the manner in which she
rested herself in his arms, nor the
warmth of her glances when she gazed
up into his face, nor the voluptuous
movements of her body as it bent and
swayed in unison with his to the strains
of the musie.

Nor was her surrender lost upon the
young fellow himself. He accepted it,
however, as though it were not unusual.
I began to wonder just how well these
two knew each other. They danced to-
gether wmany times—too many. in fact,
for convention’s sake: and with each
sncceeding dance, her cheeks became
more flushed and her surrender mere
complete.

Other persons, too, were watching the
couple: and when the two finally left
the eclubhouse, in Illemenway’s big
yellow roadster, eycbrows were lifted



and shoulders shrugged in a manner that
" was all too significant.

The next day I investigated Hemen-
way. I found that he was the scion of
a prominent New York family, and in
Fairdale presumably for his health. But
information sent me by a colleagne in
the metropolis was to the effect that he
was virtually in exile—that he had been
ordered to the country by an irate father,
following a scandal that had been the
sensation of New York society.

That the young man had no intention,
however, of leading the quiet and simple
life was evident from the fact that he
had brought with him two automobiles
and a man-servant, and had leased for
a term of months one of the most pre-
tentious houses in town. There were
rumors, already, of parties at his place,
attended by young men and women who
arrived in motors from other Ccities,
which seldom broke up until the gray
hours of dawn.

That Aileen Mallory had not yet at-
tended any of these orgies, I felt rea-
sonably certain. She thought too much
of her position as the leading debutante
of Fairdale to jeopardize it in such a
manner. But she was a weakling, and,
in consequence, I felt worried for her—
and for Peter.

The problem was a perplexing one, If
I could but talk it over with Peter, face
to face, possibly I could make him un-
derstand. As it was, I had nothing defi-
nite to tell him; and an ill-advised word
or two, expressed in cold writing, might
cause him to leap to a wrong conclusion.

It was a day or two later that Hemen-
way came to my office, seeking advice,

‘‘My nerves, Doctor Emerson,’’ he ex-
plained, ‘‘All shot to pieces. Maybe a
prescription, or something. . .”’

““There is only one thing that will
help your nerves, young man,”” I in-
formed him, ‘‘and that is to discontinue
your present mode of living. Late hours,
liquor—no man can keep it up and not
break down under the strain.’’

I studied him eclosely, while speaking.
There were lines in his face that ought
not to have appeared in the countenance
of a man twice his age.

““You’re like all the rest,”” he laughed,
sulkily, ‘“‘Always crosking. Wine,
women and song—cut them out, and
what’s there to live for?"’

“You’ll begin to realize, some day,
when it is too late,”’ I added. ‘‘And
while we’re on the subject, may I offer
another bit of advice?”’

““Go ahead, I'm paying for it,”” he
chuckled, harshly.

““This girl, Aileen Mallory—she’s not
one of your blase, city types. She’s still
a good girl, and, furthermore, she is en-
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gaged to marry the best friend I have in
the world. I ask you, as a gentleman, to
leave her alone.”’

For a moment, I thought he was going
to strike me, Instead, he turned on his
heel and started to leave the office. He
stopped an instant, however, on the
threshold ; turned and spoke.

““And I ask you,’’ he stated, angrily,
‘“to mind your own business,’”” The next
moment he slammed the door, and was
gone,

A little later, glancing from my win-
dow, I saw his roadster shoot down the
street. Beside him sat Aileen Mallory.

THERE was a dance at the Country

Club that night. With a troubled
heart, I slipped into evening dress, and
drove out in my old runabout.

When I arrived, the orchestra was
playing some music—a weird, Oriental
strain, with a seductive rhythm that
wove a strange spell about the senses.
There were but a few couples on the
floor, and among them—Hemenway and
Aileen.

I saw at a glance that the girl had
been drinking. Her eyes were partly
closed, and she was drifting through the
intricate steps dreamily, sensuously, as
though oblivious to everything about her.
The Country Club had always been
“‘dry'’—even in the days before intoxi-
cants were declared illegal. It was not
diffieult to guess who had given her the
wine; for, when they came close, I no-
ticed also that Hemenway’s face was
flushed, and that he was breathing
heavily.

He gripped the girl tightly, his un-
gloved hand upon the soft flesh of her
shoulder, and his eyes taking in hungrily
the outlines of her attractively immature
figure, barely concealed by the filmy and
daring gown she wore.

The music ceased, and, as Hemenway
caught sight of me, he led the girl off
the floor, out onto the veranda. Enraged,
but endeavoring to appear calm, I fol-
lowed them. I found them seated in a
rustic settee, in a far corner.

“Mr. Hemenway,”’ I said, “I wish to
speak to you. I am certain that Miss
Mallory will excuse you for a moment.”’

He looked at her quickly, as if about to
protest; but she acquiesced with a half-
maudlin nod of her pretty head, and he
arose and went with me down the steps
onto the graveled driveway.

““Well?”’ he asked, with an air of
bravado, when we were out of earshot.

““Good God, Hemenway,”” I uttered
tersely, ‘‘have you lost your senses? If
you have no respect for yourself, at least
show some toward that girl. Leave her
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alone! Stay away from her!
don’t—"’

““If I don’t, what— %'’ he asked, his lip
curling.

‘I shall deem it necessary—’”

He laughed.

““My dear doctor,’’ he replied, in a
tone that conveyed the mockery of an
imp of hell, ““my dear doetor, you for-
get yourself! Allow me to bid you a
pleasant good evening, and return to the
fair one who is waiting for me. Au
revoir!”’

He left me standing there on the drive-
way, staring impotently at his back as
he strode up the steps. I could have
killed him cheerfully, at the moment;
and now, as I look backward, I think
that perhaps it would have bheen better
if I had.

If you

I DID not sleep that night. Far into
the morning I lay upon my bed, toss-
ing restlessly, and struggling to find a
solution to the problem. There were
moments when I decided to go to the girl
and warn her ; but upon calmer reflection
I realized that it would be useless. She
would Jaugh at my warning; would tell
me, probably, that I was a meddlesome
busybody, over-zealous in my efforts to
protect the interests of the abhsent Peter.
But I could tell Peter, I decided. He
had a right to know. He must be brought
back immediately, before it was too late.
Perhaps he could drag the girl away
from the edge of the abyss on which
she was flirting.

The decision to write to Peter brought
order to my chaotic thoughts. I dis-
patched a letter to him the following day.
I did not attempt to make explanation;
I merely informed him that he was need-
ed in Fairdale, and advised him to cut
short his wanderings and return at once.
Peter would understand. I had no fear
that he would miss the significance of
the message.

I calculated that it would take thirty
days, at least, for my letter to reach
Peter, and still another thirty for him
to make the trip back.

After posting the missive, I felt bet-
ter in the consciousness of a duty per-
formed. I tried to shake the whole un-
pleasant affair from my mind until his
return, and devoted myself assiduously
to my practice.

It was on a balmy Spring morning,
three weeks after the letter had started
on its way, that Aileen Mallory visited
my office. I saw at a glance that she had
aged years since the night I had seen
her at the Country Club, There were
dark circles beneath her eyes: and the
eyes themselves were the eyes of one who
is looking into the depths of hell. . Her
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features were drawn and haggard, She
stood there on the threshold, gazing
hesitantly at me, until finally she
swayed, as though immeasurably weary.
Jumping to my feet, I led her to a chair.

““Now, my dear girl,’’ I urged, sitting
down beside her, ‘‘tell me—tell me
everything.’’

¢J—1T can’t,”” she whispered, and bur-
ied her face in her hands. ‘I thought
1 could—but I can’t.”’

“You must!’ 1 insisted, and started
to stroke the light spungold of her hair
that was resting on my shoulder.

She drew suddenly away from me, and
sprang to her feet. A shudder passed
through her slender frame.

“Please,’’ she begged, ““don’t touch
me! And don’t look at me that way.
They all know. HKverybody looks at me
that way. I’'m a bad girl!—a bad girl!
—O0Oh God!—"’

My telephone bell rang just at that
moment, and I rose and went into the
inner office to answer it, When I re-
turned, Aileen Mallory was gone. That
day she disappeared from Fairdale. It
was as mysterious as it was sudden, for
she left no trace.

SIX days later, Peter Andrus returned.
Late in the aftetnoon he walked into
my office, and stood silently surveying
me, while I tried to frame words of wel-
come.

“Peter, my boy!"’ I exclaimed at last.
““This is unexpected!”’

““1 had to return,’’ he began, ‘‘Your
letter—the letter—’’

‘““My letter!”’ I echoed in amazement.
There could be but one letter to which
he would refer in such a manner. ‘‘Why,
you couldn’t have received that letter!
It is less than & month sinece I put it in
the mail!”?

““Yes; vou are right; I didn’t receive
it,”” he went on, in a dull monotone.
“But I knew—"’

I was watching him in faseination. A
great change had come over him, He
was bronzed, and older; his eyes were
pools of living fire that seemed to burn
into my very soul.

““Yes, I know,”’ he continued. “‘I
have learned much—these past months—
I have learned much!’’ He sighed.

“‘You have heard, then, about—about
Aileen?’’ I inguired.

“‘No, I have heard nothing, I came
direetly to your office—to talk to you,
before—Well, before T did anything.”’

I stared at him, unable to understand.
A question formed on my lips, but he
spoke again before I could give it utter-
ance.

““Tell me his namel’> he demanded
fiercely, ‘“Tell me what happened to

. her—Tell me everything!”’
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He sat back and stanmed my face
olosely with those burning eyes of his.
I had thought to break the mews to him
by easy degrees, to withhold parts of the
story until later. But now I found my-
gelf, almost against my will, detailing
to him minutely every event of the past
three months, My own words sounded
oddly to my ears, as if my voice had be-
come detached from the rest of my be-
ing, and wero a third person beyond my
control. While I was speaking he did
not interrupt me, and when I had con-
cluded, he sat, silent, for several minutes.
He scemed totally lost in his thoughts,
and oblivious to my presence.

Rising to his fect, he began to pacc
nervously from oune end of the room to
the other, his hands clusped behind his
back, Presently he stopped before my
desk, and once more turned his gaze on
me. His éxpression was uncanny, In
the depths of his eyes lurked madness,
stark and wild, I shrank back in dis-
may.

Then he broke the silence, speaking
slowly, each word distinet and vibrant
as the toll of a bell. He said:

“In the sight of God, from this mo-
ment on I am a murderer!”

‘Peter, not that!’’ I argued wildly.
“PThink— 7’

At that he laughed, scornfully, and,
it seemed, pityingly.

““You {ail to understand me,’’ he in-
terposed. ‘‘I did not say ‘in the sight
of man.” And now I am going out for
a while, to—to make a call.’’

Still under his spell, I watched him
put on his hat and stride from the place.
A minute later I heard him crank my
old runabout and start down the street.
It was perhaps ten or fifteen seconds
after this that my daze seemed to clear
away and 1 found strength to rise to my
feet and go out on to the veranda. Peter
was not 1n sight,

An overwhelming fear took possession
of me. Grasping the handrail for sup-
port, I tottered down the steps, and then
started up the street toward Hemen-
way’s residence.

It was several blocks distant—and I
am not as young as I used to be. When
I arrived at last, I found the front door
ajar. My runsbout was at the curb, be-
hind Hemenway’s big roadster. I climbed
the stairs as rapidly as I could, and start-
ed into the living room.

I was too late, On the instant that I
set foot on the threshold I saw in the
semi-gloom a flash, and the crack of a
pistol shot broke the silence. Then a
tall form—I could not tell whose—fell
headlong onto the floor, and lay silent,
With palsied fingers I groped for the
electric light switch beside the doorway,
and turned it on.

The form on the floor was that of Don-
ald Hemenway. He still held in his
hand & small, blue-steel automatic pis-
tol. He was quite dead, for the bullet
had entered his temple,

At that moment his man-servant, who
had been in the rear of the house, rushed
into the room.

On the center table we found a note,
in Hemenway’s handwriting. The ink
was not yet dry. It was prima facte
evidence of suicide; terse but sufficient :

“1, Donald Hemenway, being un-
fit to Live, am this day dying by my
own hand, and mey God have mercy
on my soid.”’

And Peter—we found him collapsed in
a large Morris chair. Llis eyes were open,
and he seemed to be staring directly at
the fallen body. There was on his face
an expression of blank amazement, of
surprise—the same guestioning look onc
sometimes sees ou the face of o nan who
has died from heart failnre. He was as
pale as death ilself; and after I had
spoken to him, and had reecived no an-
swer, I feared that he was dead. .

It seemed not, though. His pulse and
respiration were normal. Still, when I
shook him violently, he did not stir. He
was, it would appear, in a state of coma
from which he could not be awakened.

In fact, he did not awaken until nine
days later., And when he did, he was
not the Peter Andrus I had known, The
light had faded from his eyes; his body,
though perfeet, as our medical tests
showed, was a mere pulsating shell of
flesh, blood and bone. He—perhaps I
should not say ‘‘he’’—wag without mind,
without memory, without will-power
even to raise a hand; a living temple of
God, from which the spirit seemed to
have flown.

He lived, thus, until one day his body
wag found, stiff and cold, in bed, His
powerful heart, minus the stimulus of
spirit, had ceased its mechanical pulsat-
ing.

Just what transpired in Hemenway’s
living room that afternoon, before I ar-
rived, I can only guess. Of course, there
still remains the note—in Hemenway’s
own handwriting. Yet there is a strange
fear in my mind; I cannot cast off the
doubt that pervades it.

Was Peter Andrus correct when he
proclaimed himself a murderer ‘‘in the
sight of God?’’ Or did he die at peace
with his Maker, and did his soul—

But there again, I have forgotten. I
am an old man, strong in the faith, and
may I be forgiven for such heresy; but
I do nat know that Peter Andrus, at
the time of his death, had a soul.



Here’s a Story Based on a Subject of Wide
Human Appeal and Containing

a Horrifying Climax

The Case of Dr. Johnstone

By BURTON PETER THOM

ert Belmore Johnstone.

With one or two exceptions, all of
the metropolitan dailies printed accounts
of his life and work. Many of the medi-
cul journals will also doubtless gontain
editorial obituaries as they appear with-
in the next few weeks,

For, as is well known, Dr, Johnstone
was one of the foremost physicians in the
English speaking world before he was
overtaken by the horrible misfortune at
the height of his career. That he was
great in the science of medicine, one of
the greatest of researchers and investi-
gators, the peer of Magendie, Bernard, or
Virchow is true. That he was a noble
man, a8 we understand that word to
mean a high and gracious soul, is also
true. I, who knew him better perhaps
than anyone else ean testify to that.

But that he suddenly became insane

six years ago and that he died a few
days ago is not true. Dr, Johnstone was
the sanest man I ever knew, and when
he was declared insane he was already
dead.
To the reader and to those who knew
him this statement is both a paradox and
a mystery. Yet nevertheless it is true.
The solution to this paradox and mystery
I alone know. The time has now come,
I believe, when it should be told. The
facts as they occurred I shall set down
here in the form of a story because I
believe they will ind more credence than
if they were embodied in a monograph
and read before a medical society or a
society for psychical research,

It is difficult to begin, however, be-
cause I have no experience in writing fic-
tion, which is the mode whereby this nar-
rative is told. Also, for that reason, I
am obliged to divest the telling of all
scientific terms which appeals to me very
much like writing about some disease in
the form of a novel.

IHAVE Just read of the death of Rob-

THE fame of the physician is not

wide; nor does it last. Who re-
members the famous physicians of a hun-
dred years ago—Laennee, Cooper, Aber-
nethy, Rush? Except to their profes-

sional brethren, and not all of them, they
have been long forgotten.

So it is with Johnstone. Thousunds
remember him now because of personal
contact ; but many thousands never heard
of him, and fifty years hence his name
and his achievements in solving some of
the abstruse problems of pathology, his
researches in physiology, will, except to
the learned few, mean almost less than
nothing,

Yet, during the years of his activity,
he did much work that will last. But of
his greatest victory that ended in—no,
I will not say defeat, for defeat means
failure and he did not fail—I will tell
so that if in the future, that which he
proved, is proved again, the credit of it
—the glory of it—will go to him.

It was while I was an interne at the
Neurological Hospital that I became ac-
quainted with Dr. Johnstone. He was
chief of the visiting staff and he had a
room fitted up as a laboratory where he
did his experimental and research worlk.
Because of his position at the hospital
the internes were told cff from time to
time to assist him, Since my tendencies
were, and still are I may say, all directed
toward the experimental and research
side of medicine rather than the prac-
tical or clinieal side, I perhaps showed
more enthusiasm than the other interne
assistants and this common bond of in-
terest soon made us very good friends.

When my interneship at the hospital
expired and I started out to practice for
myself I continued to aet as his assistant,
It was through his influence that a year
later I gave up private practice alto-
gether and devoted myself exclusively
to research, when I was appointed a re-
search fellow in pathology at the Stone-
man Institute, a whole timre appointment
which T still hold.

My duties there made it impossible for
me to work with him as I had formerly,
but while I was now doing research in-
dependently, I never failed to take the
opportunity to work with my teacher
(for so I regarded him) whenever the
chance came. His vast knowledge and
keen insight into the vagaries of disease

und the wealth of suggestions that he
was always ready to give freely, made
association with him of immense value
to me in my own investigations. You
can therefore readily understand my re-
gard for hm, not only as a scientist but
as a man.

Unlike many men of high scientific at-
tainments, whose lives are spent in the
pursuit of knowledge, Dr, Johnstone was
not a pedant. Nor was he a stark ma-
terialist as many of his calling often are.
It seemed to me that his mind was so
fine and subtle, so penetrative that he
could see with the eyes of the spirit
things which were denied to those who
boasted of their materialism. For I have
often noted that those who are steeped
in science to the exelusion of all else not
infrequently miss the true cause of
things.

It could be truly said that Dr. John-
stone was the most eminent physiologist
of his time; for none had delved more
deeply into the mechanism of life; yet,
unlike some that I can name, he did not
believe that the life of an individual—
man or beast—was simply the sum of his
endocrine reactions. To him life was in-
finitely more than a chemical reaction.
He believed that every living ereature
had a soul, a spirit, a pneuma as the old
Greeks called ity that motivated its phys-
ieal structure and was as much a part
of it as the tissue planes of whieh its
body was composed.

I am aware, and doubtless Dr, John-
stone was also aware, that the Theoso-
phists and other more ancient cults hold
to this belief, but I do not wish to infer
that Dr. Johnstone was a mystic or given
over to occultism as many who believe as
he did are very prone to be. He saw it
only through the cold light of reason.
For when reason illuminates the spirit
as well as the intellect it shows many
things which others eannot see,

Researchers in medicine rarely dis-
cuss these things. Some deny with ve-
hemence that the soul exists; to others—
and they are the majority—it is a mat-
ter of indifference. But Johnstone was

not of this number, The subject inter-
23
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ested him. I am quite confident that it
had interested him for many years. Per-
sonally, I must confess, the existence or
non-existence of the soul in man never
appealed to me as a subject for scientific
discussion or research.

As to animals having souls; it never
entered my mind. I recall our first con-
versation on the subject—these words
especially :

“‘Those who do not believe the soul ex-
ists are not in a position to explain the
phenomena of life. ‘Je¢ pense donc Je
suis”—I think, therefore I am.” The
I'renchman was right, I am what I am,
no matter in what corporate or incorpor-
ate existence my ego may be. The spirit
is as indestructible as energy.”’

It was shortly after this that I be-
lieve he began his strange experiments;
although he did not take me into his con-
fidence in these. I cannot, therefore,
state anything as to their nature, al-
though I am quite sure that they were
not along the lines usually taken by
psychie researchers. From my knowl-
edge of his way of thinking, I am confi-
dent that his approach was from the
physiologice or biologic point of view.

It was about the middle of June, or
thereabouts, in 1916 that he called me
on the telephone and asked me to spend
the week-end at his country home on the
North Shore.

¢TI want you to help me in an experi-
ment that will open your eyes,”” was the
reason he gave for the invitation,

it is needless to state that T accepted
with alacrity. I was ‘‘fed up’® with
work, and a three days rest at his de-
lightful home on the Sound was very ap-
pealing to me. As those who knew him
are aware, Dr. Johnstone had no office
in the ecity. His private practice was
entirvely as a consultant, and such cases
as were referred to him by other physi-
vians he saw in a room sct aside for that
purpose at the hospital. Not infrequent-
lv he was called in consultation out of
the city. From June to October he spent
his week-ends at his country home,

I found him waiting for me at the sta-
tion, and as we went spinning along the
pleasant country road in his high-pow-
ered roadster, which he had just pur-
chased, our conversation was on the mer-
its of his new car rather than on phys-
iologic experiments. It was not until
after an excellent dinner and we had lit
our pipes on the porch that he told me
of the nature of the experiment he in-
tended to perform.

““ As yon perhaps know,’’ he began, ‘I
have been engaged for some time in re-
search to prove the existence of the soul
or personal identity. You are the only
one who is acquainted with my efforts
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in that direction. It is needless for me
to say, as you very well know, that if T
bad made my experiments publie, my
seientific friends, with hardly an excep-
tion, would have made of me a laugh-
ing stock.

‘““For that reason, except to you, who
I know do not doubt my sanity, I have
kept my work a secret. Hitherto, as in
all research having to do with life and
its functions, in health or disease, I have
experimented with animals. T have now
reached that stage where a human sub-
jeet is necessary. I therefore propose to
experiment on myself, or, rather, it is
neecessary for myself to form part of the
experiment. That is why I have sent
for you. Not only that you, who in a
sense I look upon as my pupil, may wit-
ness the physical demonstration of the
existence of the ego outside of its original
habitat, but also because I will require
your assistance in what I propose to
prove. It will mean that you will also
participate in the fame which the proof
will bring.”’

The technicalities of his proposed ex-
periment he did not reveal; and as he
did not seem to care to discuss them I
turned the subject. The fact of the mat-
ter was that neither of us cared to talk
‘‘shop,’’ and as the coming experiment
was certainly included in that category
we talked of other things,

I have often thought of that evening
since. How little did either of us realize
what was going to happen.

‘“Sleep as late as you please,”’ were
the parting words of my host before we
went to bed.

If T were writing fiction it would now
be in order, I suppose, to digress and
tell how I was filled with vagune fears of
the morrow; how strange, weird noises
or other happenings were heard or seen
in the watches of the night, that would
help to build the structure of the cul-
minating horror. But nothing like that
oceurred.

There was no reason for it. A won-
derful, far-reaching, perhaps out of the
ordinary, scientific experiment was to be
performed. Such are being done every
day. To the scientist they are no more
than a part of the day’s work. The sei-
entific demonstration of the soul or per-
sonal identity by means of a carefully
reasoned and rationally worked out ex-
periment, while fraught with intense in-
terest, need not necessarily be uncanny.
The investigations of Lodge, of Crookes,
of Rochas, and—most recent of all—
Richet, when subjected to scientific an-
alysis are not ghostly or uncanny.

Science has no place for phenomena
that reason cannot fathom. Such do not
exist except in the imagination of those

who feel, but do not think. But I have
often thought of why Dr, Johnstcne’s
great experiment had the outcome that
it did. I can hardly bring myself to be-
lieve that the most important part of all
should have been overlooked or provided
against. For I never knew whether this
was an oversight or just plain accident.

Perhaps they are right who say that
there are some things which we cannot
or rather, ought not to know, and that
there is some Power, eall it what you will,
that says, ‘‘So far shalt thou go and no
farther.”’

I do not know. In a way, the experi-
ment failed; failed horribly; yet, Dr.
Johnstone proved that the soul exists,
that there is spirit as well as matter,
proved it in a way that I, at least, could
not possibly deny, Therefore, instead of
saying that he failed, I shall say that he
perished, for a man may perish and yet
not fail,

I was awakened in the morning by the
birds chirping in the trees. After break-
fast, which, I remember, was a very
cheerful meal, we went out on the porch.
and had a smoke,

“I think we had better go upstairs
now,’” said Johnstone, when we had fin-
ished our pipes. ‘‘Y want to be through.
by twelve, so that I can beat you on the
links this afternoon.’’

““We’ll see about that,” I replied,
laughing.

The laboratory was on the top floor
and ran the whole length of the house.
I had never been in it before, but I conld
see at a glance that it was very complete-
ly equipped. In the center of the room
were two glass operating tables, and on
one of them, covered by a sheet was what
appeared to be a human form, either of
a child or a rather short man or woman.
The rhythmie rise and fall of the sheet
showed that it was alive.

I raised the sheet and saw a full grown
orang asleep, evidently under the in-
fluence of some narcotic.

‘““He’s one part of the experiment,”’
said Johnstone smiling, ‘‘and I'm the
other.”’

T did not reply, and I did not return
the smile. For some reason, I do not
know why, I experienced a feeling of re-
vulsion, To experiment with animals is
to me very commonplace; so too, within
certain limits, are experiments on human
beings. I am not squeamish and I am
not sentimental, but this—

‘Do you intend to transfer your intel-
ligence into the body of this ape and have
his—whatever it is—pass into yours?’’ I
asked.

““That is just what I intend to do,”’
he replied. ““If I can do that by physical
means I will have proved not only that



the soul exists, but that it exists also as
a tangible entity.”’

I said no more; for, after all, why
should I? The experiment was eminent-
ly proper. The phenomena of telepathy,
apparitions of the living and dead, mes-
sages from discarnate intelligences are
being constantly investigated; why
should not a scientist of the first class
investigate this profound and vital prob-
lem, the enigma of enigmas, from the
standpoint of those sciences which have
most to do with the manifestations of life
and death—biology and physiology?

An investigation carried to a success-
ful issue along these lines would do more
to convince the skeptical than any
amount of the so called ““evidence’” off-
ered by spiritualistic investigators.

‘We proceeded at once with the work
in hand, At Dr. Johnstone’s direction,
I shaved the nape of the animal’s neck
and also 8 tonsure-shaped area on the
top of the head, I then adjusted a cap-
shaped eleetrode that was held in place
by tapes tied firmly under the chin. It
was not necessary to shave the man, as
he was sufficiently bald to allow a simi-
lar electrode to be fitted without the hair
interfering with the contact.

He then had me fasten his legs and
arms with leather straps attached to the
table on which he lay; the beast was not
restrained. I then connected the two
electrodes by means of a non-insulated
wire of some metallic substance having
a peculiar luminous lustre—radio active
I wonld say—and very cold to the touch.

I also attached to the posts of the bat-
tery two longer wires of the same ma-
terial, one each from the two electrodes,
thus completing the circuit. The bat-
tery, if I may call it such, for I do not
know whether it generated electricity or
some other force, I cannot describe, be-
cause the units of which it was composed
were encased in a wooden box, It was
placed on a small stand between the two
glass-topped tables on which the man and
beast reclined.

“All set!’” I exclaimed. .

“Turm on the switch.”’

I did so. There was a slight erack-
ling noise, not unlike that made by a
D’Arsonval current, and instantly both
bodies became rigid. The respiratory
movements ceased, as well as the apex
beat of the heart. The eyes remained
open and stony and staring, with the
pupils widely dilated. On the face of
the man and on that of the beast there
seemed to come the change of death.
Their features became pinched and sank
in, the lips livid and drawn tight over
the teeth. Theirs was the facies Hippo-
cratica, the sure harbinger of death, de-
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scribed by the great father of medicine
long ago.

Tt was as if the vital organs—the heart
and lungs—no longer functioned and the
glow of life was gone, This phase lasted
exactly one minute and twenty-two see-
onds, for I timed it with my watch. Then
the heart of each began to beat again:
slowly and feebly at first, but the force
and number of the beats increased with
each passing second.

They began to breathe, They lived;
although unconscions, For awhile they
seemed to sleep; to sleep with that pro-
foundness that is observed only in chil-
dren or the aged, or in those who are
utterly exhausted by physical exertion.
This second phase lasted for a few see-
onds less than five minutes.

Then came another change. A change
that was subtle and terrible to see. It
was as if life was coming back, but in
each it was a different life and this dif-
ference was indelibly stamped upon their
features. The countenance of the ape
shone with a light that was new and
strange; the conntenance of the man was
transformed by a look that was not hu-
man., I was awed; for what I saw was
stranger far than anything I had ever
beheld.

The ape turned his eyes toward me.
The cavernous mouth opened, the black
snout grimaced, in husky, gauttural tones
came the words, ‘“Where am I%”’ .

I did not answer; I simply stared at
him. The beast sat up and stretched his
arms, and then clambered to the floor
and shambled toward me. I stepped
back—I could not help it.

“Don’t be afraid. It’s only I—John-
stone.’” The wrinkled face broke into 2
hideous smile. ‘‘Help me to unloose the
other.””

The man by this time was tfugging at
the straps in an endeavor to get free.
As I unbuckled the strap that held his
shounlders down, he tried to bite me.

“‘Stop that!! croaked the ape, and he
struck the man a sharp blow in the face.
He cowered from the blow and made an
angry grimace, and when the leg straps
were unloosed sprang to the floor with
a wild yell and began capering about the
roomm with body bent and hanging arms
—like an ape. If it were not horrible,
it would have seemed grotesque, but as
it was it sickened me,

The beast clutched me by the arm, and
in a voice that trembled with emotion,
hoarse and raucous though it was, said,
““See! his soul is in my body and my
soul is in his bedy. I have proved that
the soul exists—that there is an ego in
all living things,”’

N SILENCE we stood and watched
the bestial thing, and it came home
to me how much the body reflects the
soul within. Round and round the room
it ran; peering, muttering, fingering,
smelling. Suddenly it approached and
stopped at the table where the battery
stood.

With a cry of alarm, the one at my
side leaped forward to drive it away.
But it was too late, As the beast leaped,
the man swept the apparatus to the floor.
It fell with a crash. From the broken
jars a fuming, greenish vapor arose that
filled the room with a pungent, acrid
odor. The wires gave off faint, red
lights and turned to white, ashlike
streaks,

The ape gripped him. The man yelled
and bit and struggled. The body of
Johnstone was that of a powerful man
in the prime of life and he put up a
fierce fight, Over and over they rolled,
upsetting chairs and tables, now the man,
now the beast, on top. Slowly but sure-
ly, the animal strength overcame that of
the human. The man was down and the
beast was on top.

In vain the man’s fists beat the broad,
black face and tore at the hairy chest.
The short, thick fingers clutched his
throat tighter and tighter, his face
tarned blue and his tongue stuck out to
a sickening length, and his eyes seemed
as if they were bursting from their sock-
ets,

I watehed the fearful struggle without
attempting to interfere, because it was
impossible to do so. It was not like a
fight between man and man but a fight
between two beasts, I was fascinated
by it, but when I realized that the man
was dying—that the beast was choking
him to death, I came to myself.

““Stop it! for God’s sake stop it!’’ I
ceried, ‘“You’re killing him—you’re kill-
ing yourself!’”’ and I grasped the ape
by the shoulder and tried to pull him
off.

““Let go of him!”’ He understood and
relaxed his hold and stood up. The man
still breathed feebly.

““What is the matter with you?”’ I
asked with heat. “‘If you kill him, how
ean you return to your own body?”’

The ape turned and looked at me.

““Yes,”” he groaned, ‘‘I know; but he
has broken the bridge over which we
must pass to enter into our own.”

“What!”’ I cried. *“Do you mean to
tell me that you can’t go back? Can’t
the apparatus be repaired? We can
keep this,’’ and I pointed to the prostrate
form on the floor, ‘‘locked up until I ean
get what you need.”’

(Continued on page 90)



THE DEAD-NAMING OF
LUKAPEHU

T‘HE following tale was handed to
me in manuseript by an ae-
guaintance to whom it was re-
lated by a friend who heard it from an
old resident of the Hawaiian group as
happening to his father. In view of the
father’s integrity, and bearing in mind
other similar cases, there is, of course, no
doubt as to the truth of the story.
‘Whether Lukapehu died of an ‘“error of
mortal judgment,’”’ of the incantations
of the old medicine man, or of super-
stitious fear, is for the reader to judge
for himself.

The title Xahuna means sorcerer.
Kahuna-anana is a specific title for a
death-dealing sorcerer, from Kahuna a
sorcerer; and anana, to gaze intently.
The epithet suggests that ancient belief
in the evil eye, so naively preserved in
the Scottish ballads, and particularly
common in Italy and India. The story
is recorded here substantially as it came
into my possession,

In 1859, my father had already es-
tablished himself on a large plantation
on Kawai, one of the Hawaiian group.
He acquired among his ‘“‘boys’’ a repu-
tation for utter fearlessness and, to an
astonishing degree, for foolhardy disre-
gard of the various powers of enchant-
ment. There dwelt also on Kawai, where
the two branches of the Waimea River
join, a famous old Kahuna, Kapukapu,
who far surpassed his fellow sorcerers
in skill, being reputed a Kahuna-anana
or death-dealing sorcerer. So great was
the reputation of this magician that
never did any of the villagers presume
to oppose his wishes; but often they
complained bitterly to my father of
Kapukapu’s unjust demands for food
and service, exacted under threats of
fearful and certain calamity. My father
pooh-poohed these tales, particularly to
a certain one of his boys, Lukapehu, his
most skillful fisherman, exhorting him
to have no fear of the old man but to
face him boldly and laugh his threats
to scorn.

ONE evening in the year I have men-
tioned, Lukapehu came up the
valley as the sun was setting, carrying
in his net the day’s cateh, which had

been large even for him. He was a tall,
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good-natured native, swinging along
with the care-free abandon .of super-
fluous physical strength and primitive
irresponsibility., Perhaps his savage
heart was touched by the glory of the
sunset, which was reflected from the
palms and tropic ferns in a golden
aura; perhaps he was thinking of the
wife and the naked little bambino who
would greet him at his hut and rejoice
with him in the silver treasure his skill
had wrested from the sea; for as he
strode up the deep valley of the Waimes
River, he sang a plaintive melody that
mingled with the twilight like the
lengthening shadows, faint, elusive.

Suddenly the song ceased and an un-
canny silence pervaded the ravine, save
for the swish of the river and the
twitter of restless birds in the koa trees.
Lukapehu had reached the branching
tributaries where Kapukapu dwelt.
Silhouetted against the fiery sun, stood
the old sorcerer, tall, gaunt, leaning
upon his staff and gazing intertly down
the valley. Clothed only in a ragged
loin cloth, his long, unkempt hair brush-
ing his shoulders, his thin, gray beard
stirring in the evening breeze, his eyes
bulging like fire brands from his cadav-
erous skull, he looked like the animated
skeleton of a fiend. When he saw the
fisherman with his burden, he ecrossed
the stream and stopped Lukapehu.

“My son,’’ he said, ‘‘I see how great
has been your success. When a young
man has so much it is well for him to
share with an old man.””

Lukapehu, fortified by my father’s
example, replied boldly, *‘It is well also,
sometimes, for an old man to mind his
own business.”’

BRUSHING past the gaunt Kapukapu,

he continued up the valley, ignor-
ing the calling of his name by the en-
raged sorcerer. But presently he heard
the Kahuna chanting over strange,
sonorous syllables which gathered in-
tensity and resonanece as the voice went
on, until from the low, menacing hum
of vowels, the Kahuna had raised the
echoes of the valley and the wood with
his reverberant chant, ‘‘Lukapehu shall
die! Lukapehu shall diel’’

Lukapehu’s heart sank. He tried to
reassure himself with the recollection of
my father’s words, but primitive fear
was fast laying hold on his soul. How
could civilization free from bondage in
a single generation, a life which was
the product of ages of superstitious
slavery? Had not the evil Kahuna-
anana called the fatal curse down upon
his cousin, and had he not perished
miserably? How could he, Lukapehu,
hope to escape? ;

He looked back. ... and was lost!
The sun had gone down leaving a bloody
reflection in a cloud-bespattered sky;
the shadows lay black and threatening
among the palms. Beside the darkly
mumbling stream stood Kapukapu, his
ragged hair fluttering in the quickening
breeze, his long arms extended, his
gnarled staff pointing toward the terri-
fied Lukapehu, while he muttered his
diabolical dead-naming, ‘‘Lukapehu
shall die! Lukapehu shall die!”’

Lukapehu broke into a runm, leaving
a silver trail behind him as the fishes
fell from his net. Faster and faster he
sped toward the shelter of his hut, as
the cehant of the Kahuna-anana rose
higher and higher until it seemed to fill
the earth, ‘‘Lukapehu shall die! Luka-
pehu shall die!”’

The poor fisherman sank exhausted be-
fore the door of his hut saying over and
over, ‘“I am dying; Kapukapu has
called me! I am dying! I am dying!”’

His frightened wahine and the little
brown bambino dragged him into the
house and sent for my father. But he
was busy and sent word back that Luka-
pehu should not fear, he could not die,
and that he, my father, would come
down in the morning.

The next morning, just before dawn,
while the dew was still heavy on the
ferns and the pandanus, he rode over to
the hut of the fisherman expecting to
find him about his work. But Lukapehu
still lay moaning on the cot, nor could
my father raise him up.

He died with the breaking of the day,
just as the sun dispelled the gloom of
the Waimea valley, called to his death
by the hideous Kahuna-anana.



The Ghastly Secret of Bludmanton Castle
Is Revealed in a Harrowing Way in

The Cup of Blood

A Condensed Novel
By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE
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T WAS after the close of the World
War that Anderson and I decided to
tour Scotland afoot.

As my purpose is not to chronicle the
details of that trip in toto, but rather to
relate the story of how it was brought
to a most abrupt and fearful termina-
tion, I will state, as briefly as possible,
the incidents which led to that fateful
and eventful night at Bludmanton
Castle.

After two weeks of pleasant tramping
and camping, with every night spent
under canvas, we were strolling through
a quaint little village late one afternoon,
hot, tired and thirsty, when Anderson’s
roving eye spotted a sign that gave

|

promise of sundry and assorted liquid
refreshments of a most inviting nature.
Straight for that sign we sped at double
quick, eased our packs to the floor of the
cool taproom, and were soon washing the
dust from our parched throats.

My buddy is quick at scraping ac-
quaintances, and it was not long before
he had started a conversation with old
Sandy Magruder who sat at the table
nexf to ours. He was not loath to join
us in a mug or two of ale, at Anderson’s
invitation, and we found him exceeding-
ly interesting.

I presume there is scarce a village,
town or hamlet anywhere in the world
that has not some individual landmark

or curiosity which its inhabitants will

Y\ point out with pride to strangers. In
\ "' San Antonio they ask ‘‘Have you seen

the Alamo?’’ in New Orleans, ‘‘Have
you been through the French Market?”
In Rome, ““Ilave you visited the Cata-
combs?’’ And so it goes.

In this case it was a haunted castle.
Bludmmanton Castle, so Sandy assured
us, was haunted by ‘‘(ibberin’ ghaists
and shriekin’ houlets, and mayhap the
Auld Nick himsel’.”’

I was disposed to argue the possibility
of there being any such creatures as
gibbering ghosts, but Anderson kicked
my shins sharply under the table and
plied the old fellow with questions that
brought out a remarkable legend con-
cerning the ancient ruins,

It seems that, many years before,
Bludmanton Castle had been the strong-
hold of Sir Malecolm Blud, Laird of
Bludmanton, a eruel and inhuman mon-
ster who was despised and hated the
countryside over, both for his servile
cringing to those above him and his
heartless and tyrannical treatment of
those about him who had the misfortune
to be of humble birth.
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Though they hated and reviled their
heartless laird, the people of Bludwnan-
ton loved and respected his wife, the
beaytiful and gentle Lady Helen, for
many were her acts of kindness to the
poor and afflicted, and did she but hear
of someone who had suffered through
the tyranny of her husband, she would
straightaway make amends insofar as
her slender purse would permit.

Lady Helen was the daughter of a
northern laird, and at the time of her
marriage, brought two of her old serv-
ants to live at Bludmanton Castle, These
servants gossiped, as servants will, and
it was not long until everyone in and
about the castle was acquainted with the
circumstances of her unhappy wedding.

It was said that this marriage to a
man more than twice her age had not
been of her own choosing, for she was
only eighteen at the time and Sir Mal-
colm well past fifty, but was forced on
her by her father when it had been of-
fered him as the only alternative to
foreclosure for a certain debt he owed
the Laird of Bludmanton, and eould not
pay on account of reduced circum-
stances,

A loveless marriage is, at best, a tragie
thing, but when there is added to it the
despair of a hopeless lost love, then it is
indeed a calamity. It seems that this
was the case with Lady Helen, for there
were whispers of a young theological
student who had won her affection some
time before the wedding, and on whose
account she had been sternly rebuked by
her father, Not that she ever showed it,
either by word or action, for she was a
true and faithful wife; ever submissive to
the word of her laird and keen to please
him in all things. Despite the secret
sorrow that clutched at her heart she
went about silently and uncomplaining-
ly, gradually growing paler and more
frail, until at the end of a year she was
but a shadow of her former self.

It was about this time that the aged
minister of the parish died, and a
younger man who had but recently taken
orders was sent to fill his place. As the
Lady Helen was continually engaged
in her ministrations to the suffering and
needy it was natural that she should
often meet the young minister in the
homes of his parishioners, and while she
did her best to alleviate their physical
wants he supplied themm with spiritual
comfort,

It was but natural, too, that when
through illness, she grew unable to leave
the castle on her errands of mercy, she
should request the young minister to act
as her agent in distributing charity. Im

this capacity he became a frequent caller

at the castle, and as the laird was much
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away, the busy tongues of malicious gos-
gip were soon wagging with hints of a
clandestine romance which at length
reached the ears of the master.

Sir Maleolm flatly refused to believe
these idle rumors at first; that is, until
he learned that the young minister was
one and the same with the theologieal
student who had won her girlish love.
This changed his views, and transformed
him from a trusting though stern hus-
band, to a crafty, unscrupulous fiend.

Thereafter, he spied continually on
the doings of his wife, at the same time
taking great care in order that she might
not suspect she was being watched. But
her conduct was above reproach at all
times, and had it not been for a single
unfortunate incident it is probable that
he would have given over his spying,
and perhaps taken no small amount of
vengeance on her slanderers. But as luck
would have it, she was taken with a gid-
diness one day when the young minister
was present and would have fallen to
the floor in a faint had he not caught
her.

The maidservant, who was in the room
at the time, was sent for restoratives, and
it was during her absence that the sus-
pieious laird appeared in the doorway.
At sight of his young wife in the arms
of his supposed rival, who did not note
his presence, as his back was toward the
door, he turned and strode to his room
with clenched hands, and a look on his
face that struck terror in the hearts of
those servants who chanced to meet him.

He kept to his room all that night, and
and the next day sent the Lady Helen
to visit her father, saying that he was
going to repair and remodel the castle.
When she had started on her journey to
the north he rode away alone to be ab-
sent for more than a month. He re-
turned with a gang of foreign workmen,
and ordered everyonc from the castle
while the remodeling was in progress,
so it was done with absolute secrecy.

When the work was finished he per-
sonally conducted the foreigners to
Edinburgh and put them aboard ship
with their passages paid back to their
own land.

On his return, he sent for the Lady
Helen and gave a great feast in honor
of the reopening of the castle. Guests
were bidden from far and near, and for
the first time in many years, the tenants
were given the freedom of the place. Sir
Maleolm, his wife, and the young min-
ister were all present at the banquet in
the early part of the evening, nor was
their later absence noted until nearly
twelve o’clock, at which time the laird
put in an appearance, looking pale and

haggard.

The Lady Helen and the minister were
seen no more that night, nor were they
ever seen afterward.

OSSIP had it *hat the two had

eloped, but there were whispered
rumors among the servants that the
Jealous husband had made away with
them in some secret recess of the castle.
There was a lackey who swore that, on
passing the master's room at eleven
o’clock on the night of the banquet, he
heard the scream of a woman in mortal
terror. The maid who put the room in
order the next day told of finding a
great erimson bloodstain on the rug, and
under one of the chairs, a silver goblet
on which blood had dried and caked.

That the laird had taken some texrible
revenge on them seemed proved beyond
any shadow of doubt, though there were
none who dared denounce him openly,
or even to question him in the matfer.

On the noon following the night of the
banquet the laird had a stroke that sent
him into a wild delirium. The old doctor
who attended him said he had not long
to live, and hig nephew and heir, Sir
Erie Blud, was summoned. As Sir Eric.
was in Aberdeen at the time, three days
elapsed before his arrival.

Of all the servants in the household,
there was but one with the courage to
sit up with the raving master at night.
Old Steenie MacDonald had been long in
the service of the Lairds of Bludmanton,
and he vowed that even the Old Nick
himself should not turn him from his
duty.

‘What Steenie saw or heard in that
accursed bed-chamber, no man ever
knew, but it was said that he came run-
ning from the room about eleven o’clock
that night, struck dumb with horror,
nor did he ever speak after that.

Servants who had occasion to pass
through the hallway went by that door
as fast as their legs would carry them,
and told of hearing the sobbing and
moaning of a woman, mingled with the
cursing and raving of the laird, al-
though everyone knew he was alone in
that great room.

When Sir Erie arrived he went
straight to the master’s room, without
heed to the tales concerning it, saying he
feared neither man nor devil, and that
if a sick man could withstand the power
within that room, an able-bodied man
with sword and pistols should have noth-
ing to worry over. Tt was near the hour
of eleven when he stepped to the bedside,
while a group of curious, fearful serv-
ants cowered just outside the door.

Upon his arrival, the laird ceased his
cursing and raving and greeted him with
a feeble bhandshake. Though he was



wasping for breath, he managed to make
himself audible, even to these who stood
without the door.

‘“You come in the nick of time, neph-
ew,’” he said, ‘“‘for T have not overmuch
of the breath of life left in me, and
there are a few things I must tell you.
My entire estate, personal and real—
land, moneys, cverything-—goes to you
at my death. I have but one request to
make of you, and that is regarding the
disposition of my body. In the great
sloreroom at the end of the keep is a
strong-box which you will open, and in
which you will find a leaden casket. Seal
my remains in this casket and place it,
without service or ceremony, in the tomb
which I have caused to be built beside
the chapel tower.”’

Scarcely had he spoken these words
when the chapel bell began solemnly to
toll the hour of eleven, and the piercing
shriek of a woman in dreadful anguish
rent the air. At this instant the old
laird fell back dead and the young laird
gripped his pistols and backed toward
the door, for the ery had come from in-
side the room and it was plain to be seen
there was no woman present.

There followed the muffled sounds of
sobbing and moaning, and loud knocks
and raps were heard on the ceiling, the
walls, and the floor. The servants beat
a hasty retreat, and Sir Eric was not
slow to follow.

The next day he carried out the orders
of the deccased, and, in doing so, met
with a strange and unexpected adven-
ture, for just as they were lowering the
leaden casket into the tomb the lid fell
shut with a loud bang and the fright-
ened pall bearers let go their straps
which were hooked to rings in the
coffin,

The young laird ordered them to open
the tomb and recover the straps, but
when they raised the lid, both casket
and straps had completely disappeared.
They concluded it was the work of the
devil himself, for the interior was of
solid masonry without crack of a size to
admit even a sword-point, and neither
laird nor retainers would have more to
do with Bludmanton Castle,

They left in a body that day, every
living soul, and found temporary shelter
in the homes of the tenants until the
young laird completed his new strong-
hold, which he built nearer the village.

E WERE on our fifth mug of ale
when Sandy finished his story.
““ And you say the castle has not been
inhabited since?’’ asked Anderson.
““The place hasna housed ilda human
being to this day,’’ replied Sandy, ‘“but
mony’s the tale of hunters and way-

THE CUP OF BLOOD
farers wha, passing the castle at nicht,
ha’ heard fearsome sounds an’ blood-
curdling shrieks fit to raise the dead.”

“I have a consuming curiosity to see
that old ruin,’’ said Anderson.

*Let’s go out and look it over,”’ I
suggested.

Anderson set down his mug with a
crash.

“T have it!’’ he exelaimed. ““We'll go
out there and camp for the night! It
will be & rare adventure. Think of the
sport of camping next to a ruined castle
full of spooks! Maybe we can catch
sight of one, or perhaps hear it wail."’

“My cart is outside,”’ said Sandy.

warmed by the ale he ha'd consumed.

“I'll take ye ower an’ ye maun view
the ruins before sundown, but heed the
advice of auld Sandy Magruder an’
pitch your tent elsewhere. For me, I
wadna spend the nicht in the lee o’ Blud-
manton Castle for a’ the siller in the
banks of Edinburgh.’’

‘We shouldered our packs and followed
the old fellow outside to where a lean,
rangy, mangy horse stood, hitched to a
dilapidated jaunting-cart. The vehicle
creaked alarmingly as we clambered
aboard, and away we went, rumbling
and rattling along the dusty road.

We followed the road for perhaps four
miles, then turned into a marrow lane
which led through a dense, shady wood.
As we bumped round a bend in the nar-
row lane an imposing strueture came
into view—imposing despite its erumb-
ling towers and skeleton turrets, its
broken machicolations, and its age-
shattered merlons and crenels. It was
built partly on a sloping hillside and
partly on the level floor of the valley, and
our winding road took us directly past
the postern gate, against which a rotting
ladder stood, to a spot on the hillside
direetly opposite the drawbridge, whence
bubbled a spring of eclear, sparkling
water.

““A weel,’” said Sandy, leaping from
the cart with remarkable agility for his
years, ‘‘as your (General Pershing said
at the tomb of LaFayette, ‘We are
here,.!!

““An ideal camping spot,”’ exclaimed
Anderson, and simultaneously we leaped
to the ground, asking Sandy to show us
about the castle and point out the differ-
ent places he had mentioned in his story,
but he flatly refused.

“T wouldna venture in that ill-faur’d,
ghaistly place for a’ the grund i’ the
parish, an’ if six purpose be in your
minds, I rede you beware, for though ye
maun ha’ been braw sodgers an’ fought
the enemy to a standstill, bear in mind
that man has enemies that canna be over-
come wi’ bullets an’ bayonets.”’
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““If you refer to 1lis Satanic Majesty
and his imps,’”’ said Anderson, smiling,
I, for one, am quite willing to take a
chance, having fought with the Devil
Dogs and alongside the Ladies From
IIell.””

““Yes, let Beelzebub come,”” I said,
‘“and bring a few of his foul fiends with
him. As for ghosts, I am curious to
hear one shriek. Certainly there could
be nothing mere interesting than a
creature without lungs or vocal chords
that can shriek.”

Sandy turned away sorrowfully. ‘‘ Puir
misguided lads, ye ken not that of which
ye speak so lightly. I ha’ nae doot
ye’ll be made to pay heavily for every
word, and as I see you are na disposed to
return wi’ me, I must be gangin, for
the micht will soon fall.”

Upon his firm refusal to accept any
pay for his services we thanked him
heartily and bade him a cheery good-by
as he rumbled off down the winding lane.

I began to unroll the tent, but Ander-
son stayed my hand.

““Wait, Art,”’ he said,
idea.”

I looked up inquiringly.

““‘There is no need of our putting up
the tent tonight,”’ he went on.

“So that’s your idea, is it? You’ll
stretch your hat-band all out of shape
with one of those ideas of yours, yet.
For my part, I'm going to sleep under
canvas. [ smell rain in the air and—"’

Anderson looked slightly agerieved.

““If you’ll have the woodness to hear
me out and not jump so all-fired hastily
at conclusions, perhaps you will change
your mind. Who said anything about
sleeping in the open? I was about to
suggest that we sleep under a roof.”’

*“You mean in the castle?’’ There was
a note of somcthing— let us call it an-
xiety—in my voice, that betrayed an
inner repugnance at the idea of which
I bad not been objectively aware.

“Of course, if you're afraid—"’

‘“Who's afraid? You big stiff, I think
you’re scared yourself.”

He laughed. ‘‘Here we are, daring
each other like a couple of schoolboys. I
know perfeetly well there is nothing to
fear in that old castle, and so do you.
It may save us a good wetting. Have
you noticed that heavy bank of clouds
on the northern horizon? There’s a big
storm coming and wc’re sure to get
soaked out lere on the hillside, tent or
no tent.”

““Well, anyway, let’s ecook our bacon
and eggs before we go in,”’ 1 said. “‘I’'m
s0 hungry my stomach thinks I went off
and left it.”

““Oh, come on. We can do our cook-
ing inside. There’ll be plenty of fire-

““I have an
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places, and 1 don’t think we will have
any trouble finding fuel.”’

‘We picked up our bundles and. with
Anderson in the lead, walked gingerly
over the shaky, sagging drawbridge. The
deep moat was nearly empty of water, as
the lower embankment had given way,
but & tiny stream trickled far below us,
fed by the hillside spring. We passed
through the bailey and thence to the
inner court, where the click of our boots
on the worn flagstones rang weirdly back
from the surrounding walls, My com-
panion looked about him with the air of
one to whom the exploring of feudal
castles was an everyday experience and
made for a tall, arched doorway at our
right.

““The family quarters of the laird
should be in this part of the building,”’
he said.

Dogged by the hollow cchoes of the
empty building, we crossed a corridor,
passed through a huge room, evidently a
banquet hall, entered a second corridor,
and passed many doorwuays, into each of
which Anderson peered. At length he

. entered one, larger and more pretentious
than the rest, and I followed.

“I believe this is the master’s bed-
room,”’ he said, casing his pack to the

“floor. ‘““Faugh! How musty it smells,

and there’s dust and dirt everywhere.
Let’s spread the tent on the floor in
front of the fireplace. That will give
us a clean place to eat and sleep, at
least.”’

There was a small quantity of partly
burned fuel in the fireplace which we
seraped together, and soon had a fire
crackling. Then it was agreed that I
should prepare our evening meal while
Anderson went out and scouted for more
wood.

When I had the coffee perking and
the bacon simmering, I walked about ex-
amining the room in the flickering fire-
light, for the murky twilight was already
merging into darkness, and the windows
at ecither side of the fireplace, far from
providing any light, appeared like dull,
gray patches set in the wall,

The most striking object in the room
was the great canopied bed, in which,
if the tale were true, the Laird of Blud-
manton had slept his last sleep. It was
apparent that the hangings were of rich
material, even through the thick layer
of dust that covered them. They were
caught back at one side, and the disar-
rayed bedding confirmed Sandy’s de-
seription of the hasty exit of Sir Erie
and his retainers. The other pieces of
furniture were, three chairs, a beauti-
fully carved table and two massive chests.
As to the room itself, it had a beamed
ceiling, paneled walls hung at intervals
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with faded tapestry, and a rough plank
floor that creaked dismally when trod
upon, covered with a filthy, moth-eaten
carpet,

I returned to the fireplace, set out our
tin plates, cups and eating utensils, broke
the eggs into the hot bacon-grease, and
went out to call Anderson. I hallooed
loudly in the halway—and was answered
by my own echo,

‘““What can be keeping him%’’ I won-
dered.

He should have returned within ten
minutes, at least, for it was but a short
walk to the courtyard where there was
wood a plenty, and he had been gone a
full twenty-five minutes. I made my
way down the dark hallway, crossed the
banquet-room, and, after threading the
outer corridor, stepped through the
arched doerway into the ecourtyard. An-
derson was not in sight,

“Jack!”’ 1 culled loudly, ““0, Jack!”’

A startled owl flew noisily from a
niche behind me as I listened in vain
for an answering cry. I knew that if
Anderson were within hearing he would
reply, so was sorely puzzled and not a
little alarmed, He was of an inquisitive
nature, and there was no telling what
might have happened to him, I erossed
to the postern gate, fully expeecting to
see him lying at the bottom of the moat,
but my pocket flash-light revealed only
the weed-grown banks, the mossy walls
and the shimmering, gurgling streamlet
at the bottom.

1t seemed that there was nothing for
it but to explore the castle from top to
botton, and T set about the task with a
gloomy foreboding of dunger which I
found impossible to shake off

After Tooking into every room and eox-
ridor on the courtyard level, I mounted
the treacherous steps of a rickety turret
and begun a systematic search of the
towers and battlements, flashing my light
into all dark corners and over the steep
wally at points where I thought it pos-
sible my impetuous friend might have
fallen.

As T stood on the topmost battlement
of the great tower, the thunder storm,
which had been muttering ominously for
some time, struck with considerable vio-
lence. Sheet after sheet of rain swept
over me, drenching me to the skin.
Forked lightning played about tower,
turret and minaret, and the floor trem-
bled under iy feet at each terrific erash
of thunder.

I leaped to the temporary shelter of
the black tower room and, while the
storm raged furiously without, attempt-
ed to dispel the threatening inner clouds
of foreboding regarding the fate of my
friend, by shedding the light of reason

on them. 1 had examined every foot of
floor space in the castle, or near it, with-
out trace of my lost companion!

Most assuredly he had not run off and
left me, for Anderson was not that sort.
‘What, then, had become of him? I could
think of but two possible solutions: eith-
er he had gone back to our rendezvous
and, finding it untenanted, was at pres-
ent searching for me, or somebody. or
something had made away with him.

As the latter proposition seemed pre-
posterous, the logical thing for me to do
was to return to the master’s bedcham-
ber and wait for him.

I clambered down the wind-shaken
turret, fought my way through the swirl-
ing torrents of rain in the court, and
with the aid of my flash-light, reached
the room without further incident. An-
derson was not there, nor was there any
sign 1hat he had been there. The bacon
and cggs were burned to a erisp, the
coffee pot had boiled dry, and the fire
was reduced to a heap of dull, ved
embers,

Placing the blackened cooking utensils
on the hearth, I piled the remainder of
my scanly stock of fuel on the glowing
eoals, fanned them 1o 2 flame, and stood
close 1o dry,my damp eclothing. All
thought of hunger had left me, my mind
being completely occupied with the mys-
terious disappearance of my chum and
the disquieting situation in which I
found myself: alone in a great, dark,
musty medieval ecastle, untenanted save
by owls and vermin, and popularly sup-
posed to be the abode of shricking, gib-
bering ghosts.

I was not exaetly afraid—not at that
juneture, aunyhow—but I must admit a
feeling somewhat akin {o fear erept over
me as I mentally reviewed the story of
Sandy Magruder and subconsciously
connecled it with Anderson’s unknown
fate.

I say “‘subconsciously’ hecause, ob-
Jeetively, I wonld not admit to myself
that therc was such a thing as a ghost.
I reasoned further, that even if there
were such a thing—a dematerialized be-
ing, whose body consisted of nothing
more ponderable than light, or perhaps
vapor—it would be manifestly impossible
for it either to make a noise or move
physical objects, As to such a being
flying off with my companion—absurd!

The fury of the storm gradually abat-
ed until it had settled down to a steady.
pattering rain, with only occasional
thundereclaps. This continued for per-
haps an hour, then ceased entirely, and
the only audible sound was the dripping
of the water from eave and battlement.
The comparative stillness was singularly
depressing.



My last remaining fuel was reduced to
a tiny heap of glowing embers, and I
Imew these would soon be gone—a mat-
ter of a2 half hour at most. Already the
room was shrouded in murky gloom in
which visible objects became faint, fan-
tastic outlines.

1 saw, or fancied I saw, a slight move-
ment among the draperies of the laird’s
canopied bed. At the same instant a
sound, apparently from a point directly
behind me, caused me to whirl like an
animal at bay, with every hair on my
sealp bristling. i sounded Tike some-
one sliding or crawling across the floor,
and was obviously i the chamber, yet T
saw only the paneled wall and the dusty
carpet at the point from which the sound
emanated.

I tried 10 pull myself together.

““Must be rats or some other vermin
rummaging in the cheats,”” I thought.
#Buck up, old boy. Remember, there is
no such thing as a—?’

My soliloguy was here interrupted by
another sound—a sound that chilled the
very marrow in my bones, 1t was dis-
tinetly hapnen i chavaeter, a deep-
drawn, sobbing sigh, us of a persun just
awakened from a bad dream or coming
out from under the anaesthetie after an
operation. I secized the rusted fire-longs
and waited breathlessly for someone or
something to appear,

The tongs gave me a feeling of seeur-
ity, end I boldly explored the room, peer-
ing behind the tapestries und around and
under the furniturc. With the firm eon-
vietion that I had been suffering from an
hallucination brought on by auto-sugges-
tion, I went back to the canvas and un-
rolled my blanket, being by this time
completely exhausted and sadly in need
of sleep,

From early boyhood it hus been my
custom to wind my watch cach evening
before retiring. Automatically, I twirled
the little burr between thumb and fore-
finger, and glanced at the dial as I did
go, It lacked just one minute of eleven.
Instantly recollections of old Sandy’s
reference to the hour of eleven flooded
my mind. With them eame the old feel-
ing of dread, and a persistent, intuitive
conviction that T was not alone in the
room. I watched the little hand swiftly
ticking off the seconds, with bated
breath.

Eleven o’clock came and went with-
out incident. 1 began to breathe more
freely at eleven-fifteen, and was about
to remove my boots, at the same time
chiding myself for my groundless super-
stitious fear, when it came—a quivering,
blood-curdling ery, half moan, half

shiiek, followed by low, pitiful groans
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as of someone in extreme pain or an-
guish.

Then 1 heard the sliding sound again,
and loud knocks which seemed to come
from the walls and ceiling of the cham-
ber, At the same time my fire went out
and I was left in total darkness,

The feeling that gripped me at that
moment is diffieult to deseribe. Those
who have suffered from nightmare will
know what T mean. Briefly, and os
nearly as I can explain it, it s as if one
were tightly bound with invisible, un-
vielding bands of the strength of tem-
pered stecl. Added to this there is a
gensation of deadly fear, more tervible
by far than iy experienced when facing
a tangible, visible danger.

1 seemed rooted to the spol, unable to
move even a finger. As the unearthly
noises continued il seemed that the iu-
visible bands about my chest tightened
until breathing was next to impossible.

I made a supreme effort {o break the
spell, 1o move, to ery vut, The vesult was
a gurgling, inarticulate sound that 1
would never have vecognized ay coming
from my own throat, a momeniary vis-
ion of a thousand, scintillating, Hashing
sparks, and a merciful spapping of the
thread of consciousnesy,

I am certain, ay T pen these lines, that
there are those who will condemn me for
a coward and a fool, but I have resolved
to tell no half-truths and to add no em-
bellishments of iy own that might serve
to play me up as a hero, Comparatively
few people have faced the inexplicable
alone in the davrk, consequently there are
but few who can sympathize with me—
few who would fully understand the hor-
ror of that mowent.

To me, there is no fear so terrible as
the fear of the unknown. I believe a
positive knowledge of immediate death
would be mild in comparison to it, and
mind you, I had never been superstitious
—never admitted, even to myself, the ex-
istence of supernatural benigs.

The fact that I lay in a cataleplic
stupor in that room until dawn possibly
saved my life. T am sure that it at least
saved my reasou.

When I awakened, the roseate glow of
dawn from the two windows shed its
soft radiance about the room. The fear-
some noises had fled with the darkness.
I remembered them as one might remem-
ber a bad dream, In fact, when I re-
viewed them in the light of day it scemed
unreasonable to suppose that they had
been anything more than a dream.

I was chilled to the bone and resolved
first to build a fire in the grate, then re-
new my search for my lost companion.
I knew the wood in the courtyard would
be too damp for my purpose, so I
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searched some of the nearby rooms, all
of which were provided with fireplaces,
and found emough dry fuel

With the fire kindled and my back to
the blaze, I stood planning nfy next move,
when I heard'a faint, metallic tapping
noise at my right. Startled and mysti-
fied by this new development, I listened
breathlessly while the sound c¢ontinued.

'Then, suddenly, I recognized the Morse

cod¢! Those raps were spelling “‘ A-R-T
H-E-L-P, A-R-T H-E.L.P.»

In a2 flash, I realized that Anderson
was in disiress and trying to eommuni-
cate with me.

I quickly traced the sounds to the pan-
cled wall at my right.

“dack!” 1 shouted. ““Where are you,
Jack?”?

There was o faint, inarticulate whis-
per. Then the tapping continued :

“B-R-E-A-K° D-O-W-N T-H-E
W-A-L-1,,”” it spelled.

I HSEIZED the heavy andiron and
swung it against the wall, thinking
to smash the panel at a single blow, hut
discovered, to my surprise, thut the panel
was of steel, painted 1o resemble wood,
1t was badly rusted, however, and soon
gave way admitting me to a dark cham-
ber in which I found my; companion Iy-
ing in a semi-stupor, more dead than
alive. As 1 bent to pick him up, I stum-
bled on the hones of a mouldy skeleton,
and noticed that it lay across a narrow
dais on which was stretched a second
skeleton at full length.

Without stopping to examine the
ghastly contents of that grisly chamber
I carried my chum to where my blanket
was spread before the fire.

““Where are you hurt?”’ I asked.

He anawered with great difficulty in
a faint, hoarse whisper.

“Leg’s  broken—don’t know what
else, Get me a drink—something hot—
and a doector.”

“I’ll have some coffce for you in a

-jiffy,”’ I replied, and, seizing the coffec.

pot, hurried through the familiar halls
and corridors and across the drawbridge
to the spring.

After scouring the char from the in-
terior of the pot with a handful of sand
and rinsing it thoroughly, I filled it with
water and started back, when a familiar
rumble greeted my ears, followed by the
appearance of Sandy Magruder in his
jaunting-carl., He tied the horse to a
small sapling and came toward me with
a basket on his arm. :

““Thought ye might like some fresh
eggs for breakfast,’”” he said kindly.
“ And hoo did ve rest, the nicht{”’

I thanked him for the gift, and ex-
plained the predicament of Anderson.



He offered to go to the village for a doe-
tor, and, before leaving, handed me a
pint bottle of Johnny Walker.

““Your freend will be needing a nip o’
this,”’ he said. ‘‘If Dr. MacReady’s in
I’ll be back within the hour.”’

As he clattered off down the narrow
lane, I turned and hurried back to the
bedchamber. After a pull at the flask
Anderson brightened up considerably.

While I was getting breakfast he
found his voice and, despite my pro-
test on account of his weakened condi-
tion, insisted on telling his story. His
broken limb had grown numb, and it did
not bother him so much as might be ex-
pected.

“When I left you last evening,’’ he
began, ‘““I went out in the courtyard
for firewood. The sight of the chapel
windows, reflecting the rays of the set-
ting sun, reminded me of that part of
.Sandy Magruder’s story which had to
do with the disappearance of the coffin
from the tomb which was supposed to be
near the place of worship. As I knew
you had enough fuel to last for a con-
siderable time, and it would not be dark
for a half hour or more, I decided to do
a little exploring and, if possible, learn
if the story had any foundation in fact.
““ After climbing the shaky turret, I
made my way to the chapel and, sure
enough, there was the marble tomb of the
laird with a beautifully chiseled epitaph,
I raised the ponderous lid to a vertical
position with censiderable difficulty, for
the brass hinges had corroded and did
not turn easily. The tomb was empty,
and appeared to be of solid masonry,
but I wished to make sure, so lowered

myself inside.

‘“‘Searcely had my feet touched the
bottom when the lid closed with a loud
bang, the floor opened beneath me, and
I shot swiftly down a smooth chute of
polished wood. When I rcached the bot-
tom my right leg erumpled under me,
my head struck against something hard,
and 1 lost consciousness.

“It must have been some little time
before I regained my senses. My head
ached, and a sharp pain shot through
my leg when I moved, so that 1 eried
out in agony, As I was in total dark-
ness I took out my pocket flash-light and
logked about me.

“T was in a small, square room three
sides of which were built of solid ma-
soury. ‘I'he fourth side was rusted steel,
riveted in such a way as to suggest pun-
eling. "There was a steel door in the
stone wall at my left, which evidently
fastened from the other side, for I could
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not pry it open. A wooden chute curved
down beneath it and straightened out to
a horizontal position above the floor, On
this, a leaden casket rested,

‘‘Evidently both the casket and I had
come through that door, which could be
pushed open from above, but ecould not
be budged from the inside. What im-
pressed and horrified me the most, how-
ever, was the proximity of two human
skeletons, the smaller lying across the
larger, which was stretched on a narrow,
raised platform.

““I dragged myself to the metal par-
tition, each movement wringing a groan
from my lips, and pounded on it at in-
tervals in the hope of attracting your
attention. I beat and shouted until my
voice sunk to a whisper, without avail.

““At length I grew weak from my ex-
ertions and numb from the cold, and de-
gisted. It was then that my attention
was attracted to a rusty poniard with a
jeweled handle, lying beside the coffin.
Above it were a number of scratches
which looked like writing. I moved clos-
er and read an explanation of the dis-
appearance of the terrible laird’s young
and beautiful wife, written by her own
hand.

““Briefly, it states that on the night of
the banquet, her husband summoned her
to his room. In his hand was a huge sil-
ver goblet from which he commanded her
to drink the health of the young minis-
ter. Mystified by this strange request,
but ever obedient to the command of her
lord, she placed the vessel to her lips—
then cast it from her in horror. Instead
of wine, it was filled with fresh, warm
blood!

““With a demoniaec grin on his face,
Sir Malcolm strode to the wall, and
reaching under a tapestry, pulled a hid-
den lever, whereupon a section of panel-
ing slid upward, revealing her former
lover lying on a dais with face pale and
drawn, His left arm dangled limply
over the edge, and the last of his life-
blood dripped from a slash in his wrist
to an urn on the floor.

““‘You have drunk a toast to your
lover in his own blood,’ said her hus-
band. ‘Now go and spend the few re-
maining days you have on carth with
his filthy earcass.’

‘““He gave her a push that sent her
headlong into the aperture, and the pan-
eling closed behind her, Jeaving her in
tota! darkness. She fell in a swoon that
lusted for hours. When she regained
conseiousness, she groped her way about
the place, but could find no exit. Upon
touching the brow of the young minister

she found it cold in death, There were
food and wine in the room, placed there
by her husband to prolong her agony,
but she knew she was doomed eventunally
to die from starvation.

““It was just as the chapel bell tolled
the hour of cleven that she placed the
cup of blood to her lips, and each eve-
ning when she heard the bell at that hour
the memory of it brought on prolonged
fits of weeping.

““On the fourth night, she heard the
cursing and raving of her husband as on
previous nights, and also his instructions
to his nephew regarding the disposition
of his body. She felt that the hour of
her deliverance was at hand, and
shrieked with might and main, but in-
stead of bringing the voung laird and
his retainers to her rescue, she fright-
ened them from the room.

““The next day the coffin, which she
knew contained the remains of her fiend-
ish husband, suddenly slid into the room,
and as all sounds about the castle were
stilled shortly after, she rightly guessed
that it had been abandoned.

‘““With all hope of rescue gone, she
took the blood-caked poniard which
had slashed the wrist of the martyred
young minister, and inseribed her story
on the side of the leaden casket. She
worked in total darkmess solely by the
sense of touch, as the irregularity of the
characters will testify, keeping at her
task for two days after her food supply
was exhausted in order that future gen-
erations might know the truth, At the
end she emphatically denied any im-
proper relations with the minister, and
commended her spirit to her maker.”’

ANDY arrived in due time with Dr.

MacReady, who set my friend’s leg,

and helped me to convey him to the cart

in which we took him to the nearest
village.

The story of our discovery spread like
wild-fire, and for several days we were
besieged by newspaper reporters. Peo-
ple journeyed from far and necar to sate
their morbid curiosity in that chamber
of horvors, which T was more than glad
to be away from. A month later we
sailed for the United States,

I am writing these lines in the front
room of an apartmeunt which Anderson
and I have {taken in New York City, On
the table bhefove me lies a rusty poniard
with a gaily jeweled hilt, It has a historic
value which far exeeeds its  intrinsic
worth, for through its instrumentality T
am able 1o veveal to the world the ghast-
ly seeret of Bludmanton Castle.
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A Remarkable Article, Translated from the French

“Histoire De La Magie” of Alphonse Louis
Constant, Paris, 1860. Prepared for
WEIRD TALES by C. P. OLIVER

BLACK MAGIC

Being the True Story of Gilles de Laval, Baron de
Raiz, Marshal of France, Sorcerer and Murderer

N THE entire history of mankind,
I there is no stranger or more weird
story than that of Gilles de Laval,
Baron of Raiz and Marshal of France.
A brave and gallant soldier under
Charles VII, the services of Gilles de
Laval to France could not counterbal-
ance the extent and enormity of his
crimes.

All tales of devils and sorcerers were
realized and surpassed by the terrible
deeds of this fantastic scoundrel,
whose history has been engraved upon
the memory of children under the
name of Bluebeard, for the fable by
that title was written around the
crimes of the Lord of Raiz.

Gilles de Laval had indeed so black
a beard that it secmed to he almost
blue, as is shown by his portrait in the
Salle de Marcchaux, at the Museam of
Versailles.

A Marshal of France, de Laval was
a brave man; being rich, he was also
ostentatious; and he became a sorcerer
because he was insane.

The insanity of the Lord of Raiz be-
came manifested, in the first instance,
by his sumptuous devotion to religion
and by his extravagant magnificence,

‘When he went abroad, he was pre-
ceded by cross and banner; his chap-
lains were covered with gold and vel-
vet; and he had a choir of little pages,
who were always richly clothed.

But, day by day, one of these chil-
dren was called before the marshal
and was seen no more by his comrades;
a newcomer succeeded him who disap-
peared, and the children were sternly
forbidden to ask what had become of
the missing ones, or even to refer to
them among themselves.

These children were obtained by the
marshal from poor parents, whom he
dazzled by his promises, and whom he
pledged to trouble no further econcern-
ing their offspring, who, according to
his story, were assured a brilliant
future.

The explanation is that, in his case,

seeming devotion was the mask and
safeguard of infamous crimes.

Ruined by imbecile prodigality, the
marshal desired at any cost to create
wealth.

A believer in alchemy, he had ex-
hausted his last resources in the pursuit
of his hobby, and loans on usurious
terms were about to fail him; he there-
fore determined to attempt the last and
most execrable experiments of Black
Magic, in the hope of obtaining gold by
the aid of hell.

An unfrocked priest, a Florentine
named Perlati, and Sille, who was the
marshal’s steward, became his confi-
dantes and aecomplices.

Gilles de Laval had married a young
and beautiful woman of high rank only
a fewr months before, whom he kept
practically a prisoner in his castle at
Machecoul, which had a tower with the
entrance walled up.

A report was spread by the marshal
that this tower was in a ruinous state
and that no one sought to penetrate
therein.

Notwithstanding this, Madame de
Laval, who was frequently alone dur-
ing the night hours, saw red lights
moving to and fro in this tower; but
she did not venture to gquestion her
husband, whose bizarre and somber
character filled her with extreme ter-
ror.

N Easter Day in the year 1440,

Marshal de Laval, having taken
solemn communion in his chapel, bade
farewell to his wife, telling her that he
was departing for the Holy Land to
join the Crusades; the poor creature
was even then afraid to question him,
so much did she tremble in his pres-
ence.

Before leaving, the marshal informed
her that he was permitting her sister
to visit her during his absenece, and as
he spoke the sister, Annie by name,
arrived.

After her lhusband’s departure,
Madame de Laval communicated to her
sister ber fears and anxieties.

What went on in the castle every
night?

Why was her lord so gloomy and
what signified his repeated absences?

What became of the children who
disappeared day by day?

What were those nocturnal lights in
the walled-up tower?

These and other questions excited
the curiosity of both women to the
utmost.

What could they find out during the
marshal’s absence?

He had forbidden them expressly
even to approach the tower, and before
leaving had repeated this injunction,
but woman’s curiosity could not thus
be conquered, and the two women set
out to seek the entrance te the forbid.
den tower.

It must assuredly have a secret en-
trance, argued Madame de Laval, and
after an hour’s search throughout the
lower rooms of the castle, the two
two women found a copper button lo-
cated in the chapel and behind the
altar, which yiclded to pressure and
caused a stone to slide back, revedling
the lowermost steps of a staircase,
which led them to the condemned
tower.

At the top of the first flight there
was a kind of chapel, with a cross up-
side down and black candles; on the
altar stood a hideous figure, represent-
ing the devil.

On the second floor they came upon
furnaces, retorts, alembics. charcoal—
in a word, all the apparatus of alchemy.
The third flight led to a dark chamber,
where a heavy and fetid atmospherc
compelled the two young women to
retreat.

Madame de Laval came into collision
with a vase, which fell over, and she
was conscious that her robe and feet
were soaked by some thick and un-
known liquid. On returning 1.033 the
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light at the head of the stair, she found
that she was bathed in blood.

Her sister Annie would have fled
from the place, but Madame de Laval’s
curiosity was stronger than fear, and
she returned to the room again, taking
with her a lamp from the infernal
chapel.

She now perceived a frightful spec-
tacle, for, ranged the whole length of
the room were copper basins filled with
blood and each bearing a label contain-
ing a date, and in the middle of the
room there was a black marble table,
on which lay the body of a child, quite
recently murdered.

It was one of these basins which had
fallen, and the black blood had spread
far and wide on the grimy and worm-
eaten wooden floor.

The two women were now half dead
with terror, but Madame de Laval en-
deavored at all costs to remove the evi-
dence of her indiscretion.

She went in search of a sponge and
water, to wash the boards; but she only
extended the stain, and that which at
first seemed black became scarlet in
hue.

Suddenly a loud commotion echoed
throughout the eastle, mixed with the
cries of people calling for Madame de
Laval. She distinguished the startling
words: ‘‘The Marshal has returned!”’

The two women rushed for the stair-
case, but at the same moment they
were aware of the trampling of steps
and the sound of voices in the devil’s
chapel.

The sister, Annie, fled upward to the
battlement of the tower; while Madame
de Laval went down, trembling, and
found herself face to face with her hus-
band, in the aet of ascending, accom-
panied by the sorcerer Prelati and Sille,
the steward.

Gilles de Laval seized his wife by the
arm, and, without spesking, dragged
her into the infernal chapel.

It was then that Prelati, the sorcerer,
spoke, saying:

“‘It must be, as you see, and the vie-
tim has come of her own accord.”

‘‘Be it s0,”” replied his master. “‘Be-
gin the Black Mass.”’ :

The unfrocked priest went to the
altar, while Gilles de Laval opened a
little eupboard fixed therein and drew
out a large knife, after which he sat
down beside his wife, who was now
almost in a swoon and lying in a heap
upon a bench near the wall.

The sacrilegious ceremony now be-
gan, with Perlati, the sorcerer, repeat-
ing the Mass backward, which was the
invocation to the Devil to appear.

BLACK MAGIC

HERE it should be explained that
the marshal, so far from starting
for the Crusades, had proceeded only
to Nantes, where Prelati lived; he at-
tacked this miserable wreteh with the
utmost fury and threatened to slay him
if he did not furnish the means of ex-
tracting gold from the Devil by the aid
of Black Magie.

With the object of obtaining delay,
Prelati declared that terrible conditions
were required by his infernal master,
first among which would be the sacri-
fice of the marshal’s wife with her un-
born child (for Madame de Laval was
sooh to become a mother) on the
Devil’s altar.

To this horrible suggestion, Gilles de
Laval made no reply, but returned at
once to Machecoul, Prelati and Sille,
the steward, accompanying him.

In the meanwhile, Annie, sister of
Madame de Laval, left to her own de-
vices on the roof of the tower and not
daring to come down, had removed her
veil, to make signals of distress on the
chance of attracting help.

They were answered by two cava-
liers, accompanied by a troop of horse-
men, who were riding toward the cas-
tle; they proved to be her two brothers
who, on learning of the spurious de-
parture of the marshal for Palestine,
had come to visit and console Madame
de Laval.

They soon rode into the court of the
castle with a clatter of hoofs, where-
upon Gilles de Laval suspended the
hideous ceremony and said to his wife:

‘““Madame, I forgive your meddling,
and the matter is at an cnd between
us, if you now do as I tell you.

‘““Return to your apariment, change
your garments and join me and your
brothers in the guest-room, whither I
am going to meet them.

“But if you say one word; or causc
them the slightest suspicion, I will
bring you hither on their departure;
we shall proceed with the Black Mass
at the point where it is now broken off,
and at the consecration you will die.

‘“Mark where I place this knife.””

He then rose, led his wife to the door
of her chamber and subsequently re-
ceived her relatives and their suite, say-
ing that his wife was preparing her-
self to come and salute her brothers.

Madame de Laval almost immediate-
ly appeared, pale as a specter. Her
husband never took his eyecs off her,
seeking to control her by his glance.

When her brothers asked if she was
ill, she answered that she was only
fatigued, but added in an undertone:
“‘Save me; he seeks to kill me,”’

At the same moment her sister,
Annie, rushed into the room, erying:

“Take us away; save us, my broth-
ers: this man is an assassin’’—and she
pointed to Gilles de Laval.

‘While the marshal cried out for his
retainers, the escort of the two visitors
surrounded the two women with drawn
swords; and when the iarshal’s men
arrived, they were ordered to stand
back or fight.

‘While de Laval’s retainers hesitated,
Madame de Laval, with her sister and
brothers, gained the drawbridge,
mounted and galloped off.

They hurried to the neighboring city
of Nantes, where information regarding
the marshal’s crimes was laid before
the authorities, who at once ordered
de Laval’s arrest.

A troop of horse surrounded the cas-
tle of the marshal and he was, without
resistance, placed under arrest and
placed in the prison at Nantes.

The eivil anthorities desired to try
him for murder, but the Inquisition in-
tervened and demanded that he be
turned over to the Ecclesiastical Court
to answer charges of Sorcery and
Heresy.

Now throughout the surrounding
country, rose the voices of parents, long
silenced by terror, demanding their
missing children: there was dole and
outery throughout the provinee.

The castles of Machecoul and Chan-
toce were ransacked, resulting in the
discovery of over three hundred skele-
tons of children; the rest had been con-
sumed by fire.

Two months later Gilles de Laval
appeared before the judges of the In-
quisition. He was as arrogant and
proud as cver and refused to answer
their questions or to admit their au-
thority over him.

But this haughty iusolence was de-
molished by the threat of torture, and
he ended by confessing that, aided by
Prelati, ex-priest and sorcerer, and
Sille, the steward, he had murdered,
during a period of three years, over
cight hundred children.

Pressed for his motive, he replied
that he enjoyed an execrable delight
during the death agony of the poor lit-
tle beings.

The president of the Inquisition
found it difficult to credit his state-
ments and questioned him anew, but
received no other answer.

That which Gilles de Laval shrank
from confessing was that he sought the
Elixir of Everlasting Life, which, so
he had been told by Prelati, was to be
found in mixing the blood of fresh slain
children with salt, sulphur and mer-
cury, and this horrible concoction was
to be drunk while warm.

(Continued on page 88)



An Unseen, Terrifying “Thing’’ Dwelt in

The Devil’'s Cabin

SHALL never forget those tortur-
I ing days we spent in the nightmare
jungle near the Jalan river.

Placer gold we obtained, to be sure;
but there were other things that left
their indelible imprints upon the mem-
ory. Chief among these was the fiend
Rodriquez and the manner in which he
was known as ‘‘La Fiera,”’ the beast!

As a trail man and master of camp,
Rodriguez probably never had an equal.
But a thorough knowledge of pack, and
the superhuman understanding of a
mule, is not everything.

A halfbreed of Mexican peonage and
Yaqui Indian. was Rodriguez. Never
shaven, his fat, swarthy countenance was
indicative of the blood that flowed in his
veins. His neck was short and powerful,
like a gorilla’s. Jet-black, greasy hair
grew far down on his forehead to 2
slight space above the eruel, pig-like
eyes. Everything about Rodriquez—
every move, every attitude of his body—
was that of a vieious animal.

He was commonly known as ““a kill-
er.”” Some proclaimed that he was pos-
sessed by a devil. Others that he was
mad.

But not until we had obtained from
our guide, the mozo, the cause of his
scorpion-like hatred of Rodriquez did we
learn for ounvselves, Bill and I, the rea-
son why he was feared and dreaded
among the natives,

The incident had occurred several
years before wheu the halfbreed made
camp near the casa where Alamondo
lived with his wife. There was no rea-
son for the native to mistrust the man,
never having heard of La Fiera before.
But one day his wife complained of ad-
vances Rodriquez had made toward her.

The mozo demanded an explanation,
but the halfbreed merely laughed in his
beastly way and said nothing,

That night, when Alamondo returned
to his casa, he found his wife dead, a
stiletto in her breast. La Fiera had at-
tacked her, and she, in her distress, had
thrust the dagger into her heart.

Alamondo swore vengeance!

Then came the moment of reckoning.
A curse—the flash of steel—! But the

By VANCE HOYT

little mozo lost his nerve. When he re-
covered, there was an ear missing!

After that, Alamondo never could
summon sufficient courage to repeat the
attack. He lived in fear of the beast.
And so it was, when we emerged from
the jungle into a small clearing where
stood the ‘‘devil’s eabin!”’

It was late in the evening, and I pro-
posed that we bunk for the night in the

Rupert Hughes

After Reading “The Devil’s
Cabin™

Wrote to the Author:

“Dear Dr. Hoyt:

““It seems 1o be parl of my job
to have to read the manuseripts of
poor devils who can’t write. I had
Just written two letters to such un-
fortunates (breaking my heart and
theirs) when I took up your story.

““It was a double joy to find it
vividly and vigorously written, and
to be genuinely thrilled by it. It
gave me ‘the cold spine,” which I
have not enjoyed for a long time.
I should think that any editor
would be glad to buy it.

““(Signed) Rurerr Hucues.”’

deserted, log-adobe hut, But the mozo
instantly fell upon his knees at my feet,
seemingly terror-stricken at the sugges-
tion,

‘“Hay diablo, senor!’” he warned., ‘84,
gran diablo!”’

Not knowing the significanec of his
fright, T laughed and said to Bill, my
pariner, jocularly:

““Do you hear? Gran diablo, says the
mozo. A big devil. Eh, Alamondo? A
big devil!”’

But the next instant, I stood speech--

less,

On the still, hot air of the approach-
ing night, came the shrill seream of Felis
Discolor, the black leopard.

‘““And T heard that, too,”’ spoke up
Bill, reaching for his Winchester, ‘“‘I’m
no coward, but I be dog-goned if I’'m

going to sleep in any ramshackle cabin
even a native won’t go near. Mebbe
there’s a devil in it and mebbe there
isn’t; but I'm not going to bunk in it
to find out. No, siree! My hammock
in the open is good enough for me,”’

Bill always was an obstinate cuss, so
I paid no heed to what he said. I began
questioning the mozo as to what he
thought was lurking in the lonely hut.

It seemed that the cabin had not been
inhabited for many years, perhaps hun-
dreds—‘‘quien sabe’’—Alamondo did
not know. Stray natives and travelers
who had slept within its walls, seeking
shelter from the poisonous jungle air.
had invariably been all but murdered
by some invisible devil. Several had been
found terribly mutilated, and one na-
tive, whom the mozo knew personally,
had dicd from wounds that would not
heal.

No one ever hud possessed courage
sufficicnt to enter the hut and discover
what the evil ““thing’” might he. Thus,
in the uncertainty as to just what the
““thing’’ was, everyone, light-footed and
alert, swerved past the eabin at a re-
spectable distance, erossing themselves
and muttering: “‘Hay diablo!”’

“Well, Bill, old-timer,”” T said, after
turning the guide’s story over in my
mind; ‘‘bere’s where I tucker-it-out
alone. Might as well die by the hand
of the devil as the fever from sleeping
in the open. Ifere goes!”

Bill stood looking in the direction of
the cabin, rather chagrined. 1t was a
bitter pill for him to swallow. He was
no eoward, this partner of mine. Back
in the mining days of Klondyke, on a
bet, he had gone into a cage with 2 moun-
tain lion and bled the cat with a butcher
knife.

However, this was physical bravery.
Bill was not so certain of himself men-
tally. So he kept peace with his soul and
had nothing further to say. Save that
it was poor judgment to seek risks that
cven a native declined.

This slur upon my judgment sealed
the question right then and there. I
was going to sleep in that haunted eabin,
devil or no devil, or know the reason
why.

35
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I GOT up from the camp-fire and ex-

amined my Colt, a special .38-caliber
on a forty-four frame, slipping an extra
belt of cartridges about my waist.

I stood for a moment observing the
hunkered form of Rodriquez hovered
near the fire, where he was roasting the
meat of a monkey he had slain for his
weal. He had had nothing to say per-
taining to the ‘‘devil’s cabin,”’ exhibit-
ing not the slightest interest in our con-
versation.

As I watched him, more than ever, in
the crouched position, he resembled the
aspects of a beast. And in the flicker of
the light, I thought I caught the faint
traces of a eruel, erafty smile on his dark
face as he sniffed at the odor of the roast-
ing meat.

For a moment, I stood studying the
man at his task, He had been left severe-
ly alone. None of the natives would
have anything to do with him. He had
moved back upon his haunches, like a
dog, and sat tearing and gnawing at the
steaming meat with his. strong, vellow
teeth—the beast that he was!

As I stood there, observing the grim
scene before me, from somewhere back
in the jungle came the weird cries of a
howler, seemingly booming his wrath at
the death of kith and kin.

In the stillness that followed, I heard
the rustling of creeping things; the faint.
chirpings of metallic throats; the whir
of fluttering wings and the purr and hiss-
ing of slinking creatures—evidences of
a thousand living things, unseen but
seeing—the ever-moving, sticky, hot jun-
gle at night time!

And as I stood there, scanning the
darkness about us, two tiny diamonds
caught my cye. twinkling in their yel-
low and green brillianey. Further back,
in the black void, another set of living
gems, flashed their five.

T stared at them, for the moment fas-
cinated, not certain at first of just what
I saw. They seemed to ereep toward me
with no pereeptible motion, as a scene
on the sereen is foeused closer by a mov-
ing lens,

Suddenly they vanished, as quickly as

they had appeared. Then came a scream.

that brought my spine stiffly erect; the
most terrifying ery I had ever heard!
And two slender shadows, noiseless as a
feather, cleaved the crescent of light
from the camp-fire and vanished into the
brush opposite.

Then another, and another, and an-
other of these nightmare sereeches—the
blood-curdling voice of the jaguar!

In the palm of my hand T held the
handle of my revolver, but the lightning
bodies of the lithe ercatures disappeared
so quickly there was no time for a shot.

THE DEVIL'S CABIN

Rodriquez secarcely looked up from
where he sat crouched, gnawing the
steaming ‘meat of the monkey. The na-
tive carriers moved in nearer the fire,
and Bill sat peering into the brush where
the cats had disappeared.

But the mozo—! Terror had seized
the man. He fell upon his knees before
me in a frenzy, muttering a prayer and
begging of me to tie a little red sack he
held in his hand about my neck! He
said it would keep the devil away.

Piqued at such superstition, but rath-
er than offend him, I did as he asked,
declining the trouble of ascertaining just
what the little red sack contained—save
that a pungent odor came from its con-
tents.

The poor fellow was so evidently
pleased with the acceptance of his ‘‘devil-
killer’’ that all fears for my safety
seemed instantly to leave him. And as
though it had in some mysterious way
instilled a spark of bravery in the native
himself, he deliberately walked over and
entered into econversation with La Fiera.

The move was 50 abrupt and foreign
to his nature that I marvcled at the con-
fidence he held in his belief and faith
in the powers of the little red sack.

But it was growing late, and I was
tired and sleepy, so I did not take the
pains to investigate the subjeet of their
conversation. Thus, equipped with my
trusty revolver and the odoriferous voo-
doo sack, I took up my blanket and saun-
tered into the black void of the night.

SPENT considerable time in locating
the makeshift door, which was really
nio door at all, but several logs stood on
end and lashed together by {ough vines
and jungle grass, After much exertion,
I managed to pry the logs apart suffi-
ciently to worm my way iuto the interiov
of the hut.

For a moment, I stood listening and
peering about in the dense darkness of
the close, musty-smelling room. Assur-
ing wyself finally that T was alone, T re-
Jaxed my vigilanee, lit a eandle, and bhe-
gan to investigate,

My attention was first attracted to the
floor. Tt was constructed of a series of
split logs laid across sleepers, a foot or
more above the ground. The logs creaked
and rocked as I moved over them, exhib-
iting in several places holes large enough
for a man’s body to slip through. Al
of which was an unusual floor in this
country, They almost always counsist of
plain earth, trampled to the solidity of
concrete,

In the wall near the camp, I discovered
an opening, which, in all probability, was
once meant for a window. It was really
a large chink between the logs which had

been plastered up with mud. I finally
suceeeded in tearing away the mud for
purposes of dissipating the foul air that
had accamulated in the long pent-up
room.

Beneath the window, my eyes rested
upon an old bunk securely fastened to
the logs at the height of my knees. It
was made of branches of trees, cut and
lashed together with strips of split vines.
A crude and rough affair,

However, here was my resting-place
for the night. It was, at any rate, solid
and firm. No gliding and shifting in an
elusive hammock for me, turning turtle
and fetching up with the earth, face
foremost.

As T stood there, thrilling to the
thought that T had chanced upon this
piece of luek in finding a fairy couech
where 1 might stretch and ease the
museles of my tired body, something
caught and held my interest for a con-
siderable time. On the bunk, and along
the side of the wall, were several dark-
brown stains, some more red and fresh
than others.

T bent forward to the muddy logs of
the wall, then down to the matted work
of the bunk, with the lighted candle be-
fore me, so that I might examine morv
closely and minutely these stains, and.
to my horror, I discovered that they
were sploteches of blood!

There is always something in the sight
of blood that forees one to sniff, to be-
come alert, and in the movements of the
hody to direet them more swiftly.

T wheeled about, taking in at a sweep
every lurking shadow the sputtering
light. of the eandle flitted into the far cor-
ners of the room. There was nothing to be
seen, nothing to be heard except the
humming of a few insects that had come
in through the window.

I released my grasp upon the handle
of the revolver, then looked about, cau-
tiously. I raised and lowered the ecan-
dle, moved over the loose logs, got down
upon my knees to serutinize the flooring
movre carefully.

Here, I found more splotehes of blood.
A considerable amount in onc place.
which had soaked into the log, thick and
dark—blood that had not been spilt so
very long!

I arose and stood near the window
looking out toward the camp-fire.
thonghtfully. Except for the space it
illumined in the dense wilderness, every-
where there was total darkness. It was
the dark of the moon.

Alamondo and Rodriquez were still in
conversation. The little native stood
very near the powerful, slouching form
of La Fiera. There was not the least
sign of fear in his attitude toward the



halfbreed. They were excitedly arguing
some question which seemed to be of in-
tense interest to both.

All the while, the mozo prodded the
camp-fire, which he had kindled into a
bonfire. He was wildly gesticulating and
waving his hand toward the cabin where-
in I stood. Now and then his hand wan-
dered to the stub of the severed ear as
though it pained him. And once, when
the beast stooped and lighted his cigarro
with a burning brand, I saw Alamondo
quickly place something in the pocket
of the halfbreed’s cotton jacket.

The rest of the party could be seen
in their hammocks, swung in the trees
nearby. They looked rather snug and
comfortable beneath their nettings.

For a long time I stood observing the
mozo and Lia Fiera in their talk, marvel-
ing at the mysterious change that had
suddenly come over the native and won-
dering what he could have placed so
stealthily in his enemy’s pocket.

But no explanation could I conjure
to solve the enigma, So I turped my
attention to the crackling sound in the
near brush. A noise like an animal
crunching brittle bones. Peccaries, I
thought; the rooting, grunting scaven-
gers of the jungle.

Then it occurred to me for the first
time; perhaps Bill was right, and, after
all, T was wrong. But there was no back-
ing down now. I had chosen my course.
Man, devil or beast, could not force me
to sleep elsewhere.

Thus, without further thought on the
subject, I blew out the candle, wrapped
my blanket about me, and, Colt in hand,
was soon lost to the world.

I DO NOT know how long I slept. But

it must have been after midnight
when I awakened. Not suddenly,
as one is usnally aroused in moments of
danger, but gradually, a degree at a
time,

So natural was my awakening, that
for several moments, I lay listening to
the muffled ticking of the timepiece in
the pocket of my trousers.

There is something soothing, mesmerie,
about the ticking of the delicate works
of a watch in the dead hours of night.
And often, in the wilderness, have I re-
turned to conscious life under the hyp-
notie, metallic voice of man’s most time-
ly friend. 8o it did not oceur to me that
my awakening was unusual, or that
everything was not as it should be.

But as I lay there, restful, perfectly
at peace with the world, dozing, linger-
ing in a semi-conscious state, it suddenly
dawned upon me that I was not alone.
T sensed inwardly, rather than felt out-
wardly, that there was some living thing
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in the room besides myself, Instantly
I was awake and in perfect control of
my senses, tense and alert.

A velvety soft, with now and then a
grating, sound came to me from out the
Egyptian darkness, like the scaly body
of a huge snake crawling through dry
grass. A tense moment passed. Then
a strong, acrid odor assailed me, equally
as revolting as that of the voodoo sack
about my neck.

Cautiously, I came to a semi-sitting
posture, revolver in hand and finger
crooked for action. I was not to be taken
by surprise, Breathlessly, I awaited the
intruder’s attack.

In the dense darkness I could see noth-
ing, save now and then the phosphores-
cent glimmer of a vagrant lightning
beetle that had flown into the hut,

I peered about the room, seeking to
discern what living thing, man, beast or
devil, confronted me. I stared until my
eyeballs ached, but no object could I
make out. Then my attention was sud-
denly attracted to the floor where some-
thing was lightly rocking the loose logs.

For some time I listened to this erad-
ling of the planking, exerting my wits to
fathom the cause of so peculiar a phe-
nomenon,

At first, the thought had oceurred to
me that it might be some one of our party
who had worked his way into the place
to test my nerve. But I immediately
dismissed this from my mind. The risk
would be too great for a sane man to
take. But then, what was it?

There was only one answer.
have to find out!

I rose to my feet and gingerly stepped
into the center of the room, listening for
the faintest sound. But nothing was
audible, save the stifled gasps of my
breathing. The noise had suddenly
ceased.

A flood of thoughts went skittering
through my mind. Then it suddenly
dawned upon me. This ‘“thing’’ had de-
liberately moved away as I approached
it. It had passed along the planking
as quickly and noiselessly as a gliding
reptile. I felt certain that it was neither
human nor animal,

But what could it be?

However, it did not matter. There was
but one remedy!

I leveled my revolver in the direction
of the ‘‘thing’’ that must be somewhere
before me. But before I had completed
the movement, I was conscious that it
had vanished-—seemingly into space.

For the first time in my life, I felt
a sense of terror tugging at my throat.
Here was an enemy that had me help-
lessly at its mercy. There was no way
of determining to where the ‘‘thing”’

I would
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had vanished, It might at that very
second be erouched directly behind me,
preparing to spring

A cold sweat crept over me. I in-
stantly wheeled about, tensc for the at-
tack.

In the black void before me, I sensed
that something moved. Now over here
—now over {here—behind me—in front
of me—! Then I caught the heavy breath
of the ‘“thing’’ directly above my head.

I gasped and looked up.

TWO RED EYES, piereing as balls

of fire, stared into my face. The
warmth of its breath was upon my
cheek and its odor was revolting!

‘Without thought, I sprang back and
began discharging my revolver at this
devil that was closing in on me from all
sides.

A series of blood-curdling sereams,
human in their fierceness, filled the quiet-
ness of the room as if a thousand in-
furiated demons had sprung into the
place, dancing to the staccato of my re-
volver.

There was a rush, a mad scramble.
Something dashed over my head and out
through the window with the swish of
a monster bat. The rickety cabin shook

-ag if in a tempest. Huge forms lurched

about me and against the walls, tearing
and rocking the logs of the floor in fran-
tic desperation to escape the zipping fire
of hot lead,

From outside eame the reverberating
roar of a living thing, and T knew some-
thing was leaving a trail of blood.

I sprang to the window to see if I
could discern what I had hit. Bat in
the blackness I could see nothing—ex-
cept Bill, rifle in hand, revealed in the
glare of the camp-fire, running towards
me. The mozo, with a lighted pitch-pine
knot, was following closely at his heels.
Rodriquez was nowhere to be seen.

With the aid of the flaring torch, I saw
a huge form lying near the foot of the
bunk. I had stooped to examine the
*‘thing’’ more closely, when the mozo
caught me by the arm.

‘““Ay! Ay!’? he shrieked. ‘‘Come away !
Come away! Jalingo! Jalingo!”

I looked at the native sharply. There
was in the tone of his voice all the evi-
dence of extreme fright. But in the
man’s face I wds not so easily deceived.
There was a crafty, cunning expression
in every feature,

But before I could express the thought
that occurred to me, he crossed himself
and stepped back into the darker por-
tion of the room.

In the meantime, with the barrel of
his Winchester, Bill had turned the
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‘‘thing’’ ever that lay in a hairy mass
at our feet.

‘We had never seen such a monster be-
fore. It stood about four feet high, re-
sembling a Gibbon ape more than any-
thing else I could recall. It was of a
brownish color, exeept for its face, which
was white. Among the natives, it is
known as the ‘‘Jalingo,’’ a thing to be
dreaded when encountered in the jungle,
The male possesses a long, white beard,
not unlike the Great Wanderoo, and
walks erect most of the time. The fe-
male fondles and nurses the young in
her arms, They are seldom seen in the
daytime, but roam the forest at night
and are very ferocious in combat.

The mystery of the log-adobe was
solved! There was no devil in the cabin,
after all.

I had moved back to examine the Ja-
lingo more carefully, when I felt some-
thing soft under my stockinged foot, like
the body of a snake. I quickly looked
down and found that I had stepped upon
the arm of a man, The upper portion
was red and bloody. The fingers were
crooked and distorted in a convulsive
grip that clutehed several tufts of coarse
hair. There was nothing else in sight as
I glanced about for the body.

Bill and I looked at each other in hor-
TOr,

1’1l gay there was a devil in here, all
right!’? he gasped. Then, suddenly:

“‘Look out, pard! What’s that behind
you?”’

I wheeled about, instantly,

‘“Where?’’ 1 gulped, a sickening sen-
sation quivering within me.

““There,”’ he said, pointing at a large
rent in the floor, ““Wait! I'll turn this
log gver.”

As he did so, the erouching form of a
huge male Jalingo was revealed beneath
the flooring. A prodding with the rifle
convinced us that he was quite dead.

“Tarn it over if you ecan,’”” I suggest-
ed, leaning eloser, “‘We’ll—"’

“Look!’” suddenly exclaimed Bill
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drawing back. ‘‘The greaser — the
beast—! QGreat God!”’

I peered eagerly into the dark cavity
beneath the flooring. The sight that met
my eyes recalled scenes I had witnessed

_ in the bloody trenches of France.

I never want to see such a sight again.
Before me lay La Fiera and one of the
Jalingos, both devils that they were,
locked in the grim embrace of death’s
struggle, The long, yellow fangs of the
fierce ape had bitten clear through the
neck of the halfbreed and all but severed
the head from the body. Throngh the
chest of each, a bullet from my revolver,
had put an end to the struggle!

I shuddered in horror at the thought
of what might have happened to me, and
turned away,

‘‘How do you suppose Rodriquez came
to be in here?’’ I finally asked, wiping
the moisture from my face. ‘‘I didn’t
see him in the room.”’

““Don’t ask me,’’ replied my partner.
“I’'m no detective, The last I saw the
greaser, he and the mozo were talking
near the camp-fire. I heard the native
accuse the peon of being a coward and
dared him to enter the eabin and give
you a seare. They were still arguing
when I fell asleep. How about it, Ala-
mondo?”’

‘We both turned to the mozo for an ex-
planation, The little fellow stepped for-
ward as straight as an Indian and as
steady in eye and nerve. There was not
the slightest indication of fear in the
man,

¢“ Alamondo is avenged!’’ he spoke in
the vernacular, hissing the words
through clenched teeth. ‘‘La Fiera was
big and strong, while Alamondo is little
and not so strong as the beast. But I
kill him, carrion in the mud beneath my
feet! Kill him with my mind!”’

“Iow do you mean, Alamondo?’ I
asked, greatly interested.

“8i, Senor! I kill him with my mind.
Alamondo knows much of the ways of
the jungle, dJalingo does not like the

smell of roasted monkey meat, Jalingo
becomes a devil—gran diablo!—goes mad
and tears the flesh of those who eat it.

‘“See, senores, the scar on Alamondo’s
arm—shoulder—neck—Caramba! Ala-
mondo knows from experience. Ay, yi!
When La Fiera ate the monkey meat
Alamondo all the time smiled to himself.

‘“And, senores, once when the beast
did not see, Alamondo filled his pocket
with the odor of roasted monkey. Aha-a!
Si, all the time Alamondo knew the Ja-
lingo devils haunted the jackal. And—
and—

““De veras! 8i, senores,”” he grated,
glaring at the gruesome sight that lay
before us. ‘‘He who lives as a beast shal’
die like a beast! Sabe, senores? Sangrc
de Cristo! La Fiera is dead! Alamondo
is avenged! The beast is dead!”’

‘‘Bueno! Buenoe!’’ approved Bill,
who was never known to be serious long.
““Clever you are, Alamondo., But I’m
thinking it’s mighty queer those Jalingo
devils didn’t make it hot for this fat-
headed pard of mine, How about that?’’

““Ah! Nombre de Dios!’’ muttered
the mozo, erossing himself and bending
to his knees at my feet. ‘‘8i, senor.
Dios! Dios!”’ he continued, indicating
that the Jalingo could not harm me so
long as I wore the little red sack he had
placed about my mneck. ‘‘Alamondo
knows much in his brain. See, senores?
I will show you.”

So saying, he took from his neck a
little red sack, similar to the one he had
given me. He tore it open, exposing its
contents; a light-yellow powder, made
from the leaves of some jungle plant.

““See! Cayamuela! Smell! Ugh! Ja-
lingo fears the odor. Cayamuela makes
his teeth fall out when he eats it and he
will die. 81, senores. Alamondo. knows
much., Perfeclamente!’’

Bill and T stood staring at each other,
marveling at the strategy of the tropical
mind in wreaking its vengeance.

The score between La Fiera, the beast,
and Alamondo, the mozo, was settled!




Startling Indeed Were the Ghostly
Night Riders That Haunted

The Old Burying Ground

A Complete Novelette
By EDGAR LLOYD HAMPTON

ISTORICALLY speaking, the
H Clearwater River, in the West-

ern part of the state of Idaho,
has never been anything more important
than a rather indefinite location, with a
name attached.

That is to say, its basin has never
been developed; for the Gods who made
the mountains left it lying helpless be-
tween the various, main-traveled roads
to the Pacific. A generation ago the
Oregon Short Line, thrusting a covetous
arm of steel along the Snake River, en
route to Portland, Oregon, veered off sud-
denly and passed it a hundred miles to
southward. Later the N. P., hurrying
across the summit of the Bitter Roots,
on its journey to Seattle, left it isolated,
fifty miles to the North.

Thus eivilization slipped by on cither
gide and left the Clearwater inviolate.
No white man set his cabin on its river
bank; no woman rocked a baby ecradle
anywhere benecath its whispering trees.

The distant hoot of a flat-bottomed
stern-wheeler, ereeping along the Snake,
might startle the black-tails, grazing on
the lower bottom: or the hark of a trap-
per’s rifle hasten the eougar into the tall
trees along the upper rcaches. These,
however, would be the extent of the
local disturbance; for the Clearwater
Valley had no transportation; so it re-
mained a wilderness: an extremely lone-
some and isolated wilderness.

And now I must withdraw a statement
of a moment ago. Because, after all, the
Clearwater was something more than a
place with a name attached; it was the
last retrecat of the Kennisau Tribe of
Indians—the very last retreat, of the
very last of the tribe.

You, no doubt, remember the Ken-
nisaus yourself, at least by reputation.
They turned out to be a blood-thirsty
lot, worse even than the Apaches, if
possible.

They held to a theory that the white
man was coming into the country at a
rate of speed mot at all commensurate
with the facts, taking over the Indians’

land and converting it to his own, and
haser, uses—which may have been the
truth.

b
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In any event, the Kennisaus became
greatly agitated over the situation. No
less a personage than Old Chief Pohon-
tihae himself, who started out with the
intention of becoming, and remaining, a
Christian—went to the extremity of a
trip to Washington, D. C., to tell his
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brother Christians the nature of his
trials and tribulations.

He went in great pomp and state, ar-
rayed in a quantity of war bonnets,
beads and blankets, riding a milk-white
horse with a silver mane and tail. And
he returned, with his war bonnets, beads
and blankets; and his milk-white horse,
yet without his pomp and state. e also
returned a heathen, and with a new opin-
ion about white men,

Thereafter it transpired that, as the
Western emigrant trains crept weary
and slow-footed, down ‘the Bitterroot
Range inlo the Snake River Basin, en
route to the Willamette Valley, Pohon-
tihac and his confreres dropped casually
down the river in canoes, and slew the
wayfarers, without favor and apparent-
ly without fear.

This un-Christian procedure comtin-
ued over a period of two or three decades,
yet the cxpedient was without avail; the
white man continued to arrive. And,
as a somcwhat iromie corollary, the red
man continued to depart. From a large
and powerful tribe, inhabiting a two-
thirds of what later was to be the state
of Idaho, the Kennisaus shrank to half
their former size, and dropped to the
lower basins of the Snake and Salmon
Rivers.

It was immediately after they had oe-
cupied this, the latest of their retroats,
that the Q. S. L. learned that it required
the lower Snake River Basin in the
carrying out of its railroad plans. Seo
the nmow highly indignant Kennisaus
shrank again, and further reduced them-
selves. This time it was the valley of
the Salmon. Whereupon, certain proph-
ets of Destiny inaungurated the would-be
towns of Whitebird, Leland and Lewis-
ton, and impudent steamboat pilots be-
gan to blow loud-mouthed whistles along
the banks of the Salmon. So the Ken-
nisaus—such as now were left of them—
folded their tents like the Arabs, and
silently stole away up the Clearwater
basin, where they sat down grimly to
await the end.

01d Chief Pohontihae had long since
died as the result of a broken heart—
died, still a heathen. And they had
buried him a heathen, amid much evi-
dence of splendor, upon the shore of
the upper Clearwater, near a point later
known as Deadman’s Hill, among the
tombs of his contemporaries. He was
left in this final resting place, together
with his various war accoutrements and
an abundance of food and blankets; and,
because the milk-white horse refused to
die, they killed it and buried it with him,
so that he would not be required to walk
to the Happy Hunting Grounds.
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Thus at the time of this writing the
Kennisaus were an all but extinet race:
they had passed with the buffalo—or the
buffalo had passed with them, whichcver
way you choose to put it. There were
those who maintained that the tribe had
been wholly exterminated, and others
who disagreed with this contention. It
was remembered that the government,
not requiring the Clearwater Valley for
any other purpose, had given it to the
Kennisaus as a Reservation, though at
a period so remote that the Department
may have forgotten all about the inci-
dent.

There also had been a report that a
biological expedition, out in search of
the missing link, in about the year 1913,
had wunofficially mentioned running

-across signs of extinet villages along the

upper Clearwater, and numerouvs Indian
burying grounds somewhat resembling,
in their general characteristics, those of
the White Plaing Apaches.

Moreover, the S, P. & S. surveying
erew, who had run the line to the upper
Clearwater coal deposits, a couple of
summers before, remembered having
secn, upon one or two occasions, the
smoke from remote camp fires, and the
occasional flash of a red and blue blanket
against the background of forest freen.

Beyond these meager facts, however,
the subjeet was shrouded in mystery—
a sort of halo of dead, or half-dead,
memories. All that was known for sure
was that the Kennisaus had made their
final stand in the upper Clearwater
Basin; and that now, under the urge of
immediate necessity, the S. P. & S. was
about to comstruet a railroad up the
said basin—this in defiance of the laws
of gravity, the ghosts of vanished tribes,
the forms of those, if any, that yet re-
mained, and all other obstacles and im-
pediments, both seen and unsecn. Be-
cause, as above suggested, the coal de-
posits at the head of the Clearwater,
had begun to attraet attention.

CHAPTER TWO

PITCHED our construction
camp at the foot of Deadman’s
Hill, where the Little Chewelah enters
the Clearwater, some forty miles up from
its confluence with the Salmon.
Perkins, the S. P. & S. superintendent,
had transferred us in a body from that
unfinished stub-line running unto Burns,
Oregon. The immediate job before us
consisted of a roadbed, beginning at
Deadman’s Hill and continuing twenty
miles up the left bank of the Clearwater,
across the. Wild Rose Prairie. The sur-
vey was already in; it was for us to
follow this survey, lay the grade, run

the cuts, make the fills, (there were no
tunnels) and prepare the ballast ready
for the ties and rails.

Our outfit comprised some three hun-
dred construction hands, six or seven
orange-peel steam shovels, for the cuts
and grades, a half-hundred horse teams
for the plows and scrapers, sleeping
tents, repair shops, cookhouses—an ovdi-
nary railroad construction outfit. Per-
kins had simply handed wus the job and
told us to do it, so there was nothing
to be said on the subject—except that
it was 3 man-sized job, considering the
time at our disposal ; for we had arrived
on the ground not until early in August,
and we were expected to finish before
the winter set in, though no one of course
knew when that would be.

Weatherford, therefore, had sent
Courtney up ahead of time, to establish
the camp and get things in working
order; we followed a couple of weeks
later— Weatherford, Charley Eagle-
feather and myself.

You, of course, have heard of Charley
Kaglefeather, lleis (or was) what they
called an ‘‘educated Indian.”’

Not only was Charley Eaglefeather an
cducated Indian, but he was an educated
Kennisau Indian—to state the case as.
it should be stated. Moreover, he had
royal blood. Ile was the descendant of
old Chief Pohontihae, grandson of
Witchipa, and direet heir to the Ken-
nisau throne, if there had been any
throne left.

That is how they came to eduecate him,
at least so they say. In any event, the
Indian agent snapped him up from in
front of his father’s tepee, one fine morn-
ing while he was yet a beady-eyed child,
shooting his toy arrows at imaginary
foes, and packed him off for a five-year
siege at Carlisle.

Here, a wealthy Boston spinster, tour-
ing the country in search of information
—meanwhile intent upon the proverbial
Indian uplift—espied him, expressed an
abrupt prejudice in favor of his snappy
black eyes and, descending upon him,
fed him consecutively, and at her own
expense, to Ilarvard University, the Ann
Arbor Law School, and the Boston
Polytechnie.

He came forth from these trials and
tribulations about the most highly
educated Indian one ever saw: educated
—if T must tell the whole truth—in devi-
ous ways far beyond the mere sciences
and the classics. For his accomplish-
ments included—in addition to faney
waistcoats, ice-cream sodas and red ties
—the fine arts of football, baseball and
tennis,

Those of you who are mot too young
will remember in particular the brown-



skinned Aborigine, who electrified the
college world by pitehing Harvard to
success in a fourteen-inning game, three
to two, on the Princeton campus, upon
that memorable afternoon in May, 1911.
Well, that was Charley Eaglefeather,
only he did it under his Christian name.

It was this same Laglefeather who,
during the following summer, played the
all but unbeatable Quigley to a standstill
on the Poughkeepsie clay courts, for the
New York state championship. Upon
Thanksgiving Day of that same year he
ran eighty-five yards down the center
of the Yale field, for a touchdown, and
so saved the game. And it is still a
matter of local gossip, around the loung-
ing-rooms of the Baltusrol Golf Club,
that it was an Indian—an educated In-
dian—who was runner-up to the redoubt-
able Spivvins himself, in the amateur
state championship match, which went
to the thirty-eighth hole before the red
man finally finished, one down.

‘“Some Indian!’’ you will say.

And so he was. In fact, Eaglefeather
was ‘‘runner-up’’ in a number of re-
gpects, including gambling debts and ex-
pense accounts, the latter of which, in
time found their way to the house ad-
dress of Miss Selina Pennington, of
Boston.

But those old days had long since
passed. Eaglefeather had resigned him-
self to the sterner facts of life. He was
a construction engineer now, assistant to
Weatherford of the S. P. & S. Moreover
he was about to participate importantly
in the building of a line of railroad up
the desolate valley of the Clearwater,
among the tombs of his ancestors, so to
speak, and in a region over which he
should have been king.

CHAPTER THREE

S BEFORE mentioned, we three

came down the Clearwater that first
_ evening, together. And I shall not soon
. forget the manner of our coming—cer-
tainly not now, in the light of the
strange and wholly inexplicable later
events.

‘We approached the valley by the
norther route, dropping down from
Spokane to Lewiston, thence over the
divide to the upper Clearwater, and so
down the river basin, across Wild Rose
Prairie.

As we entered Wild Rose Prairie, bear-
ing southward toward the base of Dead-
man’s I1ill, we came unexpectedly upon
the Indian village. It lay to eastward
of the river, over against the foothills.
As we issued around an abrupt bend in
the trail, there it was suddenly before
us, huddled in an open area among the
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trees on the bank of a swift-running
stream. It gave the odd impression of
bursting upon us.

Not that it was large enough to cause
much of an explosion; rather it was its
diminutive appearance that surprised us.
There were not to exceed a dozen tepees,
ancient as to lineage, weatherbeaten, and
sagging at their centerpoles.

In the foreground there may have been
a dozen Indian men, reclining at ease,
smoking their long-stemmed pipes, not
less inert even than their environments.
Back and forth through the village
moved stolid, grim-faced women, brown-
skinned and wrinkled, sagging heavily
at the hips as they waddled about, intent
upon their household affairs.

Throughout the camp were a score or
more of children at play. They were
half, or wholly, nude. At our approach
they leaped up, to run swiftly and with-
out sound, like a flock of frightened
quail, dodging behind the tepee flaps,
vanishing into the shrubbery, dropping
into the tall grass, and at onee became in-
visible. Thereafter we could feel the
urge of brown faces and beady-black
eyes peering furtively at us from out
these various retreats.

An Indian, huge, fat, long-haired and
greasy in appearance, squatted over a
smoking campfire on the creek bank, fry-
ing fish. He must have been a demo-
cratic Indian to be thus employed in
the presence of his squaws.

‘““How, George?’’ said Weatherford,
addressing him.

The fat Indian twisted slowly, still
squatting, to look at us with great dig-
nity over his shoulder.

“‘IIow,’’ he said, without surprise.

““We're going to build a railroad up
here,’”’” Weatherford explained. ‘‘A rail-
road up the Clearwater—you sabe?”’
Weatherford was mixing his English
with Chinese.

The Indian looked at him a moment
stolidly, without emotion of any sort.

““Hyeu cultus!’’ he said, suceinetly.
““ Halo cumtuxz!’’ (Very bad; no under-
stand). Then he returned to his fish-
frying.

““Can’t he talk English?”’
‘Weatherford.

“1 guess he could if he had to,”’ ad-
mitted Charley Eaglefeather,

“‘Then he just won’t?”’

““Well—he didn’t,’’ said Charley
Eaglefeather.

We moved on down the trail, not
speaking further for the moment, think-
ing—at least I was thinking —of the look
on that old warrior’s face—a look both
droll and foolish, under the ecirenm-
stances, squatting there, as he was,
greasy and fat and squalid, over his little

asked
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old smoking campfire. Yet this look,
somehow, reminded me of an eagle in a
cage, it was so silently dignified, so
quietly defiant, so full of well-sup-
pressed emotion. It was like the look of
a king who has lost his throne, yet is
still a king.
““Who are

‘Weatherford asked.

“They are Kennisaus—yes,”’ admitted
Eaglefeather.

‘¢ All that is left of them?”’

““It may be. .. perhaps,” Charley
Eaglefeather replied impersonally.

Weatherford’s eyes took on a remiu-
iscent look. . . So this was all that was
left of the Kennisaus—a handful on a
river bank, squatting about campfires:
an extinet people, an all but vanished
race, crowded to the final brink by the
restless urge of that thing called ‘‘organ-
ized society’’; clinging, nevertheless,
tenaciously to their dead memories and
the region of their last retreat. . . And
here was Charley Eaglefeather, Harvard
graduate, football hero—matinee idol, as
it were—son of a king, heir apparent to
a throne that had vanished, home at last
to the land of his youth, to the region
over which he should be ruler—come for
the purpose of building a railroad !

‘“And the one frying fish over the
campfire?’’ inquired Weatherford, turn-
ing suddenly to Eaglefeather.

““The one frying fish over the camp-
fire,’’ echoed Charley Eaglefeather, ‘‘is
Witchipa, Chief of the Kennisau
tribel”’

We passed on down the trail to the
scene of our forthcoming activities,

they—Kennisaus?”’

CHAPTER FOUR

HE S. P. & S. construction camp lay
sprawled over a tlat area, a quarter
of a mile wide, along the east bank of the
Clearwater. Tt was a quiet enough place
in the day time, deserted by all save only
the mess hands, or now and then a slow-
footed couvier. After five o’clock in the
evening, however, it became a wildly
cavorting mass of humanity and horses.
erawling, ecursing, kicking, filling the
silent valley with a medley of echoiny
sounds, which sobbed themselves into
silence somewhere toward midnight.
‘We were working hard, against time,
‘Weatherford issuing orders, and Court-
ney driving the construction crew at top
speed. We had been told to get results.
It sometimes snows along the Clearwater
in September, always in November, and
we hoped to finish the grade before it
came.
Things seemed to break unfavorably
for us, however, right from the very
first; we appeared to be having an un-
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usual amount of bad luck. Sometimes
a job does go like that—all sorts of petty
interruptions; unexplainable, too.

They began to get onto Courtney’s
nerves early in the game.

‘““That’s always the way with a rush
order,”’ he growled. ‘‘The more hurry,
the less speed. I wish we hadn’t over-
looked that rigging equipment. I can’t
work but five of the steam shovels now,
and we need all seven of ’em, to get
through,’’

‘“Well, do the best you can,”’ advised
Weatherford patiently. ‘It does seem
as if we're having a little more than our
share of bother, thongh.”’

‘“‘Bother!”’ barked Courtney. ‘‘Well,
I should say we are! The dump train
went off the track three times yesterday
—only three times, you understand ? And
two grade teams went over the embank-
ment—two, in one afternoon! Can you
beat it? The men aren’t working very
good either, somehow.”’

““Oh, that’s all imagination,”’ said
Weatherford expansively.

““No, it isn’t imagination,’”’ Courtney
declared. ‘‘I don’t know what it is, but
somehow we’re not getting results as we
should— not like we usually do. I ecan’t
tell what the trouble is, though,’” he re-
peated, puekering his brows.

“Well, it’s all in the day’s work,”’
said  Weatherford  philosophically.
““We'll get through somehow, I guess;
Jjust keep on plugging.””

‘“And, say!’’ Courtney twrmed on his
heel as he started to leave, ‘‘This survey
we’re following calls for a ten-foot eut
right through that daomned Indian grave-
yard, over at Number Two Hill!”’

“Well,”” said Weatherford, gazing at
him impersonally from across a stack of
figures upon the desk. ‘‘Run it through,
then!”

“But it’s a graveyard!’ protested
Courtney. ‘‘An Indian. . ."

“‘Well, they’re all dead, aren’t they ?’’
inquired Weatherford, a barely percep-
tible twitching at the cormers of his
mouth,

“Yes, I know! But we’re having
enough trouble already, without stirring
up the dead,’’ said Courtney, with an
embarrassed little laugh.

““When did you ever become so super-
stitious as all that?’’ inquired Weather-
ford, dryly.

““I'm not superstitious!’’ Courtuey de-
fended indignantly. ‘‘But—Well—the
men don’t—"’

““‘If the survey calls for a cut through
a graveyard,’’ said Weatherford, meas-
uring his words to give them greater
weight, ‘‘then we go through a grave-
yard! We didn’t make the survey;
we¢'re simply up here to follow out in-
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structions. And we're building a rail-
road.”’ Weatherford returned diligently
to his figures. . . “There’s gotta’ be
graveyards, somewhere,”’ he added, half
apologetically, dropping into the vernae-
ular, ““and there’s also gotta be rail-
roads.”’

Throughout the aforesaid mysterious
mighaps—ecall them such, although they
did seem to be running oddly toward the
specific, as if some method, or general
plan, were in operation back of them—
Charley Eaglefeather displayed no ema-
tion of any sort. You cannot get emo-
tion out of an Indian, under ordinary
circumstances. Not that it is not there—
you simply ean’t get it out. You may
look him in the face persistently for a
hundred years, and yet not read his
thoughts. He has them, all right; yet,
such as they are, and whatever they are,
they remain as safe in his charge as the
secrets of the Pyramids.

Eaglefeather’s work consisted in level-
ing the grade behind the construction
crew—telling them when to break off,
and when to go on.

This work he did efficiently, and with-
out comment, Ile never had been much
of a talker, even in his most loquacious
moments, and he did not talk now. The
incidents that first day at the Indian
village had not since been mentioned by
him, nor the tribe itself, nor his an-
cestors, nor the things we were doing to
the family graveyard. IIe simply com-
tinued stoically about his task, looking
at you—when he did look at you— with
that poker-face gaze of his, which re-
minded you of a stone image, except that
it was much hotter.

By the end of the fourth week of our
sojourn at the foot of Deadman’s Hill,
the situation had gotten so badly on the
verves of the temperamental Courtney,
that he took the matter up again with
Weatherford.

“We've just got to do something
about it,”” he said puckering his brows,
as he always did under perplexities, ‘‘ At
least a hundred picks and shovels have
disappeared from these diggings since we
started work, forty or fifty within the
past twenty-four hours.”’

““You hadn’t told me that,’’ breathed
Weatherford.

““Well, I didn’t hardly miss ’em at
first—not until that big bunch went,
yesterday. You knmow, I think it’s the
Indians that are doing it.”’

“Why; did you find some live ones
when you went through their grave-
yard?’’ Weatherford smiled.

““No, but we found plenty of beads,
arrowheads, and tomahawks, and a
couple of tons of perfeetly white bones.”’
Courtney shivered. ‘‘There are some

live ones around, though, for all that,”
he added. ““What I'd like to know—"’
He turned to gaze suddenly, wide-eyed,
at Weatherford, as he spoke—‘*What I'd
like to know is, who opened those flood
gates into Number Two Cut, last night!®’

‘““Why, were they opened?’’ Weather-
ford straightened up suddenly, inter-
ested.

*“Yes, they were opened—opened up
wide. Three feet of water standing in
the cut, this morning; had to drain it out
beforc we could go ahead. And those
gates didn’t open themselves, either,”’
Courtney added significantly.

““There may be some Bolsheviks
among the erew,’”’ suggested Weather-
ford.

“No, I don’t think so,”” Courtney’s
attitude was positive. ‘“The crew’s all
right. So that isn’t it, The fact remains,
however, that we left the dump-train
standing on the siding when we closed
down last night, and this morning it was
in the ditch: been run down and shunted
off at the switch—Ilying on its side.””

““Alight have broken loose,’” suggested
Weatherford thounghtfully.

““Sure, it might!’’ barked Couriney.
““Those gates might have opened them-
selves, too;—but they didn’t. T tell you
there’s something going on around here
—sowmething that’s getting clear past us,
without us seeing it!’’

Courtney’s voice held a tragic note;
clearly he was both baffied and worried.

“I don’t think it’s the Indians,
though,’” said Weatherford.

‘“Well, who is it, then?’’ Courtney
demanded, helplessly. ‘‘Somebody’s
doing it; it’s just got to be Indians, of
some sort.”’

“I’m sure I don’t know who it is,”’
said Weatherford, with a worried stare.
““Yet it’s a situation that’ll have to be
looked into.”?

CHAPTER FIVE

OW it is a faet that we had seen no

Indians since the first day of our
arrival. We had observed, it is true.
their horses—they had a large number
of horses, two or three hundred, I should
think—grazing, always at a great dist-
ance out over Wild Rose Prairie.

Also, we had noticed oceasional plumes
of smoke rising against the blue sky from
remote campfires, and heard, sometimes,
faint though garish Indian sounds—the
weird chant of the harvest danee, the
monotonous beating of tom-toms.

Yet these sights and sounds were al-
ways distant—far away, as if they were
but memories. In truth, they had from
the first scemed more like memories than
realities—memorics of a onec vast and



ruthless, but now lost or depleted, an-
cestry. In a sense the thing was sym-
bolie.

The weather was of that wonderful
type we sometimes dream about, which
comes so clear and still in September
across the western plateaus. The earth
lay silent, motionless—decked in an end-
less multitude of autumn colors. Above
it the sun beat down, white-hot and
brilliant, like a spotlight on a painted
pieture. The very universe seemed hold-
ing its breath, as if in a tense attitude
of listening.

Out of this silence arose the endless
coughing of the steam shovels, the sud-
den shriek of the donkey whistle, the
rattling bump of couplings, the burst
of escaping steam, the hoarse shouts of
men, echoing mile upon mile up and
down the valley, as the S, P. & 8. con-
struction crew drove headlong and with
feverish haste, at its work on the Clear-
water line.

Charley Eaglefeather, in his general
demeanor, had not particularly changed.
He pursued his task as before—stoically
and without comment.

Yet, observing him more closely, I
felt sure I could discern a subterranean
difference. There seemed to be a deeper
—in @ certain respect, a wilder—look in
hig eyes. At times it reminded me of the
loock on the face of Chief Witchipa as
he squatted there that morning beside
his campfire, gazing at us over his
shoulder: the suppressed look of an
eagle in a cage, or of a king who has
lost his throne, yet is still a king.

We bad finished the cut at Number
Two Hill; we were beyond the Indian
burying ground now. Not only had we
bisected this region with a forty-foot
railway cut, but in our haste, and ab-
sence of alternative, we had desecrated
the surrounding area, grooving and scal-
loping the earth’s surface, scattering,
with plow and scraper, the little stone
pyramids that marked the final resting
place of warrior and chieftain, for a hun-
dred yards or so on either side.

Yet throughout this unhallowed tran-
saction Charley Eaglefeather spoke mno
word, vouchsafed no sign of protest. He
simply and painstakingly leveled up
the grade behind the construction erew,
and continued as before, speechless.

This statement, however, could not
cqually apply to the construction gang.
The fact that they scnsed some abnormal
condition began to play upon their im-
aginations. There must have been an-
cestor-worshippers among the 8. P. & 8.
crew, or heathen of some sort, In any
event, they raised a considerable hue
and ery over the situation, built drama
cut of it, even hyperbole; raked over the
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dead past hundred years of Kennigau
history, assembled and digested it—or
failed to digest it, and so had mental
dyspepsia.

As for the rest of us, we proceeded
with our work as best we could, under
the prevailing handicaps. Courtney set
8 night watchman over the flood gates at
Number Two Cut, with orders to keep an
eye on the construction train. We had
laid a temporary wire up the Clearwater
to the N. P. main line, connecting the
world at large by ’phone; Weatherford,
therefore, called up Spokane, ordering
more picks and shovels; and that was
the end of the pick and shovel incident.

CHAPTER SIX

IT WAS, I believe, the second night
after Courtney had placed the watch-
man at Number Two Cut, that the fel-
low reported.

He did it abruptly; he all but broke
down the door getting into the impro-
vised office. Courtney and I were there
at the time, figuring over the next day’s
yardage. The fellow seemed greatly ex-
oreised.

““There’s a bunch of Indians over at
Cut Number Two,’’ he babbled. ‘‘ Actin’
awful queer. Two or three hundred of
’em. Better come along, quick!*’

Courtney and I, of course, hurried
over to investigate.

Sure enough, there they were. In
number they could not have exceeded 2
dozen. It was close to midnight. The
moon was beyond its first quarter; it
hung low against the western horizon,
casting a pallid, yellow light across the
enshrouded valley.

Through this light we saw them dimly
—more as if they were shadows, and not
realities. They werc in full battle
regalia, Above their hecads in the
saffron glow loomed their huge war
bonnets. The many-colored blankets,
swathed tightly about their forms,
flapped in the night wind. Their faces,
as they turned them now and then to-
ward the moon, appeared streaked and
blotched with the horrid masks of war
paint,

‘We drew up close beside the string of
flats, and stood there watching them
silently. Their actions seemed more
then curious; they went stooping along
the ground, fumbling about, moving here
and there across the desecrated area, to
eastward of Number Two Cut.

““They’re putting back the stones!’’
Courtney gasped, with a sudden intake
of breath—‘‘rearranging the stones to
mark the desecrated graves. . . God!”’
he burst forth abruptly, clutching me by
the arm, ‘‘See those things they’ve got!
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Liook, man, they’re bows and arrows!—
They’re not guns, they’re bows and
arrows! Indians don’t use bows and
arrows, nowadays!”’

“‘Let go my arm,’’ I growled, shaking
him off. . .

The things they carried were bows
and arrows. They wore them looped
across their shoulders, in a manner to
stand up straight, as they went stooping
about, smoothing out the corrugated
carth, picking up stones and rearrang-
ing them in little round heaps. They did
it all silently, making no sound of any
sort, simply stooping about, there in the
night, arranging little heaps of stones.
There was something terribly pathetic
about it.

And then, a sudden puff of night wind
crossed the prairie, wailing dismally
through the tall grass as it went, and I
stood rubbing my eyes, staring foolishly.
For they had vanished—vanished as
they came, without a word or sound,
leaving the night suddenly empty!

‘““Where did they go?’’ I heard my-
self asking, idiotically.

And then my blood seemed suddenly
changed to water, at the pressure of a
hand upon my shoulder. I turned to
confront Weatherford; he had come up
behind us as we stood watching.

¢“Did you see them?’’ I whispered.

He nodded his head.

“I saw them disappear,”’ he seid, in
a matter-of-fact voice.

““They were fixing up the graves,”’ I
explained weakly, and kept hold of
‘Weatherford’s arm.

““Yes,”” he said, with an odd quirk in
his speech. ‘‘It’s a shame, isn’t it? . ., .
We’ve got to Dbuild our railroad,
though,’” he went on in a grimmer voice,
““even if we do have to. . .”7 e tossed
his hands and did not finish the sentence.
““In the interest of commeree!’’ he added
presently, with a droll look. ‘“Poor fel-
lows! They never had a single chanee,
against the white man.””

‘“Did you see their bows and arrows?’’
urged Courtney, with a hysterical gigglc.
““A little out of date—eh?’’ and he
Ianghed again—a hollow laugh that
cchoed there in the night. ‘““Only an
Indian knows how to disappear, like
that!”’ he added, as if to reassure him-
self.

It must have been about five o’clock in
the morning—the same morning—that
the camp cook came knocking at my
door, awakening me out of a not too
refreshing sleep. The camp cook arises
before daybreak, of course; he came,
now, to report: everyone appeared to be
reporting, nowadays; it semed to be the
fashion,
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The nature of the cook’s report was
that, as he went out to the wood-rick for
kindling to build the fires—at about
three-thirty o’clock in the morning—he
noticed a horseman, a solitary horseman,
riding back and forth along the ridge
over by Cut Number Two.

It was still very dark; yet he could
distinetly see him, so he claimed. The
man was an Indian. He was gaudily
attired in beads and blanket, paint and
war bonnet. He was a tall, large Indian.
He sat very straight and dignified upon
his horse, like—well, something like a
chief, He carried bow and arrows, and
a war axe. He wasn’t doing anything,
though, in particular— just riding back
and forth among the graves, as if he were
on an inspeetion tour.

As for the horse—the cook was most
positive about the horse; it was a milk-
white horse, with a silver mane and tail.
He even saw the dew glistening on its
silver mane and tail, saw it throw up its
head and whinny once, as if it were lost
and looking for its mates. They weren’t
doing any damage, though—not making
a sound of any sort—just moving back
and forth like shadows, there in the dark,
among the graves. They seemed to have
risen up suddenly out of Cut Number
Two, he said; and they later rode back
into Cut Number Two, and so disap-
peared. When he looked up again they
were gone.

““I thought I ought to come and tell
you, sir,”” he said. ‘‘They weren’t very
plain, of coure, not much plainer than
shadows. And yet. . .”’

He continued to hang on his heel,
there at my doorway, obsessed with a
surfeit of words, as if he wished to re-
main forever talking.

‘1 thought I ought to come and tell
you, sir,”” he repeated.

““Go on and get about your break-
fast,”” I ordered him, roughly; ‘‘this is
a railroad construetion camp, ot a
kindergarten; the thing we need here is
food!”’

CHAPTER SEVEN

WE HAD a yet more definite experi-

ence than this, however, with the
chimerical white horse and its silver
mane and tail.

This time it was the night-watchman
himself. We three— Weatherford, Court-
ney and I— were sitting in the Mttle
office, discussing the next day’s woik.
It was late at night—eleven-thirty, at
least.

Suddenly we heard a fusillade of rifle
shots, over by Cut Number Two. We
sprang up and rushed pell mell through
the doorway, into the night, and across
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the interval in the direction of the
sounds.

We found the watchman leaning
weakly against a drive-wheel of the
donkey engine fumbling with his rifle
in an effort to reload it.

‘““What went with them?”’ he gasped,
hysterically, as we came up and, drop-
ping his gun, he canght Weatherford by
the sleeve.

“What went with what?”’
Weatherford, thrusting him loose.

“They rose up out of Cut Number
Two,’” he said, his teeth chattering, ‘‘and
started across the old burying ground,
straight toward me. I called out to
them to halt. But they didn’t do it.
Then I opened fire on them—began to
shoot, as fast as I could. But somehow I
couldn’t hit them, at all. So they came
straight on, slow and dignified as fate,
not making a sound—straight at me, till
I could see the whites of their eyes, and
hear them breathing. God! I simply
couldn’t miss, at thirty yards!

““Yet, I did miss!’’ he gasped, in a
shivering whisper, ‘I emptied my re-
peater straight into them, at thirty
yards, and never turned a hair! And
then I ran—as fast as I could: I came
here! Where are they, now?”’

‘““What are you talking about?’’ de-
manded Weatherford, shaking him
savagely.

““ An Indian!’’ he whispered. ‘‘ An In-
dian chief, all in war paint and blankets;
riding a milk-white horse, with a silver
mane and tail! Where did they go?’’
The man trembled all over as he talked;
his face was a white as death.

‘““They didn’t go anywherel’’ said
‘Weatherford, angrily. ‘‘Because they
weren’t here. You go to the eamp doctor
and have him give you a good stiff drink
of brandy.”’

““Hell !’ swore Courtney, twisting his
hands together, ‘‘Of course, they were-
n’t here. Of course, there wasn’t
any_!!

There came a sudden whistling in our
ears; an object flashed hot and hissing
past our heads, and stuck quivering in
the framework of the donkey. I reaehed
a trembling hand and pulled it out. It
was an Indian arrow, crowned with a
head of flint.

‘Weatherford turned toward Courtney
with a gesture of precision:

“You’d better 'phone Fort Hardie, to-
morrow morning,’”’ he ansounced, ‘‘and
tell them to send over the cavalry, and
clean these Indians out. We’ve jusi got
to finish this railroad,’’ he added, par-
enthetically. ‘“And as for the rest’’—
he turned to me abruptly—‘‘You go out,
tomorrow morning, and look over their
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herd—and see if there’s a milk-white
horse there, with a silver mane and tail.”’
I went, as ordered; but I found no
milk-white horse with a silver mane and
tail.
CHAPTER EIGHT

WE SAW them again the next night,

just after the sun had dropped be-
low the western horizon, leaving the
valley in shadows.

We had gone into a conference,
‘Weatherford, Courtney and myself, over
the question of veering the survey up
beyond Camloops Creek, in an effort to
reduce the grade. We three simply
came together beside the lumber heap in
front of the company office, and began
to talk. Eaglefeather was coming out of
Since the
question in a measure involved his part
of the work, Weatherford invited him to
Jjoin us.

I gave the Indian a second, keener,
look as he came walking silently, tall
and dignified into our midst. And I
saw at onee that he had changed for the
worse. His usually smooth hair was dis-
heveled. His face was pinched and set.
There was a drawn look about the ecor-
ners of his tightly-closed mouth, and a
wild, though wholly inscrutable, expres-
sion in his eyes. With all the force at
his command he appeared to be strug-
gling against some tense emotion which
secmed continually on the verge of over-
coming him. His attitude reflected
tragedy.

It was but natural that we soon
switched from the subject of grades and
crossings, to that other subject which lay
furtively in the back of each of our
minds; because by now the situation had
passed far beyond the scope of trivial-
ities, It had become a real problem.

““There are only a dozen of them In-
dians, at the most,”’ said Weatherford,
reassuringly. ‘‘They’ll not make us any
real bother.”’

‘‘Real bother!’’ snorted Courtney. ‘‘1
sure hope it don’t get any worse than it
is already. What do you make of that
white horse incident last night?’’

‘‘Oh, they’ve got a white horse hid
around, somewhere,’’ said Weatherford,
expansively. ‘‘That night watchman
was just execited; that’s how he came to
miss them. And it’s a good thing that
he did.””

““The bunch of grave diggers was
back again last night,”’ said Courtney,
ominously, ‘‘heaping up little piles of
stones, as before. The cock saw them.’’

‘“Well, it’s too darned bad,”’ com-
mented Weatherford. ‘“What made those
fool surveyors run the line where they
did, anyhow} Any idiot should have



known better than that. You can’t
blame the Indians for being mad. . . So
they were back again last night, were
they'”

‘“That’s what the cook says. He saw
them.”” Courtney stood staring at
Weatherford. ‘“The cook saw them. Yet
the night-watchman couldn’t see them at
all,’” he added. ‘‘The two of them stood
shoulder to shoulder, looking; and the
eook could sce them, and the night-
watchman couldn’t.”” Courtney laughed
shrilly. ““What d’y’ think of that?”’

Weatherford gazed at him steadily for
a moment,

““I think we had better change the
night-watehman,’” he said quietly.

But Courtney was not so eusily di-
verted.

““Strange, the cook could see ’em and
the watchman couldn’f,’”” he mused, ab-
stractedly. “‘Yet they were there!
Snooping around among the graves, like
their feelings had been hurt, and they
hadn’t power to mention it. Say! Do
they ever come back like that, I wonder?
I remember once. . .”’

But Weatherford eut him off sharply.

“Pghaw, now!”” he said disgustedly.
‘“That’s a foolish line of talk for a busi-
ness man. They’ve all been dead a hun-
dred years. . . Haven’t they?’’ he
added; and he gazed about at us slowly,
impersonally, as if he expected an an-
swer to his question.

Courtney turned suddenly to Eagle-
feather.,

“What do you think about it,
Charley 1"’ he asked, with a little twisted
arin.

Eaglefeather stared at him for a mo-
ment intently, without speaking; then
his gaze wandered off into the gathering
darkness.

“I don’t know whether they’re dead
or not,”” he said. “But I don’t believe
they are!”

‘“Oh, pshaw!’’ Weatherford laughed
his provoked langh again. “‘That’s all
foolishness, Eaglefeather. Get the idea
out of your mind. It’s that bunch of
Indians over by Lost Creek—juse them,
and nothing more.”’

“I guess you’re right,”” argued
Courtney. ‘I ought to know! The
darned fools kept banging around on
their tom-toms, last night, and doing
their war chants, over by Deadman’s
Hill, till I couldn’t sleep a wink. Getting
onto my nerves, too, I guess.”’

“‘The Kennisaus were not beating tom-
toms last night,”’ said Charley Eagle-
feather. ‘‘Nor doing any war chants,
gither.”’

‘““You mean to tell me they weren’t
beating tom-toms from ten o’clock till
midnight, over by Deadman’s Hill{’’
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Courtney’s face had taken on a look of
positive alarm.

““They were not,”” said Eaglefeather,
quietly. ‘‘I was with them until after
midnight myself, at their camp in the
Elk Creek Basin, many miles from the
place you mention,”’

‘“Then who was it beating tom-toms,
I'd like to know?’’ Courtney almost
shrieked. ‘“What in the—?"’

He paused with a sudden intake of
breath, his face frozen in a look of utter
stupefaction.

““There they are, now!’’ he whispered
tensely, and pointed toward the distant
top of Deadman’s Hill.

The sun had slipped behind the west-
ern rim; the valley beneath the ridges
luy swathed in the gathering shadows.
Yet the top of Deadman’s Hill, g half
mile distant, still caught the last rays
of upper light.

And there, among the secattering
pines, upon the abrupt shoulder of the
precipice, stood the milk-white horse and
its rider, silent and ereet like a statue
of William II. at Coblenz; while behind
this apparition ranged a group of horse-
men, blanketed, and with war accoutre-
ments, standing at attention.

For a moment they remained thus, as
if frozem .into their background of
scenery, standing out clear and distinet
under the last rays of the setting sun:—
a chief and his warriors, ready to move
forward—as if a spotlight had been
turned suddenly upon the final phase of
a tableau, out of history.,

Then the light waned, faded, disap-
peared entirely, leaving the whole earth
wrapped in deeper opaque shadows. And
the apparition was gone—vanished with
the light.

It was the voice of Kaglefeather that
aroused us from our stupefaction. ITe
had umncovered, suddenly, and he stood
thus, facing the top of Deadman’s Hill.
Across his darkly expressive features
there had come the wrapt look of a
zealot; his eyes burned with an unna-
tural fire,

‘‘Pohontihac!”’ he whispered, rever-
ently. ‘‘Pohontihac! The Chief has re-
turned!’?

““Silence, Eaglefeather!’” eried
Weatherford, shaking him by the
shoulder. ““Cut out that sorcery, man!
Nobody has returned, there’s nothing
unnatural. . .”’

But the Indian gave no heed to this
command; for Eaglefeather had begun
to talk, at last.

““They have returned,’”’ he echoed in
a hollow voice, twisting his hands to-
gether, ‘‘The Kennisaus have come back
to claim their ravished lands. This is
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the final move. There’s trouble on the
wind, tonight.”’

““Calm  yourself, Eaglefeather!”’
‘Weatherford’s voice took on a pleading
note. ““It’s only the Kennisaus, I tell
you—the remnant of the tribe. They
haven’t come back. They haven’t. . .”’

““The north wind blows,’”” the Indian
ran on in a sing-song voice, rocking him-
self gently back and forth with his
chant—*‘‘The north wind blows. The
cicadas have ceased to call. The crows
fly in long lines to the mountain tops:
There’s a ring around the moon, to-
night !’’

The look on Weatherford’s face had
changed suddenly to one of alarm,

““Man, you’rec beside yourself!’’ he
begged. ‘‘Don’t carry on so—don’t do
it, I say! You know there’s nothing un-
natural about it. You know. . .”’

But the Indian had passed beyond the
pale of argument; he was back again in
the paleolithic age; the superstitions of
a thousand years had returned upon him,
multiplied.

‘“The gods of the Kennisaus are angry
tonight,”” he ran on, swaying himself
back and forth rhythmieally, in a weird
half-dance, tossing his arms above his
head. ‘‘Their souls are wracked with
sorrow—they hear the sounds of mmuech
weeping. The spirits of the dead make
medicine. The north wind will rage for
a sign; the forests will moan for the
sorrows of those who weep, The spirit
of the great Pohontihae comes for re-
venge. Beware of the north wind! Death
rides through the heavens tonight, . .”’

Thus he raged on in his hideous in-
cantation, eyes wide and staring, head
crect, shoulders squared, rocking him-
self luridly back and forth, the look of
a seer upon his tense nnd agitated face.

We stood staring at him. amazed and
speechless, there in the gathering night.
No onc within our little group held the
power of further utterance. For the
cyele of life stood inert; the very earth
itself loomed forth, deveid of perspec-
tive. The groove of time scemed sud-
denly to have slipped back and left him
once more a savage, among his savage
ancestors, For Charley Eaglefeather,
abruptly and without warning, had re-
turned to Idolatry.

CHAPTER NINE

HE storm broke about ten o’clock at

- night—a high, dry wind blowing out
of a half-clear northern sky, under a
fitful moon.

It set the tall grass singing like
Aeolian harps, moaned through the
scattering clumps of buckbrush, and
roared in the tops of the cottonwoods
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over back of the cook-house. Its voice
stirred the S. P. & S. construction camp
to an activity far beyond its normal,
filling the night with the thumping of
many hoofs, the sound of hurrying feet,
and the loudly issued call of orders.

My badly-shaken nerves denied me
sleep. So I walked about the construe-
tion camp—in and out among the im-
provised buildings, up and down along
the different spur tracks, back and forth
across the open intervals—finally, after
the lapse of an hour or so, through a
tiny universe which slept again, though
more or less fitfully. |

The wind raged on, rising ever in in-
tensity. Yet the night was not wholly
opaque. Across the intervals the camp
buildings peered like gray ghosts out of
the darkmess, Through the pale saffron
glow I could see the dim outline of Dead-
man’s Hill looming like a shadow across
the northern sky. Overhead the clouds,
snow white or inky-black, with pink and
gilver edges, fled on and on across the
face of a porcelain moon.

The night seemed filled with an extra
dread, the air surcharged with currents
of electricity. The thing—whatever it
might turn out to be—was not yet at
an end. Of this I felt quite sure. Per-
haps it was only beginning—who could
say? The slumbering camp slept on;
only the night-watchmen were about,
moving like wraiths along their various
beats. And I, whose nerves denied me
sleep, kept additional watch and ward,
listening, waiting intensely, seuses keyed
to the breaking point, against that thing
which should—at least which might—
next transpire.

THEY appeared to be coming from
the north—riding with the wind and
the night, as it were, down across Wild
Rose Prairie.

I could hear the vague though well-
defined rumble of significant sound,
rising and receding, and rising again,
like the roaring of a storm on a distant
mountain side. No physical thing made
itself manifest, as yet—no object was
visible to the human eyes; yet I keenly
felt the approach of this nameless
menace.

Filled with a sudden wish to rise above
my environment, and so attain a point of
greater safety, I climbed upon the Jum-
ber heap in front of the company office,
and there stood, buffeted by the high
wind, peering northward, wide-eyed,
into the night.

The sounds had grown louder, now,
increased to a rattling roll—the steady,
persistent roll of hundreds of horses’
hoofs, hard-driven, beating upon the
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grass-grown surface of Wild Rose
Prairie.

They were bearing down upon us—
coming in the direction of the construe-
tion camp. Presenily a dim outline be-
came visible, more like the moving shadow
of a cloud, spread thin and stringlike
across the flat surface of prairie, vague
yet forever moving, working up and
down, traveling continually toward us
through the saffron night, like the wind
passing over a field of wheat.

The sleeping construection eamp heard
the increasing urge of sound, and stirred
again into life. Lights winked on sud-
denly in the cook-house and the sleep-
ing quarters; door slammed, voices
called shrilly across the darkness. The
S. P. & S. had arisen once more to action.
Beyond all other sounds I could hear the
squealing of the frightened horses in the
company corrals, the scamper of feet, the
sharp thud of hoofs against the sides of
the enclosure; and, rising thinly out of
the aggregate rush of noise, the voice of
Weatherford at the telephone in the
little office back of me, calling persistent-
ly for Fort Hardie, and the cavalry.

A hand grasped me tensely by the
sleeve, and I turned. It was Courtney;
he had climbed upon the lumber heap
beside me; he stood now, white-faced and
trembling at my elbow.

““A stampede!’’ he whispered. ‘‘They
have sprung a stampede—turned their
range horses loose upon us!’’

But it was not a stampede. For those
horses—deployed, as they were, in a thin
skirmish line of cavalry across Wild Rose
Prairie, running low and with muzzles
tense and outstretched—they had riders!
Riders, in blankets, paint and war
bonnets, who sat their steeds erect and
full of dignity. They were led by a
figure on a milk-white horse with a silver
mane and tail.

Thus they came on swiftly toward us.
Yet they gave forth no sound—made no
undue motion; they simply drove
straight ahead, silently, inexorably, like
spectres riding down the night.

““See how still they are!’” gasped
Courtney suddenly, clutching me by the
arm. ‘‘As if they were dumb!—not able
to make a noise of any sort!”’

I shook his hand free from my sleeve.

“Why shouldn’t they be still?’”’ I
hissed back at him foolishly. ‘‘There’s
nothing to make a noise about.’’

““Shadows of the dead past!’’ I heard
Courtney breathe with a half sob, his
voice trailing off into a whisper.

Up along the S. P. & 8. right of way
they came, through Cut Number Two,
over the half-finished grades, across the
desecrated burying grounds, with an
endless roaring of hoofs, like the rush of

a rising gale. The night wind rattled
the dry quills of their war bonnets,
streamed through their black, disheveled
hair, whipping their blankets out
straight like streamers behind them, as
they came along. Yet they gave forth
no human sign nor sound: they simply
rode circumspectly on through the night.

‘““God! They can’t move!’”’ Courtney
gasped. ‘‘See, they can’t move—they
can’t turn their heads!”’

The frenzy of this half-demented man
seemed. to unseat my reason, obsess my
mind, so that I heard what he heard,
saw only what he saw. Thus I beheld
this strange aggregation of shapes,
fossilized in this their supernatural
calm, come swiftly on, as if pulled by
unseen hands across the darkness, Their
chins were up, their shoulders held erect;
each right arm, reaching high and de-
fiant, clutched aloft a bow and a sheaf
of arrows. Yet no emotion stirred the
museles of their bodies, no feature
changed upon those paint-smeared faces.
They simply sat like images of bronze,
their eyes, wide and unblinking, gazed
fixedly ahead, as if frozen in their
sockets.

“Blind!”> Courtney whispered, half
hysterically. ‘‘Totally blind! Oh, piti-
ful, pitiful!”’

Thus for a brief instant they flashed
across our view. In that instant the
earth spun dizzily around, losing all
form and focus. For they rode—or
seemed to ride—straight through the
construction train, asleep upon the sid-
ing; through the seven steam shovels;
through the cook-house, and the hundred
tents of the sleeping quarters; through
the little office itself, where Weatherford
still sat calling frantically for the
cavalry—through, and on—and left
things standing as before!

The S. P. & S. construction camp
joined in the brief commotion, with a
slamming and banging of doors, the call
of frantie voices from out the sleeping
guarters. Yet these, with the steady
beating of hoofs, were the only sounds.

Our own horses, catching the swift
contagion, sereaming and kicking, leaped
against the corral gates and, riding them
down, flowed out upon the prairie to join
the wild night orgy.

So they passed, thundering away
southward down the Clearwater Basin.
The noise diminished, grew less and less,
coming vaguely and yet more vaguely
across the growing distanee, sank finally
to a low grumble on the night wind, and
so disappeared. Once more the S. P. &
S. construction camp lay wrapped in its
garment of silence and repose.

Presently, out of this silence, there
arose the wailing note of a lone coyote,



‘howling to the moon, from the shoulder
of Deadman’s Hill,

CHAPTEE TEN

HE cavalry arrived next morning at

daybreuk, in charge of young Cap-

tain Farnsworth, spick and span and

““gpiffy;’’ not far removed, mentally,

from West Point, and showing it by his

actions. Weatherford gave him the de-
tails:

Yes; he would round up the darned
Siwashes—sure, he would, In about ten
seconds, too.

He proceeded to do so, though not in
ten seconds. At two o’clock in the after-
noon he called past the camp to report.

““There weren’t any Indians, to speak
of, after all,”’ he smiled, ‘‘less than a
dozen bucks, all told—same number of
squaws, thirty or forty naked children,
and about a hundred dogs,

“‘But, say !’’ he explained, to Weather-
ford. ‘‘Those Indians haven’t been do-
ing anything. They’re perfectly harm-
less—quiet as mice; haven’t made a
move in twenty ycars—so Alderson says.
‘We found ’em over back of Deadman’s
Hill, cooking their breakfast—frying fish
over a little old smoky campfire, too lazy
even to stand up. I’'ll run ’em over to
the Fort for a couple of days’ discipline,
however,’’ he added, ‘‘and then turn ’em
loose again. You don’t need to worry
about ’em, though; they’re perfectly
harmless.”’
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“Don’t you cver think it!”’ said
Weatherford grimly. ‘“They pulled a
perfectly good stampede on us, last night
—run off all our horses: took us till half
an hour ago to get 'em back., By the
way,’” he added, looking suddenly at the
officer, ““You didn’t happen to see any-
thing of Charley Eaglefeather, did you?
He’s an educated Indian—one of the
S. P. & 8. erew. Ic’s clean gone, and
we don’t have an idea where to find
him.””

The Captain hadu’t seen Charley
Eaglefcather, however. Neither did the
8. P. & 8. crew cver see him again. For
he had vanished as completely as if the
earth had swallowed him up, leaving no
trail behind.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

WELL, the storm brought the snow
upon its heels within the next
twenty-four hours,

TForty-eight hours later came a long-
distance telephone from Perkins, order-
ing us down to the Grant’s Pass Distriet,
in Southern Oregon, where it doesu’t
snow in September, nor in October either,
for the matter of that. The next spring
the war came; and I forgot all about
how to build railroads, and didn’t get
back for two years.

They finished the Clearwater stub-line,
though, in the meanwhile. I know; 1
rode over it one day last week. That’s
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how I came to tell you this story. I
was en route to the new coal fields, I’m
working for the Government, now, and
the Departent figured this new Clear-
water coal might be good enough for the
Navy, So they sent me up to investigate.

I got off the train at Waverly, a place
onee better known as Deadman’s Hill.
Call it sentiment if you like, I don’t ob-
jeet. T simply wanled to look the place
over again,

The smoke of an Indian village at-
tracted my attention, over against the
foothills on the bank of the Little Chew-
clah. So I went in that dircction.

An Indian. fat and squalid and greasy
was squatting over a little smoky camyp-
fire at the creck’s edge, frying fish.

“How, George?’’ T said,

““IHow,”” he replied.

And then, still squatting, he twisted
to look at me over his shoulder,

“Why! Charley Eaglefeather!’”® I
gasped, all but collapsing in my amaze-
ment, ‘“Of all things! How on earth
did you get here?’’

Still squatting theve, he gazed at me
for a moment over his shoulder, silently,
inscrutably, yet with great dignity, like
an eagle in a cage; or like a king that has
lost his throne, yet is still a king,

“Hieu Clatawah!”’ he said, finally,
““ Halo Cumtux!”’

Then he returned again to his fish-
frying.

Sisters Prefer Death to Charity

WH‘H their ancestral home heavily mortgaged, and
every article of furniture sold bit by bit to buy food,

screams and groans issuing from the rambling old structure.
Officers hastened to the house, and in response to their sum-

two sisters, Hilda and Monna Coe, 40 and 37 years old re-
spectively, of Carthage, Mo., chose death by starvation in
preference to the charity proffered by well-meaning neigh-
bors. For weeks, their only sustenance was the roots and
berries which they gathered along the roadside. When
authorities visited them to inquire after their condition, the
sisters, with dignity, assured the officers that they were all
right and desired to be let alone.

Several nights later, the neighbors were horrified to hear

mons, Monna dragged herself to the door and, half-delirious,
begged them to leave. It was necessary for a doctor to give
her a hypodermic injection to still her eerie cries. Not an
article of furniture remained in the entire house, and the
body of Hilda was found lying on a sheet in the corner.
Her wasted skeleton testified to the cause of death, which
had occurred twenty-four hours previous as decomposition
had already begun. Monna was taken to the county hos-
pital, with little hope for her recovery.

Female Buddha Slain

EPPORTS to eject ‘‘reds’’ from Mongolia has cost the life
of the ‘‘Female Buddha,’” wife of ‘the ‘‘Living
Buddha,’’ and for several years a prominent figure in the
conspiracy of Mongolian princes and chieftains against
soviet forces, according to an official dispatch received in
Peking recently from Urga, Mongolia.

Both Buddhas, members of the Khalkha tribes of outer
Mongolia, have been a source of constant torment to the
‘‘reds’’ of late, having succeeded in uncovering several plots
by which the soviet forces have hoped to overrun Mongolia.

Of the two the ‘‘Female Buddha,’’ has been the most active.

First, cherishing dreams of Mongolian independence, she
sought the help of Russian white guard forces, which resulted
in the entry into Urga at the head of ‘‘white’’ forces of
‘‘Mad Baron’’ Ungern, which gave the soviets an excuse for
the occupation of Mongolia.

As 3 result of the occupation both Buddhas were impris.
oned in their Urga Palace, the ‘‘Female,”’ dying shortly
after from poison which it is believed was administered to
her by court officials bribed by soviet officials,



Here Are the Last Thrilling Chapters of

SUNFIRE

By FRANCIS STEVENS

to the music of Pan's pipe, played by a beautiful woman.

A RESUME OF THE EARLY CHAPTERS

FIVE young Americans, in quest of adventure, land upon upon the strange island of Tata Quarahy, and there
behold, in the hollow heart of an ancient pyramid, a hideous monster, somewhat like a gigantic centipede, dancing
Following a series of harrowing adventures in the pyra-
mid, during which they discover a mammoth diamond of incalculable value, the adventurers are trapped in a tomb,
where, it seems, they are to be burned alive as a sacrifice to the native deity. Death by starvation, however,

of this horrible fate, begins to threaten them, when their long waiting at last ends. Their keeper comes to them.

THE STORY CONTINUES FROM THIS POINT

CHAPTER NINE

AN UNWELCOME INVITATION
OR comfort, there was little
F choice between sitting. lying
down or standing on the cold,
damp stones of their cramped quarters.

The heavy bronze shackles rasped the
skin from their ankles in any position.
and aching hones drove them to a con-
tinual uneasy shifting. But it so hap-
pened that Sigsbee was the only man
on his fect when the kecper arrived.

There had been no warning sound of
approach. The first notice the four
other captives received was young
Sigsbee’s voice, breathing a husky
word that brought them all elanking
up in haste to their windows.

Into that single word Sigsbee had
poured a reproach for trust hetrayed,
2 shocked amazement that the betrayer
should shamelessly reappear, a wholly
vouthful satisfaction in being able to
address that expressive “You!”’ to the
right person, which told them instantly
that their ““‘Blessed Damozel” of yes-
tere’en was again with them.

The triangular openings werc not
large enough to permit the passage of
a prisoner’s head. Much as they would
have liked to erane their necks for a
first-hand view, they must rely on Sigs--
bee’s report. A volley of harsh ques-
tions exploded down the line. Sigs-
bee’s voice rosc against them.

“Stop that, wou fellows! You're
frightening her. There—I told you.
She’s erying again. Now she’ll go

2The first half of this story appeared in the

July-August WEIRD TALES. A copy will be

mailed by the publishers for twenly-five conls.
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away. No, it’s all right. She's pass-
ing my things through the window.
Brave little girl! Now listen. fellows.
I don’t eare what you think. this girl
is not responsible for what happened.”

““Oh, Lawdy!”’ groancd the deepest
of the harsh wvoices. *‘He’s hooked
again! Wake up, Sig. With her own
fair hands she poured thie k.o. drops.
She’ll never weep her way into my
heart again. Is any one with her?”’

““No, she’s alone. Tisten, Waring.
She’s eoming your way. [t you aren’t
decently civil to her, 1 give you fair
warning I'll—"’

“You’ll what? DButt your head
against the wall? Oh, there you ave,
Susan!”’

The harshest voice had Jowered o a
base grow], suggestive of the jaguar
which bad onee worn Waring's cos-
fume. Into his range of vision, stag-
gering beneath the weight of a heavy
reed Dasket, had come their fair be-
trayer,

There was justification for almost
any degrec of bitierness. Young Sigs-
bee’s reversal of judgment appeared
mere weakness. And yet, cither be-
cause he feared to anger or frighten
away the source of supplics, or for
some other reason, the correspondent’s
righteous wrath received no further ex-
pression just then. IIe was heavd to
mutter something about ““more damn
mangos,’” a Jess depreciative, “‘Bananas
—better than nothing!”” and a final,
“Water at Jast, thank God!"’—and
then the slender food-bringer was drag-
ging her basket along to the next eell.

At close range the girl eould be seen
only as she reached each captive’s

door. A little later, however, her task
finished. the empty basket deserted, she
drifted out into the general range of
vision.

. At the opening of that lane, which
faced Tellifer’s person, she paused. Sil-
houetted against the pale glow beyond,
they saw her stand an instant, head
hent, shoulders drooping, silent as al-
ways, by mere attitude suggesting a
boundless, pitiful dejection. Then she
moved slowly away.

Three minutes more, and Tellifer
emerged from that unnatural speech-
lessness he had preserved all afternoon.

“She is gazing into the pit,”” he in-
formed solemnly. “‘Now she has sunk
to her knees heside one of the eoluunns.
She is weeping again, and she has much
to mourn for! The human fiends whose
servant she is are the inberitors of «
truly monstrous erime.”’

“Let her weep!”” The imwediate
presenee removed, Waring's vindietive-
ness had revived. ““Deeoy. That’s all
Susan is. And we arven’t the fiest. Not
by a damn sight! Those bhoats—the
airplanc. Nothing but fruit and water
for starving men. Monstrous erimes is
right, TNT!”

The esthete sighed deeply. ““The
erimes to which you refer are trivial
heside the far more shocking one which
[ am ecertain has been accomplished in
this place. But no more of it. The
subject is too dreadful. T am not a
practical man. but has it struck none
of you as strange that except for the
onc old woman whom Waring caught
a glimpse of, we have as yet scen only
the girl?”



“Awske at last, hm? Been discuss-
ing nothing else all day.”

“Is that true, Alcot? I was inatten-
tlve, perhaps. My mind was upon—
But let me forget that. During the
discussion wes any probable explana-
tion reacbed?”’

#No, Mr. Tellifer,”” Otway informed
him gravely. ‘‘No probable explana.
tion was reached. It is my own con-
vietion, indeed, that no probable ex-
plenation ever will be reached. I don’t
say that none of us will survive to
learn the true facts. Life and hope,
remember; life and hope! But when
thosse facts are ascertained, they will
not be probable. Possible, perhaps, but
decidedly—not—probable! The situa-
tion simply doesn’t admit of it. Oh,
Waring! How about that story?’

“Sunday supplement stuff,’”’ dis-
paraged the correspondent. ‘‘No mag-
azine would dare touch it. Wonder
how long we’ll be left heret Safe for
tonight, anyway. Fashionable beg-
garal All ceremonies at high noon.
‘What news of Susan? Still weeping?’’

His last question, addressed to Telli-
fer, wes answered from another source.
QOut in the siléent central court a sound
had begun. As when, ascending the
outer stairway, that same sound had
firat reached their ears, every one of
the five posed through a long minute,
breathless and listening.

Their reason for attention, however,
had clianged. Then it had been won-
der and a devouring curiosity as to the
gource of that quaint, monotonous, dou-
ble-fluted melody. Now they had no
curiosity about it. They knew exactly
what instrument was being played, who
was playing it, and for what astonish-
ing purpose. And every man of them
was suddenly thankful that his cell
possessed a thick, serviceable, bronze
door, tightly closed, and with only one
small window. :

‘‘Have to hand it to Susan!’’ gasped
Waring at last. ‘‘Fido’s coming out.
I ean see him. She afraid? Not little
blue-eyes! Oh, Lawdy, Lawdy! How
much more of him is there?’’

““The—ah—anterior mile or so of
Fido has strayed over to where I also
ean enjoy a view,”” Otway asserted.
“They took away my shell-rims, but I
can make out that the cephalite, or
head-shield, is quite well-developed.
About the size of a flour-barrel, I
should say. And the toxicognaths, or
poison-fangs— Oh, ye gods! No, it’s
gll right. For an instant T believed
Fido was coming down my alley to eall.
But it was merely a thousand-legged
pirouette. This dancing rite probably
takes place every evening and is entire.
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ly separate from the noonday sacrifice.
It is likely, also, that we are being
saved up, as it were, for some special
day or occasion. There being no one
present tonight save the priestess, we
need have no immediate fears.”’

“Speek for yourself!”” Waring's
heavy voice broke on the words. “‘She’s
bringing it—she’s bringing that thing
down my alley!”’

The monotonous melody of the Pan’s
pipes had indeed approached much
nearer. A moment more, and not only
Waring, but all the prisoners were giv-
en evidence that the pair of dancers
were not content to exercise their art
at a distance from their audience,

Between the cells and the artificial
jungle was a space perhaps ten feet
broad. For Scolopendra Horribilis to
have elahorated his eurious, coiling pat-
terns on that cramped stage would have
been impossible. Like a true artist,
he did not even attempt it. When the
girl swayed gracefully into view,
turned to the narrow space and passed
lightly along it, still piping, the sacred
monster-—or a portion of him—merely
followed.

As she crossed each successive band
of light at the clear lanes, those in the
cells caught glimpses of her awful at-
tendant.

The head, with enormous, blind-
looking yellow eyes, gaping mandibles
and huge poison-fangs, hovered close
above the starry circlet of gems in the
girl’s red-gold hair. The talons of the
plated length below seemed on the
point of elosing around her slender
shoulders. Yet the girl cast not so
much ag a glance upward or back. In
turning at the end, she took no care
to avoid colliding with the frightful
Death that followed.

Death for its part, however, respeect-
fully drew aside, made a talon-fringed
running loop of itself, and continued to
follow. Through alternate light and
shadow the girl passed back until she
again reached the correspondent’s
prison-cell.

There the other four could no longer
see her. In returning, she had moved
close to the cell-rank. There followed
a clang, as of a heavy bolt thrown back.
A hoarse, wordless ejaeulation. An-
other clang, suggesting metal tossed
down on a stone floor. Then the girl
had stepped Into view again, still play-
ing but holding the pipes to her lips
with one hand. With the other she
was seen to beckon gracefully.

“Boys,”” eame the correspondent’s
desperate voice, ‘‘good-bye! That in-
fernal little Jezebel! She has opened
my door! She has given me the key
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to thexe damn shackles! She’s invit-
ing me to come out! By God, I won’t
go out! There’s that shaft behind the
cell. I’ll jump! Wait till T get these
irons off.”’

A rasping sound, a erude key turn-
ing in a clumsy lock, a rattle of chains
hastily discarded.

“Waring!? From the next cell Ot-
way spoke with quict, restraining foree.
“Don’t jump! Do whatever she wish-
es, The sacrifice is to the sun, remem-
ber. If she had wanted that monster
to destroy us touight, why should she
have bothered to bring us food? 'This
is part of some preliminary eeremony.
And your limbs will be free. Do what-
ever she wishes and watch your chance.
It may be the chance that saves all of
us.”’

After quite a long moment, the cor-
respondent replied. ‘‘Right, Otway.
Playing the cur. Glad you spoke. I'll
—TI’l1 go out. Here, you! Can’t you
see I'm coming? Start that music
again!”’

The girl, as if weary of waiting, had
lowered the pipes from her lips. The
instant she did so, the swaying mon-
ster behind had ceased to sway. With
an ominous, dry clashing of avid man-
dibles, its head shot higher. It de-
scended again in a curving loop that
cleared the girl’s head and, too ob-
viously, had the open ecell for its ob-
jective.

Seeing the prisoner obedient, how-
ever, the girl resumed her musie. Im-
mediately the menacing head swayed
back to its former position.

The freed correspondent faced the
pair grimly. That slender slip of a
girl, whom he could have easily lifted
with one hand, was for the time his
master. To overcome or interfere with
her in any way meant death. To slay
big, powerful Alecot Waring, she had
only to cease the restraining music of
her little golden pipes.

The dawn-blue eyes were deep, sweet-
ly mournful as ever. But even Sigsbee
failed to suggest that Waring should
place faith in them and act in any way
save exactly as she might direct.

Her next order was given as the first
had been. One delicate hand waved in
a graceful gesture.

““You're elected, too, Otway,’’ in-
formed the correspondent. ‘“Wants me
to open your door. Shall I do it? Up
to you.”

The explorer affirmed his own un-
shaken nerve by instant consent. The
same key that had released Waring
having freed Otway from the bronze
shackles, he stepped out beside the
other,
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“You know,”” he observed guietly,
““they took my shell-rims, and every-
thing nearer than three yards is just a
blur. Only hope I shan’t tread on
Fido!”’

‘“‘Stand still!”’ Waring advised be-
tween his teeth, ‘‘The damn thing is
all over the place. What’s she after
now? Oh, I gsee. Sig, your divinity
calls you!”’

“‘I believe she intends releasing us
all,”’ opined the explorer, still resolute-
ly cheerful. ““In that case, we’ll sure-
ly get a chance among the five of us.’’

““Oh, sure! Stiff upper lip and
carry on.”’

To appreciate, however, the real
deadliness of their peril was just then
far easier than to foresee in what form
that hoped-for chance was likely to
come.

For one thing, ‘‘Fido’s’’ mentality
was proving to be as abnormal as its
physical proportions. They had at first
supposcd that the monster merely an-
swered the music as snakes writhe to
the charmer’s pipes. But its behavior
before the cell-rank augured both train-
ing and intelligence. It was not dane-
ing now. It was waiting—and what it
waited upon was the will of its mistress.

As for the thing’s destructive capac-
ity, that was obviously terrific. In ome
lightning sweep it might have involved
not five but a dozen men amid taloned
coils beside which those of a python
would have been easily escapable. The
huge poison-fangs with which the first
segment of its body was equipped,
seemed really superfluous.

John B. was the last captive to be
released. The number of her vietims
complete, the girl gestured toward one
of the open lanes.

With their extraordinary jailors
close at heel, the five moved meekly
toward the outer court.

CHAPTER TEN
THE DANCE

THE proceedings of the next half-

hour formed a study in grotesquerie
exceeding anything which even the cap-
tives’ experience of pyramidal customs
had led them to look for.

They had, it appeared, been haled
forth to take part in the same cere-
monial dance which their coming had
interrupted the previous evening,

After bringing them out, indeed, the
girl herself practically ignored them.
As her light feet carried her about the
sacred circle, she seemed wholly ab-
sorbed in an ecstasy  of music and
rhythmic motion. But the ghastly en-
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forcer of her will gave the captives
every attention.

The thing was clearly no novice in
its part. Its age, of course, was un-
guessable. But one could conceive that
years—decades — centuries, perhaps,
had seen the slow growth and training
of that monstrous votary. Nocturnal
by nature, the vast, dull yellow eyes
might have been blind as they ap-
peared. If so, the sense of sight was
replaced by those other, more myste-
rious senses which creatures of its spe-
cies ‘inherit. The whiplike antennae
were continually alert. The thing’s in-
telligence, too, seemed not confined to
the brain, as in vertebrate animals, but
instinet in every part of its active
length.

The girl dancer need make no effort
to avoid contact with the coils. They
avoided her. Her foot could not move
quickly enough to tread upon them.
But of the unwilling male participants
in the rite, the monster was less con-
siderate.

A mere scratch from one of those
myriad dagger-pointed talons would
have amounted to a severe wound, guite
aside from the infection they probably
carried. The menace of them was used
with amazing skill to force the prison-
ers around the appointed circle.

The stairway proved to be a blessed
goal unreachable, At the slightest
move in that direction, up would rise
a barrier of clawing segments. With
bare feet and limbs, to have dared over-
leaping or standing before it would
have been madness, even had not the
worser threat of the head and poison
fangs hovered ever close above them.

Of the five, Otway’s troubles were the
most dismaying. In the absence of
glasses, his cyes were of little use to
him at close range. Again and again,
only the guiding hand of a fellow-
initiate saved him from calamity. Had
the explorer been alone he could not
have survived even one round of that
horrible, ludicrous, altogether abom-
inable dance,.

Yet the indomitable spirit of Otway
was first to recognize the ridiculous side
of the affair. He and Waring present-
ly joined in a running fire of comment
on its absurdities. Tellifer, solemn as
ever, moved through the literal—and
talon fringed—‘‘mazes of the dance,”’
with an effort at classic dignity which
won their high commendation. John
B.’s quiet, efficient side-stepping went
not unnoted. But it remained for Sigs-
bee to win the jesters’ really whole-
hearted approval.

It had dawned on them that the ex-
pedition’s youngest member was not

merely avoiding trouble, like the res$
of them. He was actually dancing,
modeling his steps on those of their
graceful leader, and doing very well
indeed at it. Sigsbee was an agile, ath-
letic youth. The ‘‘cave-man costume’’
emphasized a certain grace of body and
regularity of feature. Very soon, hav-
ing perfected the step to suit his ambi-
tion, Sigsbee coolly deserted his fellow-
captives. Taking advantage of every
convenient change in the monster’s run-
ning coils, he joined the girl.

‘“There are a lot of these steps,’’ he
called back, ‘“that my sister at home
taught me. Crazy about this—nature-
dancing stuff. Oh, fine! That’s a reg-
ular—fox-trot—step. Say, you fellows!
I’ve seen this girl—before, somewhere!
Been trying—to remember where—ever
since—last night. Or else she—reminds
me of some one.”’

‘“‘She reminded me’’—Tellifer avoid-
ed a section of talons by one second’s
time and an undignified bound—*‘she
reminded me,”’ he repeated more forei-
bly, ““of a girl in a poem. But not any
more. Blessed Damozel!’”” Another
leap and increased bitterness. ‘‘Where
are her three liliecs? Where is her—
gold bar of heaven? Where—her sense
of fitness? I could have pardoned the
—jaguar-hide—if she hadn’t forced
one on me. I could have forgiven the
—undignified dancing—if she hadn’
made me join in it. Now—I disown
the comparison. All she has is—the
stars in her hair and the—eyes—and
they are basely deceptive. She is not
a Blessed Damozel! She’s a—"’

He hesitated for a fresh comparison.
‘When found, it would probably have
been inoffensive enough. Tellifer’s
classic faney rarely sought force in vul-
garity. But young Sigsbee had again
been indulging at close range in
glimpses of the eyes Tellifer slandered.
He came to an abrupt halt, fists
clenched.

‘“Not another word, there!’” he called
sharply.

The girl was within a yard of him.
As if in appreciation of her gallant de-
fender, she swayed still mnearer,
stretched one hand and touched Sigs-
bee lightly on the shoulder. At the-
same time, she lowered the pipes from
her lips. She pointed with them toward
one of the five men.

There followed a swift yellow flash—
a sharp, broken-off cry.

Again the pipes were set to the girl’s
lips. Up swayed the colossal yellow
head to resume its guardianship of the
vietims. But there were only four of
them now who required guarding!



The girl danced no more. She con-
tinued to play her piping melody, but
the great, mournful eyes beneath the
star-ecrown grew brilliant with slowly
forming tears.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
THE SACRIFICE

“‘ N 7HAT the devil good is her weep-

ing, Sig? She deliberately
pointed. And that harror knocked poor
old TNT into the pit! He’s there now.
Can’t get out. We’re locked in here.
Thirty minutes at most till noon. And
that little Jezebel you’re infatuated
with comes to weep over him! Who
cares how she feels? Actions speak!”

It was morning of the next day, That
four of the party, even in the face of
that yellow Death, had consented to
return to their cells after the abrupt
end of last night’s grotesque ceremony,
had been due to Tellifer’s own appeal

Beyond a few bruises, the latter had
not been injured. When the girl, as
Waring accused, had deliberately
showed her terrible familiar that Telli-
fer was the evening’s appointed vietim,
the unlucky esthete had been a little
apart from his companions, close to the
eight-sided pit. The great cephalite or
head-shield of the monster had struck
Tellifer between the shoulders with bat-
tering-ram force.

EKnocked off his feet, he had rolled

upon one of the treacherous pentag-
onal slabs that surrounded the sooty

pit. He had gone down head first, but,

sliding down the steep slope of the
bowl, had arrived at the bottom with-
out being stunned.

He had presently replied to the
anxious hails of his friends. When it
became clear that the latter were re-
quired to return to their cells, leaving
him in the pit, he had urged them to
do so. For them to be slain on the spot
‘could do him no good. And in the
hours before Sunfire should again justify
its name he might escape from the pit.

Waring had made a gallant effort to
join his friend. But he had been
blocked by the alert yellow death’s-
head, and finally allowed himself to be
driven back with the others. As the
correspondent had been required to re-
lease his fellow-slaves, so the girl saw
to it that he duly re-shackled and boxed
them up. Under the gentle glance of
those pitying eyes, Waring had finished
the task by adjusting his own fetters
and tossing the key out to her. The
thing was maddening beyond words,
but there had seemed no alternative save
death.
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The monster had then been led back
to its lair, and the girl had bolted down
the bronze cover that debarred its re-
turn and departed.

It had seemed that the eaptive of the
pit, left thus unguarded, must surely
find some way to elimb out and release
his companions. Yet dawn had re-
turned, bringing Tellifer’s strange exe-
cutioner to march slowly up the sky,
and that means still remained undis-
covered. Though the pit was deadly
through only a part of the day, alone
in it Tellifer was helpless as a beetle
at the bottom of a bowl

As the morning wore on and the tem-
perature of the court slowly rose, Telli-
fer ceased his efforts to climb out. The
time soon came when shouted advice or
questions from the cell-rank drew no
response. That the vietim might be
already dead, or in heavy stupor, ap-
peared the best hope left for him.

Small wonder, then, that when a
slender form drifted on light feet across
the central court, poised beside one of
the eight columns, and at last sank
down there, a figure of desolate mourn-
ing, Waring had cursed her and her
grief together. Chivalry was all very
well, and Waring was not deficient
therein. But a weeping she-fiend who
chained him in a stone cell, prepared
the agonizing murder of the closest
friend, and then came to mourn over
her work while watching its progress,
seemed to him outside the pale of tol-
eration.

In young Sigsbee, grief for the vie-
tim was still strangely united with
concern for their betrayer. But his
view met scant sympathy in any quar-
ter. Otway expressed his own attitude
with decision.

““That woman,’’ said he, grimly just,
‘“‘ijs acting under compulsion of some
sort. Probably, superstitious religious
training. But were she what she ap-
pears, the revulsion of her mature
against all this vile, cold-blooded
treachery and cruelty, would not stop
at mere weeping. She is of white
blood, but she disgraces it. Any In-
dian woman, feeling as she pretends to
feel, would dare the wrath of her peo-
ple on earth and the gods beyond and
be true to the humane instinet. It’s
no use, Sigsbee! A man is dying in
that infernal hole, and she isn’t doing
a thing to help him-—is she?”’

““She goes there and eries!”’ snarled
Waring. *‘‘Cries over him! And not
the bare deeency to give him a drink of
water. Not a drop of water in nearly
cighteen hours! My God, Otway—"’

‘‘Steady, old man. You can be pret-
ty sure he isn’t saffering now. The
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chances are that he won’t revive
enough to realize what is happening to
him. I know that sun. Under that
great lens above the pit, and with no
water—why, the poor fellow probably
went out soon after he stopped answer-
ing our hails, two hours ago. Is the
girl still hanging about there? I won-
der she can endure the heat.”

“She’s such a kind of queer crea-
ture,”’ offered John B. gloomily, ‘‘that
I don’t reckon it’s possible to guess
what she could or couldn’t stand, sir.
I’ve met lots of queer kinds, different
places, but I didn’t suppose there could
be one just like her. She seems to me
a lot more horrible than that big cen-
tipede, sir.”’

‘‘She isn’t!’’ cried the youthful Sigs-
bee despairingly. ‘‘She’s—Oh, I don’t
know what she is, but I tell you that
girl is not wicked! It’s all some abom-
inable mistake!”’

‘‘Mistake that poor old TNT is dead
or dying there? Mistake that she’s
hovering over him like—like a weep-
ing vulture?”’

‘“No, she isn’t, Waring. She’s gone
away—or at least, I think she has.
There’s such a glare that a fellow can’t
see much,”’

‘“The focus,”” Otway observed, ‘‘ must
have been complete for some minutes
past. My friends, poor Tellifer is—"’

He paused. Indeed, to finish the sen-
tence was needless. The sun, eentered
now in a brazen sky, had too obviously
reached the full altitude of its murder-
ous mission.

‘Waring was worst hit, but the others
felt badly enough. The esthete had
been eceentric, fanciful, sometimes
more than a little trying; but with all
his moods and nerves, he had earried
a reckless bravery; there had been a
certain odd, innocent loveableness
about him.

Dim against the blinding glory be-
yond, a slender form flitted past the
sullenly silent cell rank. To the left,
where rose the bronze lever that con-
trolled the great stone bowl, a slight,
metallie, grating sound was heard.

Sigsbee and Otway, whose cells were
nearest the center, vaguely beheld the
phantomlike rising of a huge rounded
mass beneath Sunfire.

A few seconds later the faint but
unmistakable splash of a solid mass
striking water far below reached their
ears.

CHAPTER TWELVE

REVENGE!

“ M UT it, Sig! I’m past caring. That
little Jezebel murdered Tellifer!
Woman? Murderess — torturer — she-
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fiend! Tears? Yes—of the crocodile
brand. Part of her stock-in-trade.
Don’t know what the rest of ’em are
like here. Maybe there aren’t any
others. Maybe she and that old hag
I saw are the last of a rotten crop. But
fifty or a thousand, take this from me:
little Susan is head-devil of the lot!
We're all due to go West. One at a
time or en masse. No difference. But
she’s going with us! Oh, she’s wise.
Kept out of my reach just nmow. If
she hadn’t, I’'d have—But no matter.
She’ll release us again. She’ll trust
that crawling horror to protect her.
And then—’" The vengeful corre-
spondent’s voice sank to a sinister
whisper—‘“then I'll get her!”’

Night had returned, bringing the si-
lent, strange little food-bearer with her
basket of fruit and small water-jars.
She had come alone as before, but there
had been a slight variation. The first
time she had handed in the provisions
at close range, seeming assured that
the prisoners would not try to harm
her.

Tonight she had brought a second,
much smaller basket. Before each cell
she had filled this small receptacle from
the large one, and gravely extended it,
keeping such distance that the reach
of 2 man’s arm through one of the tri-
angular windows might achieve a grasp
on the basket, but not on her hands.
Emptied by the cell’s occupant, the
basket must be tossed back and used
again.

The procedure indicated a clear un-
derstanding of the bitterness toward
her. Yet, aside from this, there had
been no change in appearance or man-
ner. The eyes that blessed and grieved
were innocent of evil as before.

‘While she passed along the rank,
none of the four had spoken a word to
her. She had never indicated that she
understood, when they had addressed
her. Words were useless. Moreover,
there had come to be something inde-
seribably shocking in that difference
between her acts and the promise of all
gentle good in her appearance.

One flash of mockery, one taunting
eurl of the childlike mouth, and the
whole affair, terrible though it was,
would have scemed a shade more en-
durable. But the taunt never came.
She pitied them, it seemed, deeply. She
had no consciousness of wrong toward
them, but to wituess their captivity and
consider the fate on its way to them,
grieved her. Bad, very sad, that in
the world should be pain and mourning
and the ludierous, maddening helpless-
ness of four strong men at the mercy
of one slender maiden!
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In Waring, the effect of all this came
dangerously near to real madness.
Agony over Tellifer’s lingering death
had instilled his friend with a ruthless
hate, against which dissuasive argu-
ments beat vainly. Waring’s threats,
uttered after the girl had gone, were
sineere |

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
AN AWFUL CRIME

AN HOUR later, and again the gro-

tesque ceremonial progress of vie-
tims and captors about the sacrificial
pit.

Between this occasion and the first,
however, were differences. Not only
was the captive band’s number reduced
to four, but these four moved with a
strangely absorbed interest in each
other.

Otway, blinking desperately, miust
rely on the steward alone to warn and
guide him. Young Sigsbee had lost his
enthusiasm for ‘‘nature dancing.”
Silently, without admission of their
purpose, he and Waring were engaged
in a duel of approach and defense.

At the cells, as if aware of her dan-
ger, the girl had passed Waring by and
laid on John B. the task of releasing
himself and his fellows. The last had
been first and the first last with such
effeet that when Waring finally
emerged, sinister purpose in the very
poise of his massive person, he had
found a barrier of three men between
him and his quarry.

There had been some words ex-
changed, then. In the very shadow of
death, the quartette had come close to
a violent quarrel. Unreasoning accu-
sations of disloyalty from Waring,
however, were met by a cool counter-
accusation from Otway that headed off
active strife. Woman-killing aside,
said the naturalist, Waring had no
right to rob the rest of any slim little
chance for life the evening might bring.

On that seore, Waring had grimly
yielded. But he made no promises for
his behavior in the court’s more open
field. There, should he attack the
dancer, he would surely be slain. But
while the monster’s attention was upon
him, the others might grasp their ‘‘slim
chance for life’’ and welcome.

The compromise was neither accepted
nor declined, because just at that point
the obligato from the Pan’s pipes had
ceased and the disputants had hastily
taken the hint and the outward path.
But though no more was said, Waring’s
sct determination was plain enough.

The dancer, as before, danced as
though alone In the hollow pyramid.

The hideous, scampering coils that fql-
lowed and surrounded them all might
have been bodiless smoke-wreaths, so
far as she was concerned. The angry,
maddened giant of a man whose blood-
shot glances gloated threateningly on
her light movements had no seeming
existence for her.

But young Sigsbee knew that her
danger was very real indeed.

Forty-eight hours in the pyramid had
reduced a big, good-humored, civilized
man to a savage with one idea in his
head, and one only. Waring had stood
by helpless while the friend he loved
was tortured to death. Now, unshav-
en, red-eyed, massive and dangerous as
the ‘‘cave-man’’ he resembled, the cor-
respondent stalked his indifferent prey,
while again and again Sigsbee took
outrageous risks to keep his own per-
son between them.

In actual physical conflict, the young
yacht-owner would have had little
chance with the correspondent. For
all his fleshiness, Waring was quick as
a cat, light-moving almost as the little
dancer herself—far more powerful
than Sigsbee. But even a few seconds
of bodily struggle would mean death
for both. Neither dared pause an in-
stant in that constant avoidance of
hideous running claws.

Sigshee got no help from the girl’s
official defender. Whatever its train.
ing, the monstrous guardian lacked in-
telligence to understand that strange
duel between captives over the life of
their tyrant. Its scampering talons
threatened defender and attacker alike.

The end came at last with great sud-
denness.

For just an instant the girl poised
motionless in one of the graceful poses
that interspersed the dance steps. Tel-
lifer’s avenger had achieved a place not
six feet from her. Sigshee was mo-
mentarily entrapped in a running loop,
the inner edge of which had flung up
knee-high above the floor.

Seeing his chance, Waring took it
like a flash.

In almost the same instant a number
of things happencd. What some of
them were was understood by only one
person; the rest merely found them-
selves involved in a chaos of peril

Waring sprang. Sigsbee, taking an-
other desperate chance, bounded over
the clawing loop. He collided in mid- -
air with his massive opponent. The two
crashed heavily down at the girl’s very
feet.

John B., a little distauce off, saw the
hovering yellow death’s head swing
around with a darting motion. He
shouted warningly. But the combat-



ants on the floor were seeking each
other’s throats with a whole-hearted
attention which ignored the shout. The
girl shrank back a step—and lowered
her Pan’s pipes.

At that signal, John B. saw the hov-
ering head rise a trifle. Those curved
daggers, its poison-fangs, opened wide.
All the scampering pattern of segments
halted—the head poised—

And then, instead of shooting down-
ward, John B. saw the head give a
great, sweeping jerk sideways.

Inexplicably, it flung over and struck
the side of the faceted, luminous erys-
tal above the pit.

Next instant it was as if a yellowish
tornado had been loased in the central
court. The air seemed full of a blurred
chaos of convulsive segments.

The yellow blur flashed around the
pit, enveloped the eight pillars in a
coiling clond. The cloud condensed—
became the taloned, yellow length
again, but wrapped around the col-
umns in a straining, writhing skein. Up
from this skein rose the head, twisting
from side to side as if in agony.

Above the pit, a single, distinet,
ringing sound shivered out—a quiver-
ing ping-g-g, as of a great crystal gob-
let sharply struck. It was followed by
a silent concussive shock—a kind of
bursting scintillance of white glare.
Then, like the downward swoop of a
vast, black wing, utter darkness.

N THE central court men called to
one another in hoarse shouts, groped
and blindly sought each other.

They could not understand! The
monstrous creature of talons and ven-
om was gone. At least, the dry rustle
and clash which had acecompanied its
presence were no longer heard. Cau-
tiously exploring feet found none of
the dangerous segments.

In that first mad flurry of rage, con-
vulsive agony, or whatever had smitten
it, the thing had knocked John B. and
the explorer off their feet, and one of
the talons, catching in Otway’s furry
tunie, had broken the shoulder-straps
and jerked it partly off him. Aside
from this, no damage had been sus-
tained by any of the four captives.

Waring and Sigsbee had forsaken
their death-grapple. Meeting at last,
the other couple found them like a pair
of dazed children, hand in hand, seek-
ing nothing save escape from the in-
comprehensible,

The light of Sunfire had exploded to
a scintillant glare and left them blind.
Overhead, in a humid, blue-black sky,
great stars winked down at them, but
not brightly enough to shed one re-
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vealing ray on this latest mystery of
the pyramid.

Girl, monster and glowing ecrystal,
the three presiding elements of their
strange captivity, seemed to have been
simultaneously wiped out of existence.
The jaguar-hide tunies alone were left
as assurance that the experience had
been a real one.

Suddenly, in the dark, young Sigsbee
grasped the arm of his late adversary.

““Look!’” he gasped. ‘‘Look up at
the rim there! A light—and somebody
erouched down beside it!”’

There on the pyramid’s rim indeed,
fifty feet above, a small light glowed
warm and yellow. It showed what
seemed to be the form of a man. It
was not standing nor even looking
down toward them. The form squat-
ted with rounded shoulders and bent
head. Its face was hidden in its
hands. The attitude was one of over-
powering grief.

A moment later and the figure had
risen slowly. It raised the light, evi-
dently a common oil lantern, and began
a leisurely descent of the inner stair.
As it came on, the head was still bent
and the shoulders drooped dejectedly.

“Who in God’s mame?’’ breathed
Waring—and was silent.

They were four civilized men, who
did not believe in demons, apparitions,
nor that, as primitive folk hold, the
newly dead are restless and may rise in
their lifeless flesh. Therefore they
stood their ground.

It was true that for Mr. Theron Nar-
cisse Tellifer, or any other man of flesh
and blood, to have spent those last
hours exposed without water in the
heat of the pit, passed at least ten min-
utes beneath the fully-focussed rays,
and finally been dropped five hundred
feet or so to some dark pool within the
pyramid’s base, and still survive, was,
on the face of it, more incredible than
even the living-dead theory. It was
also true that Waring’s hand closed
on Otway’s bare shoulder in a grip that
left the shoulder numb, and the ex-
plorer was not even conscious of it.
Still—they stood their ground.

He—it—the thing that wore Telli-
fer’s seeming—had gotten rid of the
indecorous  jaguar-hide-and-gold-ban-
gles effect, and was again dressed for
roughing it in civilized style. A very
small, light rifle was earried under one
arm.

Reaching the lower level, the mys-
terious being raised its dejected head,
lifted the lantern, and spoke.

‘“The final consummation of an awful
crime,”” it begais, ‘‘has been accom-
plished! Alcot, I know that you are

there somewhere and alive, for I heard
you swearing. I trust that you are
satisfied! You denied that Sunfire,
that lost miracle of loveliness, was a
diamond. You were wrong. Sunfire
was a diamond, though it is now, alas,
only a shattered wreek of dust and
fragments! Wondrous though its
beauty, Sunfire was but a vast carbon
crystal. The heat beating upward
from the pit must long since have pre-
pared this end. The stone could never
have been re-cut. It could hardly have
been lifted down intact from the col-
umns. The impact of my unlueky air-
gun bullet striking the side dissolved
it in a shining cloud of dust! My
friends, T was fairly certain yesterday
that Sunfire’s ruin had been wrought.
But to have finished the evil work of
those ignorant vandals with my own
hand! I wish—I wish that I had re-
turned to New York by liner from
Para, as I was tempted to do!”’

‘While the voice spoke, no one had
even thought of interrupting its sad
discourse. As it ceased, Waring drew
a great breath.

‘“That,” said he with deep convie-
tion, ‘‘that’s Tellifer! Darn you, TNT!
All these hours and—yes, you even
took time to shave! How’d you get
out of that bowl? Why didn’t you
come back sooner? D’you know you
nearly made a damn, cold-blooded
woman murderer of me? Come here
with that lantern. My foot just struck
something. It's the girl! Is she—is
she badly hurt, Sigsbee?”’

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
FLIGHT

ON EXAMINATION by lantern-

light, the mysterious little tyrant
of the pyramid was found to be still
breathing. As there were no wounds
on her, it was decided that she had
fainted from shock or fright.

Dread that her monstrous companion
might be lurking near in the darkness
was soon dissipated. Over beyond the
pit, a vast tangled heap of loathsome
yellow proved to be the thing’s lifeless
body. The head-shield trailed out on
the pavement, presented a very peecu-
liar appearance. One of the eyes was
pierced by a small, round bullet hole.
Also, the entire head plate was scarred
with innumerable scratches and per-
forations through which oozed a whit-
ish, semi-liquid substance.

Chalmers replied listlessly to many
questions, while Sigsbee and the stew-
ard bathed the unconscious girl’s brow
with some of the water she had brought
them in their cells,
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Waring watched these ministrations
with concern. Discovery that her
watch over a tortured man’s death, and
the cold-blooded dumping of his corpse
afterward, had been acts only of seem-
ing, had wrought a change in even the
correspondent’s feeling toward her.
Why she had ‘‘gone through the mo-
tions,’’ as Waring phrased it, was not
at all clear. But Tellifer’s story re-
vealed that he had certainly not been
present while she wept over his supposed
agony. The thing actually dumped,
when she threw the lever, was a piece
of rock.

Use of the lantern for examination
of the pit confirmed his tale. Near the
boitom of the great bowl was now a
large, irregular aperture. The shock
which cracked the stone when Tellifer
allowed it to swing back, full weight,
the first evening, had saved the experi-
menter’s life. There had then been a
jaggd, branching crevice. The shrink-
ing effect of next day’s white-hot noon-
focus had completed the work.

Tellifer explained that about the time
he ceased answering their hails, he had
discovered that a part of the bowl’s
curving side was in actual fragments,
only held in place by pressure. With
the buckle of his metal girdle he had
managed to pry out one of the smaller
pieces 1ill he could get finger-grip on it.
After its removal, taking out the larger
fragments was easy.

He had, he said, refrained from tell-
ing his friends of this, partly because
he was too dry to speak easily, and
partly out of consideration—lest he
raise false hopes. No, he hadn’t ex-
pected them to thank him for that.
But how could he know that he was
going to get through alive? Very well.
He would continue the story if there
were not too many interruptions.

His first idea had been a dive into
the depths. On casting down several
of the rock fragments, resulting splash-
es told him that there was water below.
Well, if his friends had heard no such
splashes, he was not responsible for

that. They were making so much noise.

yelling at him that the fact was not
surprising. Such a dive, however,
proved needless.

Through the hole he had found him-
gelf able to swing by his hands and
fling himself sideways into an open,
floored space beneath the upper pave-
ment. Tt was very dark down there,
but, feeling about, he had come upon
a system of great metal bars and eylin-
ders. It dawned on him that the an-
cient engineers had arranged the ma-
chinery which revolved the bowl in an
open horizontal shaft, probably for
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convenience in case of breakdown.
There seemed a chance that at the other
end of this shaft he might find an exit.

Stumbling through blackness, he had
come upon a narrow flight of stairs, had
fallen down them, and, upon recover-
ing from that a little, had found him-
self near an open doorway at the back
of one of the outer buildings, in the
fifth terrace of the pyramid’s western
plane.

Though privations, a bad night and
his latest tumble had left him very
weak, he remembered the need of his
friends. He had managed to drag him-
self around to the eastern stair and
down it to water-level. After drinking
and getting himself a little food aboard
the canoe, he had lain down to rest a
few minutes.

Nature had betrayed him and it was
dusk when he awoke., Yes, certainly
he had slept all afternoon. While in
the bowl he had hardly been able to
sleep at all. Their shouts had dis-
turbed him. Very well. He would
accept the apologies and continue. .

Though not a practical man, he had
deemed best to be prepared in every
way possible to meet difficulties. There-
fore he had taken time to eat again and
exchange that abominable jaguar-hide
for & more dignified costume. Also to
shave. Yes, he felt that the moral sup-
port received from these two latter acts
was worth the time expended on them.
He was not a practical man—

““Oh, get on with it, TNT!’! grinned
his friend. *‘Providence looks out for
such as you—and us. You surely made
a clean finish. Maybe the shave helped.
How’d you happen to think of the air-
gunt’’

Tellifer had, it seemed, recalled ef-
forts of his own to shoot loons on the
northern lakes. This is an impossible
feat since the birds dive at the flash
and are beneath the surface before the
charge can reach them. Applying past
experience to present emergency, it oc-
curred to him that if there was no flash,
the monstrous centipede could not take
warning.

The air-rifle, which belonged to Ot-
way, was a very powerful one. Because
of its small caliber, however, Tellifer had
not meant to use it except in dire need.
Climbing to the pyramid’s rim, he had
seen his comrades led forth, and
watched with much interest and curi-
osity the singular evolutions of Waring
and Sigsbee, When they finally flew
at one another’s throats, and the ven-
omous yellow head poised to strike, he
had perceived that the air-gun idea
must be tried out at once.

The first shot struck one of the mon-
ster’s enormous eyes. The second
missed the head and hit the great arys-
tal.

Like any diamond that has been sub-
jected to high temperatures, Sunfire
had acquired a brittleness that made it
more fragile than glass. It had ‘“splin-
tered’’ at the impaet, with sneh eom-
pleteness as had all the effect of a
silent explosion.

The monster had been slain, not by
the bullets, but by Sunfire. Over a dozen
feet above floor-level, Sunfire had per-
ished without claiming any further
human victims, But the head of its
monstrous votary, almost in contact
with the exploding erystal, had been
perforated by the sharp dust and splin-
ters.

Practical man or not, it appeared
that with a couple of shots from an air-
gun TNT had made a complete clean-
up of the two main perils of the pyra-
mid. The third—if peril she could he
termed outside her relations with the
other two—was left at the mercy of her
victims.

It was decided to carry the girl with
them to the cance. Food, a night’s
rest, and counsel, were needed before
any effort was made to seek out the
pyramid’s other and strangely retiring
inhabitants. For one thing, there was
the question of weapons. Beside the
air-rific, a couple of shotguns and a
spare Winchester had been left on
board the canoe. But all their small
fire-arms and the rifles they had oar-
rled the first night, were in the ene-
mies’ hands. Even were the ‘‘tribe’’
few in number, this superiority of
armamént made seeking them an adven-
ture to be approached cautiously.

They had had enough of reckless in-
discretion. Hereafter every act should
be well considered. The conquest of
the pyramid, begun by Tellifer, should
be carried to a finish with the least
possible risk.

So they spoke, like wise, intelligent
men, the while they viewed pityingly
the unconscious form of their de-
throned tyrant.

‘Waring in particular, seeing her,
frail, graceful, with her face of a sleep-
ing child supported on Sigsbee’s knee,
felt a hot wave of shame end & great
wonder at himself,

This child had been brought up in
these barbaric surroundings. Doubtless
religious training had fought the gen-
tle instinets natural to her, and made
her bitterly unhappy. She had dome
as she had been taught was right, and
in the doing—suffered.



She seemed rousing, at last. Color
had returned to the tender lips. The
steadfast, reverent boy who held her,
smoothed back a curling tendril of the
red-gold hair. Waring, shamefacedly
gentle, dropped to his knees and at-
tempted to take one of the fragile
wrists. His innocent intent was to feel
the pulse. But Sigsbee struck at his hand
in a flare of resentment which showed
that & eertain recent incident was
neither forgotten nor forgiven.

The rebuke was accepted with meek-
ness. Waring retreated. He felt less a
man at that moment than ever in his life
before.

The great eyes opened slowly, closed,
opened again. The lantern in Tellifer’s
hand showed a look of frightened doubt
—of dawning wonder. She struggled to
raise herself.

Not one of her freed captives spoke.
Perhaps they were all a little curious to
see how she would bear herself in the
face of this changed situation. They
were not left long in doubt.

She had risen to a half-crouching
position, slender limbs drawn up under
her. For a long minute she stared from
figure to figure of those about her. They
had never seen her show any signs of
fear. But now something like abject
terror was creeping into the dawn-blue
eyes.

With & quick jerk of the head, she
glanced behind her. The solicitous face
ef the youngest ‘‘cave-man’’ at her back
seemed to reassure her not at all,

She looked down, fingered the gold
bangles on the edge of her jaguar-hide
tunie, raised the Pan’s pipes, still firmly
clasped in one hand, inspected the fate-
ful instrument—and—

It happened so quickly that five wise,
intelligent men had plunged into a fresh
indisoretion before they had time to
think about it.

With a low cry, the girl flung the
Pan’s pipes from her. The slender,
gathered limbs shot her erect. She
sprang sideways, ducked under War-
ing’s arm, upflung to eheck her, and was
off apross the court!

They had seen her dance. This was
their first opportunity to see her run.
The quondam eaptives charged after, but
the shadow of a flying cloud would have
been as easy to eatch.

The door in the southeastern wall
stood open. It closed with a olang be-
fore the pursners had crossed half the
intervening space. Reaching it, they
‘learned that the illusive one’s panie had
been genuine. She had not paused teo
bar the door behind her. It had even
sWUng open again an inch or so.
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Hurled wide, it revealed a long flight
of descending stairs. Tellifer held the
lantern high. Part way down the flight,
a flash of starlike jewels—the flirt of a
flying jaguar-hide tunie.

Discretion? The masculine fever of
the hunt had them now. Four unshaven,
wild-eyed cave-men and one civilized and
freshly enthused esthete plunged reck-
lessly down in pursuit of the flying
tunic.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
DOWN THE STAIR

THE descent proved not so deep as

it had seemed from above. Thirty
seconds brought the pursuers to a blank
wall and a landing.

The flirting tunic had flashed around
the corner ahead of them. They turned
after it. The landing proved to mark a
right-angular turn in the stair,

Not very far ahead now the starry
jewels glittered and bobbed to the flying
leaps of their wearer. Suddenly there
was a sharper plunge—a shrill ery,

Tellifer’s long legs had carried him
into the lead, but now the youngest
‘“‘cave-man’ cleared four steps at a
bound and took the lead away from him.

““She’s fallen!’”

Sigsbee’s voice wailed back in an an-
guish of solicitude, By the time the
lantern canght up with him again he had
reached a second landing—had gathered
in his arms a slender, softly-moaning
form that lay there.

Tellifer arrived, panting.
the lantern,

Sigshee stared down at the form hig
arms guarded. He made a queer little
choking sound in his throat. Then, not
roughly, but with considerable haste, he
laid the form down on the stone land-

He raised

ing.

As he did so, its lower limbs trailed
limply, but a clawlike hand at the end of
a scrawny arm darted seratchingly up-
ward. A quick jerk of the head just
saved Sigsbee’s cheek from mutilatien.

The toothless mouth of the creature he
had laid down mowed gnd chattered
wordlessly. Gray, ragged locks strayed
from beneath a circlet of glittering stars.
The spotted jaguar-hide was clasped over
scrawny, yellowish shoulders, The con-
torted face glared up with terrible eyes
—eyes that had feasted long on cruelty
and raged now, aware that their years
of evil power were spent, but dying with
a frank, thongh wordless, curse for the
victims that had escaped.

The claw-hand made another dash for
Sigsbee’s face—flung back—beat uypon
the floor convulsively, A shuddering
heave of the upper body—a strangled,
gurgling sound—
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““Dead!”’ said Waring a minute later.
‘‘Broken spine. It’s the old hag I saw.
But how, in God’s name—where’d the
girl get to?”’

The question was more interesting
than any of them cared to admit. De-
scending those two flights of stairs, they
had passed no doorway nor openings of
any kind through which she might have
turned aside and eluded them. Of
course, there was the possibility of some
disguised, secret passage. Yet, if so,
why had the old woman not retreated by
the same road?

It was a question which poor Sigsbee
made not even an effort to answer, He
was very white, looked strangely older.
He was shivering in the dank, breath-
less chill that enveloped them.

There were no sounds down here, nor
any light, save that of Tellifer’s lantern,

This lower landing was really the foot
of the stair. Off from it opened a
triangular areh. Standing in the arch,
they found themselves peering into what
seemed a great, eight-sided vault or
chamber. The lantern did not suffice to
illuminate the far walls, but those near-
by were chiseled in colossal forms of
women, daneing as the girl had danced,
charming loathsome monsters with their
Pan’s pipes.

The place, damp as an underground
tomb, contained no furnishings. The
only signs of human occupation were
several vague heaps of what appeared to
be clothing.

On investigation, the explorers found
stacked there an aceumulation of divers
garments in as many stages of freshness
and mouldering rot as marked the dere-
lict fleet on the luke. Blost were trade-
cloth shirts and more or less ragged
trousers, such as the rubber-workers
wear. There were also better outfits that
bespoke the white man. The cassock of
a Jesuit priest was among them, falling
apart with great age. Also, the heavy
costume and hood which told them that
the gray hydro-airplane on the lake
might wait in vain for the return of its
pilot.

The five found their own clothing, and
also their weapons stacked on a great
pile that included the rust-caked, muz-
zle-loading guns of dead seringueiros,
some¢ modern weapons ruined by the
damp, a reed blow-pipe, and a great,
badly warped bow of raripari wood with
a quiver of long arrows,

Nothing of theirs was missing, John
B. even found and restored to the na-
turalist his precious shell-rims. But the
vault reeked and dripped with malodor-
ous dampness. The rotting garments ex-
haled a breath as from the tomb of their
former owners.
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Very silent in that lifeless place, the
five returned to the stairfoot and bent
above the withered dead thing there, The
starry diamonds in its hideous hair
gleamed with a cold, wicked luster.

‘Where was the mournful, innocent
child who had entrapped them? She
who had—dwelt, perhaps, in this tomb-
like lair?

“I am going away from here,”’ an-
nounced Tellifer abruptly. “‘I don’t like
this place! It is—ugly!”’

No one objected. Despite cave-man
eostumes, they were civilized men who
did not believe in vampires, demons, or
hideous night-hags that dwelt in under-
ground vaults and issued forth to trap
vietims with a false illusion of loveliness.
Yet they felt that further investigation
of the pyramid might wait for a later
time. The chill atmosphere was sicken-
ing. They wanted open air—wanted it
badly.

Due to this need, their return to the
upper level was marked with a certain
haste. The gardened court held nothing
to keep them lingering. Only a very
few minutes were needed to reach the
rim and negotiate the outer descent.

The traveling-canoe—ecxceptional
ameng the derelicts—received its return-
ing erew. There was something consol-
ing, something sane and homelike in the
very feel of its deck-planks. But it oc-
cutred to them that the night would be
passed more pleasantly at a distance
from the pyramid.

Then, having paddled out a way, some-
body suggested that if anything—any-
one, that is, of course—were inclined to
be dissatisfied with their eseape and come
after them, the rest of the fleet offered
a too-convenient means.

Despite fatigue and starvation, they
found strength to paddle back and at-
tend to this potential menace. In con-
sequence, it was nearly midnight when
they at last dropped anchor. By the
time they had finished supper, cooked on
the vapor-stove, three of them were past
recking of perilous pyramids and sus-
picions that diabolical philosophy might
have more reason in it than they had
believed. Sleep gripped these three like
a heavy drug. Tellifer, who, having
slept all afternoon was eleeted watch-
man, gave characteristic respeet to duty
by drowsing off soon afterward.

Sigsbee, however, did not sleep. On
the foredeck, he lay for hours, staring
at the mountainous black mass outlined
by humid starshine, There was no faint
luminescence hovering above it now.
Tata Quarahy—Fire of the Sun—was
destroyed. Its monstrous guardian lay
dead. Tis priestess—?

SUNFIRE

Young Sigshee felt very strange and
old and unecertain about it all. Yet if
at any time that night a light had flashed
in the dark mass, or a voice had called,
he would not have roused the others. He
would have taken his life and his soul
in his hands and gone back alone to the
pyramid.

UNRISE, and the eastward stair a
flaming height of red and orange
and gold.

The reflected splendor, beating on
Tellifer’s face, awakened him. He
opened his eyes, recalled that he was a
watchman, sat up and viewed the
pyramid in conseientious serutiny.

It was still there, and its loveliness
in this early morning light atoned in a
measure, he decided, for the ugly things
that had gone on inside of it. Those
things seemed very dreamlike and re-
mote this morning. As for a vampirish
night-hag who could appear at will as
a beautiful girl—Tellifer considered the
idea with interest. ' Last night he had
wanted nothing save to get away from
it, but this morning his fanciful taste
dealt with it more kindly.

Sunrise is a bad hour, however, to be-
lieve in ghosts and vampires. Tellifer
regretfully shook his head. Then he
uttered a sharp ejaculation, shot to his
feet, dived into the eabin and was back
an instant later, a pair of binoculars in
his hand. En route, he had given a
rousing kick to the correspondent and
Otway.

Stumbling forth, they found their
alert night-watchman with binoculars
focused on the head of the sun-lit stair.

Far up there, against the background
of flaming stone, a small, dark figure was
moving.

Waring ruthlessly appropriated the
binoculars by foree, while the equally
curious Otway squeczed against his
shonlder as if trying to get at least one
eye to the glasses.

Sigsbee, who had dropped asleep just
before dawn, roused, took in the scene,
and reached the group in a bound. His
boyish voice broke and crackled.

““Is it she? Is she alive? Isshe com-
ing down?”’

Waring shook his head. ‘‘Somebody’s
coming down. But it isn’t a ‘she,” Sig.
It’s—Yet how can that be? The cells
were empty —and we saw—"?

“I know,’” Tellifer eut in. ‘‘We saw
his clothing down there with that of all
the other dead men. But this pyramid,
Aleot, is not limited as are less distin-
guished haunts of the un-dead. Night,
noon or sunrise, its ghosts may walk as
they please. The ghost of the air-pilot

comes now to offer his congratulations on
our escape!’’

But no one was paying attention to
Tellifer.

Sigsbee, in turn, had annexed the
glasses. What he saw through them
caused him to give a kind of choking
gasp, and thercafter, on the selfish score
that they were his, he kept the binocu-
lars.

The figure, however, soon came near
enough so that cven with the naked eye.
its costume, at least, was unmistakable.
The goggles were pushed up visor-like an
the close-fitting hood. A trifle awkward-
ly in the loose, heavily lined suit, the
mysterious air-pilot whom they had once
thought to rescue, accomplished the full
descent,

He walked slowly forward on the
broad stone landing stage. Reaching the
cdge, he contemplated the eance, turned
his gaze to the airplane, returned it to
the canoe.

Then he called across to those aboard
the latter, The voice was slightly tremu-
lous!

““I beg your pardon! After all that
has happened, I dislike so much to trou-
ble you! But you’ve taken all the boats
away. Would you mind very muech if I
asked you to just—just push one in
where I ean reach it and paddle out to
my 'plane?’’

Sigsbee dropped his binoculars. They
splashed unheeded in the lake, His com-
panions were in pajamas, blanket-draped
but Sigsbee’s blindly devotional fore-
sight had led him to shave and dress be-
fore retiring the night before. Ere any of
the others could move, he had made a fly-
ing leap from the canoe to the nearest
derelict, a crudely hollowed native dug-
out.

“I told you!’* he flung back as he
hauled in the dugout’s mooring-stone.
“Didn’t I tell you I’d scen that girl be-
fore? And I know where, now! Just
as I said. Everything absolutely all
right, but you fellows—Never mind!
Coming, Miss Enid!’’

Oars splashed, and the dugout fairly
shot across toward the landing stage.

Of those left on the canoe, Tellifer was
the first to find voice. _

‘““He has seen her before,”” said he
solemnly. ‘‘Ah, yes! Her name is Miss
Enid, she is an air-pilot, and these facts
make everything absolutely all right.
Naturally. But do you know, Aleot, de-
spite my love for the beautiful and mys-
terious, I have had about enough of that
pyramid? By all means, let Sig have it!
I suggest that the rest of us go away
now, while we are still able, and leave
that pair in possession!’’



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE STORY OF MISS ENID
WIDDIUP

T IS so good in you all,”’ the girl be-
gan, somewhat later in the day,
when they were all seated together un-
der the big canoce’s awning, ‘‘so very
good in you to understand and not blame
me in the least for any of it. Of course,
‘Mr. Sigshee’s remembering me helps. I
am almost sure that I recall his face,
too, though I drove so many officers back
and forth to Camp Upton—Oh, you were
‘just a sergeant’ and I didn’t drive you?
Why, I drove lots of the non-coms and
the boys, too. We all did. Well, if you
couldn’t get near my car, I'm sorry.
There was a erowd—Oh, you were trans-
ferred to Georgia just after I began
driving at Camp Upton? And then
never got across? That was stupid. But
I can sympathize with you fully. They
wouldn’t take me in the ambulance corps,
because they said I was too young and
not strong enough, Wasn’t that absurd?
I’'m not so awfully large, of course, but
my physical endurance is simply end-
less, But I must begin at the beginning
and tell this properly.

My father, as I have already told
you, was Dr. Alexander Widdiup, the
archaeologist, and I was born on the
Amazon, in Manaos. Mother took me
home to New York when I was a baby,
and I never saw Brazil again till this
summer,

‘I was nine years old when poor Dad
wrote us that hie was planning a trip up
the Rio Silencioso. An Indian had
brought him word that at the Silencioso’s
source were some remarkable ruins and
relics of an ancient people. This Indian
—his name was Peter or—no, Petro, that
was it—I beg pardon, Mr, Otway? Yes,
his name was Kuyambira-Petro. Dad
said he came from some cannibal tribe
on the Moju river. He was a wizard, too,
and made charms to protect people from
jungle and river-demons. He showed
Dad one of those jaguar tunies, and two
small diamonds, cut to symbolize the
sun. But the éxpedition my father or-
ganized, never eame back.

““Dad had been with us in New York
only part of each year, but he and I were
best pals. I used to say to myself that
some day, when I grew up, I’d find &
way to at least learn how he died,

“Then the War came. Mother always
lets me do about as T please, and I had
learned to fly a Bleriot, but of course
they wouldn’t take me in the aviation
corps, either. So finally I had to content
myself with motor-car service at home.
After peace was signed, poor Major Du-
pont agreed to help me in my scheme
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to reach the source of the Rio Silencioso
by the air-route. Major Dupont was
English—Royal Flying Corps—but he
was visiting friends in New York on six
months’ leave. When I told him my
plan he considered it very practical and
interesting,

““We decided on the hydro-airplane
because we had to rise from the Amazon,
and over these forests if we ecouldn't
come down on water we couldn’t eome
down at all,

‘“‘Mother is at Manaos now, waiting for
me. She is probably terribly worried,
but still she knows that I always do get
through safely somehow. I beg pardon?
Oh, I inherit an adventurous disposition
from father, and I don’t think size and
physical strength count for so much in
these days. . ..

‘“Why, Mr, Waring! You mustn’t say
that! Why, I didn’t mean that at all!
You poor things, of course you couldn’t
help yourselves with that frightful beast
threatening you every moment, But let
me go on, and you’ll understand better.

“Mother drew the line at my making
this trip alone, but poor Major Dupont
was so resourceful and had such a splen-
did flying record that when he offered,
that made it much safer, of course, The
Major and I only meant to make a recon-
naisanee flight this first trip, but we had
no trouble in finding the lake. The top of
the pyramid flashed its location to us
miles off. Of course, we didn’t know
what the flash meant. It was like an
enormous, bright star shining in broad
daylight, and on earth instead of up in
the sky where stars belong,

“Mr. Tellifer? A fallen star—yes,
that was just what poor Majer Dupont
said it resembled. It is a little strange
that he should have used that compari-
son, because of what was told to me later
on,

“We planed down to the lake and
landed in the collapsible boat we ear-
ried. There have been several heavy rains
since, and our little craft must have filled
and sunk. I notice it is not among the
others. Major Dupont wished me to
wait and let him go up the pyramid
alone, but I wouldn’t, so we went up
together, It was noon, but of course
we had no means of knowing that noon
meant anything dangerous.

““We looked over the upper rim, and
there was that strange hollow place, with
palms and shrubbery and in the middle
—something glorious, Major Dupont
said it must be the grandfather of all
diamonds, and we joked over it. We knew
it was fearfully hot in the court, but it
was hot outside, too., We walked over
to the pit. Major Dupont said there
must be a furnace below it. He stepped
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on one of the five-sided stones—By mere
chance, I had one foot on the solid pave-
ment and pulled myself back in time.
I ran out on one of the oblong stones.
The column I eaught hold of was so hot
it scorched my hands. I—I find I ean’t
tell you much of this. . . . Thank you.
Yes, I believe I'll just leave it out. 1
couldn’t help him, There wasn’t time. I
—ifainted, I think,

‘‘ Afterward, for a long while, every-
thing was like a dream. My first memory
is of locking up into the face of an old
woman, very strangely dressed. 1 was
lying on the floor of one of the outer
houses. She had taken away my own
clothes and dressed me like herself. This
seemed a bit strange for a few minutes,
and after that quite natural. I accepted
everything just as one does in a dream.
Some of the time I would even seem to
know I was dreaming, and wonder a
little why I couldn’t wake up, I felt
very sad always, though there didn’t
seem any real reason for it.

“I think it was the shock of what I
had seen happen. There was a Miss
Blair that mother and I knew. She was
the dearest girl, but she had been at a
hospital base in France when it was
shelled by the Germans, For nearly a
year afterward she wasn’t herself at all.
She cried a great deal, and couldn’t take
interest in anything. I used to bring her
flowers, and when I called I noticed she
would never do anything unless the
nurse or I suggested she should, I sup-
pose I was very much like that. . . .

““Why yes, Mr. Waring, Ifany of you
had asked me to release you or told me
to shut that hideous creature in its hole,
I think I would have done it. 'When you
all seemed so—s0 annoyed over what
was happening, I used to wonder why
you never asked me to do differently.
But then, you were just people in a
dream, and dream-people never do be-
have consistently, you know. So I went
on acling as Sifa directed me, because
that was easiest.

““The old woman’s name was Sifa.
She spoke English and some other lan-
guage that meant nothing to me. Her
teeth were nearly all gone, but very soon
I grew used to the mumbling and the
broken accent, and understood almost
everything she said in English.

““I did whatever she advised me to.
She didn’t hurt me or even threaten, In
fact, she was extremely considerate and
—kind, I was going to say, but that hard-
ly expresses it. Her face and eyes were
too wicked. I followed her advice be-
cause she seemed to know exactly what I
ought to do, and it was such an effort
to think of things for myself. Besides,



it was all so dreamlike. Nothing mat-
tered in the least.

““Sifa said that Ama-Hotu, Lord of
Day, had sent me in a eloud-cance from
the skies, so that the ancient worship
might not fail, She was the last of her
people. Many secasons ago, a great sick-
ness carried off all that were left of her
race, the Qcllos. I can’t tell you much
of the Ocllo people’s history. You see,
though 1 understood what she said, I
didn’t feel like speaking at all to any-
one, and I asked no questions.

‘‘But Sifa, of her own accord, told me
that a long time ago, at the beginning of
all seasons, Ama-Hotu, Lord of Day,
caused the great star Huac to descend
upon the earth. Huac the Star was
jealous of his honor. So Ama-Hotu
commanded that Corya the great Earth
Serpent with Feet, should give him wor-
ship in the dark hours, and that the
sacred women dedicated to Ama-Hotu’s
service should also serve Huae the Star.
By day, in return, Huac was servant to
Ama-Hotu and presided over the offer-
ings,

““‘Corya, the Serpent with Feet, had
many children of which the Star was
father.®* For seasons beyond number the
children of Corya and the Star dwelt
together in the pyramid, and the sacred
women of Ama-Hotu danced with them
in worship of the Star and Sun. But a
season came when Corya, the Earth Ser-
pent devoured her children.

““Two of them were saved by one of
the sacred women and ecarried to the
surrounding land. Until that time the
Ocllos, Sifa’s people, had dwelt in great
numbers on the land. The pyramid was
a place of worship, and only the sacred
dancing women dwelt here. But the
pair of Corya’s children multiplied.
They would not harm the sacred women,
whose music they loved, but they slew
so many of the people that at last there
were only a few left, and those came to
dwell under protection of the dancers in
the pyramid. They still grew crops
along the shores, but for this the sacred
ones must go ashore and protect them
with musie.

““There were so few of the Ocllo peo-
ple left that the human offerings to Ama-
Hotu could no longer be selected from
their number. For many seasons, long
before Sifa was born, it had been the
custom to send secret emissaries who
traveled upon water, which the children
of Corya could not ecross, and brought
back victims from the outer tribes, Sonte-

*There is at least a gquestion among the nat-
wralists, as to whether that rather ourious
creature, CHILOPODA BCOLOPENDRA, finds
it always necessary to mate in order that the

species may be perpetuated,
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times they would do this by force, but
more often by tempting them with tales

_of weslth or whatever the victims most

desired,

“‘Bifa said that after all her people
died in a great sickness, she lived here
many seasons alone, Sifa gave up trying
to cultivate the flelds on shore, and lived
on fruits and nuts and fish from the lake.

“‘Corya, the great Earth Serpent, was
content to be fed on the fruits of the
Earth, her father. Flesh had never been
offered to her. I suppose really they
were afraid the horrible thing would ac-
quire a taste for blood and turn on them.
Corya’s children ashore, by the way, had
never grown to any great size—never
more than eighteen inches or so, I think
now that all that part was merely a
legend, made up to account for the com-
mon centipedes one finds in the jungle,
and that Corya herself was jJust an un-
accountable freak,

““Sifa had obtained what vietims ghe
could to offer Ama-Hotu. In the old
days, her people had many friends
among the forest tribes, and this dread-
ful cannibal wizard, Kuyambira-Petro
was one of them. She told me that some-
times Petro came to visit her. He be-
lieved that Huac the Star was greatest
of all the anyi or spirits. Tale Quarahy,
Life-Breath of the Sun, he called it. He
brought it vietims when he could to win
its favor,

‘I remembered the name—Petro—
and it made me sad, so that I cried for
hours after she had told me that. But I
didn’t remember my father or what I
had come here for.

‘“‘She taught me to play on the little
golden pipes and Corya came out of her
lair. No, I wasn’t afraid of the creature.
I wasn’t afraid of anything. I tell you,
it was all just a dream to me,.

““Sifa said that Corya would mnever
harm me, beeause now I was a sacred
woman. She danced with Corya to show
me how I was to do. I have always been
very. fond of dancing, and I liked that
part. It was the only thing that inter-
ested me, even a little,

““When I-—woke up, at last, and found
myself sitting there on the floor with
you standing around me, I was terribly
frightened. I knew for the first time
that all those things I had been seeing
and hearing and doing were real! And
oh! I was scared! It was silly in me,
but I was actually afraid you might be
angry enough to kill me. Mr. Waring?
Oh, I thought you spoke.

““So I jumped up and ran. When I
reached that deorway, there was Sifa
ingide. She pulled the door shut and
mumbled something at me, and I heard
her bare feet go pattering down the stair,

The stairway is wider than the door,
you may remember. 1 just flattened my-
self tight to the wall inside the doorway.
After you passed I ran back in the court
and hid among the shrubbery.

‘‘Before the night was over, I had col-
lccted my senses and decide the best
thing I could do was to tell you I was
sorry and go away. So I went down after
my suit—Oh, yes, in the dark., 8ifa
never had any lights, but I had learned
to kmow my way around without, No,
certainly we didn’t live down in that
musty old vault. There are ever so many
passages between the inner chambers of
the pyramid and the funny little houses
outside. We lived outside, of course.
Sifa used to be always watching the river
mouth In case more vietims should come.
I was with her when your canoe entered
thre lake, Sifa was watching you all the
time. When you started up the stair,
she sent me to eall forth Corya, and
directed me how to act toward you. T
was to send Corya to her hole after a
while, and beckon you to come down.
But poor Mr, Tellifer, by falling in,
changed that part, and rather confused
me for a few minutes. . . .

““It didn’t change things enough to
hurt? N-no—oh, mo, of course not.
Really, if you are angry with me, I can’t
blame you in the least. . . You’re not?
It’s so dear in you all to say so. And
now I—I think I must go. Why, yes,
thank you, I can handle the ’plane very
nicely alone, and T couldn’t think of im-
posing on you. Why, certainly I’'m not
angry! But—

““Well, so long as you put it that way,
1’1 wait, of course, Maybe a day or two
of rest would make it safer. And I can
show you all around the pyramid. After
I’ve relieved mother’s anxiety, I’m com-
ing back here, of course. Oh, yes, I feel
it’s my duty. You see, poor Dad gave
his life to find this place, and T must
get the—the measurements, you know,
and photographs of the carvings and all
that, Then I shall give the notes and
pictures and what I can ramember of the
Ocllo people’s history to some archae-
ologist who understands such things, and
he can write a book about it and give
the eredit to father,

“Mr. Otway? I’'m so glad you think
that’s a splendid idea! And Mr. Waring,
you say you write for the magazines.
You won'’t spoil my book by telling about
any of it in advance, will you?t”’

OON. Ama-Hotu, Lord of Day,

glared fiercely down upon Huac

the Star’s empty shrine and the drying

corpse of Corya, the many-taloned Earth

Serpent. Old Sifa, last devotee of the
~ (Continued on page 90)



A Grim Yarn of Horror

The Gorilla

By HORATIO VERNON

T WAS a night of storm. The streets
I were a mass of slime and slush. A
beastly wind was blowing, and as 1
left the club it nearly took me off my
feet. It was with considerable satisfac-
tion, therefore, that I found a cheery
log fire awaiting me in the library of my
home,

““A bad night, sir,”” commented my
servant as he helped me remove my soak-
ing clothes and get into some dry ones.

“It certainly is, George—just listen
to that wind howl—seems as though a
thousand devils were abroad—doesn’t
ity

“Tt does that, sir.”’

The wind shrieked around the cornice
of the house. It died out with a long,
low, wail, only to rise again with a great-
er fury than before.

ELLIS

A hot toddy at my elbow, I dismissed
my man for the night and settled down
before the fire to enjoy an hour or so of
reading before retiring.

And now there came to my ears an-
other sound. At first I thought it was
only the wind. But as I heard it a sec-
ond time I felt certain that it was a
human voice calling. Laying aside the
book I had been reading, I leaned for-
ward in an effort to catch the sound
again. Then suddenly, above the screech
of the wind I heard my name called.

‘““Madden—Madden, for God’s sake
open the door!”’

With a shriek of terror the voice
trailed off in a high pitched wail that
mingled with the howling wind.

Spatching my automatic from the
mantel above the fire-place, I rushed to
the hall door and flung it open. Invol-

untarily I drew back, as a mud-covered
figure rushed past me into the hall.

““Close that door! For the love of God,
Madden! Quick, before it is too late!’’

(asping for breath, eyes bulging with
terror, the figure erouched against the
wall like a hunted animal.

Closing and bolting the door, I turned
and hastily serutinized the man’s face.
Through the mud that covered his fea-
tures I recognized Hapesworth Chad-
wick, collector of animals for the Wild
Park Zoological Gardens.

“My God, Chadwick! What has hap-
pened ?”’

‘“Are you sure no one or—or—any-
thing—can get in through that door?”’
he anxiously inquired, ignoring my ques-
tion.

“Dynamite is about the only thing
that will open that door from the out-
side,”’ I assured him.

Seeming more at ease, he lifted a shak-
ing hand and drew it across his face,
wiping off some of the mud that stuck
there. It was not until then that I no-

ticed his attire. Clad in a smit of pa-
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jamas that was soaked with rain and
mud, his teeth chattering from the cold,
he was a sorry looking ohject, Glancing
down I noticed that his feet were bare.

I was almost tempted to laugh at his
predicament, but a look of horror shone
in his eyes and twisted his dirt-covered
face into a horrible grimace.

Suppressing the numerous questions
that I wanted to ask, I exclaimed:

“Lord! Chadwick, you must be al-
most frozen. Come into the library and
sit by the fire until I can hunt yon up
something to wear that will be maore com-
fortable than what you have on now.”

A hot bath, warm clothes, a hot whisky
and a good cigar helped dispel some of
the fear that haunted him.

It seemed almost beyond reason that
he, Hapesworth Chadwick, who had
faced death times without number while
hunting animals in the wildest parts of
the African jungles, could be the same
man sitting in front of me, who at every
sound of the raging storm gave a ner-
vous start and glance over his shoulder,

The slithering swish of the rain orept
into the stillness of the room, rattling
with ghostly fingers againat the win-
dows. A convulsive shudder shook my
companion,

¢‘Now, Chadwick, tell me—what is it
all about?’’ I asked, trying to suppress
the agitation in my voice.

As the sound of my voice broke the
sudden stillness of the room, my friend
gave a violent start, and almost rose up
out of his chair,

““God! Madden, when I think of the
horrible thing I saw back there in my
room, my flesh crawls.’’

Lifting a trembling hand he drew it
across his forehead, letting it rest a mo-
ment over his eyes as if to shut out some
vision of horror.

There was a moment of gilence. I
conld hear the wind as it went wailing
through the trees,

With a tremendous effort my friend
pulled himself together and began to
talk:

““You rememher that last trip I made
ta Africa? It was about two years ago,
I guess. Well, as you know, I went after
gorillas. The lot I had brought back
the year before contracted some kind of
disease and died, It was therefore up
to me to get another supply of the beasts.

‘‘On the sixth day we plunged into a
thick swamp, The odor of degay and
mold was sickening, As our progress
led us deeper into that hell-hole, the air
grew heavier, It smelt dead.

‘¢Suddenly one of the bush-beaters up
ahead of me gave a yell. There was a
crashing of brush, and an old she-gorilla
carrying a young one at its breast hore
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down upon us. Froth dripped from its
mouth, On the instant I raised my rifle
and fired. With a seream the beast
slumped to the ground, the young one
tightly clutched to its breast,

‘“ As two of the native bays were try-
ing to get the young one out of the grip
of the mother’s powerful arms, I made
the discovery that my bullet had anly
grazed the side of the brute’s head, and
instead of being dead it was only sense-
less. At last we managed to get the little
one free and by rare good fortune we
also succeeded in getting the mother back
to camp before she regained conscious-
ness.

#“In the days that followed we ob-
tained quite 8 collection of the smaller
animals. The old one by this time had
recovered from the wound on the side of
her head where my bullet had oreased
her. As the wound healed it left a long
scar that ran from the side of the mouth
straight back above the left ear.

I had kept the little one away from
its mother, and we became quite chummy,
One day I took it inte my hut and lat
it out of the cage to see what it would
do, As 1 stood watching its foolish an-
ties, I heard excited shouts coming from
the native guldes outside, Forgetting
about the little one. I rushed out, leay-
ing the door open. When I came back
the young gorilla was gone, Glancing
through the door, I saw it running to-
ward the cage that held its mothen,

“*With a bound T was after it, I canght
it just as it came up to the cage. As I
olutched the little fellow, the mothar let
out a roar of rage and began tearing at
the bars of hor cage in a wild frengy to
reach me. As the howls of its mether
mcreased in volums it started to soratch
and bite like a litile devil, in an effort
to get away. Intending to choke it into
insensibility I grasped it by the throat. I
must have held it in my grip too long,
for when I dropped it to the gronnd it
was dead.

““The mother seemed to sense what I
had done, She stopped her attempt to
break looss, Bettling back on her
haunches she uttered a sarpech that made
my blood run cold. As I looked at her
there in her eage her ayes seemed to burn
intn mine. I could almaost feel the hatred
that smoldered in thom, Low guttural
sounds of agony issued from the thick
hairy throat. PFroth, thiek and stringy,
dripped from the mouth onto the hroad
breast.

Turning on my heel T strode bhaek to
my hut, All that night T had terrible
dreams that always had the same end—
I was stryggling in the arms of a bes-
tial gorilla that was ever tryng to tear
my throat open with its yellow tusks,

“‘The next morning her cage was open
and she was gone. How the cage had
been opened I do not know, nor was I
ever able to find out. But the old gorilla
hed vanished and had taken her dead
with her.”’

The man sat there, gazing into the
flames. I listened to the rain tap-tap-
tapping, like skeleton fingers on the win-
dow pane,

My friend looked up.

““I then dismissed the whole thing
from my mind, I would never have given
it another thought but for what hap-
pened yesterday, when I chanced to drop
into the menagerie tant of a eirens. You
can believe me or not, Madden, but when
I came out of the tent I wes trembling
with fear., A wild impulsa to run
gripped me as a long drawn, eerie cry
floated to me on the wind,

#'In one of the cages in that tent was
the same animal that had escaped from
me in the jungles of Africal’

A high-pitched scream, that sesmed a
part, ye{ independent, of the wind
caused my friend’s face to turn an ashen
gray.

““What was that, Madden] Did you
hear{ Good God!"

Trembling, he sank deeper into his
chair, as though to hide from the invis-
ihle terror that haunted him,

‘It was only the wind,*’ T fold him in
an assuring tone, altheugh in my own
heart I was not sure whether it was or
not, ‘‘You were saying?’’

“Oh! yes—let's sea—. Where was 1"’

Like a man in a trance he seemed
searching his mind to gather together the
loose ends of a shattered thought.

““Oh! yes—now I remember. After
leaving the circus tent T went direct to
my rooms. I had a feeling of impending
doom. Try as I would I could not shake
It off. That ery T had heard was still
ringing In my ears when I climbed into
my bath. I felt considerably better after
the plunge, so, picking up a book I threw
myself on the bed and began to read, Tt
was still daylight when I lay down,
therefore I had no need of lights.

“‘I must have fallen asleep, for with &
start T found myself sitting up in bed.
The darkness seemed so thick that you
could cut it with a knife, Once more
that feeling of doom possessed me. Cold
beads of perspirvation covered my fore-
head. I brushed a hand across my face.
1t was wet and clammy, Death seemed
recaching out its bony hands to elutch
me by the throat. The next instant my
blaod froze with terror, for out ef the
night there came to me, lying thers in
the inky blackness of my room, a leng
drawn animal-like cry, Springing from
bed I switched on the lights. As I stood



there listening I could hear my heart
beating a tattoo against my ribs.

““I slept no more that night. At the
slightest sound a cold sweat would hreak
out over my entire body. How I passed
the night without losing my mind, God
only knows.”’

The speaker paused. His face was
chalky, He buried his face in his hands,
shuddering, while I rose and threw an-
other log on the fire.

Outside, the wind still howled, manat-
onously, eerily, Then came my friend’s
voige again, dead, cold.

¢“With the first faint streak of dawn I
was dressed, As I walked out of the
hanse 1 felt like 8 craven coward, afraid
of the shadows that still Jurked in the
fence aorners. By walking T thought I
eould throw off the feeling that still had
hold of me. All day I walked, never
stopping once to get a bite to eat, for
my one impulse was to get away fram
the haunting fear that possessed me.
When at last, towards evening, I stopped
to get my bearings, I found by some
trick of fate I was standing within a
.gtone’s throw of the tent that held the
thing I feared. What made me go to
take another look at the hideous brute,
1 do not know, hut I bought a ticket and
went in.

““As I came within sight of its cage,
I could feel the bleod drain from wy

~face, I shook from head to foot. The

eage was empty! With a voice that
shook T asked one of the attendants what
had become of the beast that had oecu-
pied the cage the day before, He in-
formed me that it had escaped that
night. Glancing back at the cage T no-
ticed the iron bars had been twisted and
bent llke sp much lead wire. Then it
dawned on me that it haud made its es-
eape the same night that T had been
awakened by the cry that had almost
driven me mad.

“Numb with tervor I left the tent. It
was just getting dark when I let myself
into my rooms. 8witching on the lights
I pulled down the blinds, and after lock-
ing the door I felt in a small way seenre.
Pired, weary and foot-sore from my day
of aimless wandering I disrobed and lay
on the bed, too fatigued to pull down
the covers and crawl beneath them. I
did not switch off the lights, for I was
afraid I would go mad if I could not gee
everything in the room.

- %1 soon fell into a fitful sleep. How
long I slept I do not know. A ecrash as
_of breaking glass awoke me. On the in-
stant I was out of bed and on my feet
in the middle of the room. My eyes were
blinded for an instant by the sudden
flave of the lights that I had left burn-
fng. As I steod there blinking I was
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conscious of a peculiar seraping sound.
As my eyes grew aceustomed to the light,
my gaze wandered to the window.
Framed in the broken window was the
huge hairy head of a gorilla] One hand
wag stretched ont toward me as if to
grasp me by the throat. The lips curled
back over the yellow teeth with a throaty
snarl. Thick foam dripped from the
mouth covering the beast’s breast! With
a sudden lunge the thing lurched for-
ward, dragging. its shoulders through
the opening. The light shining on the
side of the brute’s head, revealed a lang
scar running from ‘the corner of its
mouth straight back. over the left ear.
My blood surged through my veins like
fire. Something in my brain snapped.
With a scream I turned and tore open
the door, fled down the stairs, apd out
inta the night!

‘‘The rest, Madden, you kmow as well
as I do. What possessed me to come here,
God only knows! I only know I ran.
@od, how I ran! My only thought was
to get away from the horrible thing back
in my room, and—and—Madden, I'm
afraid—afraid!’!

My companion shuddered. The fire-
light shone on his face, which seemed
grown suddenly old and haggard. I
reached for the bottle of brandy that
stood on the table. A peculiar prickling
sensation ran along the roots of my hair.
Pouring out a stiff bracer I handed it
to him, saying: :

‘““Here, drink this and brace up, It
may not be as bad as it lopks.”’

My attempt at cheerfulness fell short,
for the story my friend had just teld,
combined with the swish of the rain, was
getting on my nerves.

He drank the brandy with a gulp.
Taking a stiff nip myself, I turned to
him and said:

“Now look here, Chadwick! What
you need iy a good night’s rest. Il
put you up in the spare reom for it must
be pretty late. Come on, and I’ll show
you where the room is.”’

As I finished speaking, the elock in
the hall struck two. With a lurch Cthad-
wiek rose to his feet.

‘All right, Madden, I hope you're
right, but somehow I feel like the orien-
tal who said, ‘ Who can escape his fate®.?’

“PForget it. Nothing can harm you
hers. It would take a half dozen gorillas
to get into the room I am going to put
you into,"’ I replied,

Staggering like a man intoxicated, he
followed me tp his room, which was situ-
ated back of the library, my own being
on the floor above, directly over his. I
had brought the automatic with me from
the library. 8witehing on the lights, 1
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laid it on the chiffonier, remarking as I
did so:

“‘There, Chadwick; that’s more than a
match for a dozen animals, no matter
what they are.”’

@iving him the key to the door, so
that he could lock himself in if he wished
I bade him good-night. As I mounted
the stairs to my own room I heard his
key grate in the lock.

It was not long from the time I en-
tered my room until I was in bed and
asleep. How long I had slept I cannot
say. I was brought to my waking senses
by what I thought was the report of a
gun, Thinking that I had probably been
dreaming, I sat up in bed and listened.

Outside, the wind still howled and
shrieked, driving the rain against the
window in torrents. The inky blackness
was punctured now and then by the
flashing of lightning. Silence so deep
greeted me that my ear-drums hummed.
Deciding that I had been dreaming I
was about to lie down, when a scream
echoed and re-echoed through the house,
and brought me out of hed with a bound.
Following the scream there rang out two
gun shots,

Rushing out into the hall, T dashed
down the stairs. The sound of violent
struggling reached my cars as I missed
the last two steps at the bottom of the
stairs and went sprawling to the floor in
the dark, Quickly regaining my feet, I
rushed toward my friend’s roomn, whence
the sound of the struggling ecame, AsI
reached the door, a shriek of mortal
agony rang out, that secmed to frecze
the blood in my veins. With a rush I
sprang against the door in an effort to
force it open. Failing in the first at-
tempt I drew back for another rush
just as another shot rang out. “error-
slricken, I Hew at the door, beating upon
the stout oaken panels with my bare
fists, shouting:

“Chadwick—Chad—for God’s sake
open the door!—Chad—*’

For a moment I listened, "The streak
of yellow that filtered through the crack
beneath the door told me that his light
was still buming. A peculiar seraping
sound greeted my straining ears, fol-
lowed by the impact of a falling body.
On the instant the hall where I stood
was flooded with light. Whirling, T con-
fronted my servant standing baek of me
in his night clothes. His teeth were chat-
tering, and his face was chalky white.

¢Wha—wha—what is the matter,
gir?"” he asked.

1 don’t know yet, Help me open this
door,’? I quickly answered.

Using our combined weights, we sue-
eseded, after what seemed an eternity, in

{COontinued on page 94)



A True Story of Oriental Mysticism

THE TALISMAN

By NADIA LAVROVA

NE of the strangest incidents of
my life happened two short
years ago in Japan. I am writ-

ing it down just as it took place and
withhold all comments, as I really can
advance no logical explanation what-
ever of the whole chain of events.

During the summer of 1920 I had
spent a very pleasing vacation in
Kamakura, that beautiful sea resort
some fifteen miles from Yokohama,
famed throughout the Far East.

In company with two girl friends, I
had taken a tiny little house not three
minutes’ walk from the golden beach.

And when, in the morning, we hastily
donned native kimonos over our one-
piece bathing snits and made a dash for
the first plunge in the waters of the
Pacific, we three lazy girls knew that
by the time we came home our little
house would be in perfeet order and
steaming hot coffee await us in Sat-
suma cups.

The ten fairy little fingers who did
all our housework belonged to our
pretty Japanese maid—Ine San.

That girl had taken a special liking
to me. I don’t know why, unless it
was because I used to listen for hours
at a time when she unfolded to me all
the secrets of the weird Japanese super-
stitions.

My two friends used to smile conde-
scendingly, when, squatting on the
mats in Ine San’s room I was becoming
initiated into all the mysterious doings
of the two-tailed cats and spirits of
foxes who choose bodies of beautiful
young girls for their permanent abode.

Sometimes, when the scoffers de-
parted, I was granted a special favor.
Ine San would take from a cupboard
with sliding panels an ancient lac-
quered box. This was reverently placed
on a gilk handkerchief and ceremoni-
ously opened. In that box were pre-
served amulets and charms against all
evils that flesh is heir to.

Ine San could not know that all the
time I was simply making a compara-
tive study of Chinecse and Japanese
folk-lore, which is a very difficult thing
for a white person to do, since one has
first to gain the fullest confidence of
une:;;syellow friend. She cherished the

idea that she was converting me to her
beliefs.

In September my vacation ended.
With a regretful sigh, I bid good-bye to
Kamakura, the tiny doll-house and Ine
San, and returned to my regular work
in Yokohama.

I was employed on the staff of a for-
eign paper, being pretty much occu-
pied during the greater part of the day,
though as a special favor I was allowed
to do part of the non-rush work at
home.

My ““home’’ consisted of a nice com-
fortable room of a boarding-house sit-
uated on the Bluff, the residential quar-
ter of Yokohama, The place was built
on an English plan with all modern
conveniences, but somehow I missed
very much my inconvenient little Jap-
anese house where I had spent such a
delightful summer.

One rainy morning in the end of No-
vember I was awakened by a scratch at
my bed-room door. I looked at my
watch. It showed half past six. Who
the dickens—

The scratch, the Japanese idea of a
polite knock, was repeated, and the
silvery voice of Ine San begged leave
to enter.

She came in, clad in a mourning

kimone of lotus-white crepe with un-
trimmed edges that proclaimed the
death of a near relative.

After the first greetings in pretty
good English (she had lived in Amer-
ican families out in the Orient most of
her life), Ine San stated the object of
her visit.

“I come say goo’-bye,’’ she said.
“My father’s father he all dead and
now family have velly long mourning.
I go velly velly far—our village, must
go three days and then say many
prayers. I no come back long time.”

I was genuinely sorry to see her go
and wished her every possible happi-
ness.

“Miss Lavrova, you always so kind
to me,”’ continued Ine San. ““You no
laugh Japanese believings. I bling yon
velly seclet and happy thing.””

Saying this, she put on my coverlet
a delicate mesh bag filled with about
a8 hundred lilliput micans, a kind of

Japanese orange. These were so small
that a silver dollar would have made &
fitting dish for any of them.

I began thanking her for the deli-
cious present when I saw that I had
been guilty of a misunderstanding.

Qut of the folds of her kimono Ine
San had extricated a tiny something
carefully wrapped in a piece of white
rice-paper. Red and gold characters
were drawn on it by means of a brush.

Reverently. Ine San undid the wrap-
ping and I beheld a small chip of some
rare wood rather oddly shaped. It was
neither polished nor painted.

Several hieroglyphs were burned on
one side of it, and even I, with my poor
knowledge of Japanese, immediately
saw that they were in the ancient lan-
guage used in Nippon somewhere
around the tenth or twelfth century.

““Oh, what have you got there, Ine
San?’’ 1 exclaimed with interest.

“Velly good and strong charm, Mis.
sie, and save you life quite surely.”

She began her long and rambling
explanations and I, sitting up in bed,
listened patiently.

It appeared that this talisman, for
such it happened to be, was endowed
with great mysterious powers. Sold
for a few cents at an obscure ancient
temple somewhere south of Tokyo, it
could be secured only by a personal ap-
plication to the priests.

Certainly it was never destined to
fall into the impious hands of a white
person such as myself. And only the
fondness my little Japanese friend bore
me could have made such an unlikely
event possible.

““And what does the charm protect
from?’’ I asked Ine San, not wanting
to hurt her feelings and desirous to
keep up an interest in the thing. Any-
way, I reflected, it would do very nicely
for my little curio collection.

“Him saves life, Missie,”” repeated
Ine San. “You going get killed. Yon
got that holy thing. You no get hurt
and charm all break.”

This was something nmew. I had
never heard of such a talisman before,
so I began asking questions.

Yet I elicited nothing much exeept
what Ine San had already stated. The



piece of wood was to be carefully pre-
served. The best way was to sew it
inside a garment you wore most often.
Then, if anything threatened your bod-
ily welfare, mysterious forces would
protect you. As a sign of danger
averted, you would find the talisman
split in two through the middle even if
nothing had touched it. The hiero-
glyphs were an ancient exorcism to
ward off evil

~ As soon as you found the talisman
broken, however, you were immediate-
ly to wrap it in a piece of clean paper
and drop it into flowing water lest dire
misfortune overtake you and the house
you lived in.

The thing seemed really too childish.
But I wouldn’t for worlds have made
light of Ine San’s beliefs.

““Have you ever seen it work, Ine?”’
I asked rather sleepily. It was so early,
and I had been up late the evening
hefore.

“‘Oh, missee!’”” she exclaimed in 3
hurt tone; “‘all our people knows this
saving holy thing. My family all keep
it-”

It developed further that a neigh-
bor’s daughter had been lifted just in
time out of a pond into which she had
tumbled. Also a distant cousin had
been miraculously left uninjured dur-
ing a railway accident. Needless to
say, both carried the charm. It sound-
ed particularly unconvineing, and in
my heart I pitied poor little Ine San
for taking her knickknacks so seriously.

Finally she got up, and, proffering
several ceremonious bows, bade me
good-bye. The door closed and I cud-
dled up in bed for half amr hour’s sleep.

‘When, two hours later, I dashed up
to my room for a forgotten handker-
chief, I perceived the eharm neatly
wrapped in its white covering, lying
on my night-table. Grabbing it, I
dropped it into the spacious pocket of
my blue tailormade.

‘“The garment I wear ‘most often,’ I
chuckled. ‘“With the money I am re-
eeiving now, it will probably be the
only dependable thing in my ward-
robe.”’

At dinner that night I boasted of my
new acquisition to the boarders, among
whom there were collectors of Japan-
ese curios. None of the foreigners
had seen just such a charm, though
they were familiar with dozens of
others, Most of the guests began to
tease, calling out to Bert never to in-
vite me out with him any more, as I
was now fully protected against evil
influences.

Amidst laughter and jokes, I stuffed
the charm carelessly back into my
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pocket. Lifting up my head, unaware,
I perceived the dark eyes of Mitsu San,
the amah, fixed upon me. I thought I
read astonishment in that glance, and
then reproof, even resentment.

But while I was still looking she
turned away and began stolidly to wipe
a plate. I comforted myself with the
thought that the strange expression of
her eyes was only a trick my imagina-
tion had played me.

ABOUT ten uneventful days had
passed when, on a foggy afternoon,
I returned home from my office earlier
than usual,

Under my left arm was tucked a
large package of newspapers—the lat-
est mail from England and the United
States.

The paper I worked on was especially
interested in the newest developments
in Siberia, and I had been given the
assignment to gather up all the current
news in the papers and to make it up
into a short and concise article. This
kind of work I always used to do at
home far from the bustle of the edi-
torial office.

After Mitsu San had finished ““makee
fire’’ in my grate and withdrew, I
curled up on my favorite settee, laid
out the papers, a memorandum-pad, a
red pencil and a fountain pen all
around me and set to work.

The room was warm and cosy, the
flames in the fire-place danced merrily,
and sometimes I could even hear the
distant clatter of teaspoons from the
far-off dining-room.

The settee was my favorite corner
for rest as well as work when I was at
home.

The former owner of the house, an
Englishman, had fixed just above it a
large and heavy row of shelves artis-
tically carved out of good solid Eng-
lish oak. They countained dozens of
volumes of standard authors and some
of the newest Anglo-American novels.
On top of the shelves were several fine
ancient bronzes,

Soon I was deeply engrossed in an
article dealing with the Japanese atti-
tade in Siberia-—just the thing I had
been looking for—and was busily mak-
ing mnotes.

I now come to the incident I find
most difficult to deseribe.

All at once, without any reason what-
soever, I sprang up in feverish haste
from the settee, scattering the papers
in all directions. I just flew across the
room and found myself near the oppo-
site wall before I had time to consider
what I was doing—and why. It was
as if some superior will had thrown me
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out of my seat and precipitated me
across the room.

My memorandum-book was still in
my hand as I halted before the wall.

““What in the world—’’ I began say-
ing to myself, full of astonishment,
when I heard a dull heavy thud behind
me,

Whirling around, I beheld a sight
that left me breathless:

The weight of that oak set of shelves
had proved too much for the several
nails on which it had been hanging for
some years. The nails had been
wrenched from their sockets, and
shelves, books, bronzes and all, weigh-
ing no less than some 400 pounds had
been hurled on the settee at the exact
place where I had been sitting several
seconds before.

I would have been simply wiped out
if that terrible avalanche had descend-
ed upon my head!

The room was quiet and cheery once
more. The distant clatter of spoons
could still be heard from afar. Yet
the Angel of Death had passed through
that room, and I had sensed the flutter
of its wings.

‘When the full realization of the dan-
ger I had just miraculously escaped came
to me, I sank weakly into a chair.

Of course the whole boarding-house,
servants and all, flocked to my room to
view the disaster. And it took two
strong men, not to mention Mitsu San,
to lift and fix up those shelves.

The rest of that evening I neglected
my work. I was in no mood for it and
went early to bed.

About four in the morning I awoke
and found that even in my sleep I had
been thinking of last night’s happening.

There was something unexplainable
about it. Why had I jumped out of my
seat barely three seconds before?

And all at once I remembered Ine
San’s charm.

A cold little shiver prickled through
the roots of my hair. What had that
small piece of wood to do with it? And
yet—

I wondered. And wanted passion-
ately to find out.

Sure enough, I had my blue tailor-
made on when the accident had occurred.
And later, when I undressed, I had hung
it outside the door for Mitsu San to
brush in the morning. And that talis-
man had reposed forgotten in the pocket
of the blue tailor-made since that day
Ine San had given it 1o me,

‘Well, I would find out in the morning.
If the charm had really split in two, why
—it would be rather uncomfortable, to
say the least.

(Continued on page 92)



A Spook Story of Sprightly Adventure

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
A BLUE GHOST

By DON MARK LEMON

THIS is a message from the Be-
yond, sketching my brief expe-
rience as a blue ghost, and no-
where have I dyed any of the plain sober
gray stuff of actual events in the bright
hues of my own vivid imagination, for
I hold that those things which are set
down exactly as they took place are the
most valuable of human transcriptions.
They leave the mind free to judge for
itself, without prejudice or bias, except
its own prejudice and bias, which is the
highest freedom and truth.

Names, dates, events, herein are all
genuine, and my tombstone in Green-
wood Cemetery is a silent yet sure wit-
ness that I died. A bhill of seventeen
dollars and eighty cents still standing
against the stone testifies that, though
dead, my credit yet lives. And that I
am alive as a ghost can not be disputed
by any reasonable mind, since there are
things set down here too ghostly to have
been set down by any hand but that
of a ghost. I leave it to an unpreju-
diced jury of six men and six ghosts.

Enter at the main gate of Greenwood
Cemetery, pace off fifty-four steps to the
north, turn west seven steps, vault the
fence here and pace twenty steps north,
and read on my tombstone

‘“‘8acred to the memory of
Robert Jay Tuffley
Born April first, 1880
Died April first, 1919
Rest in peace.”’

But I didn’t rest in peace very long,
for the ghost of a man named Edwin
X. Benjamin came along shortly after
my funeral, and almost on the heels of
my last mourner, a little tailor from
lower Fifth Street, and kicking with
his ghostly feet on my brand-new tomb-
stone shouted for me to ‘‘come out of
it’’ and pay him the ten dollars that I
had honestly forgotten I owed him.

Besides, he didn’t need the money,
while several others to whom I honestly
owed more than ten dollars did need
their money. I called back for him to

fetch me out of it, for it was the first
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time I had died in quite a while and I
couldn’t recall just how to resurrect
myself from the papier mache coffin in
which my loving friends had buried me,
and I was afraid unless I was very care-
ful that I might resurreet myself wrong
and there would be the devil to pay.

He shouted down some directions,
which I followed, and soon my ghost
was standing beside Benjamin’s ghost.
He was a blue ghost too, only bluer than
myself, and looked kind of fuzzy around
the edges, like a raveled ghost, but more
like a hazy transparent silhounette of his
former self. I could look right through
him and see several tombstones beyond.

I stared about the quiet graveyard,
then exclaimed: ‘“Why, I’'m not dead!
This isn’t hell!”

The ghost of Benjamin, that I will
call Ben for brevity’s sake, gave a ghort
nasty laugh, as he replied: ‘‘No, not
yet; you haven’t been here long
enough.”’

I felt quite weak, being only just born
as a ghost, and taking a few steps I sat
down on a stone and stared at a tomb-
stone. Suddenly I gave a gasp, for on
the tombstone were the words:

‘‘Ching Lung Hi
Born January ninth, 1882
Died July seventh, 116"’

““It’s a Chinaman’s grave!’’ I yelled.
‘“ And my grave next door to it!”’

Ben yawned. ‘‘Sure! This is the
Chinese addition to Greenwood.””

““There’s going to be a lawsuit over
burying me in a chink graveyard,” I
seowled,

““There was a lawsuit,’’ said Ben.
““The Chinese company who owns this
section of the cemetery got a judgment
of two hundred dollars and costs against
your undertaker for burying you here.’’

I looked hard at Ben and saw he
meant it, so I decided to drop my law-
suit and start something else rolling to
bring me in a few dollars,

“How did you get here?” I asked
Ben, looking about and seeing no Ford,
and wishing for something on wheels

that would spare me the trouble of trav-
eling afoot, for I did not propose to
spend the balance of my ghostly exist-
ence in a Chinese graveyard.

Ben brought a hazy-looking bicycle
from behind a tombstone. ‘‘On my bike,
of course.”

““Can a ghost ride a bike?’’ I asked.

““Ghost bikes,”’ replied Ben. ‘This
is the mechanical ghost of my old bike,
and it’s all right except its make and
action and a puncture in the back tire.
I was coming across the path there when
I punctured it on the tooth of a dead
Chinaman that had worked out of the
ground. Just my blame blue luck!”’

For twenty years, while alive as boy
and man, Ben had ridden the same biks,
with a racing saddle about the size of
a parcel post stamp, and now his ghost
was riding the ghost of that bike, This
is what I would ecall habit wedded to
economy, but flirting with parsimony.

‘““ Any room for me on the handle
bars?”’ I asked.

Ben looked hurt and, getting on the
bike, started off. I ran after him and
begged him to give me a few tips about:
ghostland, to put me wise to the tricks
that are ghostly and the wiles that are
beyond the grave.

“* Anyway, tell me, am I here to stay "’
I asked.

““Did you bring your nerve alongf’’
he demanded.

““Sure,’” I replied.

‘“Then, we’ll never shake you.”” With
this, he rode away and left my young
ghost standing in the center of that Chi-
nese graveyard.

1 was a blue ghost, and I felt it. I
looked myself over and found I was
blame poor stuff. I stuck a finger
through myself sideways and pulled it
out, and nothing came out of myself but
my finger. It didn’t hurt either, ex-
cept for a brief pain in my finger. All
there was to0 me was a kind of hazy blue
outline and the consciousness of my
identity as Robert Jay Tuffley. I
seemed to be just identity—just Bob
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Tuffley, and that hazy blue outline,
which didn’t much matter,

I considered: ‘‘Well, identity is all
we are, anyway, unless one has person-
ality, and that is just a little more of
the same stuff as identity, only more
troublesome so. As long as I have my
identity what’s the difference about my
shape. It would be unpleasant to have
just shape and no identity, like a stout,
unconscious lady, or a halleon.”

I sat down on a gravestone to grow &
bit, for I was but a few minutes old.

‘““Confound Ben!’’? I meditated.
““Why couldn’t he have waited and in-
troduced me in decent ghostly society?
Perhaps he didn’t know of any and was
ashamed to introduce me to his ghost
friends. He never reformed while alive
as a man, why should he have reformed
after he was dead and a ghost?

“Chong ching! chong lo!’’

“Chuck! Muck a chuckl!”’

llHi !’)

T looked about me in some alarm, then
my blue outline began to creep with a
ghostly fear. For seven yellow ghosts
came up from the grave where I was
seated and squatted about me in a cir-
cle. These were not mere outline ghosts,
either, like miyself, but must have been
oider ghosts that had taken on substance
and solidity with the ghostly years. But
what sabstance! A kind of thick flac-
cid, yellow quivering gelatine that made
me want to yell every time they moved
and shook themselves, like soft custards
or semi-liquefied frogs.

““What do want with me?’’ I asked.

“All same we wash your laundry
when we were live Chinamen,’’ replied
the fattest ghost.

“QOh!” I exelaimed. ‘‘So you are
some of my old Chinese laundrymen who
did up my shirts. Well, boys, I’'m glad
to see you. I was just coming around
to pay you, when I dropped dead.”

““Hi! we glad to see you too,”’ said
the same fat custard. ‘‘Now we cut
your blame ghost throat!”’

“How did you get that way!’’ I
Zasped. “‘I mever harmed you!”

¢ All same you kill all of us,’’ replied
the leanest ghost. ““‘You make us seven
blame stiffs!’”

““Oh, come on boys,”” I protested.
““You’ve got the wrong Tuffley. I'm
Bob Tuffley—Bob J. You remember
me now! How’s your -copperasity
segasigating ?’’ I assumed a cheerfulness
that I scarcely felt, for I could see that
they proposed to do me out of my young,
innocent ghostly life.

““ All same we know you,’’ nodded the
fattest Chinaman. ‘‘All same we wash
your blame shirts, and every time one
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of us wash one of your blame shirts one
of us die and go damned!”’

““What you die from, boys?’’ I asked.

¢ All same your shirts!’’ they ecried.
‘“*And now you dead! Did you wash
one of your blame shirts, too?”*

““No, I never washed one of my
shirts,”” I replied.

“But you wear them,’? said the lean-
est ghost,

‘lsure!”

““Then that’s why you dead and
damned too,”’ nodded the spokes-spook.

This seemed to settle in their minds
that the washing of my shirts had caused
their deaths, and they held an argument
as to which one should cut my innocent
young throat.

“If it’s too diffienlt for you to decide
which one must be the unfortunate party
to do the deed, Ill do it myself,”’ I
suggested. I had econcluded, since I
could stick my finger through myself
with little unpleasant effect, that I could
cut my own throat and not greatly mind.

““We no need help,”’ said one of the
yellow custards. ‘““Each of wus just
erazy to cut your blame throat.’’

“‘Say, what was the matter with those

shirts of mine that you washed?’’ I de--

manded,

‘““We don’t know,’’ they replied unan-
imously. ‘“We just die in convulsions
few minutes after we wash them.”’

At last a ghost was selected to cut my
throat, and he did the job neatly and
with dispatch,with a ghostly hatchet that
he drew from his ghostly sleeve. But the
act scarcely disturbed my bluish ontline,
and that only for a moment, then the
severed parts closed a little fuzzily but
securely. My identity was as good as
ever, for nothing seemed to trouble my
identity.

I was just as sure of myself as I had
always been, boy, man or ghost. With-
out boating, I may say that I have the
most fixed, concentrated identity that I
have ever met. Positively rigid,

I now seemed properly initiated into
the world of ghosts, for the seven yellow
gelatine Chinese ghosts sank back into
their grave. I immediately rose and
hurried from the cemetery, as a locality
unsuited for a young ghost with all
ghostland before him, and with an am-
bition to be a whale of a ghost, with no
ghost Jonah inside of him,

I had scareely left the cemetery when
I came on Ben’s ghost seated on a rock,
swearing at his bicycle. The rear tire
had received another puncture.

“Just my blame blue luck!’’ growled
Ben. ‘‘It it was raining roof tacks I’d
be out on my bike with new racing tires,
and the other fellow would be out on a
steam roller.””
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I laughed. ‘‘Come, chuck the bike
and let’s go somewhere that’s more ex-
citing.“

‘‘Go to hell!”’

“‘Is it exciting?’’ I asked.

““No, it’s deadly tiresome. That’s
why it’s hell.””

““Not for me, then! I want something
as different from the tedious as rheuma-
tism is from ’rithmetic. What do you
say we go to a world where their pres-
ent is our future, then we’ll see what’s
coming to us.’’

‘““I don’t want to see what’s coming
to me,”’ growled Ben. ‘‘I’ve trouble
enough now.”?

‘‘Maybe there’s good coming to you,”’
I suggested.

““Then somebody will change the ad-
dress on the way to me,’’ retorted Ben’s
ghost. “‘Or somebody’s goat will eat
the tag off. But if it’s trouble, it’s got
my address blown in it, and I'll have
to pay the freight besides.”’

““What’s that!’’ I exclaimed, as I
heard a voice singing Annie Laurie not
a rod away, yet could not see so much
as a ghost.

““That’s Calloway’s ghost,”” Ben in-
formed me. ‘‘Calloway lived so pure a
life that there was nothing of him to
resurrect but song.”’

““Why is he hanging so closely around
the cemetery ?’’ T asked.

‘‘He doesn’t seem quite satisfied with
being so pure,’’ replied Ben. ‘‘He
thinks that perhaps he can resurrect a
little more of himself than song. Just
enough for the lady ghosts to see, for
he’s very fond of lady ghosts, particu-
larly the athletic; but they want some-
thing more definite than song in a gent
gh 32

I looked myself over.and saw little to
take out a patent, copyright, or trade
mark on, ‘‘“What’s the difference be-
tween a male and female ghost?’’ I de-
manded. ‘‘I’m nothing but outline and
identity anyway.”’

¢ Just identity,’” replied Ben. ‘‘That
is, with blue ghosts. With green or
pink ghosts, or any other color of ghosts
than blue, there is a greater distinction
than mere outline and identity between
the feminine and masculine, but with
blue ghosts the distinction lies wholly in
the identity. Blue ghosts are the lowest
form of ghosts, and it’s just my blame
blue luck to be compelled to be a blame
blue ghost, and have no distinction be-
tween myself and an old woman ghost
but just my blame blue identity.”’

““How big is ghostland?’’ I inquired.

“To hell and back,” replied Ben.
““There’s no limit to the ghost worlds,
but there’s a limit of a million miles an
hour to blue ghosts.”
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¢‘Great Scott!’’ I exclaimed. ‘‘If I can
go a million miles an hour, I will soon
have been everywhere and back again.”’

“I said there’s a limit of a million
miles an hour, not that you could make
a million miles an hour,’’ explained Ben,
“You’ll need to grow a few days before
you can make half that.”’

“Will I be traveling a half million
miles an hour in a few dayst?’ I de-
manded.

‘‘Perhaps,’”’ nodded Ben. ‘‘If some
ghost sting-ray doesn’t meet you and lay
her eggs in your neck to hatch ont.”’

I laughed. ‘‘That must be a ghost-
boil! But I'd believe more of that if I
knew less of you.”’

It angered Ben to he called a prevar-
icator to his face. ‘‘Have it your own
fool way,’’ he said. ‘“You’ll be lucky if
the sting-ray doesn’t bore a hole in your
identity and lay her eggs there. Only
I'd be sorry for the little sting-rays that
had to be hatched in your identity.’’

‘““What’s the most fun a blue ghost can
have for nothing?’' I asked, for I had
just that much in my pocket, but no
pocket as yet.

‘““Roll on the grass and get the ghost
hives,”’ replied Ben.

‘“What are the ghost hives good for?®’

““To serateh.””

“*Is it a pleasure to scrateh the ghost
hives?’’

““The only fun a blue ghost can have
js to scratch his hives,’’ replied Ben.
¢‘Now, aren’t you sorry you died?'’

““I couldn’t help it,’* I said. ‘T was
shot.”’

‘“‘But you shouldn’t have taken that
cow,’’ said Ben.

‘‘Hello! what have we here?’’ I cried.
In another moment I started to run,
and not ask any more questions, for I
had recognized the thing before me as
just a big ghostly human hand, seven
feet high, and it was reaching for me.
If it should close on my poor ghost it
would squeeze the very identity out of
it.

‘““Help !’ I cried, for the big hand had
got me and was squeezing my outline
into the shape of a disappointed cruller.
But it seemed that nothing eould squeeze
my identity into any other shape that
it was, for it was too rigid.

After the hand had squeezed my out-
line from all ghostly semblance to a
man, it threw me aside and moved on,
walking en its fingers, toward the ceme-
tery. 1 watched it till it was hidden by
the tombstones, then I arose on one end
of my damaged outline and soon had
worked myself baek into my former
shape, and felt no worse for my amasing
experience. My identity seemed even
more rigid than ever,
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‘“Was that the ghost of a glad hand $"’
I asked.

‘‘No, that was the ghost of a milk-
man,’’ replied Ben, ‘‘He milked twenty
cows before breakfast for seventeen
years, and died suddenly one morning
from water on the brain, and now he
goes about milking every blue ghaost he
comes across, and we blame blue ghosts
have to stand for it, for blue ghosts have
to stand for everything.”’

““Where was the rest of him?’’ 1
asked.

“‘There isn’t any rest of him. He is
all hand. Ghostland iz ful of ghosts
that now are all what they were most
of while alive as men and women. There
are ghosts that are all ears, or nose, or
necktie, or haircut. You want to look
out for the ghost that’s all gall. If he
ever spreads himself over you, even your
identity will be slightly fussed.’

Just then a pair of large, bare, very
clean, very pink feet hurried by, each
about a yard high, and I watched them
until they had hurried over the hill, then
I sat down and whistled,

““Great Soott!’’ I laughed. ‘‘That
must have been the ghost of H. Hurry
Scott. He always was in a hurry about
something.”’

“That’s Seott’s ghost,’* nodded Ben.
‘““He died in a hurricans,

““ From hurry to hurry he hurried
himseolf to hurry out of debt. And
but he hurried info a hurricane. He
had been hurrying yet.”*

‘I must be half an hour old,”’ I aon-
sidered. ‘I guess my crust should be
hard enough by now for ma to roll on-
ward. Believe me, Ben, I had some crust
before I became & ghost.®

“I'll go along with you a little ways,*’
Ben offered, pushing his bike along be-
side me, ‘‘There’s a ghost dog down
the road that always rushes out and
bites me in my outline, and he may want
a change of outline.”

‘‘If he comes after me, I'll change hiz
outline,” I laughed. ‘‘Say, Ben, do you
know of any rich young ghost girl—I
mean wealthy, for all girls are rich—who
might be willing to marry a handsome
blue ghest an hour old #'

““T'here’s a wealthy ghost girl down
the road a ways, but she’s not very

_young,'’ replled Ben.

““How old is she—a month?’*

‘“She became n ghost girl the year
ihat Helen was carried off to Troy by
Paris. But you'd never guess her age
from her looks.'*

‘“Now for her looks," I gaid, holding
my ghostly breath.

‘‘She’s a triangle, with one blind eye
in the center of the triangle."’

I waved the temptation to sudden
riches aside, ‘‘I’'d rather work and
change jobs so often that it wouldn't
seem like real work. But I say, Ben,
what makes your bike rattle so1’

‘“That’s the dead Chinaman’s tooth,
that punectured the tire and got inslde.
If there was only one dead Chinaman in
all the world, and he had only one tooth,
that tooth would have worked up out of
his coffin and punctured my tire, That’s
Just my blame blue luck.”?

““But I say, Ben, I thought ghostland
was a dim, haunted place, inhabited with
ghastly speoters and grisly shapes, and
your hair stood on end without any vase-
line, and a clammy sweat froze your B,
V. D’s, to your funked back bone, and
your middle name was fear! Then Hor
ror blew out, the last candle and you were
alone with—"*

‘“With what?’’ asked Ben.

I sunk my ghostly voice to a ghostly
whisper. ‘‘The seven dead Chinamen
whose throats you had cut to rob them.'’

“‘How much did you get?"

‘““Only a pint of little black oollar
buttonrs and a lady’s back eomb with
thirteen paste shiners in it,’* I replied.

“Well, that’s something,’' said Ben,
““I wouldn’t have got that much."

Then a faint, phosphorons light
oame from somewhere in the darkness,"
I continued. ‘‘And I saw a little tree
coming up from the ground with some-
thing swinging to it, and one of the
dead Chinamen arose and watered the
tree with blood from his throat that I
had cut, and the tree grew higher and
higher till it was a large oak, and swing-
ing to it, hanged by the neck until dead,
was— "

““What?’' asked Ben,

““A human figure—a man with a
black hood over his face—and something
compelled me, step by step, to approach
the tres and remove the hood from over
the face of the dead and hanged man,
and it was—"’

““Yourself,"* yawned Ben.

‘“Sure,”* I nodded. ‘‘That’s what
hurt! There I was, cutting myself down,
hanged dead, and only got out of the
Jjob a pint of little black collar buttons
and & lady’s back combh with thirteen
peste shiners in 1t. It was very disap-
polnting.

“‘Ghostland isn’t what it used to be,*
Ben sighed, ‘“We ghosts used to pvll off
some pretty shaky stunts, When 1 was
alive 8s 2 man and In the yam and
bicyele business in Florida, the ghost of
a big murdered buck negro used always
to follow me into my bedroom at nighta
and lock the deor behind me, and throw
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the key under the bed, and then eut his
throat in the mirror. And there I was,
locked in with this ghost, and eouldn’t
get the key, and it gave me a worried
look that I have never quite got over. I
didn’t murder that particular negro
either, but it was just my blame blue
luck that I looked like the fellow who
-did, and so this negro ghost haunted
ml)

At this point there was a path leading
off from the road, and a sign on the path
reading: ‘“‘No blue ghosts allowed on
this path.”

“What’s this!”’ I exclaimed. ‘‘Have-
n’t blue ghosts as much right in ghost-
land as green or pink ghosts?’’

““They’ve got as much right of another
sort,”’ replied Ben. ‘‘But not this sort.””

¢“Watch me amble down the path,”’ I
said.

‘“Watch me watch you ambling down
the path.”” Ben gave a nasty, econom-
ical laugh.

“I’ be too busy ambling to watch
you watch me ambling,’”’ I retorted,
giving a nastier and more economical
laugh, for I laughed through my nose,
or rather the consciousness of a nose.
‘“Well, good bye, old ghost!”’

I took Ben's hand to wish him good-
bye and good luck, when something hap-
pened that seemed more like light than
sound, and it was good-bye to Ben’s
ghost, for there I stood holding Ben's
right hand, and his right hand was all
that remained of Ben’s late ghost.

“‘Great Scott!’”” I gasped. ‘‘Some-
thing unlucky must have happened to
poor old Ben.”

Then I thought to let go of Ben’s
right hand, intending to place it on the
fence nearby. If he should come back
that way he would find his hand hang-
ing there like a lost glove ; but the blame
blue ghostly hand wouldn’t let go of
mine!

For & while I ranted around like a
young mustang attempting to throw a
green monkey clinging to his back, but
it was of no use. I had always sus-
pected Ben as having more up his sleeve
than his arm, and now I was positive he
was that famous character who, as man
or ghost, if he once got hold of you would
never let go. The rest of him had jump-
ed on that ghost bike and ridden away
like a blue streak, but his right hand
had remained, clatching my own right
hand, like a rusty gopher trap.

This wouldn’t do: they might find
Ben’s hand on me, clinging to me like
a terrible retribution, and c¢laim that
I had killed him, suspecting that he had
some ghostly dollars on his ghostly per-
son, though no human eye, and I am as
certain no ghostly eye, hud ever discern-
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ed his person and twenty-five cents
proximate or semi-proximate,

1t will have to wear off like a wart,””
I said, thrusting my right hand behind
me with Ben’s right hand still grasping
it fast. Then I turned into the path re-
served for most anything but blue ghosts.

I didn’t see anything peculiar about
that path, nor smell anything peculiar,
nor hear any peculiar sound, nor even
anticipate anything peculiar, but soon
I began to feel peculiar. It began in my
identity and stayed there, but that was
enough. While boy and man I had al-
ways been very particular about my
identity. My identity had been the only
thing T had ever possessed beside a
motoreycle and a wrist wateh, which be-
tween them would run almost an hour,
and believe me it was some identity,
shading into actual personality at the
extreme edge. I was now seized with a
kind of uncertain, wobbly sensation in
my identity, like a top must feel when
it is about come to the end of its spin.
This sensation soon became quite unbear-
able, for I felt as if I were not myself
but Ben, while Ben was somewhere back
in the distance; and was not himself but
me.

It was bad enough to be a blue ghost
not two hours old, with the dismembered
hand of another blue ghost clinging to
one’s own hand like a rusty gopher trap,
but this was crowding the limit—to be 2
blue ghost and some other dead man’s
blue ghost at that! And of all blue
ghosts to be Edwin X. Benjamin’s un-
Iucky blue ghost!

I gave myself a nasty look and said,
‘“‘Just my blame blue luck!’’

Then I yelled, for I was positive I was
Ben’s ghost hurrying down that path,
while Bob Tuffley’s hand was clinging to
my hand like a murdered thing.

I quickly decided that path was no
place for me, as the sign had said, and
I sought to turn back. But I found I
could not turn back! I had got upon a
path where no blue ghost could turn
back, and I must continue to go on as
another’s ghost and not as myself. Con-
tinue to go on and leave myself with
every step one step further behind.

Did you ever leave yourself behind,
compelled to go on as some other man?
Leave all your pride of youth and mas-
culine beauty and a dash of everything
high, if not holy, and sneak on as a
miserable old yam eating, screw-necked
sting-ray ?

I did! I, the young ghost of Robert
Jay Tuffley was that unhappy young
ghost! But pity me not, for I’ll be
hanged if I care for your pity. I still
remembered what I had been, though T
felt all too keenly what I had become. I
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held my head high with pride of my old
state, though my heart dragged with
shame at my new condition. I looked
like young Apollo but I felt like old
Lucifer. I flamed without, but I was
ashes within.

Yes, my poor ghost had turned into
the wrong path and that path was the
downward way to hell. I, formerly
Robert Jay Tuffley, was now on my way
to hell as the miserable ghost of Edwin
X, Benjamin, retired Florida yam and
bieyele merchant. There was the taste
of some sour peanut butter in my mouth,
the last dish of which Edwin X. Benja-
min had partaken before his hasty de-
mise to escape an advance of three cents
the pound on ecow’s butter.

As I advanced the path grew wider,
and after a time its borders began to
bloom with primroses, just as the old
poet Shakespeare tells of, and who him-
self often wore one of those primroses in
his buttonhole, I plucked a primrose
and placed it in my own buttonhole, for
with the primroses a buttonhole had
been provided me.

I had decided I would give Ben’s
ghost one hell of 2 good time. He had
always looked as if he had been to hell,
but he must have been hurried there
through some dark underground pas-
sage, for he had none of the wide-glad-
way and-primrose-air about him. He
had been cheated somewhere along the
crowded line of life, but now I would
give his ghost a wide swing of the rosy
way,

But I had forgotten the cue of des-
tiny, and now destiny rang down the
curtain on this glad act and began to
shift the scenery to gloom for Ben’s ap-
pearance on the stage, Yes, I had be-
come Edwin X. Benjamin’s ghost and it
was just Ben’s blame blue luck to miss
all this rosy swing that I had promised
his poor ghost.

The path suddenly narrowed, the
primroses withered, and no longer had
I that feeling of being Ben’s ghost but
was Bob Tuffley again, with a rigid
identity carrying a ripsaw personality
capable of cutting the knottiest logic
into kindling wood. Poor Ben’s ghost
had smelt but a few rods of primroses,
then the bouquet of delight had been
dashed from his nostrils, and for him
all but the bill was over,

It was now that I ran into the tide of
adventure that swept me out on the wide
sea of the mysterious and ghostly, but
where my rigid identity preserved me
from losing my head, and my ripsaw
personality prevented any malignant
spirvit from taking advantage of my
youth and innocence as u ghost,
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I met a young lady ghost. She was
just a ereation of pink and outline,
without any real substanece whatever. I
had no idea that mere ecolor and outline
could be so appealing.

““A mere colored silhouette.”’ I
checked my beating heart. ‘‘Pooh,
bah!”’ But I looked again, and there
were two of them, and they were not
pooh-bahs. They showed pink and
faultlessly outlined beneath her pink
outlined dress. Two faultless pink
ankles, and for a moment I was sorry
for Ben’s ghost, for I was no longer
Ben’s ghost, but not for a moment was
I sorry for the ghost of Bob Tuffley.

I introduced myself as Robert Jay
Tuffley, which meant something, and she
introduced herself as Genevieve Actum.
I told her I didn’t like her last name
and offered to change it at the first flag
station. It pained me very much to
make this offer, for that blame blue
ghostly hand of Ben’s, still clinging to
my hand like a rusty gopher trap, nearly
squeezed my fingers off as I made the
offer. It was as jealous as a clam that
had lost its only pearl, and I had found
that pearl.

‘“Believe me, little sport-ghost Gene-
vieve,”’ I said, saluting her chaste lips,
““this is the ghostly life!®’

““You have come at last!’’ she sighed.
““Oh, I have waited, waited so long for
you!”

““Where have you been waiting?’’ I
asked, for heing so0 young I could not
tell her of much waiting on my part.
As she smiled, I felt a manly crust come
over my young ghost like that on the
ghost of Julius Caesar himself,

““By the Nile,”” she replied.
eternal Nile,”’

As she said this Ben’s hand released
mine and I looked and saw it was gone.
Ben had funked at mention of the eter-
nal Nile, and all that remained of him
had sneaked off.

“If you were as old as Mary Ann,
how old would Mary Ann be?”’ I asked
her.

““The

““Dear, bold, blunt boy,’’ she smiled,
““look not at a maiden through time, but
look at time through a maiden, and time
will be no more.”

““You didn’t happen to know of a
skirt named Cleopatra on the Nile?’’ I

inquired,
““I was her favorite manicurist,”’ she
replied. ‘‘Oh, history, history what

were you without Egypt, and what were
Egypt without Queen Cleopatra!l’’
‘““How did you get this far out of an-
cient history?’’ I asked.
““I am neither strayed nor lost,’’ she
said. ‘‘This is the ghostland of the an-
cients, and no ghost may leave here but
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by the consent of the seyen saered croc-
odiles of the Nile, who never consent.’’

Great Scott! here I was, a ghost just
born, running after the girls of old
Egypt, and I must get the consent of
the seven sacred crocodiles of the Nile,
who never consented, to get back into
a ghostland even as recent as the times
of Pocahontas. I certainly had backed
up on time somewhere without noticing
it. It must have been along that prim-
rose path. Had I gone the full length
of eternity and back again up to ancient
history, as Ben’s blame blue ghost, and
not known it? I must have been stupid
not to have noticed all eternity passing,
but then, I recalled, I had been Ben’s
ghost, and that may have been the why
of my wherefore.

““I’'m going back,’” I told her. “I’ve
a friend waiting back a ways and I'll
send him along to talk it over with you.
He knows ancient history like a personal
diary.”’

““You can not go back,”” she smiled.
““You must go on and on till you ecome
to the ghostland of old King Chaos, and
the time that was before time, and the
maidens of that time.”’

““The girls of chaos!’” I exclaimed.
““They must be a little mixed in their
dates and shapes.”’

“‘Dear, blunt boy,”” she smiled again,
‘“their shapes are as the shapes of shapes
before shapes. You will do well to lin-
ger with my shape, ancient as it is.”’

““Youth is the time to flit,”” I said.
“I will flitter on and see these maidens
of chaos. Little sport-ghost, farewell!’?

“‘Dear boy ghost, farewell!”’ she wept.
‘‘Remember my shape when you behold
the shapes of the maidens of chaos,
whose shapes are as the shapes of shapes
before shapes.’’

I almost lingered at her shapely
speech, and turned back more than once
to admire her shapely outline, but whilst
alive as a man I had ever been a hori-
zon chaser, and the old passion of flesh
was still strong on my young ghost, and
80 I hurried after the horizon and left
behind me this sweet maidenly ghost of
two thousand Egyptian summers.

Soon I left the horizon itself behind
me and came to the ghost-land of
straight lines, where there was no hori-
zon because there were no eurves. This
was the land of checkerboard maidens,
square-mouthed and square-hipped,

square-legged and square-eyed. I soon’

had the holy squares and my ghost suf-
fered every torment of mal-adjustment
to the ladies of the country and the
blame square country itself. Every-
thing in' it was square, from Priscilla
to possibility.

I kicked my young ghost through this
land as fast as it -could be squarely
kicked, and after traveling for two
square moons, came into the ghostland
of the Smell-that-would-be-all, And it
was all! T have met with several young
and elderly smells in my time, as man
and ghost, that were possessed of great
ambition and marvelous genius in their
line of endeavor, and extreme original-
ity, and a promise only exeeeded by their
daring ; but this Smell promised nothing,
gave no hope for further achievement,
held back nothing to spring later, for it
was fulfillment itself,

There was nothing lacking, neither in
body nor persistence, neither in achieve-
ment nor possibility. It was done, per-
fect, geometric, unquestionable, abso-
lute! It arose with me, it lay down
with me, it went before me and followed
behind me. I lingered and it lingered
with me, I hastened on and it had pre-
ceded me. I furnished but the nose and
it did all the rest, willingly, freely,
wholly. Nothing wearied it, nothing
delayed it, nothing obscured it. It had
length, breadth, thickness, and, like im-
agination, the mystic, mysterious fourth
dimension was in it also,

““This is the third morning of the
Great Smell!”’ I said on the third mern-
ing, for I kept the days by it, and that
night was the third night of the Great
Smell. Then the stars came out and
shone above it and smelt to me as the
Great Smell smelt, and the moon was
drawn like a seimitar from the scabbard
of night and hung in thrilling splendor
above, and smelt as the Great Smell
smelt. The next morning was the fourth
morning of the Great Smell, and the fol-
lowing night the fourth night.

Once or twice I suspected that Ben’s
blue ghost was following me, then I con-
cluded that I must be getting closs on
to chaos, and this was the smell of chaos
itself. But one faith sustained my
young ghost through this land of the
Smell-that-would-be-all, and that was
the faith that I was the smeller and not
the smell.

On the sixth day I came out of the
country of the Great Smell into a small
country, which seemed to serve for no
purpose but as a buffer to keep the smell
back from the countries beyond. It
must have been a very diffienlt job for
this little country, requiring great tal-
ent, if not actual genius, by its anti-
odor administration, but that adminis-
tration did its work well and I was no
longer accompanied by the Smell-that-
was-all,

For a few days I rested in this buffer
country, while my young ghost recovered
sufficient strength, verve, and hope to
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go on, then I proceeded advancing at
great speed, as the clear, odorless air
offered little resistance to my blue out-
line. I was so ethercalized that, had it
not been for my rigid identity, I might
have doubted my own existence,

Then I came all of a sudden into the
country of unassembled girls. At first
I could scarcely believe my own ghostly
eyes. All about me, on the green lawns,
among the pleasant trees, were faultless
ankles and busts, and girlish heads, and
hands, and arms, and fect, and shoulders,
and all that goes to make beautiful girls,
except the assembly. All these girlish
installments were alive, attired in ex-
quisite silks and laces, and all were smil-
ing, or dancing, or swaying, or moving
about or faintly stirring. All young
and glowing, and fresh and sweet, All
maddening dear,

I must have lost my head for a time,
for when I came to & more coherent
mind I found I had gathered together a
considerable quantity of the unassem-
bled girl parts without any definite ob-
ject in view. I presume my first glow-
ing idea had been to get plenty of parts
together, then assemble of the fairest
segments ten or twelve complete and
perfect maidens,

On examination I found that I bad
more than sufficient parts for such an
undertaking, and selecting the two fair-
est ankles T proceeded to assemble them
with-two dainty feet, but alas! there was
no coherency between them, and they
would not assemble and remain assem-
bled. Again and again I tried, each
time failing lamentably. It was the
saddest moment of my young ghost life
when I realized that while I had every
girlish segment in the greatest superflu-
ity and perfection, I yet could not as-
semble even a single maiden, and keep
her assembled till she should take one
step, or as much as stand alone.

I would but get a luscious girl assem-
bled on the grass, and then as I sought
to zise her to her feet, she would tumble
apart like a girl of sand, or cards, or
quicksilver, and the parts would move
away from one another. If this was the

work of old King Chaos, I asked just one
whack at old King Chaos,

I worked all that day and night, and
well into the next day, trying to get just
one girl together for just five minutes,
but unsucecessfully. I had all the ma-
terials a husky young ghost could desire,
and every charming variety of that dear
material, but the precious magnetism to
bind the lovely parts together was wholly
lacking.

I all but wept as I kissed a rosy mouth,
then gently lay the girlish head down on
the green grass. I couldn’t use that
girlish petal without the whole, blossom.
It smiled at me and I turned away and,
putting one sad foot before another,
passed out of that land of unassembled
and unassembable girls.

I had gone an hour’s journey when I
came to a large rock, and hearing some-
one conversing behind it I peered around
and saw Ben’s ghost seated near his
ghost bicycle.

“‘Just my blame blue luck,”’ he was
conversing with himself. ‘‘ After getting
her this far, to find I have lost one of
her ankles on the way! And the sweet-
est little ankle this side of poetry! Now
I'll have to ride back and hunt for it,
and I suppose somebody else will have
found it and gone off with it, and I'll
have to take an ankle that doesn’t match,
or do without entirely!”’

I saw that there was a nice clean
plump sack lying by Ben’s bicycle and
I judged that the unassembled girl was
in this sack, perhaps with a number of
duplicate parts.

I came from behind the rock and of-
fered to help Ben hunt for the missing
ankle, yet I questioned the wisdom of
the whole affair, for should he find the
ankle he would still be unable to as-
semble the girl.

“Go to grass!”’ he growled. ‘““What
are you doing, anyway, this far from
your last unpaid bill$**

I told him of my journey and spoke
of the country of the Great Smell, but he
had never heard of it.

““Must have been all in your own
mind,’’ he said. ‘‘But I never discuss
smells in the hearing of a bad odor.”

I looked and saw that meither of his
hands was missing.

‘““How about it1’’ I asked. ‘‘I thought
you lost your hand, and it hung on to
me. Your right hand.”

“‘TI was with you all the time,’” he re-
plied, ‘‘till you met Genevieve Actum,
and then I walked away. I wasn’t blown
up or melted down, but I merely sub-
limated all of my ghost person, except
my right hand, till it was so fine you
couldn’t see it. You’re young yet: when
you’re as old as I am you’ll know half
as many ghostly tricks as I do, and I'll
be older and know twice as many more.”’

I saw that he desired to be left alone
with his bike and the unassembled girl,
and wishing him good luck, I went on
my way. My young ghost had fully re-
covered from the depressing effects of
the country of the Great Smell, and as I
proceeded I began to feel more fit and
sound than a new drum. I soon com-
menced to shout and sing and beat a
great tattoo on my well-stretched spirit,
in pure excess of energy. I had a sud-
den expansion of power and largeness,
like a stick of dynamite at the Instant of
concussion. I wanted to go back and
bite a large piece out of the rock that
had concealed Ben, and then wipe his
blue ghost off the ghostly map.

I was fairly bursting with the pride of
my own remarkable identity. Was I not
the astonishing Robert Jay Tuffley, of
whom there was no duplicate or even
imitation in the whole ghostly universe!
I was beyond duplication, I was beyond
imitation, I was beyond description it-
self | There was none like me, there had
never been another like me, there could
never be another like me! I was the
first, last, intermediate, and only Robert
Jay Tuffley, unique, unapproachable,
with a perfectly rigid identity support-
ing a rip-saw personality! I had been
some man, and now I was some blue
ghost! I would no longer be a blue
ghost! T would aspire higher in the
spectrum of ghostliness! I would be a
green ghost!

I expanded with pride, I dilated with
ambition; I whoofed; I burst into vivid
green!
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No. 3—The Damned Thing
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CHAPTER ONE

One Does Not Always Eat What Is Op
the Tahle

Y the light of a tallow candle which

had been placed on one end of a

rough table a man was reading
something written in a book, It was an
old account boak, greatly worn; and the
writing was not, apparently, very legible,
for the man sometimes held the page
close to the flame of the candle to get a
stronger light on it. The shadow of the
book would then throw into ohsecurity a
half of the room, darkening a number
of faees and flgures; for besides the
reader, eight other men were present.
Seven of them sat against the rough log
walls, silent, motionless, and, the room
being small, not very far fram the table.
By extending an arm any one of them
could have touched the eighth man, who
lay on the table, face upward, partly
covered by a sheet, his arms at his sides.
He was dead,

The man with the baok was not read-
ing aloud, and no one spoke; all seemed
to be waiting for something to oceur; the
dead man only was without expectation.
From the blank darkness outside came
in, through the aperture that served for
a window, all the ever unfamiliar noises
of night in the wilderness—the long
namoless note of a distant coyote; the
stilly pulsing thrill of tireless insects in
ivees; strange eries of night birds, so
different from those of the birds of day;
the drone of great blundering beetles,
and all that mysterious chorus of small
sounds that seem always to have been
but half heard when they have suddenly
ceased, as if conseious of an indiscretion.
But nothing of all this was noted in that
company; its members were not over-
much addicted to idle interest in matters
of no praetical importanee ; that was ob-
vious in every line of their rugged faces
—obvious even in the dim light of the
single candle. They were evidently men
of the vicinity—farmers and woodsmen.

The person reading was a trifle differ-
ent; one would have said of him that he
was of the world, worldly, albeit there
was that in his attire which attested a

certain fellowship with the organisms of
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his environment, His coat would hardly
have passed muster in San Francisco;
his foot-gear was not of urban origin,
and the hat that lay by him on the floor
(he was the only one uncovered) was
such that if one had considered it as an
article of mere personal adornment he
would have missed its meaning. In conn-
tenance the man was rather prepossess-
ing, with just a hint of sternness; though
that he may have assumed or cultivated,
as appropriate to one in authority. For
he was a coroner. It was by virtue of
his office that he had possession of the
book in which he was reading; it had
been fonnd amang the dead man's effects
—in his cabin, where the inquest was
now taking place,

When the coroner had finished read-
ing he put the book into his breast pock-
et, At that moment the door was pushed
open and a young man entered, He,
clearly, waa not of mountain birth and
breeding : he was clad as those who dwell
in cities. His clothing was dusty, how-
ever, from travel. He had, in fact, heen
riding hard to attend the inguest,

The coroner nodded ; no one else greet-
ed him,

“We have waited for you,”’ said the
coronepr. ‘‘It is necessary to have dane
with this business tonight."’

The young man amiled. “I am sorry
to have kept you," he sald. ‘I went
away, not 1o evade your summons, but
ta post to my newapaper an account .of
what I suppose I am reealled to relate.”

The corener smiled.

*‘The account that you posted to your
newspaper,'"' he said, *‘differs, probably,
from that which you will give here under
oath.”’

‘“That,’” replied the other, rather hot-
ly and with a visible flush, ‘‘is as you
please. I used manifold paper and have
a caopy of what I sent. It was nat wait-
ten as news, for it ix ineredible, but as
fietion, Tt may ga as a part of my testi-
mony under oath.”

‘“‘But you say it is ineredible.**

‘“That is nothing to you, sir, if T also
swear that it is true.”’

The coroner was silent for a time, his
eyes upon the floor, The men about the

sides of the cabin talked in whispers, but
seldom withdrew their gaze from the face
of the corpse. Presently the coroner
lifted his eyes and said: ‘‘We will re-
sume the inquest.”’

The men removed their hats. The wit-
Ness Was SWOrl.

*“What is your name?’’ the coroner
asked.

“William Harker.”’

0“ Age?”

‘‘Twenty-seven.’?

““You knew the deceased, Hugh Mor-
gan?”

‘(Yes.l?

‘“You were with him when he died$"

¢*Near him."’

‘“How did that happen—your pres-
ence, I mean?’’

‘Y] was visiting him at his place to
shoot and fish. A part of my purpose,
however, was to study him and his odd,
solitary way of life. He seemed a good
model for a gharaeter in fiction. I some-
times write stories.’?

“I gometimes read them.’

*“Thank you.”?

¢‘Staries in general-—not yours,”?

Some of the jurors laughed. Against
a somber background humor shows high
lights. Soldiers in the intervals of bat-
tle laugh easily, and a jest in the death
chamber congquers by prise.

‘‘Relate the circumstances of this
man’s death,’’ said the coroner. “You
ingy use any notes or memorands that
you please,”’

The witness understoad, Pulling a
manuseript from his breast poeket he
held it near the candle and turning the
leaves until he found the pasasge that
he wanted began to read,

CHAPTER TWO

Whaet May Happen in a Ficld of Wild
Oals

‘. . . The sun had hardly risen when
we left the house. We were looking for
quail, each with a shotgun, but we had
only one dog. Morgan said that our
best ground was beyond a certain ridge
that he pointed out, and we crossed it
by a trail through the chaparral. On
the other side was comparatively level
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groynd, thickly covered with wild oats.
As we emerged from the chaparral Mor-
gan was but a few yards in advance.
Suddenly we heard, at a little distance
to our right and partly in front, a noise
as of some animal thrashing about in the
bushes, which we could see were violently
agitated.

#¢ “We've started a deer,’ I said, ‘I
wish we had brought a rifle.’

“Morgan, who had stopped and was
intently watching the agitated chaparral,
said nothing, but had cocked both bar-
rels of his gun and was holding it in
readiness to aim, I thought him a trifle
excited, wheh surprised me, for he had
a reputation for exceptional coolness,
even in moments of sudden and im-
minent peril,

“40, come,” I said. ‘You are not
going to fill up a deer with quail-shot,
are you?’

¢Qtill he did not reply; but catching
a sight of his face as he turned it slight-
1y toward me I was struck by the intens-
ity of his look. Then I understood that
we had serious business in hand and my
first conjecture was that we had
‘jumped’ a grizzly. I advanced to Mor-
gan’s side, cocking my piece as I moved.

“‘The bushes were now quiet and the
sounds had ceased, but Morgan was as
attentive to the place as before,

¢ “What is it What the devil is it$’
T asked.

¢¢ ‘That Damned Thing!’ he replied,
without turning his head. His voice was
husky and unnatural, He trembled vis-
ibly.

‘I was about to speak further, when I
observed the wild oats near the place of
the disturbance moving in the most in-
explicable way. I can hardly deseribe it.
It seemed as if stirred by a streak of
wind, which not only bent it, but pressed
it down—ecrushed it so that it did not
rise; and this movement was slowly pro-
longing itself directly toward us.

““Nothing that I had ever seen had
affected me so strangely as this unfa-
miliar and unaccountable phenomenon,
yet I am unable to recall any sense of
fear. I remember—and tell it here be-
cause, singularly enough, I recollected
it then—that once in looking carelessly
out of an open window I momentarily
mistook a small tree close at hand for
one of a group of larger trees at a little
.distance away. It looked the same size
a8 the others, but being more distinetly
and sharply defined in mass and detail
seemed out of harmony with them, It
was a mere falsification of the law of
aerial perspective, but it startled, almost
terrified me. We so rely upon the or-
derly operation of familiar natural laws
that any seeming suspension of them is
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noted as a menaece to our safety, a warn-
ing of unthinkable calamity. So now the
apparently causeless movement of the
herbage and the slow, undeviating ap-
proach of the line of disturbances were
distinetly disquieting. My companion
appeared actually frightened, and I
could hardly ecredit my senses when I
saw him suddenly throw his gun to his
shoulder and fire both barrels at the
agitated grain! Before the smoke of the
discharge had cleared away I heard a
loud, savage cry—a scream like that of a
wild animal—and flinging his gun upon
the ground Morgan sprang away and
ran swiftly from the spot. At the same
instant I was thrown violently to the
ground by the impact of something un-
seen in the smoke—some soft, heavy sub-
stance that seemed thrown against me
with great force,

“Before I could get upon my feet
and recover my gun, which seemed to
have been struck from my hands, I heard
Morgan erying out as if in mortal agony,
and mingled with his cries were such
hoarse, savage sounds as one hears from
fighting dogs. Inexpressibly terrified, I
srtuggled to my feet and looked in the
direction of Morgan’s retreat; and may
Heaven in mercy spare me from another
sight like that! At a distance of less
than thirty yards was my friend, down
upon one knee, his head thrown back
at a frightful angle, hatless, his long
hair in disorder and his whole body in
violent movement from side to side, back-
ward and forward, His right arm was
lifted and seemed to lack the hand—at
least, I could see none. The other arm
was invisible. At times, as my memory
now reports this extraordinary scene, I
could discern but a part of his body; it
wadg as if it had been partly blotted out—
I cannot otherwise express it—then a
shifting of his position would bring it all
into view again.

““All this must have occurred within
a few seconds, yet in that time Morgan
assumed all the postures of a determined
wrestler vanquished by superior weight
and strength. I saw nothing but him,
and him not always distinetly. During
the entire incident his shouts and curses
were heard, as if through an enveloping
uproar of such sounds of rage and fury
as I have never heard from the throat
of man or brute!

“‘For a moment only I stood irresolute
then throwing dowa my gun I ran for-
ward to my friend’s assistance. I had a
vague belief that he was suffering from
a fit, or some form of convulsion, Be-
fore I could reach his side he was down
and quiet. All sounds had ceased, but
with a feeling of such terror as even
these awful events had not inspired I
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now saw again the mysterious movement
of the wild oats, prolonging itself from
the trampled area about the prostrate
man toward the edge of a wood. It was
only when it had reached the wood that
I was able to withdraw my eyes and look
at my companion. He was dead.”

CHAPTER FOUR
A Mon Though Naked May Be in Rags

The coroner rose from his seat and
stood beside the dead man. Lifting an
edge of the sheet he pulled it away, ex-
posing the entire body, altogther naked
and showing in the candle-light a clay-
like yellow. It had, however, broad mac-
ulations of bluish black, obviously caused
by extravasated blood from contusions.
The chest and sides looked as if they had
been beaten with a bludgeon. There
were dreadful lacerations; the skin was
torn in strips and shreds.

The coroner moved round to the end
of the table and undid a silk handker-
chief which had been passed under the
chin and knotted on the top of the head.
‘When the handkerchief was drawn away
it exposed what had been the throat.
Some of the jurors who had risen to get a
better view repented their curiosity and
turned away their faces. Witness Hark-
ker went to the open window and leaned
out across the sill, faint and sick, Drop-
ping the handkerchief upon the dead
man’s neck the coroner stepped to an
angle of the room and from a pile of
clothing produced one garment after an-
other, each of which he held up a mo-
ment for inspection, All were torn and
stiff with blood. The jurors did not
make a closer inspection. They seemed
rather uninterested. They had, in truth,
seen all this before; the only thing that
was new to them being Harker’s testi-
mony.

“‘Gentlemen,’’ the coroner said, “‘we
have no more evidence, I think, Your
duty has been already explained to you;
if there is nothing you wish to ask you
may go outside and consider your ver-
dict.”’

The foreman rose—a tall, bearded
man of sixty, coarsely clad,

‘T should like to ask one question, Mr.
Coroner,’” he said. ‘“What asylum did
this yer last witness escape from?’’

“Mr, Harker,’’ said the coroner grave-
ly and tranquilly, ‘‘from what asylum
did you last escapc?’’

Harker flushed erimson again, but
said nothing, and the seven jurora rose
and solemnly filed out of the cabin.

“‘If you have done insulting me, sir,”’
said Harker, as soon as he and the offi-
cer were left alone with the dead man,



““I suppose I am at liberty to go?*’

I"‘Yes.!l

Harker started to leave, but paused,
with his hand on the door latch. The
habit of his profession was strong in him
—stronger than his sense of personal
dignity, He turned about and said:

““The book that you have there—I ree-
ognize it as Morgan’s diary. You seemed
greatly interested in it; you read it
while I was testifying. May I see it?
The public would like—”’

““The book will eut no figure in this

" matter,”” replied the official, slipping it
into his coat pocket; ‘‘all the entries in
it were made before the writer’s death.”’

As Harker passed out of the house the
Jury reentered and stood about the table,
on which the now covered corpse showed
under the sheet with sharp definition.
The foreman seated himself near the
candle, produced from his breast pocket
a pencil and scrap of paper and wrote
rather laboriously the following verdict,
which with various degrees of effort all
signed :

““We the jury, do find that the remains
come to their death at the hands of a
mountain lion, but some of us think, all
the same, they had fits.”’

CHAPTER FOUR
An Ezxplanation from the Tomb

In the diary of the late Hugh Morgan
are certain interesting entries having
possibly, a scientific value as sugges-
tions, At the inquest upon his body the
book was not put in evidence; possibly
the coroner thought it not worth while to
confuse the jury. The date of the first
of the entries mentioned cannot be as-
certained ; the upper part of the leaf is
torn away; the part of the entry re-
maining follows:

““. . . would run in half-cirele, keep-
ing his head turned always toward the
center, and again he would stand still,
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barking furiously. At last he ran away
into the brush as fast as he conld go, I
thought at first that he had gone mad,
but on returning to the house found no
other alteration in his manner than what
was obviously due to fear of punishment.

“Can g dog see with his nose? Do
odors impress some cerebral center with
images of the thing that emitted them?

“Sept. 2—Looking at the stars last
night as they rose above the crest of the
ridge east of the house, I observed them
successively disappear—from left to
right. Each was eclipsed but an instant,
and only a few at the same time, but
along the entire length of the ridge all
that were within a degree or two of the
crest were blotted out. It was as if
something had passed along between me
and them; but I could not see it, and
the stars were not thick enough to define
its ontline, Ugh! I don’t like this.'’

Several weeks’ entries are missing,
three leaves being torn from the book.

‘“‘Sept. 27.—It has been ahout here
again—I find evidence of its presence
every day. I watched again all last
night in the same cover, gun in hand,
double-charged with buckshot, In the
morning the fresh footprints were there,
as before, Yet I would have sworn that
I did not sleep—indeed, I hardly sleep
at all. It is terrible, insupportable! If
these amazing experiences are real I
shall go mad; if they are fanciful I am
mad already.

““Oct. 3.—I shall not go—it shall not
drive me away. No, this is my house, my
land, God hates a coward. . .

““Oct. 5.—I can stand it no longer;
1 have invited Harker to pass a few
weeks with me—he has a level head. I
can judge from his manner if he thinks
me mad.

““Oet. 7.—I have the solution of the
mystery ; it came to me last night--gud-

denly, as by revelation. How simple—
how terribly simple!

‘‘There are sounds that we cannot
hear. At either end of the scale are
notes that stir no chord of that imper-
feet instrument, the human ear. They
are too high or too grave. I have ob-
served a flock of blackbirds oceupying
an entire tree-top—the tops of several
trees—and all in full song, Suddenly
—in a moment—at absolutely the same
instant—all spring into the air and fly
away. How? They coud not all see
one another—whole tree-tops intervened.
At no point could a leader have been
visible to all. There must have been a
signal of warning or command, high and
shrill above the din, but by me unheard.
I have observed, too, the same simultan-
eous flight when all were silent, among
not only blackbirds, but other birds—
quail, for example, widely separated by
bushes—even on opposite sides of a hill,

‘It is known to seamen that a sehool
of whales basking or sporting on the
surface of the ocean, miles apart, with
the convexity of the earth between, will
sometimes dive at the same instant—gll
gone out of sight in a2 moment. The
signal has been sounded—too grave for
the ear of the smilor at the masthead
and his comrades on the deck—~who nev-
ertheless feel its vibrations in the ship
as the stones of a cathedral are stirred
by the bass of the organ.

‘‘As with sounds, so with colors. At
each end of the solar speetrum the chem-
ist can detect the presence of what are
known as ‘actinic’ rays. They repre-
sent colors—integral colors in the com-
position of light—which we are unahle
to discern. The human eye is an imper.
feet instrument; its range is but & few
octaves of the real ‘chromatic seale.’ I
am not mad; there are colors that we
cannot see,

‘““And, God help me! the Damned
Thing is of such a color!”

Rare Animals Discovered on Dipsomania Isle

DOUTOB WILFRED H. 08GOOD, big game hunter and

chief curator of zoology of the Field Museum of Nat-
ural History, Chicago, has just returned from an extensive
expedition through South America, bringing with him 3,000
species of wild animal and bird life, some 80 rare that their

names are still to be discovered.

Among the oddities of the collection are the pudu, South
American for small deer; the huillin, a strange species of
otter; the coypu, which is a large water rat; the huemul,
another type of South American deer; the guanuco, or wild

camel; nandu, which means ostrich, and the viecacha, er
another species of rat that resembles a rabbit,

The bulk of the collection, according to Dr. Osgood, was
found on the isolated Island of Ohiloe, which is about the
size of Vanoouver and lies off the southern coast of Ohile.

It is populated by a tribe of Indians, numbering sbout

100,000, whose chief occupation, Dr. Osgood said, is getting
drunk. They are badly in need of the Volstead act and it
is said that their capacity for aloohol is unsurpassed any-
where in the world,



A Fantastic Bit of Fiction
By FARNSWORTH WRIGHT

THE TEAK-WOOD

H ERE ends the curse of the teak-
wood devil. Its tale of horror
is full, I have brought it here
to this bridge to throw it into the river
before it brings more misery into the
world.

I don’t wonder that you look amazed
at me, sir, for I am much changed since
you last saw me, a scant two months ago.
I am no longer the same woman, for the
power of the teak-wood shrine hes
dragged me through hell. See how the
teak-wood devil grins! ITow the little
rubies of its eyes shine! Do you think
it does not know what it has done to
me—that it is merely a dead thing of
wood and precious stones? It knows
only too well, It has turned my hair
white and lined my face with suffering.
I have forgotten how to smile,

Oh, no, sir, I would rather you did
not take it into your hands. Let me hurl
it over the railing, Let me destroy it at
onee. No, I beseech you, sir! Not for all
the wealth of the world would I give this
jeweled shrine away. It can cause noth-
ing but unhappiness and troubled
thoughts—thoughts so terrible that only
death can chase them away.

No person has ever looked into this
shrine and lived, save only me and one
other—but he was a holy man of India,
and I am dying, My sands are running
out rapidly, I shall welcome death.

This is the Shrine-devil. See how
sleek and yellow it is! How fat and
smiling! 'Was it carved thus, think you,
to quell suspicion and invite the un-
fortunate possessor to touch the ruby
that opens the sliding door? How une-
tuously that little idol guards its terri-
ble secret !

A thousand dollars? No, sir, not for
fifty thousand would I sell it to you, nor
for fifty times fifty thousand. Money
cannot buy happiness for me., But grief
and suffering would attend you if I gave
you this shrine. The seeret locked in its
heart would drive you mad. If death
fajled to hunt you out, you would go in
search of it. For the secret is not to be
borne. I have looked into the shrine and
I still live, but that is because of my
prayers before I touched the jewel that
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released the little panel. Woe is me that
I prayed! For had I not prayed, I might
now be dead, and therefore happy, in-
stead of slowly drowning in the welter
of misery that rises ever higher about
e,

A holy man of India gave the shrine to
a Christian bishop who had done him a
great service.

‘“ Ask and you shall receive,’’ he said;
but he fell upon his knees and bhegged
release from his promise when the bishop
demanded this little teak-wood shrine,

““The bishop knows not what he asks,”’
said the holy man., ‘‘Fain would I grant
him anything but this, for it will bring
him misery and ruin.”’

““Nay, by my holy faith,’’ said the
bishop, ‘““since you have asked me to
choose, and it is no small gervice I have
done you, I will be satisfied with nothing
else but the shrine. I shall annul the
power of the shrine-devil with a Chris-
tian prayer, and show you once more the
impoteney of pagan charms,’”

‘‘Bishop, bishop,’”’ answered the holy
man very gravely, ‘it will take & potent
spell indeed to chain the fat devil of the
teak-wood shrine, And until you find
that potent spell, I conjure you not to
examine the shrine too closely, lest you
touch by chance the little jewel push-
button that opens the door to the mys-
tery within it, for then you will be lost
utterly.”’

““Tonight,’’ said the bishop, ‘‘I shall
open it.”’

‘“Nay,”” said the holy man, *“‘if I
thought you were not jesting, I would
kill you now, and count myself your
benefactor as having saved you from
misery the like of which you ecannot
dream exists.”’

So the bishop gave his promise that
he would not open the shrine. For
months the teak-wood devil smiled at
him from behind the big Bible in his
study and wrought him no manmner of
harm at all, for he had not pressed the
ruby that opens the sliding door.

Then one day guests came to the
bishop’s house, and he told them the
story of the shrine, even as I have related
it to you. One of them took it into his

hands and curiously examined the jewels
that were embedded in the teak. As he
examined it, his face turned ghastly
pale, and he stared like a man whose eyes
are fixed open in death, for by chunce
he had touched the ruby and opened the
sliding door.

Then he uttered a laugh so mirthless,
so terrible, that one of the women
shrieked and fainted dead away. It was
plein that the man was a maniae.

The boshop took fromn his hands the
shrine, and touched in his turn the re-
vealing ruby. The panel slid back again,
and the bishop found himself looking
into the interior of the shrine.

““There is nothing here at all,”’ he ex-
claimed, ‘‘but McRae has gone mad from
terror.”’

Then suddenly the bishop’s face went
white, as he realized what he had seen.
He sank to his knees and prayed. McRae
broke away from the group and ran to
his lodgings in the English quarter of
that native village. When they went for
him he lay dead on the floor, grasping
tightly in his hand the revolver with
which he had slain himself. The bishop
never ceased to ery out for death, and he
passed away in delirium within a week.

THERE was in the bishop’s household
a native servant, who had listened to
his master’s recital and witnessed the
tragic results of opening the shrine, He
determined to possess the treasure, be-
cause of the jewels that shone between
the yellow hands of the image. The
gervant was very cautious, for he feared
lest he might himself experience the
agony of soul that had killed the bishop
and caused McRae to slay himself. He
visited a seer, therefore, and paid ten
rupees for a spell to bind the teak-wood
devil. Then the servant took the shrine
from the bishop’s study, and fled with
it to Singapore, where he tried to dispose
of it. But the shops all turned against
him, and offered him litile or nothing
for his treasure, for they said the jewels
were of no value,

Disconsolate, the servant took the
shrine between his knees and tried to dig
out the rubies that lay between the ?:nds
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of the guardian image, for he thought
they must be large and perfect. Tnad-
vertently, he touched the ruby push-
button, and the panel slid back for an
instant, and he saw the mystery.

His heart was troubled, but he did not
understand what he had seen. This was
because of the spell put upon him by the
seer. Because he had not understood,
he explored the mystery again, and the
door slid back a second time. And now
he knew.

The power of the incantation was ex-
hausted, for it was purchased with
stolen rupees. A veil fell away from the
servant’s eyes, and he saw into the shrine
with a clear brain and full understand-
ing of what he looked upon. He knew
now why poor McRae had killed himself,
and why the bishop had prayed for
death.

Concealing the shrine in a fold of his
sash, the servant went down to the water-
front to cast it away. He stood on the
wharf and watched a liner about to move
away across the ocean. A great envy fell
upon him of all those people, because
they were ignorant of the secret hidden
in the shrine, and could therefore still
be happy. With this envy came also a
great wave of self-pity, for the teak-wood
devil was seourging his brain, and he
knew that he could never smile again.

Then he took the terrible thing from
his sash, to throw it into the sea. The
jewels that were the eyes of the teak-
wood image threw out a strange light,
and an Ameriean, hurrying to board the
ship, stopped with a shrill whistle, and
demanded to see the curious object. The
servant refused, but the American per-
sisted, and offered much money for the
treasure. The man shook his head sadly,
and told the American the whole history
of the shrine, as he had heard it from
the bishop, even as I have repeated it to
you.

‘The American forced into the serv-
ant’s hands a roll of bills, and rushed up
the gang-plank with the shrine in his

_arms, for the men on the ship were call-
ing to him. The servant waved the bills
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at him frantically, and struggled to fol-
low him, but the deck-hands stopped him,
the gang-plank was pulled up, and the
liner moved slowly away.

The American dived into his state-
room and concealed the objeet in the
covers of his berth. Then he returned
to the deck. A crowd was gathered on
the dock, and there was a great commo-
tion, but of the bishop’s servant there
was no sign. He had jumped into the
sea.

The American was John Aubrey, my
late master, who first told me the story
of the shrine on his return from India.
He told me the tale again two months
ago, with madness gleaming from his
eyes, and begged me to destroy the thing,
to throw it into the river, to let it sink
where human eyes would nevermore look
upon it,

You were my master’s friend, and to
you I can talk. It was this feak-wood
shrine that killed him. He took it from
the mantel to show it to me. Disbe-
lieving its power, disbelieving the entire
story told him by the bishop’s servant
at Singapore—for he had been unable to
find the hidden spring of the shrine—he
suddenly, by an evil chance, pressed the
ruby, and the panel slid open. He tried
to prevent it from closing, and inserted
the nail of his little finger, but the door
slid back into place notwithstanding,
after he had caught a fleeting glimpse
into the very heart of the shrine.

He laughed triumphantly to think he
had at last found the touch-button. He
was as excited as a small boy over his
discovery. That was because he did not
yet know what he had seen. But soon he
began to worry, and his face grew slowly
more and more drawn, as the terrible
truth began to take hold of his brain. His
eyes filled with dread. His brows con-
tracted in horror. He made me promise
to destroy the shrine., Then he went o
his room and locked the door.

I concealed the object, which I now
hated with all my soul, for I wanted no
more misery brought into the world by
its hideous means. I was called at the

inquest, with the other servants, but I

told only what the others told, about how
we heard the shot, and broke open the
door, and found our master lying dead
on the floor of his bedroom. But of the
teak-wood shrine, and the hidden panel,
and the fat devil with the woodeh belly
and the ruby eyes, I said not a word
to anybody.

And then I prayed—God, how I
prayed !—that unto me it might be given
to release the world from this horror.
Then I touched the ruby and saw what
it was that the teak-wood image was
guarding so complacently. It is because
of my prayers that I am undergoing this
life in death, this burden of misery, in-
stead of being happy in the grave,

It must be in answer to my prayers
that today I have the strength to bring
the shrine to this bridge to throw it into
the muddy waters. When that is done
I shall be ready to die. My life is ebb-
ing, and I am moving swiftly to my
grave, [ have read the teak-wood devil’s
secret, and all the sweetness and light
have gone from my life.

Give me back the shrine, sir, or else
fling it with your own hands, at once and
forever, into the blessed depths of the
water. No, no, sir, you must not look
for the jewel! At once, fling it, or you
will be yourself its victim !

Oh, oh! You have done it! You have
looked !—

What horrid sound is that?—You
laugh, but that is because you do not yet
know.—Now, do you begin to realize?—
You know now what I have suffered. You
have entered upon the path that can end
only in death.

Oh, oh, oh!—Help me, you at the end
of the bridge—Oh, gentlemen, hurry!—
That is where they sank!—Look, they
are going down for the third time!
They are lost, they are gone! He and
the teak-wood devil! Heaven be thanked!

And now, sirs, you may take me away
—to a hospital, or an asylum for the
insapne. It matters not where, for my
days are numbered. Nothing matters any
more, for the curse of the teak-wood
devil is ended. Good sirs, take me away.



A Five-Minute Yarn, With
An Unexpected Twist at the End

THE MONEY LENDER

By VINCENT STARRETT

man suddenly, with sqmething
between & snarl and a ery,
The door marked ““ Private’’ opened to
admit a shrinking figure, then was dis-
creetly closed.

The man who had entered giggled
hysterically by way of greeting, remov-
ing a cracked derby at the same instant.
He was stoop-shonldered and frail. His
underlip quivered euriously. Yet in his
attitude there was a sort of desperate
humor, a pathetic braggadocio. He
waited in twitching nervousness, twirl-
ing his eracked derby in his hands.

“Sit down!” said Martin Hoganson,
immersed in a letter file. Hig voice grated
‘like a rusty hinge, but the words were
automatie.

The man addressed jumped as if the
penetrating voice had been a sudden
knife thrust sharply into him. His
maudlin giggle again escaped. He
dropped into a chair near the door and
swung his left leg over his right, then
after a moment reversed the perform-
ance.

Finally, he placed both feet squarely
together before him on the floor. His
pale eyes fixed themsolves upon a calen-
dar on the rcar wull. The calendar had
been the gift of a great hanking institu-
tion; the legend across its top panel
read: ‘‘Pay All Bills By Check. You
Will Spend Less Mouey T'his Way Than
If You Have The Cash About You.”

In a moment the scarcher at the oak
cabinet swung to attention. Ile glanced
at the man in the chair out of pouched
eyes, then darted a look at the clock.

‘““Right on the dot, ch, Smith?”’ he
observed.

The visitor’s voice eracked in a mirth-
less Juugh. “‘I was an office man ny-
self, once.”

“Were yuh?" asked Martin Hogan-
son, without interest. As the other did
not vreply, he continued: ““Well, I
s’pose yuh didn’t make an appointment
to tell me that, eh?’’

Martin Hoganson’s annerisms were
peculiar, IHis life bad been attempted
twice,

"SEND him in!"’ cried the warty

‘““Ha, ha| Of course not,*’ giggled the
vietim of this pleasant irony,

1f only Hoganson were not so damned
fat, he thought! Others in their time
had been irritated by Mr. Hoganson’s
fatness,

““I guess you know why I'm here, Mr.
Hogenson,’! smirked the man Bmith, “I
wrote a letter, . , I haped. . ."

““I read it,”* sald Martin Hoganson,
“‘and of all the damn drivel I ever read
it was the worst,"

The visitor was shoaked,

““I hoped. . .”

“Yeeh," sald Hoganson, with deep
seorn, ‘‘they all do! And what good
does hoping do me? They all hope, and
none of 'em pay."

“You mean you won't. ..
can’t. . . 7'

““Nothin® dein’!"’ said Martln Hogan-
son solidly, *‘‘That's flat, Smith! Yuh
oughta know better."

The thin man drooped in his chair.
This was what he had feared. His
forced smile vanished.

‘“Mr. Hoganson,’’ he said desperately,
“I ain't lylng! My wife's slck. , . I’'m
sick, . . T can't do it! I ain't lazy. I'm
willing to work; but you know what
chance a man’s got at my age!’’ Eagerly
confidential, he concluded: “‘I ain’t even
got the rent!”’

The money lender toyed thoughtfully
with a penholder.

‘““You’ve had time, Smith,”’ he said.
““We been pretty lenient. We extended
your time two weeks ago. Las’ month
you was three weeks late, and month
before that you was a week late. Looks
like we been pretty good to yuh. I ain't
8 hard man, but I can't afford to get
sentimental,®’

““You couldn’t give ma just a week?”’
pleaded Smith.

““Not a day!”’ said Hoganson. “I’m
awful sorry, Smith, but there y’are! I'm
a business man, and so are you. Senti-
ment don’t pay. You kunow that. You
knew what you was doin’ when you
signed our agreement. We made good,
and you didu’t; that’s all. It’s all
straight—and it’s all legal !”’

yon

He looked deflantly at his visitor, as if
daring him to deny it. The little man
was blinking. He seemed, somehow, to
have shrunk in height.

‘“‘Can’t you give a fellow a chance?’’
he whispered.

¢ A chanee!’! echoed the money lender.
] ain’t drivin’ yuh! It ain’t me! This
is plain business. Smith, ean’t yuh see?®’

He adjusted his tie reproachfully. The
rings on his lifted fingers angered his
visitor, who leaped to his feet.

‘“Business be. . . !”” At the height
of his indiseretion, Smith weakened. ‘I
gotta have it!’’ he said, ‘‘I tell you 1
gotta have it! (Good God!’’ he hoarsely
whispered, ‘‘don’t you ever think of any-
thing but business? Don’t it mean any-
thing that you’re breaking me?”’

“T ain’t goin’ to argue with yuh,”
said Hoganson. ‘‘You’re excited,”’

“Exeited!”’

Quite suddenly Smith became exaited.
He went to pieces in an instant.

““You lying erook!’” he shrilled. *‘You
damn thief | You. ..

The money lender smiled.

“Tut, tut,”” he deprecated. *‘‘This
won't do, Smithl I'm treatin’ yuh
pretty white—pretty white! I told yuh
I’m sorry for yuh. Look here, now: you
go out and rustle up the money some
place—any place—and bring it in to-
morrow. That’ll give yuh a day. 1
don’t wanta be hard on yuh. 1llere, have
a smoke on me!”’

He extracted a gaudy cigar box from
a drawer and extended it across the flat
desk,

The man Smith seemed frozen with
horror. 1lle resisted an impulse to seize
4 handful of the costly cigars and hurl
them into the face of Martin Hoganson.
Then the ghastly humor of the situation
struck him; his anger became deadly. He
stretched out a hand and transferred
one of the cigars from the box to his
pocket.

“All right, Hogauson,”’ he said inso-
lently. ““T’ll take it—because I think it’s
the only thing you ever gave away for
nothing. I want to save it—as a sou-

venir—in case I should forget you!*’
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His eyes fell again upon the calendar.
“Pay all bills by check,”” it said. ‘‘You
will spend less money—"’

He turned away, a crooked smile twist-
ing at his mouth. Martin Hoganson
watched him with puzzled eyes. Vaguely
alarmed, the money lender saw his
visitor open the door; heard the door
close behind him. With a swift shrug
the warty man resumed his earlier occu-
pation.

UTSIDE the tall building, the man
Smith stopped, bewildered. He was
still dazed.

About him were hurrying men who
looked at their watches, and walked with
nervous haste. Messenger boys drifted
in and out of the maze of traffic, with
inceredible aceuracy. A stream of autos
and trucks rolled up the street on one
side and down the street on the other.
Street cars clanged past; Smith knew
that they were carrying busy men on
their way to keep business appointments.
He glanced up at the lines of telegraph
wires strung above his head, and seemed
to hear them hum with unseen messages
. « . business messages, . .

Everything spoke of business, the
hideous monster that had ruined him,
and that now threatened to engulf his
family. It was as if the whole mystery
of life, its madness, its futility, suddenly
had been made clear to him. . . The
corner on which he stood marked the in-
tersection of two business thoroughfares
in onme of the largest business cities of
the world.

It was all for money! How he hated
it—money!—the golden calf before
which bowed down in idolatry an in-
sane universe. Something like this was
in his thought; but the utterance,
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struggling for articulation, came forth
as tears, God!

The kids would expect him at home
shortly. A horrible humor lurked in
the situation. The money he so despised
was what he needed most. Well, he had
made up his mind to get it!

From his side pocket he drew forth the
expensive cigar—Hoganson’s cigar. He
looked at its rich coloring, its garish
label. A smile curled his lips. He tore
away the paper band, and ground it be-
neath his heel, finding a savage pleasure
in the childish performance. He had
said he would keep the cigar, but would
he? It had been a senseless remark. . .
theatrical! He would do better to erush
it in his hands, as if it were Hoganson’s
oily throat; or—happy thought!—mail
it back to its abominable donor!

But anger was past. Coolness was
what he needed now. As for the cigar—
By Heaven, he would smoke it!

‘With the eynical humor of a defeated
man, he touched a mateh to the weed
and watched the smoke curl past its
fiery tip.

As he smoked, he mused, knocking the
ash from his cigar onto a window-ledge
of the tall building that braced his back.
High up in the building were the offices
of Martin Hoganson. . . who by night-
fall would have ceased to exist.

In his pocket there was left just
enough to buy something he had thought
he would never have occasion to use;
something his wife was afraid to have
around the house, because of the kids
... They would expeet him home
shortly!"

He smiled at the little heap of ash on
the window-ledge, and without framing
the thought knew that it was significant

of life. Then he hurled the cigar butt
into the street and rapidly walked away.

WHEN Martin Hoganson left the

building, an hour later, a husky
breeze was blowing. He turned up his
collar, muttering suave imprecations.
His mind still vaguely dwelt on the
deadly whiteness of the man Smith’s
face.

‘““Damn him!”’ said Hoganson, as he
moved toward the curb, ‘‘he almost
threatened me. A fella like that is
dangerous; he oughta be in jail. By
God, if he knew I didn’t dare close him
up, he’d make trouble. I’ll bet he’s
scared stiff! He’ll get the coin some-
where. 1 know these fellas; they can
always get coin somewhere, when they
have to!”’

‘With this logical and pleasing thought,
Martin Hoganson stepped off the curb-
stone into the street. At the same in-
stant a little puff of wind caught the
heap of cigar ash on the window-ledge
and scattered it. A flake of inconsider-
able size blew swiftly toward the street.
It lodged in the money lender’s eye.

With an oath, Hoganson drew a hand-
kerchief from his pocket and applied it
to the smarting member, He had taken.
several steps into the road, but now he
turned to retrace them. The handker-
chief was still tightly pressed to his eye.

““‘Look out!’’ shrieked a man’s voice,
in sudden fear. .. and there came a
grinding of brakes and the shriek of a
motor siren.

Then something exploded in Martin
Hoganson’s brain ; and as the automobile
came to a stop the watchers knew—if
they gave it thought—that all the money
in the world would not restore the breath
of life to that lump of sudden clay.




The Bloodstained Parasol

A Study in Madness
By JAMES RAVENSCROFT

ITHIN the room were sounds
Wthat were unpleasant to hear.

They were dreadful maniacal
shouts of command, shrill eries of terror,
the more awfnl because -constantly
broken by hoarseness, and moanings of
infinite tenderness and sadness.

‘‘He is in one of his spells,’’ the atten-
dant said. ‘‘Perhaps it would be just
as well not to sce him now. It is not a
picture that you would want to earry
with you.”’

The attendant’s voicc was onc of
gentle solicitude and pathoy. Doubtless
long service in the place had made it so.
It was a private sanitavium, in the Na-
tional Capitul, for the hopelessly insane,
‘to which my profession as speeinlist and
alienist gained me admittance.

The sounds hypnotized me; [ could
not turn away. The sinall iron grating
in the upper part of the door drew me
like a magnet, and I went and looked
into the room.

A pale-faced, emaciated, wild-looking
man, standing in the middle of a bare
mattress on a heavy iron bedstead, was
yelling and gesticulating madly at some
imagimary object at the bottom of the
door.

‘‘Get away, cursc you, get away!”’ he
eried frantically. ‘‘Begone, you brute!
Out of my sight! Would to God I had
burned you as fine as ashes! Oh-h-h-h-h!
Oh-h-h-h-h!”’

The groans which ended the fury ean-
not be deseribed; they were those of a
soul in agony. His whole appearancc
was that of one convulsed with & terror
as of death.

At first he did not see me as I peered
through the grating; his eyes, bright
with the glitter of madness, were fixed
in a fearful stare at the bottom of the
door.

““It is over for a while,’’ said the at-
tendant.

The words roused the man and he
raised his eyes to the grating. A wan
smile of relief broke the expression ot
horror on his face, and he at once
stepped off the bed and came to the door.
A beady sweat, not the kind caused by
heat, though the day was sultry, was on
his brow and upper lip, and his body
relaxing from the tension of the spell,

was shaking with a nervous palsy. He
was clad in pajamas of some coarse white
material and his feet were bare.

‘‘Pardon me,”’ he spoke in low tones
and with an accent of breeding, ‘‘but
that infernal dog distracted my atten-
tion and I didn’t see you. I'm glad you
came. I remember you quite well, in-
deed. You were doing interme work,
were you not?’’

I yielded to his humor, grateful that
I could help to case his tortured spirit,
and nodded affirmatively.

The glitter in his eyes scemed to be
intensified, and putting his face almost
against the grating, as though he meant
his speech to be confidential, he said:

‘‘Perhaps you saw her?’” Ilis voice
was almost a whisper. ‘““She¢ came in
when I was dissecting. I was always
dissceting, then, always disseeting. Un-
derstand? I cut things up, alive and
dead, dead and alive. That was the be-
ginning of the hell.”

He said it so sanely, so remorsefully
that I, startled, looked closely at him.
Reason appeared to be reinstated on her
throne. Then he broke out again.

“1 eut them to pieces, but I didn’t
burn the picces and they escaped, out of
the windows, through the keyhole. They
even hid in the pockets of my clothes
until I was on the street, and then they
would leap out and dart away.”’

1Te moistened his thin, dry lips with
his tongue and took hold of the bars of
the grating, and went on:

‘“No, I didn*t burn the pieces and they
escaped. That dog follows me in pieces.
At night its feet scratch at the bottom of
the door and its eyes look in between the
bars of this window. Tts red, dripping
tongue lies on the bed beside me and its
hot, horrible breath smothers me. Its
footsteps trot up and down the floor and
its hellish moans and whines drive me
crazy. Listen! It was alive. That’s why
she struck me! A soft, white thing it
was, and I threw up my hand and caught
it. She dropped it and I took it and
kept it. That’s it, standing m the cor-
ner over there,”’

Involuntarily I shuddered and looked
toward the corner designated by his
gesture. There was nothing in any of
the corners.

‘“ And after the dog is gone, she comes.
She comes slipping, slipping. I can’t
hear her, I can’t see her. She comes to
get her parasol. But when she see the
bloodstains on it she turns to a ghost. T
try to wash the stains out, but I can’t.
Every time I put water on them they
spread.”’

He leaned closer to the bars, and with
one cye cantiously on the attendant, he
whispered :

“I’'m working on a solution that will
entirely remove the bloodstains, so she
will take the parasol, for when she does
the dog will lcave, and then I can get a
long, quiet rest.”

He paused and looked fartively
avound the room, and then began his
awful babblings again.

He called piteously after me as the
attendant took my arm and drew me
away. I remembered little else that 1
saw in the sanitarium.

‘“Tell me about him,”’ I implored, as
soon as we were out of hearing of his
cries. “Who is he? How did he eome
to be here?"’

The attendant hesitated.

“Not every onc should hear that
story,’’ he remarked, thoughtfully, as if
half talking to himself, ‘‘but, of course,
with you, a specialist, it is different.’’

He took me to a chair on a porch.
From there I could see into a section
of the grounds of the inmates, where be-
nighted beings were engaged in assuming
their various and fantastie roles of mad-
ness

“HIS pame I shall not tell you,’’ he

began, ‘‘for that is a secret and
very properly so. I shall only relate
briefly what happened to him, as it came
to me from his mother. His people are
prominent and wealthy. It wrecked his
mother’s life, but the only thing that
could be done was to give him up to this
place. When they come here to see him
they wait until he is comparatively free
from symptoms of an attack, and then
they go look in at the grating, as you
did. Strange to tell, he recognizes only
one of them, a sister, but he believes her
to be a sister who died some two or threc

years before he bécame insane,
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‘“‘Every possible care is given him and
every famous specialist in the country
has examined him. They say it is use-
less to hope; that he will be raving mad
to the end of his days. When the fury
seizes him he will hurl at his imaginary
tormentors anything he can lift. That
is why his room has nothing in it but a
bed, and that is fastened to the floor with
heavy cleats., The mattress, made ot
material that resists his nails, is securely
attached to steel slats riveted to the bed
frame, and there is no covering. Blankets,
spreads, pillows and sheets were given

him at first and he rent them to tatters

fighting the ‘dog.” In the winter his
room is kept so warm that covering is
not needed.

‘‘His was accounted one of the bright-
est minds at the medical college in which
he was a professor. It was predicted that
he would do great things in surgery. He
was making a special research in the
field of vivisection. As he himself says,
every time he can get some one to listen,
that was the beginning of the hell.

‘‘He was engaged to marry one of the
loveliest young women of his eity. From
what I was told, she was as lovely in
spirit as she was in peron. The woman,
it was said, was the real foree that moved
his work at such amazing strides. He was
eager to give her of the very best of his
energies and talents,

‘“ As a quiet and close observer of life,
‘I am sometimes almost persuaded to be-
lieve in fate. The story is that a whim
possessed his fiancée to ‘go through’ the
medical college, just, I presume, as a
whim possessed you to go through this
place. She said nothing to him of her
intention for she wanted to surprise him.

“Two girl friends accompanied her,
and together they explored. An attend-
ant, who must have been exceedingly
careless, was directing them, and at a
certain place in their adventure fate
willed, that he should be called elsewhere
for a few minutes. In those few minutes
a man was doomed to madness, a
woman’s heart was broken, and several
lives were made desolate.

“THE place where the attendant left
them was in a corridor by the lab-
oratory where dissecting and other ex-
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perimental work was done. The doctor’s
flancée opened & door of the room and
peeped in. At the opposite side a man
with his back to her was working over
some objeect. She at onee recognized the
familiar figure, and, as fate would have
it, she was seized with the caprice to steal
up behind him. Telling her companions
who he was, and bidding them wait in
the eorridor for the attendant, she went
in, softly closed the door and noiselessly
tiptoed along the aisle between benches.

“‘If there had been more light—but
why say ‘if,’ other than if fate had not
taken her there that day? Her lightly-
slippered feet made no sound and she
stood behind him unnoticed. He might
have heard, but he was deeply engrossed
in his work.

“‘She tilted slightly on one foot to look
past him at the objeet which so held his
attention. She gazed a moment, and
then, as though forgetting his presence,
she sprang to his side. A dog was
stretched on the dissecting board. How
she discovered the fact is a mystery, un-
less she saw with the inner and more
penetrating vision, but she did see evi-
dences of life in an animal that had
been carefully prepared, by all the
modern methods, as a subject for the
dissector.

““The doctor dropped his instrument
and stood staring at her, speechless, Had
she dropped from above he could mnot
have been more amazed and startled.

““ ‘It is alive!” the girl gasped.

““*‘Yes,” he admitted. ‘You had
better not look at it. Please come away.
How did you get here?’

‘“The girl never moved nor took her
eyes from him.

“ ‘It is in the interest of the science
of saving and preserving human life,’
he began to explain. Nog doubt a cold
fear was creeping into his heart at the
sight of her. ‘It is dome in nearly all
colleges and hospitals, you know. The
animal is under a powerful anesthetic
and does not feel pain.’

‘‘ A moment more she stood, so the tale
goes, as though transfixed, and then—

‘“‘You fiend, you coward!” she

screamed, as she struck him in the face
with her parasol. She swung it with all

her strength for a second blow and he
threw up his hands to ward it off. There
were red smears where he touched it, and
when she saw them she flung the parasol
from her and swooned.

‘““Her companions, from where they
were waiting in the corridor, heard the
scream and the commotion, and rushed
in just as the doctor was picking her up,
and ran after him as he carried her to
another room. He told them that she
had fainted at the sight of the dissecting
table.

““It was a fatal day for the doctor. In
his excitement he bad forgotten to wipe
his hands before he lifted the girl, and
there were red finger marks on her white
dress. Almost as soon as she revived .
she saw them, and swooned again, And
when she again revived she began trying
to tear off the dress, like she had lost her
reason. One of her companions tele-
phoned to her home and fresh eclothes
were brought. It was perhaps all of an
hour later when, sick and too weak to
walk, she was carried from the room to
which the doctor had taken her.

‘““That was the end. The doctor
pleaded with the girl’s father and
mother, but in vain. She never again
permitted him to see her. She said she
would as soon marry a murderer. Night
after night he paced the sldewalk in
front of her home, and went away only
when the lateness of the hour and the
vacaney of the street made him con-
spicuous.

‘‘He gave up his college work, neglect-
ed his personal appearance, and at last
became like a haunted man. Many dark
tales of what had happened were whisp-
ered among friends and aequaintances
of the two families. The girl became a
nervous wreck and finally her people
broke up their home and moved to a
distant eity.

““Then something in the doctor’s brain
cracked, and, well—you have seen for
yourself,”’

He arose, a gentle reminder that he
could not then spare me more of his time,
As we shook hands in parting, he said:

‘‘Vivisection may, possibly, be of serv-
ice to medical and surgical science, but it
has nothing to do with love.”



EIRD adventures, it seems, are not confined to

the printed page. Life is full of them. And
quite often the unusual things that actually
happen are even more remarkable than the
strange events (wholly fictitious) that you encounter in
WEIRD TALES,

In our mail this morning are letters from persons who not
only read WEIRD TALES—and enjoy reading it and tell
us so—but who also can speak, from first-hand knowledge,
of weird experiences. And they enjoy these, too, and like-
wise write to tell us about them,

‘We remarked last month, in this department, that almost
everybody likes to read a weird tale occasionally. And
now, after going through our morning mail, we feel urged
to add that people also like to live them.

Among these letters that we mention is one from Zahrah
E. Preble of New York City, wha recently joined the Hen-
dricks-Hodge Archeological Expedition that journeyed to
New Mexico for the purpose of digging into the prehistorie
customs of an ancient people. Miss Preble is now with the
expedition at Zuni, New Mexico, and from there she writes
us thus:

*My dear Mr. Baird: I am oonvinced that the
Zunis arve adepts at rain making. The sky had
been cloudless until the old priests started to the
8acred Lake, 60 miles away. Then fajnt wisps be-
gan to form into clouds. But no rain fell until
day before yesterday, when the rain priests from
Zuni came out to the sacred spring in Ojo Caliente,
and met the returning pilgrims from the BSaored
Lake. Here we were allowed to witness a most
wonderfully impressive and reverent ceremony. I
think we are perhaps the only white peaple, with
the exception of Frank Hamilton Cushing and Mrs,
Matilda Stevenson, who have ever been allowed to
gee this part of the ceremony. But our camp was
given not only that privilege, but the ons of taking
motion pictures of it, so that the Museum of the
American Indian, Heye Foundation, would have the
record, Before we left the mountain side the rain
waa falling in torrents.

‘‘Yesterdsy the ceremony was augmented by the
mere spectacular and better-kmown ‘Rain Dance,'
in Zumi, It is a beautiful and solemn performance,
Rain fell last night in oopious quantities. Today
it ia raining as I write this, and the music of the
waters is drumming on my tent fly. I say that the
Zuyis are great rain makers, and that Faith is the
keynote of their ability!

‘“S8a far, I have been too busy absorbing new
sights and sounds to do much writing, but, if the
wind does not blow too hard each day, I hope to
aceamplish something before long.

R

‘“There is an interesting historical tale of the
murder of Father Latrado, right in front of the old
Spanish Mission church, in 1670, which is one of the
most pioturesque parts of the Hawikuh ruins.
Porhaps I can reoonstruct that sceme sufficiently
weirdly to make a good yarn for you. I will keep
it in mind.”’

Those of our readers who are intrigued by the oceult—
and we believe that many of them are—will probably be
interested in the next letter, which comes from F. A. Ells-
Over of San Diego, California:

“Dear Friend: I fully realize that the death of
Oaptain Buckman (in the accompanying story) is
soemingly far from logical. Not that I believe,
personally, that it is possible; yet some occultists
oonoede the actuality of such phenomena.

“T obtained the idea for this weird climax in an
ocoult paper the name of which I have forgotten—
it is so long ago—but I could not forget the article,
It was an account of a materializing seance, at
which a well known medium was succeasfully evok-
ing physical manifestations of the dead. Closely
watched, he could plainly be seen in his cabinet;
and the phantasm of a dear departed male was
taking form.

“In the group was a young, impetuous fellow
who had never before dabhled in that sort of thing
—and bhe was scared stiff. The thing had become
substance, abjectively, now, and it ambled slowly
toward the young man,

‘It came closer. The boy’s hair stood straight
up. The thing brushed his sleeve as it paased,
sending strange ghivers up his spine. With a yell,
he lashed out with a mean left to the phantom’s
right eye; then closed with it, wrestling. The
thing disintegrated in his arms. He fainted. But—

‘“‘The next day the medium was very sick and
used up. And his right eye was black as black
can he!

‘That is the artiole. I can’t vouch for its truth;
but it is as near as I can remember & true account
of the piece I read years ago in that occult paper.
Evidently the medjum had materialized his own
Astral body, and the blow refleoted in his physical
shell. Science elaims that the witches of old used
this same process.

‘'At any rate, dear Ed. (coincidence, the abbre-
viation of your name and occupation are the
same!) I send this in for what it is worth
They say nothing is impossible, and who sabes the
oooult?

‘‘And if nothing is impossible—and if you leave
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your glasses t’home—you MIGHT oconsider this
story for pub.

“N. B.—Anyway, you started something when
your magazine made its first appearance. At least
with me. Man, it's a whangdoodle—that’s what it
is! I bought your first issue through ouriosity;
I've purchased the following ones by design. . .
You don't need my good luck wishes, All who have
read my copies (I pass them around to my friends)
have become fans.”

Still another letter concerning eerie things in real life
comes from Curtis F. Day, of 38 Browning Road, Somerville,

Mass., and here it is:

‘“My Dear Mr. Baird: I have just been reading
your second issue of WEIRD TALES. It's just
the kind of magazine I hoped would start some-
time. I think it fascinatingly interesting.

‘“One of the most weird experiences that a man
or woman can have is that of being buried alive.
I have been greatly interested in this matter and
have collected a deal of material along this line.
Would not a department of authentic cases of living
burial interest your readers? I have talked with
two people who were buried alive, but were rescuned
in time and the account of their hallucinations and
feelings is about as weird as anything I ever read
in Poe or any of the older writers. I also have the
facts in many other cases.’’

And Catherine H. Griggs, of 69 Randolph Avenue, Water-
bury, Conn., dwells, in her letter to us, on both the afore.

mentioned subjects. This is what she has to say:

‘““My Dear Mr. Baird: WEIRD TALES seems
to fill a much needed place in modern fiction, al-
ready overrun with detective stories, or those of
the ‘confession’ type. If you keep your magaxzine
to its present policy it should be a great success.
The contents of the first number are most pleasing
and show better literary quality than the average
short story. . .

‘‘May I, as an admiring reader, venture a sugges-
tion—if it seems practical? As a member of the
Bociety for Psychic Research, I happen to know
that they have many really absorbing short stories,
wublished in the monthly Journal, told in the first

erson by the individual who had the experience,
+ do not know what legal red tape surrounds such
matters, but, if possible, I think it would be inter-
esting to have just one such story in each issue of
WEIRD TALES, quoted directly from the Society
for Psychic Research. . .

‘““In the November, 1918, issue, for instance, I
wrote an account of how my mother and aunt
seemed to see a ghost in an old hotel in Vienna.
Later they learned that the hotel had been the resi-
dence of the Dukes of Wurtemberg, and their
rooms were part of the private suite; and the old
gentleman seen by my aunt was identified by her
from the likeness of a portrait statue on the stairs.
She had not seen the statue before she saw the old
m"

WE take it that all our readers enjoyed Paul Ellsworth

Triem’s thrilling serial, ‘‘The Evening Wolves,”’ which
we published in our last two issues; and, assuming that you
will likewise be interested in what he has to say about us,
also about weird fiction in general, we have pleasure in
quoting this letter from him:

‘“‘Dear Mr. Baird: I intended to send you this
story last week, but some trade paper business came
up that had to be covered at once. At any rate,
here it is now. If you like it and want more, better
let me know as soon as convenient.

‘““We—the Triem family-—have just been giving
the second number of WEIRD TALES a thorough
reading, and I want to congratulate you on it. In
some ways we are the typical American family.
We want everything in a story—thrills, plausibility,
-convincingness, live characters and a concrete and
effective background. Of course, not all of the
stories in the magazine achieved all of these impos-
sibilities, but a surprising number did. We read
aloud, and that is a more severe test than reading
silently. I think we were particularly surprised at
the number of first-class stories you had secured
from little known writers,

‘““And the theory back of WEIRD TALES is
scientifically sound. Ninety-nine people out of one
hundred in America today are suffering from
balked dispositions—inhibitions—suppressions, We
are cave men, but this disease of civilization has
been too much for us. We want to go out and
knock down our dinner with a stone hammer, and
instead we have to go to the cafeteria and carry a
tray. Strong emotional situations are as necessary
to us as sunshine and fresh air; and the only place
we can get them is in our reading. Of late years
the silly publishers have decreed that we may not
even have this solace—and now comes Weird. May

it live long, and prosper!”’

Equally interesting is the letter from H. P. Lovecraft,
another master of the weird tale, from whom we have
accepted some stories for your entertainment. Mr. Love-
craft’s letter, unlike Mr. Triem’s, doesn’t exactly flatter
WEIRD TALES, but we are nevertheless glad to pass it
on to you:

‘“‘My Dear 8ir: Having a habit of writing weird,
macabre, and fantastic stories for my own amuse.
ment, I have lately been simultaneously hounded
by nearly a dozen well-meaning friends into decid-
ing to submit a few of these Gothic horrors to your
newly-founded periodical. The decision is herewith
carried out. Enclosed are five tales written between
1917 and 1923.

“‘Of these the first two are probably the best. If
they be unsatisfactory, the rest need not be read.
. . ‘The Statement of Randolph Carter’ is, in the
main, an actnal dream experienced on the night of
December 21-22, 1919; the charaoters being myself
(Randolph Carter) and my friend, Samuel Love-
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turns his greeting coldly.

And nodding briefly, she passes on—leaving the young
man angry with her, but angrier with himself for blun-
dering at the very moment he wanted most to create a

favorable impression.

when meeting her for the first time

after an introduction? Do you

know what to say to a woman when
leaving her after an introduction? Would
you say “Good-bye, I am very glad to have
met you?” Or, if she said that to you, how
would you answer ?

It is just such little unexpected situa-
tions like these that take us off our guard
and exposc us to sudden embarrassments.
None of us like to do the wrong thing, the
incorrect thing. It condemns us as ill-bred.
It makes us ill at ease when we should be
well poised. It makes us self-
conscious and uncomfortable
when we should be calm, self-

ed, confident of ourselves.

The knowledge of what to do
and say on all occasions is the
greatest personal asset any man
or woman can have. It protects
against the humiliation of conspicuous
blunders. It acts as an armor against the
rudeness of others. It gives an ease of man-
ner, & certain calm dignity and self-pos-
session that people recognize and respect.

Do You Ever Feel

DO you know what to say to a woman

ADVERTISEMENT

Mrs. Blakely
~How Do You Do!”

He had met her only once before. Some one had pre-
sented him at a reception both had attended. He had
conversed with her a little, danced with her once. And
now, two weeks later, he sees her approaching with a
young lady whom he surmises is her daughter.

“Why, Mrs. Blakely, how do you do!” he exclaims,
rushing forward impulsively. But, Mrs, Blakely, accus-
tomed to the highest degree of courtesy at all times, re-

ner table they
feel constrained,
embarrassed.
Somtehow they al-
ways feel that they
don't “belong.”

Little Blunders That Take Us
Off Our Guard
There are so many problems of conduct

constantly arising. How should asparagus
be eaten? How

should the . finger-
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e napkin, e forl
B°‘°1‘8 . S ' and knife? Whose
ha.sec ré::np stoyo: [} name should be

perty lately, or a
dinner, or & Tre-

The Famous Book of Etiquette

mentioned first
when making an
introduction? How

ception of some
kind. Were you
entirely al euse,
sure of yourself,
confident that you
would not do or
eay auything ibat
others would rec-
ognize as ill-bred?

Or, were you
self - conscious,
afraid of dving or
saying the wrong
thing, coustantly
on the aleri—nev-
er wholly comfort-
able for a minute?

Muny people
feel “alone” in a
crowd, out of pluce.
They do not know
how to make stran-

lisher’s pricel

two remarkable
ease, dignity,

only $1.98.

NOWJ98
ONLY $lh

For a short time only we are making
Lhis amazing offer to send you ths com-
plete authentic original BOOK OF ETI-
QUETTE at almost kalf the usual pub-

You have always wanted to own the

ks that give poise,
self-confldence,
500,000 people have purchased them at
the regular price of $3.50.
NOW you can receive the same two au-
thoritativé. and fascinating volumes for

should invitations
be worded? How
ghould the home be
decorated for a
wedding? What
clothes should be
taken on a trip to
the South?

In public, at the
theatre, at the
dance, on the train
—wherever we go
and with whomever
we happen to be,
we encounter prob-
lems that make it
necessary for us to
hold ourselves well
in hand, te be pre-
pared, to know ex-
actly what io do

Almost

If you act

and say.
gers like ihem—
goe B ten | SEND NO MONEY | 1o o Bock of
good first impres- | No money is necessary. Just clip and mail the iquette
sion. When they oo%pm to ui‘;t rm:::.y \\Pes v:!lllps::d you the E ge'dY:m
are introduced compdele l&o-vohme utdapii“whe‘r’l‘ it arrives o
They 8o mot know | 2ok have,the priviese of siving the bostma | gor your own

how t{o start con-
versation flowing
emoothly and na-
turally. At the din-

regular $3.60 set!

Surely you swe not golng to let this offer
slip by. Clip and mail the coupon NOW while
you are thinking about it.

happiness, for your
own peace of mind
and your own ease,
it is important

that you know defi-
nitely the accepted
rules of conduct in
all public places.

It is not expensive
dress that counts
most in soecial circles—but correct manner,
knowledge of social form. Nor is it par-
ticularly clever speech that winsg the Iar¥-
est audiences. If one knows the litt
secrets of entertaining conversation, if one
is able to say aklways the right thing at
the right time, one cannot help being &
pleasing and ever-welcome guest.

The Book of Etiquette, social secretary
to thousands of men and women, makes it

ible for every one to do, say, write and
wear always that which is absolutely cor-
rect and in good form—gives to every omne
& new ease and poise of manner, a new self-
confidence and assurance. It smooths away
the little crudities—does amazing things
in the matter of self-cultivation.

Send No Money

Take advantage of the important special-
edition, low-price offer made eclsewhere on
this page. Send today for your set of the
famous Book of Etiguette. These two val-
uable volumes will protect you from embar-
rassments, give you new ease and poise of
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write and wear on every oceasion.
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Dept. 1509, Garden City, New York,

Nelgon Doubleday, Inc. l:::t. 1609
Garden City, New
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man, the poet and editor of ‘Twenty-one Letters of
Ambroge Bierce.’

‘I have no idea that these things will be found
snitable, for I pay mo attention to the demands of
commercial writing. My object is such pleasure as
I can obtain from the creation of certain bizarre
piotures, situations, or atmospheric effects; and the
only reader I hold in mind is myself.

‘‘My models are invariably the older writers,
especially Poe, who has been my favorite literary
figure since early childhood. Should any miracle
impel you to consider the publication of my tales, I

Slab’ were very good, but I hesitate to read any of
these stories late at night.

“‘I found ‘The Moon Terror’ one of the most fas-
cinating stories I ever read. Also, ‘The Man the
Law Forgot.’

‘I gee there is quite a heated discussion going on
as to the size of your magazine, so I'll cast my vote,
also. I like it large, because you don’t have to be
turning pages all the time.

‘“Well, doubtless you are thinking this is enough
criticism for one letter, so I will close, again wish-
ing you a great success.’’—Just Another Weird One,

have but one condition to offer; and that is that no
excizsions be made. If the tale can not be printed
as written, down to the very last semicolon and

And here are two more that deal with a subject that we’ve
been discussing here of late—namely, the popular fondness
for weird fiction:

comma, it must gracefully accept rejection. Ex-
cigion by editors is probably one reason why no liv-
ing American author has a real prose style. . . But
I am probably safe, for my MSS. are not likely to
win your consideration. ‘Dagon’ has been rejected
by —— ——, to which I sent it umder extermal
impulsion—much as I am sending you the enclosed.
This magazine sent me a beautifully tinted and
commendably impersonal rejection slip. . .

‘I like WEIRD TALES very much, though I
have seen only the April number. Most of the stor-
ies, of course, are more or less commercial—or
should I say oconventional?—in technique, but they
all have an enjoyable angle. ‘Beyond the Door,’
by Paul Suter, seems to me the most truly touched
with the elusive quality of original genius—though
‘A Square of Canvas,’ by Anthony M. Rud, would
be a close second if not so reminiscent in denoue-
ment of Balzac’s ‘Le Chef d’Ouvre inconnu’—as
I recall it across a lapse of years, without a copy
at hand. However, one doesn’t expect a very deep
thrill in this sophisticated and tradesman-minded
age. Arthur Machen is the only living man I know
of who can stir truly profound and spiritual hor-
m.!l

Despite the foregoing, or because of it, we are using some
of Mr. Lovecraft’s unusual stories, and you will find his
““Dagon’’ in the next issne of WEIRD TALES.

ND now let us turn from these letters from authors and
consider those fram our readers. Here’s onc concern-
ing last month’s issue that impresses us quite favorably:

““Dear Mr. Baird: Long live WEIRD TALES!
A more enjoyable magazine I have yet to find. And
as I read about eight fiction magazines monthly,
this, in a way, is something of a compliment. I just
started reading your spooky book last month, but
I am loud in praise and heartily wish you unpar-
alleled success. :

“I finished the July-August number last night,
and I thought that ‘The Room of the Black Velvet
Drapes’ and ‘Mandrake’ to be the best. In ‘The
Outcasts’ I found nothing weird, or anything else
that would distinguish it from any other piece of
fiction. ‘Shades’ and also ‘The Corpse on the Third

‘“‘Dear 8ir: I have read, with a great deal of
interest, the first two copies of your new maga-
zine, WEIRD TALES, and must say that I am de-
lighted that there is, at last, such a magazine on
the market. I have always had a great tendency
toward reading stories of this sort, and Edgar Allan
Poe is my favorite author, but Anthony M. Rud
may soon take his place.

““I have often wondered why there were so very
few stories in the current magazines dealing in
this subject and can not understand why they
never accepted them, but I think you have made a
great stride in the literature of our day by publish-
ing & magazine devoted to ‘horrors.” If I am not
mistaken, the public really likes to read something
that appeals to their imagination; something they
can not understand, and I do not doubt that the
‘Unique Magazine” will give them all they want
of this in the future. But, according to my mind,
its stnccess will depend largely on VARIETY, and
your discernment, so far, is faultless in this respect.
I am looking forward to reading the next issue with
great impatience., Indeed, I wish it was a weekly
instead of a monthly periodical.’’—Charles White,
52 8t. John Street, Quebec City, Canada.

‘“‘Dear Sir: I would like to say just a word in
appreciation of your unique publication, WEIRD
TALES. I believe you have, in thiz magazine, sat-
isfied a popular craving for fiction that is different
and out of the ordinary, especially enjoyed by peo-
ple possessed of a bit of imagination. Personally,
I have enjoyed WEIRD TALES more than any
fiction magazine I have ever read.

‘‘And by the way, I haven't seen many letters in
your ‘Eyrie’ from the rest of my sex. But just
becanse you haven't received as many letters of
appreciation from the women as from the men,
don’t think that we don’t enjoy Poe’s type of liter-
ature as well as they.’’—Maxine Worthington,
Lincoln, Nebraska,

ND here are some excerpts—we really haven’t space for

wore—clipped from another bateh:

‘“‘Dear Mr. Baird: I, too, must add a word cf
commendation to the man who has courage enough
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Discovers New WayToTeach

I IERE is the biggest discovery that has

been made since men first began to pre-
pare themselves for selling positions through
spare time study at home.

After fifteen years intensive study the
National Demonstration Method has been
perfected—and men can now step into a selling
position inside of twenty weeks—with years of
practical experience in their heads.

This amazing discovery may well enable you
to call yourself a MASTER salesman at the
very beginning of your actual selling career.
For, after all, MASTER salesmanship is noth-
ing more than a knowledge of what to do in

_every situation—and this is what you will have
learned from this new method.

For the sales problems which every salesmman meets
during his experience have all been charted and the
most masterful way to handle cach of these 64 condi-
tions is shown you. In addition to the National
Demonstration Method you will get the same wonder-
ful groundwork of selling and business knowledge
which has been responsible for the success of thou-
sands in the past.

How Well It Works

This is the method that enabled Wagner—a fireman
—without any previous business training or without
any fluency as a talker—to exchange his shovel for a
sample case and to exchange his poorly paid hard-
working situation for the most fascinating of all pro-
fessions; with a salary of $7,000 a year.

After 3 months’ study, in his spare time, at home, it
enabled H. D. Miller, of Chi-
cago, a stenographer, to step out
of a $100 a month job right into
a $100 a week position.

. And I could cite hundreds of
other instances, where these re-
markable changes from poorly
paid positions into this high
salaried profession have been
made after from 12 to 20 weeks
of this easy, fascinating study.
Men in every walk of life have
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in 20 Weeks!

After fifteen years an amazing new
method has been formulated whereby
it is possible for any ambitious man
to get into this fascinating and best
paid of all professions in 20 weeks.

By J. E. Greenslade

made this change—farmers, laborers, mechanies, book-
keepers, ministers—and even physicians and lawyers
have found that Salesmanship paid such large rewards
and could be learned so quickly by this new method
that they have preferred to ignore the years they spent
in reading law or studying medicine and have become
master salesmen.

What This Method Means To You.

Are you tired of doing routine work which wears a
man out long before his time? Are you tired of the
daily monotonous grind at a salary that makes it im-
possible to get any of life’s luxuries whatever? Are
you tired of the uncertainty of permanence which is
always a feature of the average clerical position? Then
why not decide to enter the profession where the earn-
ings are high—where the constant demand for good
salesmen insure that one may never fear loss of a posi:
tion and where the work is so fascinating that it is like
playing an interesting game and getting paid for it?

Get Free Book on Selling

This amazing new Demonstration Method—which
gives you years of practical experience in less than §
months—is all explained in an interesting book called
““Modern Salesmanship.’’ It also explains the wonder-
ful opportunities which exist in the selling field and
tells all about our free employment service. It should
be in the hands of every ambitious man who wishes
to insure that his future will be a bright and prosper-
ous one. It will be sent free and without obligation.
Mail attached coupon today.
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Dept. 109-M, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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to edit a magazine dealing so largely in staries of
studied everything obtsinable en matters eeoult
and regretted the lack of a good fiction magazine
filled with such tales, Enclosed pleass find 25a for
a copy of the back number containing ‘The Dead
Man’s Tale,” Isn’t that the story you consider the
masterpiece of weird stories?’’—Pearl Bratitonm,
2615 Y Btreat, Saeramento, Qalifornia,

““Dear 8ir: Let me compliment you oa your
magazine, WEIRD TALES. Since the very first
issue, I have not missed a story. I take it to bed
about midnight and read the most bloodthirsty
one I can find just to get a ‘ldek.’ ‘The Clesed
Cabinet’ is, in my opinion, the most powerful hor-
ror story yon have published., It was guperbly
written, and with the atmosphere, setting and all,
made a typical weird tale. ‘The Ghest Guard’ by
Irvine was a crackerjack of a yarn. The serial you
are running now atiracts me a great deal. I am
sure that any reader who has an appetite for ex-
travaganza will find just what he wants in that
serial, , , Wishing yon all sucoess for DETECTIVE
TALES and WEBIRD TALES."'—Dick P. Teaker,
Library Apartments, Minneapolis, Minnesota.

‘““‘Dear 8ir: Both my husband and X read every
story and enjoyed every one. We partioularly
liked ‘Fear' and the ‘The Grave,' and the ethers
which were not too far beyond the bounds of prob-
ability, ‘The Dead Man’s Tale’ was very thrilling.
. . You certainly told the truth when you said that
people like to read this sort of fiction,’ and we are
glad that you have not hesitated to become a pio-
neer, ak it were, in presenting to the public a maga-
gine that is fearless enough to feature such unusual
stories. . . Here’s to success for WEIRD TALES!"
—~—Mrs, E. L. Depew, 12356 Hyde St., San Francisco.

‘“Dear Editor: The yarns by Rud, Oraigle and
Wright were certainly good thrilling stories. ‘The
Scar,’ by Carl Ramus, ‘The Bodymaster,” hy Harold
Ward, and ‘The Ferty Jars,” hy Ray MoeGilliveay
were exceptionally good. ‘The Dead Man's Tale,’
by Willard E. Hawkins, ‘The Ape Man,” by James
B. M. Qlark, Jr., and ‘The Experiment of Dr. Calf
Calgroni,” by Faus and Wooding wers well-non-
structed horror yarns.’’—John James Arthur, Jr.,
Oak Grove Farm, Coleman, Texas.

‘“‘Gentlemen: I am enclosing twenty-five cents
for which please send me a copy of the first issue
of WEIRD TALES. That is the only issue I have
missed. Believe me, I'm not going to miss eny
more! Your magazine iz great. Please prinf some
scientific stories. ‘The Moon Terror’ was great.
Get more like that. . . Please rush me the copy as
fast as you can. If necessary, mark it ‘Via Air
Mail,’ ’—William Moesel, 80 Broadway, New York

City.

“‘Dear Sir: Ilived seven years in a really haunt-
ed house, No falte about it, Some queer happen.
ings. Some pretty hard to beliave, but we lived
there and knew them. I even had my arms about
the creature one night, Yeu scan laugh! It was
rather a shuddery remembranse afterward.’’—V.
Van Blascom Parke, Arlington Heights Mass,

‘“Gentlemen: I have enjoyed reading the first
issue of your magasine, and I am qaite delighted
to find it so uniquely uniform in tone, and so unmi-
formly unique in ita escape from ocertain useless
conventions by which most periodisala of the all-
fiction type are governed.!’—C, D, Bradley, 5830
East Seventeenth Street, Oakland, Oalifornia,

‘‘Dear Mr, Baird: I wish to say here thai I am
highly in favor of WEIRD TALBE, I appreciate
its merits, and wish to co-qperate in whatever way
possible to establish its suceess, There is abhsslutely
no other magazine like it on the market, and it fills
a great need, The public owes you a vote of thanks
for placing hefore them such an excellent and
needed magagine. WEIRD TALES indeed has a
very bright future,”’—R. Linwood Lancaster, P, O.
Baox 687, Raleigh, North Carolina,

‘‘My Dear Mr. Baird: I preferred ‘The Moon
Terror' to all the other stories, but they were all
good with few exceptions. Some of the stories do
not live up to the name, ‘weird.” Is it possible to
procure the first two issues, March and April? If
8o, what is the eost? If you haven’t them, perhaps
some reader would like to sell them.’’—H. Cusick,
2392 Valentine Avenue, New York City.

‘‘Dear Bir: I have just read the first eopy of
WEIRD TALES that I ever saw. While walking
down Market Street a faw days age I passed a book
gtore deeply engrossged in a subject quite foreign
to the grotesque. The title of your magasine gripped
my attention to such an extent that I stopped auto-
matipally after having gone a half dazen yards.
Btanding there momentarily, WEIRD TALER drove
the other topic away and framed itself vividly in
my mind’s eye, and J retraced my steps and bought
the copy. You have certainly put forth a fetching
title, and, it seems to me; already laid the founda-
tion for a financial success, comparable in a short
time to that of The Saturday Evening Post.”'—V.
H. Bethell, 718 Howard Street, San Francisao.

We could go on and fill several more pages with enthusias-
tie letters from our happy readers, for we’ve scores of such
letters here; but we shall have to forego that pleasyre and
use an inch or so more of wood pulp paper to remipd you

- that, frosty evenings approach, with the long winter eve-

nings coming close behind, and that means yeu will have
morg time for reading WEIRD TALES. Antigipating this,
we are preparing & bountiful feast of fiction for eur Autumn
and Winter numbers. We expeot to make these numbers
hetter than apy we have thus far published.

THE EDITOR.
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The Cauldron

True Adventures of Terror

CONDUCTED BY

PRESTON LANGLEY HICKEY

WHILE most of the material in WEIRD TALES is, of course, fiction, we are of the belief that there are innumer-

able persons who have lived through experiences as weird, terrible and horrifying as anything ever chronicled
by a fictionist. This belief, and the fact that WEIRD TALES deals exclusively with the bizarre and unusual, has
resulted in the establishment of THE CAULDRON.

Readers who have had 4 hand in strange adventures, or who have been victims of experiences of a startling and
terrifyiug nature, are cordially invited to send accounts of them to THE CAULDRON. A concrete idea of what is
desired may be ascertained by reading this month's contributions. Manuscripts may be as horrible and hair-raising
as it is in the power of the anthor to make them, but they must be clean from a moral standpoint. Those accepted
will be paid for at our usual rate. Tell your story clearly and briefly. Double-spaced, typewritten manuscripts are
preferred, but those in long hand will be considered if legibly written. No manuscript will be returned unless
accompanied by a stamped and self addressed envelope.

PAT McCLOSKY’S GHOST

N ONE of the most rugged sections of cen-

tral Pennsylvania, along the West Branch
of the Susquehanna river, there is an old
story-and-a-half log cabin. It is surrounded
by neglected fruit trees and a heavy under-
growth that has been there so long that it
encroaches on the doors and windows.

The cabin is eniered through a small hall,
or vestibule. The one large room, which oc-
cupies the rest of the first floor, opens from
this hall. A steep staircase also leads from
the vestibule to the attic-like second floor.

Pat McClosky had built this cabin shortly
after the Civil War. He was a mean, tight-
fisted Irishman, whose occupation was farming,
but who was shrewd enough to have come by
many ill-gotten gains through trading. Money
was his dearest possession. This he kept hid-
den in various places about the premises.

One day, after Pat had lived there alone
for about thirty-five years, his nearest neigh-
bor, who lived over a mile away, found him
dead in front of his doorstep with a knife
wound in his back.

Many stories have since been circulated
among the people of the community—atories
of how Pat MecClosky’s ghost comes to the
cabin at night. For this reason, the place has
remsained vacant.

Not believing in ghosts, two friends and I
rented this deserted cabin for a couple of
weeks during the fishing season. We agreed
to meet there the first day; but, when I ar-
rived, I found a message which stated that
neither of my friends would be with me until
the following day. This left me to spend the
first night alone. T was tired; and, just as
it was getting dark, I lay down on one of the
cots and fell asleep.

A heavy clap of thunder awoke me. It was
beginning to rain. As the wind was blowing
drops of water in my face, I jumped up and
closed the window. When I turned to get
back info my cot, a flash of lightning lit up
the room and, through the half-open door,
showed a glimpse of a fizure in the hall.

“Pat’s ghost!” flashed in my mind as I stood
there in the darkness. Then, with three
steps, I reached the door, slammed it shut, and
bolted it.

Recovering from my fright, I stood leaning
against the closed door and said aloud fo my-
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self, “What's the matter with me? I must
have been dreaming.”

But my reasoning did not entirely reassure
me; for, when I wiped cold perspiration from
my face I still thought that I certainly had
seeen something. I lit my acetylene lamp.
Then I opened my suitcase, took out my flash-
light and an automatic pistol, and placed them
near my pillow.

With these, I again laughed at my foolish-
ness, For fully twenty minutes I sat trying
to solve the mystery. The wind went whoo-
wheewloo through the chinks of the logs.
Vivid flashes of lightning showed the bushes
bending in the storm. The rain beat against
the window. Sharp claps of thunder ended
in heavy rumblings. Finally, I put out the
light and lay down again; trying to dismiss
the thought that Pat McClosky’s ghost was
slinking about me that night.

It was not long, however, until I was again
startled. This time it was a noise in the attic.
It sounded like the dragging of an inert body
across the floor. This was followed by heavy
thumps such as might be made with a padded
hammer. Sitting up, I reached and got the
flagh-light and the automatic.

Again, I heard the noise. This time I
jumped from my cot. The sound lasted longer,
and the dragging sound was followed by light
footateps. A few moments later the same
noise came from the hell outside my door. I
was too numb with fright to move. I ex-
pected the door to open any second. Then I
collected my nerve enough to snap on my light
and level my gun to shoot. As my finger
touched the trigger, the thought came to me
that it might be a human being.

“Who's there?” I called, trying to keep my
voice as calm as possible so I would not betray
my fright. There was no answer. “I’'m going
to open the door and shoot,” I cried, stepping
nearer. “I give you fair warning.”

The only reply was soft footsteps and three
thumps. I slid back the bolt and flung the
door wide open. As I did so, T must have
snapped off my light, for I was left in black
darkness. I shrank back from the opening
almost paralyzed with fear. The footsteps
came toward me. A rustling sound and the
thumping was repeated. I fumbled with the
electric lamp. The light flashed into the hall.
I saw a long-haired, white dog scratching fleas.

J. P. CRONISTER.

THE VELVET DEATH

HILE taking news weeklies for the

Pathe Film Company near Constanti-
nople, I had an unusual adventure which is
rather difficult to relate. In fact, I never men-
tion it except in the presence of close friends
for fear of being dubbed peculiar. To the
east of Constantinople stretches a desolate
region of waste and sand. Nomadic tribes
form the sole population of this arid region.
While making a film showing departing troops,
I had a valuable fur overcoat stolen by some
bandits. With the coat went my quarter’s
pay, which I had thrust inside one of the
pockets. Well armed, and accompanied by
two friends, T pursued the robbers and recov-
ered my property.

Night gives no warning of ite approach in
Turkey, but comes with startling suddennees
when the sun drops past the horizon. To one
who is accustomed to the eofter shading of
twilight, the close of day in the treeless wastes
of Turkey is something of an experience. We
noted the disappearing sun and began to look
around for a suitable spot to camp. An oasis
lay to our right and we made for it.

We ware passing a camp of nomads when
we were stopped by a toothless hag, who told
us brokenly that she was a soothsayer. Baron,
one of my friends, gave her a coin to humor
her and we started on our way; but she would
not have it so. She told us emphatically, as
best she could, that it was death to sleep in
the spot we had chosen. She said that any
one, who ventured to sleep in the shelter of
the wicked one, was visited by the Velvet
Death—that he never opened his eyes again
in this world. Baron could speak Turkish
much better than I, and it was to him that
she told the tale. Of course we went ahead
as we had planned, just as any one else would
have done.

After it had grown quite dark, we sat
around the campfire which blazed cheerfully,
and it was then that we spoke of the old
hag’s warning. Baron scoffed about it, but
Pickett, the other member of our party, was
not so skeptical. He began talking of other
weird, unaccountable adventures which he had
experienced in different parts of the world,
for he had been something of a wanderer all
hig life. Soon, he had us decidedly nervous.

At last, we decided to keep a night watch,



and drew lote to see which one should stey
up the first part of the night. The lot fell
to me. I remember lhow I tried to shake off
the feeling of impending doom that seemed to
hover over onr liltle camp. After the others
had turned in, I tried to keep my mind from
dwelling on the old Tag’s warning, but T could
not forget her or ler evident sincerity in try-
ing te prevent us from camping in the spot we
had chosen. The air seemed humid, almost
uniclean. 1 sat before ithe fire and walched
the flames playing around the twigs.

Suddenly I sat upright. I had been dozing,
and it was with diffieulty that I forced mysclf
to waken. I felt as if iron hands shackled
every muscle and my throat was parched, I
tried to swallow in an effort to relieve the
choking sensation I was experiencing, but my
mouth, like my throat, was bone dry. 1 be-
gan {o work my arms up and down, and then
did likewise wilh my legs until T had gotien
my circulalion starled sufficiently to rise.
With difficulty, I made my way to Baron and
Pickett.

When I played my flashlight upon them,
I was startled by ihe greenigh cast to their
faces. I managed to waken Baron, but we
conld not get Pickett {o stir. We worked over
him for thirty minutes, but only groans re-
warded us. Baron shook his herd.

_“I say, Trefon, that old fortune teller was
right. There is something ecerie about this
place. I feel like T was on my last legs—all
in. Don’t you feel it?”

T {old him how difficult it had been for me
to waken myself. We decided that our safety
lIey In flight and we lost no time. We were
not ashamed to acknowledge our fear of the
unknown danger that threatened us. That
is, Baron and I were not, for Pickett never
wakened.

. We took him back to Constantinople on an
improvised stretcher and they diagnosed his
case as malaria. His temperature was 105
when we reached the city. He lived just three
days after our return. The third day after
our fatal camp near the oasis, Baron and I
broke out from head to foot with boils. Today
I have the scars all over my body to testify
to their severity.

Baron and I have offen discussed this ex-
perience of ours in the valley of the “velvet
death,” and we have never been able to decide
just what the peculiar death-dealing force
could have been. Perhaps it was an odorless
poison given off by some of the plants at night.
The name, which the old hag had given, would
suggest sometliing stealing upon the sleeper
unaware. But we have never been able to sat-
isfy ourselves on the subject.

HENRY TREFON.

ARTHUR ARMSTRONG’S
PREDICAMENT

OR an hour T had been dozing before the

fireplace in my den when I was awakened

by the sudden slamming of the door and

turned to see my friend Armstrong, pale and
agitated, as he peered eautiously about.

“Bill,” he whispered, “I’ve had & hidecus
experience; in fact, I don’t know yet whether
it was just a dream or real. If was so um-
canny—so weird.”

“Well, old top,” I answered calmly, “what’s
up now? Another wild escapadet?”

“No, Bill, there is some degree of serious-
ness about the matter,” he declared, as he sat
staring into the blaze. *Do you remember
Yee Hongi?”

ADVERTISEMENT

"Who?” I imterrupted, “that chink friend
of yours? Gosh, he locked to you as a little
tin Buddha; really though, he was & queer
character.”

“Queer? Heavens, man, he’s possessed of the
devil. Last night he invited me to dine with
Lim at his qiarters at Avondale Circle. There's
really nothing extraordinary about that, for
he's always extending me Invitations, but. last
night was out of the ordinary. His apartment
was decked out in typical oriental style. Well,
before T was in the apartment five minutes,
Yee Hong requésted me to visit his new lubora-
tory . , whi¢h I did, although the moment I
was beyond the door I felt extremely uneasy.

“Rows of chemicals lined the further wall,
and all about were instruments for experi-
mental purposes. - ¥ had been in the room but
a short time when I became aware of a thick,
oily smoke, brown in color, mrising from a
small earthen crucible as if by command. The
chamber became hazy; vaguely I heard Yee
Hong explaining a certain acid, and then, of
a sudden, the fog of oily vapor overcame me,
my head was in & whirl, my knees wabbled
and with a gnawing sensation at the pit of
my stomach I fell unconscious.”

“What was the stuff #”” T broke in.

“] only wish I knew. To go on, however,
when I came to myself, I was seated at the
supper table, All the specialties of the Orient
were placed before me. I was hungry—strange
to say—and did justice to the meal. Hong
talked in an interesting tone, explaining the
source of each delicacy of the East. Finally
the coffec was served, black, stimulating Java
coffee. My spirits had risen and I felt quite
myself for about half an hour. Then my
limbs became numb. Again that sensation of
lightness returned and suddenly the glow of
the Chinese lanterms dimmed. Yee Hong
stared at me intently as if he were studying
certain features about me—and then moved
slowly away.

“Suddenly a dark-cloaked figure darted from
somewhere—God only knows where—uttering
excitedly in disconnected guttural syllables,
‘Yee Hong—murdered—brother.’

“Then we were in utter darknese—iwo
strong, sinewy arms seized me, I tried to cry
out but my lungs refused to function. I
struggled as one does In a dream. With
superhuman strength I tore away from the
vise-like grip of my hidden adversary. I
seemed to laugh, to shout; I felt light headed,
and then , ..

My friend drew forth & short black-jack
with an odd design carved near the end.

“This seems to link the supernatural with
the real, Bill. I grasped this weapon; I must
have wrested it from the hands of the cloaked
figure. At any rate I swung Jt about my head
like a tomahawk. As one walking in his sleep
I wandered sbout the spartment until sudden-
ly I strick something, something that had
resisting power . . there was a thud . . then
silence,

“Now, Bill, here is the uncanny patt dabout
my experience. When I came o my senses,
I was in my own apartment, reclining com-
fortably in a Morris chair, a half-smoked cigar
in the ash-tray at my slde, & novel in my lap
and the light of the reading lamp over my
shoulder.”

“Oh, Arthur, come out of it,” I scoffed.
“You probably had some Welsh rarebit for
supper. Forget it, old top, forget it.”

“But Bill, here’s the black-jack as proof,”
retorted Armstrong “indignantly. “I tell you
something’s wrong. My theory is that I was
doped and .. *
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Just then the telephone drowned out further
conversation.

“Hello,” I said. “What's that? Another
murder case? TIl come right over.”

“Hey, Arthur, come back to life,” I sald.
“Let's go over to hesdquarters. I've another
inkling for a story.”

In half an hour we entered headquarters.

“Good evening, lieutenant; what's up?” 1
asked.

Lieutenant Brunt looked solemn, his brow

(Continued on page 95)
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ADVERTISEMENT

The Black Patch

(Continued from page 18)

ory the horrid thought that I had driven
a human being to his death.

Then, filled with forebodings as to the
identity of the body over which I had
stumbled earlier in the night, I started
to return. 'When I reached the house it
was a long time before I could summon
courage to enter. Once inside, however,
I gained confidence and hastened up-
stairs,

The body was gone from the hall. But
in the small room at one end—a mere
closet—I found what I was looking for:
the body of the man who had fallen in
the struggle in the night—evidently he
had dragged himself thither. His heart
was still beating, and I carried him down
gtairs, He was heavy, and I groaned with
relief as the weight slipped from my
arms to the floor.

Then I looked at the face. Never shall
I forget it.

It was my host! The black patch was
displaced. It had covered a perfectly
good eye!

I MUST have swooned at the sight, for

the next I knew there were many
men about me. They came from the
village and had been notified by the old
negress.

I was taken into custody and lodged
for three weary hours in a ridiculously
small place they called a ‘‘lock-up.’” At
the end of that time I was led before a
magistrate who took my statement.

Next morning I was informed that the
body of David Warren had been found
in the ravine. It confirmed my worst
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fears, I had driven to his death my own
cousin!

That day the authorities obtained a
confession from the man who had worn
the black pateh. He was unknown to
them and stated that his name was Doug-
lass. For about three months he had
been employed by David Warren as an
assistant in laboratory work. Having
opened by mistake the first letter from
our solicitor, Douglass learned of the
legacy and kept my cousin in ignorance
of it.

For two months he had confined David
Warren under circumstances of the
greatest cruelty in the little closet at
the end of the hall. He insured the
silence of the old negress by threats of
death.

How Warren escaped from his room
Douglass could not say. He suspected
that the negress finally had dared to
unlock the door. In any event, my cou-
sin met Douglass in the dark just as the
latter stepped from my room after his
futile attempt to steal the gold. Then
ensued the struggle in the hallway that
I had heard and in which Warren
stabbed the impostor with a knife—a
wound that later resulted in the death
of the eriminal,

Although aware that we had never
seen our Canadian cousin, Douglass wore
the black patch fearing that we might
kmow that David Warren had lost an eye.

After the inquest I hurried, shaken
and trembling, to the hotel and packed
the stolen (ladstone which had been
found and returned to me. Then, feel-
ing that I had a sufficiently vivid im-
pression of Ameries, I purchased a draft
with the gold and started on the long
journey home.

BLACK MAGIC
(Conlinued from page 34)

Horrible as was the drama of Gilles
de Laval, the same horrors recur
throughout the history of the Middle
Ages, wherever Black Magic is found.

Gilles de Laval, with Prelati and
Sille, was found guilty by the court
and burned alive in the pre de la Mag-
deline, near Nantes; he obtained per-
mission to go tdb the execution with all
the pageantry that had accompanied
him during life, as if he wished to in-
volve in the ignominy of his downfall
the ostentation and eupidity by which
he had been so utterly degraded and
lost.
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ADVERTISEMENT

THE CASE OF DR. JOHN-
STONE

(Continued from page 25)

Tt can’t be dome,”’ he whispered,
“‘Neither the apparatus or the elements
of which it is composed can be replaced,
I’ll not go into details, but it ean’t he
dones,’’

I groaned,

Then we talked a while, The conver-
sation I ghall not record. It was purely
personal and had to do with mattera that
he wished me to attend to. Finally he
said:

‘‘Thanks, old man, and good-by!'? and
he extended a hairy paw, ‘‘I am going
now to solve another riddle,”’ and he
stole out of the fateful room, leaving me
alone with his bady and—the ape,

THE next day, in several New York
pnpers, the following news item ap-

““Monkey Soares Automobilists

““While R, J. Farley was riding
with Mrs. Farley and Mr, and Mrs,
B, M. Greene on the North Shore
road yesterday, they almost ran over
a large monkey or ape that sudden-
ly appeared in front of their car.
Mr. Farley states that the animal
acted as if it wanted to be run over.
Mr. Farley stopped his car just in
time, and the animal ran off. It was
probably the same monkey that was
later found drowned in the lake on
the estate of G. L. Hirt, a Wall
strest broker.”’

Several days after this item appeared
two eminent alienists committed Dr. Rob-
ert Belmore Johnstone to an asylum for
the insane. Both of these gentlemen
kmew him, and after they had signed the
commitment papers, one of them, a large
gentleman who always spoke in a large
way, remarked to me, ‘A very peculiar
cage, Dootor!—a very peculiar case. I
really cannot understand it, Hven if
the psyehosis has been of sudden develap-
ment, it is most hizarre and entirely dif-
ferent from any that I have ever seen.
Tt would seem as if the man’s brain had
been changed into that of a beast—a
simian, I would say.”’

I held my peace. He never knew how
close to the truth he came.

Now, when I hear, as I heard only the
other day, that the soul, the individual-
ity, is nothing more than the sum of ths
reactions of the ductlesa glands—that the
ego can be resolved intp a chemical for-
mula, I turn away; for I Enow differ-
ently,

SUNFIRE
(Qontinyed from page 58)
trio, lay also dead, her withered remains
sealed up in a erypt of the pyramid.

But Ama-Hotu, Lord of Day, has beeg
worshiped in many lands. Invariasbly has
he purvived his worshipers; outlived a
multitnde of fellow-gods as well, The
empty shrine of Huac, the drying seg-
ments of Corya, made no difference at
all in the glory of Ama-Hotun.

Four hard-working humans had re-
treated before his potency. In ome of
the ancient pyramidal dwellings they lay
about in pajamas, sweated, drowsed, and
waited for the undisputed Lord of Day
to go seek his vietims elsewhere.

All morning they had been at work
taking the measurements, photographs
and notes which were to make the name
of Widdiup famous. Sigshee, however,
was not among the toilers. The gray
hydro-airplane was missing from the
derelict fleat.

‘““Miss Enid’s pyramid,’”’ yawned
Waring after a time, ‘‘was a wonderful
find!”’

No one disputed this. He redistributed
his mass to a more comfortable posture.

‘““We never had a chance, you know.
First to last—not the ghost of ane!”’

Otway looked up with a flash of philo-
sophic gray eyes behind the shell-rims

“I am entirely willing,”’ he gaid, ““to
surrender all the honors to Dr, Wid-
diup’s memory.’’

““Of course you are! So’m I willing
to surrender writing it up. TNT was will-
ing—we all were—to surrender the dia-
monds stored in the pyramid’s crypts.
Ponefit of starving Armenian orphans.
Splendid idea. Girl with eyes like hers,
bound to think of it. Sig is willing to
surrender himself, That is, if she’ll have
him. Ex.actly! First to last—not a
chance!”’

““The treacherous spirit of Kuyam-
hira-Petro,’’ hegan Tellifer—and for the
first known time in his life broke off as
if for lack of idear tp continue.

““‘Quite right,”” approved his friend.
‘‘Treacheraus cannibal wisard, not worth
mentioning, Half-ton diamond eut to
broil you alive—easy. Pyramids—mon-
sters—night-hags—burning pits—got a
chanee with all of ’em, But a girl like
Miss Enid—never! Oh, Lawdy, Lawdy!
The penalty of being fat and forty! De-
clined with thanks for the air-trip, Yet
I've flown and Sig hasn’t. What’s your
trouble, John B.?"’

““T was just thinking, sir, that maybe
I might have tried a little harder to get
her to take me, Before the War, after T
quit the Buffalo Bill show, I used to
make exhibition flights in a litile old
Antoinette I got off a flyer that broke
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his neck in it. I had a good deal of ex-
perience. Mr. Sigsbee means well, but I
can’t see what real good he could be in
case of accident.”’

¢“With her airplane and selected cap-
tive, she will arrive in Manaos,’’ spoke
Tellifer, the prophet. ‘‘I know that she
will, for she is a very wise and practical
person: she refused to take me! Dr.
Otway, I presume you also are among
the declined-with-regrets?’’

“I am not.”’ The philosophic eyes
twinkled again. “‘‘In the first place,
there was only one of us who deserved
to be chosen. And in the second, I had
already engaged myself to collect this
material for the Widdiup book. But at
least, if we are not helping her to make

.a flight, we are saving her the need of

risking another one back here, And the
honor of that is something!’’
‘“It is much,’’ agreed Waring, very
meekly,
THE END

AUTHOR’S NOTE.—When the book
to be entitled *‘ Recent Discoveries Point-
ing to Confirmation of the Theory of
Egyptian Origin for South American
Aborigines,”” collated from material
gathered on the spot by four faithful
captives, and accredited to the posthum-
ous fame of Dr. Alezander Widdiup, s
published, it will be a worthy tome of
great interest to archaeologists. But I
doubt if in its pages will appear the in-
cidenis of this tale.

The surrender of Alcot Waring was
honorably adhered to. On his return to
New York he sadly reported, ‘“No ma-
terial.”’

Young Mr. Sigsbee has not had leisure
to tell @ word of ii. He is devotedly en-
gaged in keeping up with the inherited
disposition of Dr. Alexander Widdiup—
an exciting occupation which suits him
perfectly.

Mr. Theron Narcisse Tellifer is far too
proudly impractical fo commit his weird
thoughts and adventures to the cold, def-
inite keeping of paper and printer’s ink.

But John B. is a very good friend of
mine—and John B. told it all to mel

THE TALISMAN
(Continued from page 63)
Imagine, then, my disappointment
when in the morning I thrust my hand

into the pocket to find it empty.
““Mitsu San,’’ I turned to the amah
who was ordering my room, ‘‘you must
remember that Japanese charm I had
all these days.”” And proceeded to de-
geribe it. ‘‘Maybe you have seen it-or
perhaps. it fell out when you were
brushing that dress? I have lost it and
want to see it again very much.”

“Wak arimasen (I don’t wunder-
stand),’’ she replied indifferently, and
I turned angrily away. When a Jap-
anese suddenly fails to understand
English it is a certain sign he or she
does not wish to understand.

Yet after my coffee I decided to use
all patience and diplomacy I could lay
claim to and interview Mitsn San once
again. I somehow felt sure she knew
more than she wanted to tell. But
when I glanced, in passing, through the
window I beheld Mitsu San hurrying
down the Bluff toward the water-front.
Decidedly luck was against me.

But I would not acknowledge myself
beaten. The charm was in my pocket
yesterday. For the matter of that, it
had been there all these days, brushing
or no brushing. I knew Japanese serv-
ants rarely if ever take anything be-
longing to a foreigner. Maybe the
charm had been dropped somewhere on
the premises and I might still be able
to recover it.

I did a bit of quick thinking. Then
I went downstairs for a talk with the
owner of our boarding-house.

““Mrs. Brown,”’ T began, ‘‘I have lost
a very valuable—"?

“In my house? Impossible?’ ex-
claimed that good lady with a great
show of horror.

I hastened to reassure her.

“It was Jjust a wooden Japanese
keep-sake of no value whatever to any
one but myself. It has been mislaid
entirely through my fault. I beg to
note this and not lay the blame on
servants. Yet I want to recover it very
badly and am prepared to offer a money
reward to the person who brings it to
me whole—or broken.”’

““This is very unusual,”’ replied the
flustered Mrs. Brown, ‘‘I shall ring for
the housekeeper. She may be able to
advise us.”

Soon the housekeeper, a very matter-
of-fact Secotch woman, appeared. I
repeated to her what I had said to Mrs.
Brown.

‘Are you speaking of that wooden
chip you showed your friends the other
day?”’ she inquired. I hastened to
assent.

“Why, I have seen it half an hour
ago in the servants’ quarters,’” she said.

I felt a surge of excitement shoot
through me.

*Mitsu San was just wrapping it up
in a piece of white paper when I hap-
pened to enter her room. I recognized
it at once, but thought you had given
it to her to throw away. For you see
it was broken clean through the mid-
d}e.”
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THE GORILLA
(Continued from page 61)
breaking open the door. Involuntarily
I drew back from the horrible sight that

met my gaze,

Sprawled on the floor lIay the body of
my friend. Tightly clutched in his right
hand was the automatic I had laid on
the chiffonier. His head lay in a dark
pool of blood, that still trickled from a
jagged torn hole in the throat!

“My God, sir! Look!”’ my servant
gasped, pointing with shaking finger
toward the window.

Jerking my eyes from the gruesome
sight at my feet I looked toward the
window,

A repulsive horror gripped at my vi-
tals as I gazed at the thing that lay on
the floor beneath the window. With blood
trickling from its mouth lay the body of
a huge gorilla! As the light shone on
the misshapen head it revealed a long
scar that ran fram the corner of the
mouth straight back over the left ear.

BOY ELECTROCUTED TRYING TO
“SAVE" KITE

RYING to save the kite that had.

cost him so many hours of hard
labor, cost the life of a small, 11-year-
old barefoot boy in Harlem, The kite
became entangled in some electric
wires. The lad climbed a telegraph
pole to release it, and in so doing his
shounlder came in contact with an elec-
tric cable carrying 11,000 volts. He
fell to the street. Still conscious, a
piece of the kite tail clutched in his
hands, he was taken to a hospital. One
hour later he died.

ATOM CAUSES HUNDRED DEATHS
Aspeckofdust, no bigger than a

pinpoint, resulted in the death of
one hundred persons in Kreiensen, Ger-
many, not long ago.

Flying into his eye, the particle of
dust temporarily blinded the locomo-
tive engineer of the Hamburg-Muncie
express, as he was passing the signal
post, causing his train to crash into a
suburban train, standing at the station.
Demolishment of both {raing was

frightful.

POSTAL SERVICE CLAIMS
“SPEED’’ RECORD
MIBS BERTHA SALTSGAVER, of

Bellaire, Ohio, has just received a
postcard from Atlantic OCity, N. J.
There would be nothing unusual in this
were it not for the fact that the card
was mailed on July 29, 1908, and had
been just a little over fifteen years in
reaching its destination.
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THE CAULDRON

(Conlinued from page 87)

furrowed by thought. At length he answered.

“Queer case, this,” he said. “Man found
murdered at 81 Avondale Circle. No clues
whatever.”

I glanced at Armsirong and saw the blood
receding from his lips. Then ho pulled him-
self together,

“I would like to see the victim,” he said
quietly.

We went into the morgue and looked at the
dead man. It was Yee Hong.

“We’ll go up and visit the premises,” I said
quickly, anxious to get Armstrong away from
the police station before he collapsed, as I
could sce that he was trembling violently.

When we arrived at Avondale Circle the
police were already in charge of the house and
I saw on the table a black-jack, exactly like
the one Arthur had taken from his pocket. It
was covered with blood and hair. I remem-
bered Arthur’s story of swinging the blunt
weapon. Could it be possible that he had in
some way returned it? But the one he had
bore no signs of having been used. The ques-
tion remained unanswered.

“We have found no one here,” said the of-
ficer in charge. “The only possible clue we
have is this.” He handed me a handkerchief
in one corner of which was the initial “A.”

“That doesn’t mean anything,” I said hur-
riedly. “Yee Hong entertained lavishly and

many people visited his famous laboratory.”

“The laboratory!” exclaimed the officer.
“Where is it?”

I led the way to the tiny door concealed
bencath rich oriental iapestries, Arthur trail-
ing along like one stupefied.

Hardly had we entered ihe door than we
were attracted by a movement in one corner
which was in almost total darkness. Going
closer, we discovered a gleaming eye, and a
hand extended hoiding a glittering dagger. I
caught the wrist, and with the help of Arthur
and the officer we dragged forth the body of
a smgll man completely draped in black.

“Me Yee Hong brudder,’ he whimpered.

We hauled him further into the light and
through the narrow passage to the outer room.
Without more ado, he ¥was taken to the station
and locked up. Later he was tried and ac-
quitted, proving that he had killed his brother
in self-defense. However, until after the case
had becn tried T kept Arthur out of town,
fearing that some new evidence might crop
up which would incriminate him.

It was during this period that I frequently
wondered . what Yee Hong’s intentions had
heen concerning Arthur when he entertained
him with incense and burning oil.

I also deduced during many long, lonely
evenings before my fire, that Arthur must have
grabbed the black-jack which had a replics,
when he left the house in his dazed state of
mind, for there is no doubt but what he passed
through at least part of the adventure.

D. G. PRESCOTT, Jr.
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“Send following weekly here-
after: 10 No. 1:8Nob.2; 4 No, 5,"
R. Berger, Ont.

$11.75 in Yon Minutes

I took order fora neighbor.
gms profit_in ten minutes.”
. N, B., Hattiesburg, Miss.

$43 in One Evening

"I made $43last nightselling
Oliver Burners.”
N. B. Chelan, Wash.

a Oliver0li-Gas Burner Co.
@ 2416.U Oliver Bldg., 8t. Louls, Moe.
l  Please send me full facts about how I can make W
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New Invention sweeping
country like wildfire

O wonder this amazing new in-
vention is bringing fortunes to
agents, All over the whole coun-

try this new device is doing away with
old-fashioned methods of heating with
coal stoves, ranges and furances. Already
over $1,000,000 worth have been sold.
You can readily
understand why
this new inven-
tion — the Oliver
Qil-Gas Burner—
is sweeping over
the country like
wildfire. It does
away with all the
expense of coal—making every stove a mod-

.ern oilegas burner. Saves money. time and

drudgery. Three times the heat of any other
method. No wonder agents are riding in on
the tide of big Oliver profits!

It Sells Itself

Agents find it no work at all to sell this
amazihg invention—the Oliver new improved
Qil-Gas Burner. They just show it—taking only
one minute to connect it — then light it. And
the sale is madel This new invention is its
own salesman. It sells itself! The Oliver Oil-
Gas Burner is the most timely.thing that
could be put out. It dispenses entirely with
coal and wood when both are mow high-

priced. It burns the cheapest fuel—oil, It

saves a woman work now in times when she
ip looking for just such things. Just as much
or as little heat as wanted, off and on in-
stantly by simply tutning a valve,

The Secret of
Big Money

Of course, now that you know the facts,
you yourself can understand why this new
invention is going over like wildfire! And
iou can understand why

5 W&aBentl m;dans in
one : y J. negey
: made £1,000 in ohe month,
s 20d why hundreds of other

agents are cleaning up big,

ut least $5,000 & year you in my ter- too.
— ritory. Also your plan 3 T just to makeblg :
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OLIVER Salesmen

Making Big Money

These men kunow the secret of big money.
They kiow a good thing whet they see itand
and they know that the time is ripe for this
new Oliver improved Oil-Gas Burner. They
know that this age of high-priced coal and
wood makes it necessary for some substitute,
They see ships and locomotives being run by
oil and big buildings being heated by it. And
they know that an invention that makes use
of this cheap fuel
for every home—
and yet does it s0
as to give more
heat than coal or
wood —is the
thing they want
to tie up to.

Big Profits
Quickly Made

You too can use this secret of big money.
You do not need to be a high-powered sales-
man. The Oliver’s amazing features sell it for
you. When people see it they know at once
that it is the thing they want.You will realize
that this is a proposition that will pay you as
big money as it does others. We have a defin-
ite number of open territories which we are
ready to dispose of to those who act quickly.
Every territory allotted is filled with bigmoney
opportunities. And thisbig moneycomes easily.
Because not only does this invention practic-
ally sell itself on sight but when you have sold
one this one will sell several othérs assoonas
your customer’s friends and neighbors see it.
And through our special plan you get creditand
commissions for cver&ule in your territory.

You can also make big mong just by usitng

ur spare time. Note how N. B, Chélanmisde
;33 in one evening.

Coupon Brings
Full Offer

Ifyott want to make at least £5,000 a year
easily, mail this conpon now for our offer. We
are not making any extravagant claims abount this. Wi
do 1ot have to. We believe that your common setise w
itvdicate a_good proposition to you when you khow
abaut it. We want to give you thelfacts. Won’t youwrite
us? And by doing 30 quickly you will be aliotted an en-
clusive territory with private selling rights. :

The coupon will bringiyou the facts and will save you
wrriting a letter, But mall the coupon at once, "

: OLIVER OIL-GAS BURNER COMPANY

2416-U Oliver Bullding, St. Louis, Mo.




Electric
The Lamp—

Comes equipped for choice
of gas or electricity. Has2-
light Benjamin socket for
electricity only, with 8-foot
silk cord ready for use; or
comes with 6-foot rubber
hose, burner, mantle and
chimney for gas.

Mahogany Finish

Standard is 60 in. high, 3in.
in diameter. Highly polish-
ed French mahogany finish.

TheShade-

Made in Fifth Avenue de-
sign, 24 in. in diameter, of
delft blue silk, shirred top,
alternating plain and fancy
art silk panels. Twelve
panels in all, tinsel braid
border, with four inch Chenille fringe.
American beauty shirred lining. The
harmonious color scheme gives effect
of red light shining through a blue
haze —a rich warm light. Shipping
weight, 27 pounds.

Marshall Silky Fringe Pull-Cords

Also pair of Marshallsilky fringe cords
with 3% in. silky fringed tassels, giving
an added luxurious effect.

For gas use, order by No. G6332NA.
For electricity, order by No. GE333NA.
Send only $1 with the coupon, $2
monthly. Total Bargain Price for lamp
and shade, $19.85.

Free Bargain Catalog

Shows thousands of bargains in home
furnishings: furniture, jewelry, rugs,
curtains, phonographs, stoves, dishes,
aluminum ware, etc. All sold on easy
terms. Catalog sent free, with or
without order See the coupon.

Floor Lamp

With

5th .Ave. Silk Shade

Here is something you have always wanted—a beautiful floor lamp
with handsome and elegant Fifth Avenue silk shade—to add an extra
tone of elegance and luxury to your home. On this generous offer
you can see just how this floor lamp and silk shade will look in your
home, without risking anything. Send only $1.00 with the coupon
below and we will send it complete t¢ your home on approval, equipped
for use with either gas or electricity. We take all the risk.

When the lamp outfit

30 Days Trial -V
for 30 days. See how

beautifully the colormgs of the handsome silk shade blend and har-
monize with everything in the home. How wuseful it is, too—so handy
for reading, can be moved around with ease to furnish a beautiful light
and rich warmth and coziness to any room in the house. If after 30 days trial you

dec:de not to keep the lamp, just return it at our expense and we will refund your
IOD deposit, plus any frelght or express you paid. You cannot lose a single penny.

oo If you discover that this

a on Iamp is a tremendous

argain at the price

we ask and you decide to keep it, send only $200 a month until you

have paid the total bargain price of $19.85. Yes, only $19.85 for this

luxurious lamp and silk shade complete. Compare this value with anything ou oould
buy locally at anywhere near the same price—even for spot cash' traus

gives ydu this bargain price and almost a year to pay. We trust "rmest Beople any-

wherein U. S. No discount for cash; nothing extra for credit. No C.

Price Slashed!

Decide now to see this beautiful floor Send Coupon NoW!

lamp and silk shade in your home on

approval on this price smashing offer. Think how the nickels and
dimes slip away for useless things; save them for something worth
while that will give satisfaction for years. Send coupon with only
$1.00 now! Satisfaction guaranteed.

STRAUS & SCHRAM, Dept.3936 Chicago, Il

_’II.I-..--.IIIIII-..-..l.IIII.I..II...IIl.--l-.l-I'---I--I-II--.-u

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 552455 S Ehtkeo

Enclosed find $1.00. Ship special advertised Floor Lamp and Silk Shade
as checked below. I am to have 30 days free trial. If I keep the lamp,
I will send $2.00 a month. If not satisfied, I am to return the lamp and
shade within 30 days and you are to refund my $1.00 plus any transporta-
tion charges I paid.

[0 Gas Floor Lamp No. G6332NA, $19.85.

O Electric Floor Lamp No. G6333NA, $19.85

If you want ONLY our free catalogof home mark X here D
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