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Author of “The Magic of Dai Nippon” end “Ashes of Circumstance”

Big fleas have smaller fleas upon their backs to bite ’em.

And these in turn have smaller fleas, and so ad infinitum;

And larger fleas have larger fleas, and larger fleas to go on,
And these in turn have larger fleas, and larger fleas, and so on.

HAT,”” said Professor
Xenophon Xerxes Zapt,

€¢
‘ i the eminent investigator of

the unknown in science, sometimes
called ‘‘Unknown Quantity’’ Zapt,
both from the line of his research, as
well as the double X in his name; ‘‘is
life?’? '

“Why—I don’t know.’’ Bob Sar-
gent, fiancé of the professor’s mother-
less daughter, Nellie, glanced from
the record he was just removing from
the phonograph in the living room of
the Zapt home, to the little man, with
graying mutton-chop whiskers, his
body clad in the limp and comfortable
if somewhat antiquated black alpaca
coat he customarily wore about the
house. ‘‘That is—I’m afraid I don’t
Just appreciate the bearing of your
question.’’

Xenophon Xerxes nodded. ‘I
didn’t expect you would.’”” He con-
tinued to stare at the stalwart young
attorney through the heavy lenses be-
fore his near-sighted eyes. ‘‘And you

—JONATHAN SWIFT.

are not alone in your lack of compre-
hension, Robert. Nowadays the ris-
ing generation seems to consider life
as something akin to that form of syn-
copated phonetic vibration commonly
denominated—jazz.’’

‘““Well—possibly.’’ Sargent slipped
the record into the ecabinet. ‘‘Does
our music annoy you, professor?’’

‘““That, Robert, is entirely aside
from the point. Music is no more
than sound, and—er—sound is a form
of vibration, as you are presumably
aware. And’’— Xenophon Xerxes
paused as though to give weight to
the ensuing climax—*‘‘so is life, Rob-
ert—so 18 life.”’

‘“Oh, yes, of course,”’ Bob hastened
to agree. ‘‘I see what you mean now.
And if both sound and life are vibra-
tions, isn’t that possibly the reason
jazz has enjoyed such a vogue? Isn’t
it possible that there is a difference in
the rate of vibration, and that this
particular form of music quickens
the ratio of the human—’’ o
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“Exactly!’”” Xenophon Zapt
rubbed his hands together. There
were times when he did neot wholly
approve of the young man his daugh-
ter had declared she intended to mar-
ry, but now—he beamed. ‘‘God bless
my soul, Robert—you surprize me,
Really T am amazed to find your men-
tal perceptions so active. Can yom
perhaps see where the established
truism leads?”’

“Why—naturally—I suppose it
means jazz will have a long life.”’

““Jazz 1s merely an illustration,”’
Xenophon Xerxes frowned. ‘‘It has
nothing to do with the case. Given a
hypothetieal cause it should be possi-
ble to predicate a theoretical effect.’’

““The trouble is that theory doesn’t
always work out in practise,”’ said
Bob.

‘““Admitting that—the failures are
Indubitably dne to some fallibility in
the original premise, Robert. And—
such things lend zest to the investiga-
tion of nature’s laws.”’

Sargent turned his eyes to Nellie
seated on the living room couch, with
a handsome Persian Angora eat in
her lap. He siched. Onee the pro-
fessor got started, the best! thing was
to let him talk himself out. ‘““You
are—considering some serious life
problem, then?’’ he remarked.

‘“ All life is serious, Robhert.’”’ The
professor compressed his thin lips.
‘“ And faeetiousness is not an inher-
ent characteristic of my nature. I
am not prone to idly employ those

variant vibratory finefuations of the
vocal organs, briefly designated
speech.”’

‘““Certainly not, sir,”” Bob protest-
ed. ‘‘I meant that you had some ap-
plication of the established relafien

between the correlated faets 1In
mind.’’
‘“GGoodness,’’ said Nellie softly,

with a twinkle in the blue eyes under
her soft brown hair.

‘‘Exactly.’”’ Xenophon Xerxes gave
her a glance. ‘‘The word ‘correlated’
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is well chosen, Robert. It is the eor-
relation on which the whole matter
hinges, in faet. Life being vibration,
what, in your estimation, would be
the effect of increasing the vibratory
ratio, upon the phenomenon of cell
multiplication we are in the habit of
calling growth?”’

“Why—er—,’’ Bob lifted his gaze
to the ceiling as thouch for inspira-
tion; ‘‘possibly—if you inereased
your cell multiplication numerically
as well as in rapidity, you might get
a—a giant.’’

““Precisely.’”” Professor Zapt nod-
ded. ‘‘You not only mighi—you nec-
essarily would. There are times,
Robert, when I feel that were you to
devote yourself to the endeavor you
might develop a really cxcellent mind.
But—mno matter. Were one to apply
this prineciple in the right direction
he would almost certainly gain some
interesting results. Take the ant or
the flea, for example—what would be
the result were either multiplied in-
definitely in size?’’

““Jazz,’’ Sargent said out of an ir-
repressible sense of humor. “‘If you
applied it to the flea, that is. They’d
make everybody danee—"’

“Bob!’” Nellie ecautioned, while
her father put up a slender hand and
stroked his whiskers as was his way
when thinking deeply or annoyed.

Sargent subsided, and the profes-
sor, after a dignified interval, re-
sumed: ‘‘I referred to an experimen-
tal application, rather than to one at
large. Both inscets are possessed of
a remarkable proportionate strength.
Were man endowed with an equiva-
lent commensurate to his size, he
could easily cover a league at a single
leap.”’

‘““That would be as bad as the fairy
story of the Secven League Boots,
wouldn’t it?’’ Nellie looked up smil-
ing from tweaking one of the Ango-
ra’s ears.

Xenophon Xerxes sniffed. With-
out deigning a reply he rose and
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passed from the room, disappearing
up a stairway in the direction of the
laboratory he maintained on the seec-
ond floor of the house.

‘““And now he’s mad again,’’ Miss
Zapt complained. ‘‘Bob, why can’t
you behave when he has something he
wants to talk about?’’

‘“Me?”’ '‘Sargent protested with
more vigor than grammatieal cor-
rectness. ‘‘You were the one who
mentioned fairy tales.”

‘‘But you made it worse. Anyway
I don’t care. Think of fleas as big as
men—’?

““I'd rather not. It sounds weird.
I wonder how far it could jump.’’

““Ob—miles.”” Nellie smiled. “‘I
s’pose 1 shouldn’t have said that
about the Seven League Boots, but—
I could have done worse. You know
that doggerel about fleas, don’t you,
Bob?”’

““Can’t say I do.” Sargent shook
his head. ‘‘But—almost any dog-
gerel should harmonize with fleas.”’

Miss Zapt giggled. ¢ ‘Big fleas
bave little fleas upon their backs to
bite ’em. An’ little fleas have lit-
tler fleas, and so—ad infinitum,’ ’’
she recited.

Bob nodded. ‘‘Just so: ad infini-
ium. Only this thing of your father’s
18 the reverse. It’s crescendo, rather
than diminuendo. And that brings
us back to musie. ILet’s have a little
more )azz.’’

2

“BOB,’ > said Miss Zapt the next
evening, ‘‘do you know what I
saw Father doing this afternoon?’’

‘““Rather not.”” Sargent grinned.
‘““What was Father up to?”’

‘““He was coaxing neighbor Brown’s
dog into our yard with a piece of
meat, and then when the brute came
over he took him into the garage.’’

““To hunt fleas!’’ Sargent sat down.
and eyed the little beauty before him.
““Good Lord!’?
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‘““Bob!’” Nellie’s blue eyes widened
swiftly.

‘““Sure!’”> Bob began to chuckle.
‘“When your paternal ancestor get’s
an idea in his headpiece, Sweetness,
the only way to get it out is to let it
exhaust itself.’’

‘““‘But—you—you don’t think he
really means to try to—to—"’

‘‘Raise fleas? Ad infinitum,”’’ Bob
harked back to her guotation of the
previous evening. ‘‘Translated, ad
infiniium means ‘no end’, as our Eng-
lish cousins put it. Sure! I think
he means to do just that.”’

‘““But—if he brings them into the
house!’”” All at once Xenophon
Xerxes’ lone heir appeared a trifle
aghast.

““Oh—he’ll keep
how,’’ Bob soothed.

“But—if they should get out! If
they should get on Fluffy!’’

There had been times past when the
eminent investigator had not hesi-
tated to make use of her cat during
the enthusiasm incident upon some ex-
periment, without Nelhe’s prior
knowledge. And although thus far
her pet had escaped any serious con-
sequences, Miss Zapt never knew
what might happen next. Because of
that she knit her brows as she went
on: ‘‘It would be just like him to ex-
pect me to let him use her as a—a
sort of incubator for this monstrosity
he thinks he’s going to raise.”’

Bob shook his head. ‘‘Not very
long if he succeeds. He’ll have to
keep the thing on a chain—"’

{ IB ﬂb ! 22

“Well—you never can tell about
an ad nfinitum flea. It’s apt to hop
off six or seven miles at a jump. He’ll
probably cage it and feed it on raw
beef.”

€ B ﬂb !??

““Or blood. He’ll have to. If he
gets anything like what he’s after,
rather than feeding off Fluffy in the
ordinary sense it’s more apt to chase
her around the house.’’

’em shut up some-
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‘““Bob—you’re simply teasing, and
I think you’re—horrid.’”’ Miss Zapt
wrinkled the end of her nose.

‘““As a matter of fact I don’t know
whether I am or not,”’ said Bob. ‘1
know it sounds ridiculous, but—"’’

‘“But imagine a weeny-teeny thing
like a flea grown that big!’’

“I’'m trying to. It’s an appalling
thought. I can’t imagine how he ex-
pects to bring the thing about.’’ Sar-
gent sighed.

‘““Neither can I. But he spent the
whole morning in the laboratory.”’

‘“And in the aftermoon he made
gustatory advances to friend Brown’s
dog.’’ Sargent chuckled again. ‘‘He
was ready to start the job. Honey—
that father of yours knows a lot about
natural laws.’’

‘“But—this isn’t natural!’’ Nellie
protested. ‘‘How do you suppose a
flea that size would look ?”’

““Not having considered the matter
before, I’'m hardly qualified to state—-
except that it would look like a flea
in a telescope, I guess.’”’ Bob glanced
toward a bookcase in the corner.
““There’s the encyclopedia—we might
find a picture of the brute.”’

Nellie rose, and returned from the
case with a good-sized volume. She
began turning leaves. ‘‘Fl-Fle-a.
Here 1t 18.”’

Bob bent to inspect the paragraph
on which her finger was resting.
‘““ ‘Flea—(entom.) An insect of the
genus Pulex, remarkable for its agili-
ty and troublesome bite. The common
flea is Pulex wrritans,” ’’ he read, and
paused to stare at a small illustration
of the object in question. ¢‘Pulex ir-
ritans. Irritans is Latin for ‘irritat-
ing’ or ‘annoying.’ Pulex is his family
name. Seems appropriate all right.
The irritating or annoying Pulex.’’

‘““The whole thing is annoying.’’
Miss Zapt closed the book with consid-
erable forece. ‘“Why under the sun
do you suppose father wants to waste
his time enlarging or magnifying—
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or whatever he intends doing—a
thing like that?’’

‘“At first glance there does seem a
reason for some such question,’’ Sar-
gent smiled. ‘‘But—I presume it’s
the principle involved.”’

‘“But—what’s the use?’’
tone showed exasperation.

‘“Why—I don’t know. Don’t they
train ’em? Seems to me I’ve heard
of trained fleas. Now if he could raise
about a dozen Pulexes the size of a
mouse or a—rat—"’

‘““Bob! Talk sense. A flea that
large would be—dangerous. Didn’t
you read what it said about their
bite ?’’

‘“Yes. Troublesome, my child. But
—he might use ’em in a moral cru-
sade. A dozen turned loose on the
beaches would discourage one-piece
bathing suits. Mermaids would need
a suit of armor and a club. And if
he’d stencil ’em with anti-vice
badges—’

““Oh, well, go on and be funny if
you want to! I think it’s simply
crazy,’’ Nellie declared with an irri-
tated laugh.

Nellie’s

3

IT wAS some ten days before Bob
saw Miss Zapt again. A legal
matter called him out of town the
next morning, so suddenly that he
saild good-bye by telephone. Conse-
quently, the next time they were to-
gether it was some time before their
conversation turned on any topic
save themselves. Then Nellie changed
it rather abruptly:

“Well, you were right.
having me buy beef.”’

‘“Seems to agree with you,’’ Sar-
gent said, without taking his eyes
from her face or his arm from about
her waist.

““I'm not eating it, silly,’” she re-
joined. ‘“What’s the use of being
stupid? You know I mean you were
Iﬂ'ight,in saying he’d feed it to—those

eas.

Father is
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‘““Oh! And how is the irritating
Pulex—or Pulexes?’’ Bob grinned.

‘““IT don’t know. I haven’t seen
them, and I don’t want to see them.
But he’s got them in the laboratory,
and every morning I have to order
meat. First it was one pound, then
two, and yesterday four—’’

‘““Four!’”’ Bob erupted. ‘‘Four

pounds of meat to feed fleas? Holy
Smoke !’

Nellie sighed. ‘‘He takes it up there
and that’s all except that he’s been
quite excited the past few days, and
spends all his time in the laboratory
except when I call him to his meals.
I don’t believe he’s slept much the
last two nights.”’

“Hm-m-m!’’ Bob seemed suddenly
lost in silent consideration of Nellie’s
statement.

‘““What’s the matter, darling?’’ she
asked all at once.

“Eh? I was thinking.”’
flung up his head.

‘“And I wasn’t speaking to you,”’
Miss Zapt returned tartly. ‘‘What is
it, Fluffy? What’s the matter?”’

Bob became aware of the Angora.
She had slid into the room and was
standing in the center of the floor
with a bushily expanded tail held
very nearly erect. Her entire bear-
ing was one of hesitation and doubt.
She seemed vaguely disturbed.

For a moment after her mistress
had spoken she made no move, and
then, without warning, she sat down
on her haunches and turned her head
in an almost quizzical way in Nellie’s
direction.

“Meow!’”’ She emitted a whimper
between anathema and perturbed
complaint, and began to quiver, final-
ly lifting a hind leg toward her back
in tentative fashion and discovering
it would not reach. Yet instead of
being returned to the floor that leg
remained extended and commenced to
twiteh.

‘‘Bob! She’s going to have a fit!”’

Sargent
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““Wait.”” Sargent laid a hand on
Nellie’s arm, while he regarded the
cat out of speculative eyes. ‘‘ Give her
time to reach a conclusion.’’

““Time ?’’ Miss Zapt’s tone resented
the suggestion. She advanced upon
her pet.

And Fluffy drew back. In a series
of amazingly rapid lurches she re-
treated like a poorly tuned motor
thrown into the reverse, toppled all
at once sidewise, became in an in-
stant a wildly gyrating ball of long
hair, head, tail and feet.

‘“Bob!’’ Nellie went to her knees
beside the madly contorting body.
‘“‘Telephone for a veterinary! Quick!
Fluffy !> With a swoop of anxious
arms she gathered the Persian to her
breast, staggered to the couch and
dropped down upon it. ‘‘Bob!”’

‘“Wait,”” Sargent said for the
second time. ‘‘I think I can do quite
as much for Fluffy as a vet. Hasn’t
it dawned upon you yet, Sweetness?’’

‘“What?”’

‘“‘Fleas—or a flea perhaps. Pulex
irritans.  She couldn’t reach it to
serateh it and—it annoyed her. She’s
an irritated cat.’’

Miss Zapt sniffed very much as
Xenophon Xerxes might have done in
a similar instance. At the same time
Bob’s suggestion appeared to find
weight with her, to judge by her ex-
pression. She dug slender fingers in-
to Fluffy’s hair in search of the pos-
sible cause of her actions. And Fluffy
seemed actually pleased. She began
purring gently—stretched.

A minute, two minutes passed. ‘‘I
don’t see it, 2 said Miss Zapt.

‘‘“Well, keep it up anyway,’’ Bob
said. ‘‘It seems to soothe her.”’

Nellie turned aectually angry eyes
back to her quest. Of a sudden they
focused intently. ‘‘Bob!’”’

“What?’?

““I saw it. But it moved.’’

““It would.’’ ‘Sargent knelt beside
girl and cat. He parted the pelt in
investigation—revealed a darkly mov-
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ing object, jammed down a thumb and
finger and withdrew an object the size
of an ordinary bean. ‘‘Got it,”’ he
announced and rose to obtain a better
light on what he had found.

‘“What—is 1t?’’ Nellie joined him.
‘““Woodtick ?’”

““No-o. It’s a flea all right. Well
—I'm darned.’”” Sargent’s accents
were those of a slightly awed wonder.
‘“It’s an honest-to-goodness flea, but—
Good Lord!’’ The blood-swollen body
between his digits burst and left them
stained.

““You’ve—killed 1it!”’
cused.

‘““Looks like it.’”” Bob viewed the
remains in rueful fashion. ‘‘Where’s
your father?’’

““Upstairs. Do you think it’s—one
of his?’’ Nellie’s eyes were wide.

‘“‘Judging by its size. Come along.’’

Nellie ac-

ARGENT started for the stairs. Nel-

lie went with him. Outside the

laboratory door they paused and Bob
rapped.

“Well? Well?”’ Xenophon Xerxes
replied in the tone of one not wishing
to be disturbed.

‘““It’s Sargent, professor,”” Bob
called. “‘I’ve something that belongs
to you, I fancy.”’

‘““You’ve what?’> The laboratory
door was jerked partly open and
Xenophon Xerxes peered out.

Bob extended his hand with the
dead flea upon it. ‘‘It was on Fluffy.
It was disturbing her a good deal, and
we caught it, and—it burst.’’

‘“‘Naturally. But—it doesn’t mat-
ter, Robert.”” The professor drew the
door farther open. ‘‘Come in—and I
will show you a really interesting ex-
hibit of the scientific application of
modern knowledge applied to the
metabolic processes, and the use of
vitamines.’’

‘““You mean—you have-—others?”’
IBob edged into the room behind Nel-

lei

WEIRD

TALES

““Of course.’”” Xenophon actually
beamed. ‘‘Did you imagine you had
destroyed the only one? Not at all,
Robert. Not at all. Here—’’ He led
the way to a glass box pierced at
each end by a metal bar from which
wires led to a small eleetrical genera-
tor on an insulated table. ‘‘You can
see how they are coming on.’’

““Ugh!’’ Nellie gave one glance and
shuddered.

Bob stared out of suddenly nar-
rowed eyes. Inside the glass were
possibly a dozen of the insects even
larger than the one he had found.
They swarmed over a lump of raw
beef. ‘‘Remarkable. I wouldn’t
have believed it possible,’” he said at
length.

Xenophon Xerxes nodded. ‘‘Man
stands today on the threshold of
things undreamed 1in other years,
Robert. Today we are beginning to
lay hold upon an understanding of
life forces, and hence the processes of
life itself. Organic therapy, the study
of endocrine glands, has done much.
But even the endocrines are power-
less to funetion unless given the sub-
stance with which to build. There
has been a missing link in our knowl-
edge. Then came the discovery of
vitamines — the essential growth-
producing elements of food—the—er
—essence of food. It was the appli-
cation of that knowledge I found es-
sential in this experiment.’’

““But—I thought you said life was
vibration?’’ Sargent seemed a trifle
dazed.

‘T did, Robert. I did. Life ss
vibration. But let me ask you—what
maintains vibration once it is brought
into manifestation?’’

““Why—er—force. Do you mean—
food ?”’

‘“‘Exactly!’’ Xenophon rubbed his
thin hands together. ‘“‘You’re com-
ing on, Robert, upon my word! There-
fore in order to obtain the success I
aimed at, it became necessary to raise
a vibratory rate in the presence of a
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food excess, and at the same time sup-
ply the impulse for that food’s use.
The generator here furnishes the vi-
bratory rate. The beef is the food—
its juices. As you know, in all eleec-
trical devices there is a negative and
a positive pole. The negative is the
active—the change-producing. Cur-
rent flows from negative to positive.
Therefore in order to supply my third
essential, that small sponge on the
negative electrode you see entering
the cage 1s soaked iIn water-soluble
vitamines, which are carried by the
vibratory current to become a part of
the contained atmosphere. The hypo-
thetical requirements being correctly
deduced and furnished—the result—
well, Robert, you can see the result
for yourself.”’

‘““Rather.’”” Bob turned his eyes to
the cage again and started. ‘‘I say,
professor—are those things getting
larger? They look bigger—’’

““They are growing, Robert.”’
Xenophon Xerxes smiled. ‘‘Don’t
let that surprize you. Growth is a
multiplication of cells. And since a
cell in multiplying, reproduces itself
—you will perceive that the ratio of
increase 1s the square of the primary
number. For that very reason it will
soon become necessary to destroy all
save the best developed specimen of
the lot. Of course when I stop the
current passing, the rapid develop-
ment halts.”’

Sargent nodded. ‘‘It’s a good deal
like compound interest, isn’t it?’’ he
said a trifle vacuely.

““I trust you find it interesting,
purely as a demonstration.’”” Zapt
eyed him In a suspicious manner.

““Oh, yes, indeed.”” Bob took a
long, deep breath. ‘‘I never saw any-
thing like it, in my life.”’

‘“Without wishing to seem egotisti-
cal, Robert,”’ Zapt accepted the as-

surance quickly, ‘I feel that I am

justified in the assertion that until I
brought about the necessary correla-
tion of environment, outside of what
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has been called from time to time a
freak of nature, neither did anyone
else.”’

““I should hope not,”” Nellie broke
into the conversation. ‘‘If he did, he
probably thought he was drunk.’’

Her father viewed her in tolerant
silence. He put up a hand and
stroked his graying whiskers. ‘‘And
as a matter of fact, Robert,”” he re-
marked, transferring his gaze to the
already amazing produects of his en-
deavors, ‘‘I may add that the experi-
ment is scarcely more than begun.’’

4
ITH that statement Mr. Robert
Sargent most emphatically

agreed on a later oecasion, when, hav-
ing apparently heard his voice below
stairs, Professor Zapt came down in
his flapping coat and a pair of carpet
slippers and invited him up to inspect
advanced results.

There was a childlike quality about
the little scientist at times, in that he
desired to exhibit the fruits of his la-
bors, as Bob had learned in the past.
And he judged that Xenophon Xerxes
was handicaped in the present in-
stance by Nellie’s attitude toward
what she frankly declared was an un-
warranted interference with nature’s
designs as affecting insect life. More-
over he was genuinely ecurious to
learn to what extent the professor had
succeeded as he accompanied him back
up-stairs. Nellie went along.

Xenophon Xerxes threw open the
laboratory door with the hint of a
flourish and jerked his hand at the
olass cage Bob had seen before.

‘“There,’’ said he, ‘‘is Pulex.’’

Sargent stared and ecaught his
breath. Where before had been some
dozen surprizingly large fleas, there
was now but one. And that one was
immense. It was monstrous—huge—
a swollen, bloated, overgrown, Brob-
dingnagian extravaganza of a flea,
that nearly filled the glass walls inside
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which it squatted, beneath a heavily
weighted top.

‘““Call him Pulex, do you?’’ Bob
began, and paused at Nellie’s gasp.

He turned to her, found her gazing
at the unbelievable inmate of the glass
box with wide-open, pupil-stretched
eyes. Her lips parted. ‘‘You mean
—you’ve given —that thing —a
name ?’’ she faltered.

‘““Exactly. Pulex, my dear, from
the entomological denomination de-
rived from the Latin—Pulex irritans
—genus Pulex—rvariety, rritans,”
Xenophon Xerxes announced.

Bob nodded. ‘‘Well—he looks irri-
table. Isn’t he sort of cramped in
that box?’’

““Possibly,’” Zapt assented. ‘‘But
you see, Robert, the process of growth
has slowed the last two days. It is
my opinion that development has
about reached its limit.”’

““It’s horrible.”” Nellie’s face was
white. ‘‘Bob—Ilook at it—look at its
—eyes. It—knows we’re here,’’ she
chattered. ‘‘It’s looking at us. It’s
terrible—wicked !”’

‘““The wicked flea,’”” Sargent said,
smiling, as she paused with clicking
teeth. ‘‘The wicked flea, and no man
pursueth.’’

Miss Zapt broke into hysterical
laughter. ‘‘The wicked—flea—and—
no man—pur-su-eth! Oh, ha, ha,
Bob! That’s the best thing—you’ve
sald—in a month!’’

Xenophon Xerxes stiffened before
that outburst of what he plainly re-
garded as unseemly mirth. ‘‘Get her
out of here, Robert,”” he directed.
‘“Take her down-stairs. Women have
no scientific appreciation. They pre-
fer an untimely humor.’’

‘““Come along, Honey Lamb Child,
we’ll fly while no wicked flea can
pursue us,’’ Sargent prompted and
led her back down-stairs.

Once there she subsided upon the
living room couch. ‘‘Oh, Bob! Did
you—see Father’s face?’’ she gasped.
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Bob grinned and nodded. ‘‘He
looked almeost as irritable as Pulex,”’
he said.

Nellie giggled. ‘‘Well—don’t let’s
talk any more about it. I shouldn’t
have made him angry.”’

““All right,’”” Bob agreed. Nor had
he any intention of reverting to the
subject when next he passed beneath
the professor’s roof.

Neither did he contemplate coming
into contact with Xenophon Xerxes
himself. The seclusion the eminent
investigator had maintained during
his experiment rather precluded that.
Consequently it was with a feeling of
distinet surprize that he found him
puttering about the lower floor.

Furthermore, Zapt’s demeanor was
a thing caleculated to attract attention,
though he manifestly aimed at the
reverse. His bearing, indeed, was
that of a man 1n a state of mental un-
rest. He replied to Bob’s greeting in
absent-minded fashion, went over and
moved a chair out of a corner, tilted
it on its legs and set it back in place.
Immediately afterward he left the
room, and in five minutes he was back.
He hung about, twiddling his fingers
beneath the tail of his shapeless coat,
until, seizing a moment when he fan-
cied himself unobserved, he bent and
glanced under the couch.

‘“Father!”’

Xenophon straightened at the
sound of Nellie’s voice.

‘“What is the matter?”’

‘‘Nothing—er—that is, nothing.”’
Xenophon went over and sat down In
his favorite chair beside a table load-
ed with scientific journals and books.
He sighed. For possibly three min-
utes he sat with forehead furrowed
into a frown of what might have been
consideration. Then he bounced up
and went into the hall. Sounds indi-
cated his investigation of a closet
where umbrellas and raincoats were
stored.
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Nellie glanced at Bob, rose and
passed silently to the archway
through which the hall was reached.

‘‘Father—what are you hunting ?”’
she asked.

Silence followed, punctuated by
the closing of the closet door. Xeno-
phon Xerxes joined her, re-entered
the living room and regained his seat.
For a moment he drummed on the
table with nervous fingers. He cleared
his throat.

‘“As a matter of fact,”’ he an-
nounced at the end of possibly a min-
ute, ‘‘Pulex has escaped.’’

‘“Pulex?”’
““Escaped ?”’
Bob and Nellie spoke at once.

‘““Yes.”” The professor got up again.
‘“It’s really most annoying. I—I can
only blame myself. Quite early this
evenjng I fell into a doze while ob-
serving what I felt sure were the final
hours of his growth. I—er—forgot
to shut off the generator, connected
with the cage. I can only presume
that it continued to run and—er—Pu-
lex became too large for the contain-
er. At all events it—burst. When I
awoke it was in fragments and the
—er—insect had disappeared.’’

‘“And,’” Nellie accused, ‘‘that’s
why you’ve been roaming around
looking under things the last hour?’’

‘“Yes, my dear,”” Xenophon Xerxes
sighed. ‘‘I—er—confess I have been
in hopes of coming across it—that it
had—er—secreted itself. I’ve been
intending to have it permanently
mounted as a demonstration of—7’’
He broke off at sounds of a commo-
tion in the rear of the house, cocked
his head as though seeking to appraise
them, and then exclaimed: ‘‘ God bless
my soul! Perhaps—?’

Without finishing the hypothetical
conclusion, he started for the hallway.

SARGENT and Nellie followed quite as
_a matter of course. The trio made
their way to the rear, Xenophon
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Xerxes being the first to reach the
kitchen and snap on a light.

His act revealed a remarkable sight.

Crouched on the floor was Pulex,
and regarding him from a corner,
half in terror and half in defiance,
with every hair on her body in a state
of furry excitement, was Nellie’s cat.

“Fluffy!’”? Miss Zapt started for-
ward to the rescue after a moment of
breathless amaze.

‘‘Hold on!”’ Bob swung her back,
thrust himself before her, taking her
task upon himself. He bore straight
down on Pulex.

But Pulex did not wait.
started he leaped.

‘“Cateh him!’’ Xenophon lifted his
voice in admonitory treble.

‘““Catch him yourself!’”’ Sargent
whirled. Pulex had leaped not from,
but directly at him, and though he
had ducked instinctively, a passing
lee had rasped his cheek. As he
turned, Pulex leaped again, missing
him again as he dodged, and hit the
farther wall with a heavy thud.

““Damn!’’ The expletive seemed
jolted from Sargent’s mouth.

Fluffy scampered between his legs,
tripped him and sent him down to the
floor with a bump.

‘“God bless my soul!’”” Xenophon
Xerxes faltered. ‘‘The thing is—ac-
tually vicious. Did you notice that
it seemed—inclined to attack you,

Robert?”’

‘““Yes.’”” Bob scrambled up. “‘I
noticed it.”’ His eyes sought Pulex
and found him squatted warily ob-
servant against a baseboard. ‘‘He’s
a wicked flea—but this time there’s a
man going to pursue him.’”’ He flung
himself forward.

And Pulex exercised discretion.
The kitchen window was open, and he
lifted himself through if, butting
headlong against a sereen, tearing it
loose along one edge and scrambling
frantically through the resulting ave-

nue of escape.

As Bob
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““God bless my soul!’’ said Xeno-
phon Xerxes again. ‘‘I fear we’ve
lost him, Robert.”’

‘I don’t know whether we have or
not.’”” Bob’s blood was up. He
dashed at the kitchen door and van-
ished through it.

Nellie joined him outside.

Zapt followed.

The three stood staring into the
gloom of the back yard, faintly illu-
minated by the rays of a second quar-
ter moon. There came presently to
their ears a rasping, scratching sound
from overhead.

Bob ran farther out and sought for
its source. ‘‘There he 1is,”’ he an-
nounced, and pointed to where Pulex
was ambling sedately along the ridge-
pole of the house. As they watched,
the fugitive gained the shadow of a
chimney and disappeared.

““Ill get him out of that soon
enough,’”’ Bob promised. ‘‘They can’t
stand water. Where’s the hose?’’

“‘I’ll—bring it, Robert.’’ Xenophon
Xerxes hurried off, his coat tails flap-
ping.

‘““Get a broom or a stick.”” Bob
turned his glance to Nellie. ‘‘He’ll
jump when the water hits him. Be
ready to swat him.”’

“‘Swat the flea,’’ Nellie giggled and
ran off to obtain the suggested means
for so doing. -

Zapt came back with the hose. He
had turned on the water and thrust
the nozzle into Sargent’s hands.

Nellie reappeared with a broom and
the handle of a mop.

Bob explained their purpose and
Xenophon took the mop, stepping
back from the wall of the house, with
Nellie posted a short space from him.

““Now!’’ Bob lifted the stream of
water against the chimney, and saw a
dark object hurtle above him.

‘“Catch him!’’ he cried, turning to-
ward Nellie and her father.

The hose turned with him. TIts
stream struck Xenophon Xerxes just
below an uptilted chin.
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““Professor!’’ Bob began in a tone
of consternation.

‘““Ass!’”’ The eminent investigator
hurled his mopstick upon the ground
and strode, dripping, into the house.

5

OFFICER DANIEL MC GUINESS, patrol-
man of the distriect embracing
the Zapt residence, rang in at the end
of a round and gave ear to a question
couched in the station sergeant’s
voice:

‘“Say, Mac, what sort of people are
M. K. Brown and wife on Elm Street ?
Is the lady by any chance bugs?’’

‘““Why,”” Danny frowned at the
transmitter, ‘‘not thot I know of, sar-
junt. For why do ye ask?’’

““Well,”” the voice came back, ‘‘she
called up a bit ago and wanted to
know if we’d send out there. Said a
flea chased her dog into the house.’’

‘““ A—flea?’’ Danny steadied him.-
self against the patrol box.

‘““That’s what she said.’”
‘“Ut—chased her—dog?’’
‘“ Accordin’ to th’ lady.”’
‘‘“How big—was th’ dog?’’

There was a pause while Danny
waited for an answer. When it came
its delay seemed explained by the ser-
geant’s intention to make it sufficient:

‘““See here, McGuiness, don’t get
funny! Go find out what sort of
hooteh they’re using,’ th’ next time
you pass their house.’”’

‘“Yis, sor.”” Danny hung up, re-
moved his helmet and scratched his
head. Resuming his beat he turned
over the amazing information he had
just received—a flea—had chased—
Brown’s dog—into the house.

‘“It ain’t possible,’’ said Danny to
himself. ‘‘It’s been hot th’ last few
days, though. Maybe—anyway, when
I git over there, I’ll stop—though if
there are any sich anymiles about th’
place, ’tis more a job fer th’ sanitary
squad.”’
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Wherefore, when he approached
the Brown residence, he turned in
from the street, mounted the front
porch and set a heavy finger to a bell.

His summons was answered by
Brown himself,

Danny knew him. ‘‘Good evenin’,
Misther Brown,’’ he said. ‘‘Th’ sar-
junt was sayin’ as how—maybe 1’d
better stop.’’

““Yes. Come in, MecQGuiness.”’
Brown held the door wide.

Danny removed his helmet and fol-
lowed into a room where Mrs. Brown
sat. He accepted a chair. ‘““An’ now
just phawt was th’ trouble?’’ he sug-
gested. ‘‘Th’ Sarge was sayin’ some-
thin’—about a—about a—"’

‘“ About a flea,”” Mrs. Brown de-
clared in a tone of nervous excite-
ment. ‘‘That is, it looked like a flea,
except that it was so large. 1 never
saw anything like it.”’

Danny nodded. ‘‘An’—ut chased
—your deg?’’

““Yes. He ran up on the porch and
whimpered, and when Mrs. Brown
went to let him in, this thing was
right behind him,’’ Brown said.

““Th’ dog’s a little felly ?”’

““He’s a full-grown Gordon setter.”’

““You seen ut yourself?’’ Danny
looked Brown full in the eyes.

‘““Yes.,”” They did not falter.
‘““When Mrs. Brown sereamed I ran
out to see what was wrong and there
it was in the hall. Oh, I know it
sounds crazy, McGuiness, but a man
believes what he sees.”’

““Yis, sor—sometimes.’”’” Danny
sniffed. It was almost as though he
were seeking some definite odor.

And Brown noted the action. He
laughed shortly. ‘‘Oh—I'm not
drunk, McGuiness.”’

““Yis, sor—no, sor,’” Danny correct-
ed himself quickly. ‘‘An’ so this

here—whatever ut was—follied th’

dog inside ?’’
“It did.”’
‘“An’ where is ut now?”’
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“It’s gone. We didn’t keep 1t as
a pet. I tried to throw my coat over
it, but it jumped back through the
door.”’

““Oh, thin—ye druv it off.”’ Danny
rose. ‘‘Thot bein’ th’ case I don’t see
phawt I can do at prisint. If ye see
anything more of it—of course—"’’

Mrs. Brown spoke again. ‘‘I sup-
pose it was foolish to report it. But
—1it was so strange—I thought some-
body ought to know such a thing was
at larce. So—I rang up.’”’

‘“Yis, ma’am,’’ said MecGuiness.
““IT’11 report to th’ sar-junt th’ next
toime I ring in, that I come over
ﬂﬂ !____J'!

He broke off at the sound of a femi-
nine scream from the street, whirled
quickly, clapped on his helmet and
bolted out of the house.

HE EMERGED to find a young woman
clinging to the arm of a masecu-
line companion and clattered heavily
toward them.

‘““Phawt’s th’ matter ?’’ he demand-
ed, coming to a halt.

‘‘I’ve—Dbeen bitten,’”’ the girl said
in a gasping voice.

Danny eyed her escort in suspicious
fashion. ‘‘Phawt was ut bit ye?’’ he
asked.

‘‘The—the—toad.”’

““Th’—toad?”’ Danny MecGuiness
stared. His words came like a belated
echo at the end of an appreciable
pause.

‘““Yes. At least I guess it was a
toad. It hopped out, just as we were
passing.’”’ The young woman released
her escort’s arm and faced Danny.

Danny considered. ‘‘It hopped out
an’ bit ye—how ?’’ he asked at length.

“Why—with its mouth, I sup-
pose.”’’

““Th? toad did?”?
breathing deeply.

““Certainly.”” The girl’s compan-
ion spoke for the first time. ‘‘See
here, officer, what’s the matter with

you, anyway %’

Danny was
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Danny took a grip on his senses and
his club. “‘There ain’t anything th’
matter with me, young felly,”’ he
averred. ‘‘Where was ut this here
toad bit ye, ma’am?’’

‘“Why, right here,’”’ the victim de-
clared.

Danny nodded. ‘‘Yis, yis, but—
whereabouts on—yerself ?’’

“Oh—why, on the ankle—just
above the foot.”’

““’T'is the usual location of ankles.’’
Danny nodded again. ‘‘An’ after-
wards—phawt did th’ toad do after
ut bit ye?”’

‘““Just a minute, officer,’’ the other
1;1fa.n interrupted. ‘‘We were talking

a______?l‘

““You were talkin’ of a toad,’’ said
Danny gruffly.

““Yes. And there’s no use in going
at the matter as though it had been a
holdup or a thug. It hopped out and
bit Miss Grant and hopped off again
down the road. Then you ran out and
asked what had happened. That’s all
there is to it. Are you able to walk,
dear?”’

Miss Grant murmured an assent.

Her escort turned back to Danny.
‘““So now that you knew all the de-
tails, if you don’t mind, we’ll pro-
ceed.”’

““Yis, sor.”” Danny drew back. “‘I
run out because th’ young lady
screamed. An’ phawt ye told me
filled me wid surprize, because’’— for
the life of him he could not resist a
parting shot, in view of the other
man’s manner—*¢ ’tis th’ first toime I
ever heard of a toad bite, by th’ token
that th’ varmints haven’t anny
teeth. Good noight, sor. I hope ye
git home all roight. Now if ut had
been a flea—"’

‘““A flea?’”’ The other man eyed
him, and all at once he laughed.
“‘Officer, you’ve lost your sense of
proportion. I saw it. It was as big
as a—a scuttle of coal, at least.’’
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““Y1s, sor—’tis sort of dark along
here.’”” Danny watched the pair move
off, before he removed his helmet and
wiped his forehead with the back of
a hand. ‘‘Phew!’’ He replaced the
helmet. ‘‘Th’ flea was big enough to
chase th’ kiyoodle an’ th’ toad was
big as a hod o’ coal. Somebody’s lost
their sinse of proportion, all roight,
I guess.”” He resumed his sadly de-
layed patrol.

‘“ 'Tis a funny noight,’”’ he mused.
‘““Dog-chasin’ fleas, an’ bitin’ toads.
Domned if ut don’t sound home
brewed. An’ as for my sinse of pro-
portion’’— he gazed about him and
chuckled—*‘iverything looks nacheral
enough. Most loikely thim two was
swateheartin’ along an’ th’ poor toad
hopped out an’ scared her, an’ she
thought she was bit. Wimmen git
funny notions, whin they’re tuk sud-
dint off their guard. As fer th’ flea
—beloike ut was somethin’ th’ fool

dog treed.”’

But if Danny’s line of argument
satisfied him, what complacency he
had evolved by the time he once more
arrived at the end of his round was
destined to receive a shattering jolt.

‘““McGuiness,’”” the sergeant de-
manded, ‘‘what sort of a menagerie
has broken out up there tonight?
There’s a man just come into th’
emergency, says he was bitten in a
taxicab.’’

‘““Bit-ten?’’ Danny faltered.

‘““Yes, bitten. Shut up and listen.
He drove up there in a cab and went
into a house. When he came out
something was in the eab and bit him
and jumped out of the window. He’s
got a wound on his leg and they’re
giving him anti-tetanic serum. He
says he thinks it was a cat with hy-
drophobia—’’

‘“ A—a—cat?’’ McGuiness babbled.

‘“Yes. A cat—a mad cat. Under-
stand? Now get busy and see what’s
broke loose. If you find anything—
shoot it.”’

(Continued on page 568)
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Author of “Servants of Satan,” “The Phantom Farmhouse,” etc.

when the skirling of my bedroom

telephone bell wakened me, for I
could see the moon well down toward
the western horizon as 1 looked
through the window while reaching
for the instrument.

““Dr. Trowbridge,’’ came an excited
feminine voice through the receiver,
‘“this is Mrs. Maitland. Can you come
right over? Something terrible has
happened to Paul!”’

“Eh?’ I answered, half asleep.
‘““What’s wrong?’’

‘““We—we don’t know,’’ she replied
Jerkily. ‘‘He’s unconscious. You
know, he’d been to the dance at the
country club with Gladys Phillips.
We’d all been in bed hours when we
heard someone banging on the front
door. Mr. Maitland went down, and
when he opened the door, Paul fell
into the hall. Oh, doctor, he’s been
terribly hurt! Won’t you please come
right over?”’

Physicians’ sleep is like a park—
public property. With a sigh I
climbed out of bed and into my
clothes, cranked my superannuated
motor to life and set out for the Mait-
land house.

Young Maitland lay on his bed, his
eyes closed, teeth tight clenched, his

IT MUST have been past midnight

face set in an expression of unutter-
able dread, even in his unconscious-
ness. Across his shoulders and on the
backs of his arms I found several long
incised wounds, as though his flesh
had been raked by a sharp, pronged
Instrument.

I sterilized and bandaged the cuts,
and applied restoratives, wondering
what sort of encounter had produced
such hurts.

‘‘Help, help! Oh, God, help!’’ the
lad muttered thickly, like a person
trying to call out in a nightmare.
““Oh, oh, it’s got me; it’s’’—his words
gave way to a gurgling, inarticulate
cry of fear, and he sat bolt upright in
bed, staring about with vacant, fear-
filmed eyes.

‘“Easy, easy, young fellow,”” I
soothed. ‘‘Lie back, now ; take 1t easy,
you’re all right, you’re home in bed.”’

He looked uncomprehendingly at
me a moment, then fell to babbling in-
anely. ‘‘The ape-thing—the ape-
thing!’’ he screamed In a frenzy.
‘““It’s got me! Open the door; for
God’s sake, open the door!”’

‘“Here,”” I ordered gruffly as I
drove my hypodermic into his arm.
‘“None o’ that. You quiet down.”’

The opiate took effect almost im-

mediately, and I left him Wiglg his
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parents while I returned to catch up
the raveled ends of my interrupted
sleep.

EADLINES shrieked at me from the
+ & front page of the paper lying be-
side my grapefruit at breakfast :

SUPER FIEND SOUGHT IN
GIRL’S SLAYING

Bopy or Young WomaAN Founp NEAR
SEDGEMOOR CoUNTRY CrLuB Mys-
TIIES POLICE—CRIMINAL PER-
VERT BLAMED ¥OrR KILLING—
ARREST 1S IMMINENT

Almost entirely denuded of clothing,
marred by a score of terrible wounds, her
face battered nearly past recognition and
her neck broken, the body of pretty Sarah
Humphries, 19, a waitress in the employ of
the Sedgemoor Country Club, was found ly-
ing in one of the bunkers of the club’s golf
course by John Burroughs, a green keeper,
early this morning. Miss Humphries, who
had been employed at the clubhouse for
three months, completed her duties shortly
before midnight, and, according to state-
ments of fellow workers, declared she was
going to take a short cut across the links
to the Andover Road, where she could get &
trolley to the city. Her body, terribly mu-
tilated, was found about twenty-five yards
from the road on the golf 2ourse this morn-
ing.

Between the golf links and the Andover
Road is a dense growth of trees, and it is
thought the young woman was attacked
while walking along the path through the
woods to the road. Deputy Coroner Nes-
bett, who examined the body, gave his opin-
ion that she had been dead about five hours
when found. She had not been criminally
assaulted.

Several suspicious characters have been
secen in the neighborhood of the club’s

ounds recently, and the police are cheek-
ing up on their movements. An early ar-
rest is 2xpected.

““There’s two gintelmen to see ye,
sor,”” Nora, my housekeeper, inter-
rupted my perusal of the paper. ‘‘’Tis
Sergeant Costello an’ a Frinchman, or
Eyetalyun, or sumpin. They do be
warntin’ ter ax ye some questions
about th?> murther of th’ pore little
Humphries gurl.”’
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‘““Ask me about the murder?” I
protested. ‘“Why, the first I knew of
it was when I looked at this paper,
and I'm not through reading the ac-
count of the erime yet.’’

““That’s all right, Dr. Trow-
bridge,’” Detective Sergeant Costello
answered with a laugh as he entered
the dining room. ‘“We don’t figure
on arresting you; but we’d like to ask
you some questions, if you don’t
mind. This is Professor de Grandin,
of the Paris police. He’s been doing
some work for his department over
here, an’ when this murder broke, he
offered the chief his help. We’ll be
needin’ it, too, I’'m thinkin’. Profes-
sor de Grandin, Dr. Trowbridge,’’ he
waved an introductory hand from one
to the other of us.

The professor bowed stiffly from the
hips, in continental fashion, then ex-
tended his hand with a friendly smile.
He was a perfect example of the rare
French blond type, rather under
medium height, but with a military
erectness of carriage which made him
look several inches taller than he ac-
tually was. His light blue eyes were
small and exceedingly deep-set, and
would have been humorous had it not
been for the curious cold directness of
their gaze. With his wide mouth,
light mustache waxed at the ends in
two perfectly horizontal points, and
those twinkling, stock-taking eyes, he
reminded me of an alert tom-cat. Like
a cat’s, too, was his lithe, noiseless
step as he crossed the room to shake
hands.

““I fear Monsieur Costello gives you
the misapprehension, doctor,’’ he said
in a pleasant voice, almost devoid of
accent. ‘‘It is most true I am con-
nected with the Service de Sireté, but
not as a voeation. My principal work
is at the University of Paris and St.
Lazaire Hospital; at present I com-
bine my vocation of savant with my
avocation of criminologist. You
see_! ?
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““Why,”” 1 interrupted, grasping
his hand, ‘‘you are Professor Jules de
Grandin, author of Accentuated Evo-
lution?’’

He shrugged deprecatingly. ‘‘Yes,
I am he,’’ he admitted with a smile;
‘“but at present our inquiries lie in
another field. You have a patient,
one young Monsieur Paul Maitland, is
it not? He was set upon last night in
the Andover Road 7"’

‘“I have a patient named Paul Mazit-
land,’’ I admitted, ‘‘but I don’t know
where he received his injuries.’’

‘““Nor do we,”” he answered with a

smile, ‘‘but we shall inquire. You
will go with us while we question
him? No?”

“Why, yes,”” I acquiesced. *‘I1
should be looking in on him this morn-
ing, anyhow.”’

‘““ A ND now, Monsieur,’”’ Professor

de Grandin began when intro-
ductions had been completed, ‘‘you
will please to tell us what happened
last night to you. Yes?”’

Paul looked uncomfortably from
one of us to the other and swallowed
nervously. ‘‘I don’t like to think of
it,”” he confessed, ‘‘much less talk
about it; but here’s the truth, believe
1t or not:

““I took Gladys home from the club
about 11 o’clock, for she had devel-
oped a headache. After 1’d said
good-night to her I decided to go
home and turn in, and had gotten
nearly here when I reached In my
pocket for a cigarette. My case was
gone, and I remembered laying it on
a window ledge just before my last
dance.

““The Mater gave me that case last
birthday, and I didn’t want to lose it,
so, instead of telephoning the club
and asking one of the fellows to slip
it in his pocket, like a fool, I decided
to drive back for it.

“You know—or at least Dr. Trow-
bridge and Sergeant Costello do—the
Andover Road dips down in a little

451

valley and curves over by the edge of
the golf course between the eighth and
ninth holes. I was just in that part
of the road nearest the links when I
heard a woman seream twice—I1t real-
ly wasn’t two screams, more like one
and a half, for her second cry was
shut off almost before it started.

‘“I had a gun in my pocket, a little
.22 automatic—good thing I did, too—
so I yanked it out and drew up at the
roadside, leaving my engine running.
That was lucky, too, believe me.

‘I ran into the woods, yelling at
the top of my voice, and there in the
path I saw something dark, like a
woman’s body, lying. I started to-
ward it when there was a rustling in
the trees overhead and—plop/—some-
thing dropped right into the path in
front of me.

‘‘Gentlemen, I don’t know what it
was, but I know it wasn’t anything
human. It wasn’t guite as tall as I,
but looked about twice as broad, and
its hands hung down—clear dewn to
the ground.

““1I yelled, ‘Hey, what’re you do-
in’?’ and pointed my gun at it, and
it didn’t answer, just started jump-
ing up and down, bouncing with its
feet and hands on the ground at once.
1 tell you, it gave me the horrors.

““ ‘Snap out of it!’ I yelled again,
‘or I’ll blow your head off.” Next mo-
ment—I was so nervous and excited I
didn’t really know what I was doing
—I let fly with the pistol, right in
the thing’s face.

‘“That came near being my last
shot, too. Believe me or not, that
thing, whatever it was, reached out,
snatched the gun out of my hand and
broke it. Yes, sir, snapped that pistol
in two with its bare hands as easily
as I could break a match stick.

‘¢ And then it was on me, I felt one
of its hands go clear over my shoul-
der, from breast to back In a smgle
elutch and it pulled me toward 1it.
Ugh! "It was hairy, sir., Halry as an
ape!’’
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“Morblen! Yes? And then?’ de
Grandin murmured eagerly.

““Then I lunged out with all my
might and kleked it on the shins. It
released its grip a second, and I beat
it. Ran as I never did on the quarter-
mile track, jumped into the ecar and
took off down the road with every-
thing wide open. But I got these
gashes in my back and arms before I
got Into the roadster. He made three
or four grabs for me, and every one
of ’em took the flesh away where his
nails raked me. By the time I got
home I was almost crazy with fright
and pain and loss of blood. I remem-
ber kicking and banging on the door
and yelling for the folks to open, and
then I went out like a light.”’

The boy paused and regarded us
seriously. “‘I know you think I’m
the biggest liar out of jail,”’ he an-

nounced; ‘‘but I’ve been telling
you the absolute, honest-to-goodness
truth.’’

Costello looked skeptical, but de
Grandin nodded eagerly, affirma-
tively. ‘‘But of course, you speak
truth,’’ he replied. ‘‘Now tell me,
young Monsieur, if you ecan, this

poilu, this halry one, how was he
dressed ?’’

““Um,’’ Paul wrinkled his brow in
an effort at remembrance. ‘I can’t
say surely, for it was dark in the
woods and I was pretty much excited,
but—I—think he was in evening
clothes. Yes; I'd swear to it. I saw
his white shirt bosom.?”’

““Ah,’” muttered de Grandin softly.
‘A halry thing, a fellow who leaps up
and down like a jumping-jack or an
ape In his anger, and in evening
clothes. It is to think, mes amsis.”’

“I'll say it is,”” Costello agreed.

““What sort o’ hootech did they have
{mt? 1;? th’ club last night, young fel-
er

““Dr. Trowbridge is wanted on the
'phone, please,”” a maid announced
from the door. ‘‘You can take it on
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nected with the main line.’’

I picked up the instrument from
young Maitland’s bedside table and
called, ‘“Hello, Dr. Trowbridge speak-
ing.”’

““This is Mrs. Comstock, doctor,’’ a
voice Informed me. ‘‘Your house-
keeper told us you were at Mrs. Mait-
land’s. Can you come to my house,
please? Mr. Manly, my daughter’s
fiancé, was hurt last night.”’

““Hurt last night?’’ I repeated.

‘““Yes, out by the country club.”’

““Very well, I’ll be over shortly,’’ I
answered, then held out my hand to
de Grandin.

““Sorry to have to run away,’’ I
apologized, ‘‘but another man was
hurt at the club last night.”’

““Ah?’’ he replied interrogatively.
““That eclub, it is an unfortunate
place. May I accompany you, doctor ?
This other man, he may tell us some-
thing also.”’

““Very well,”” I agreed, ‘‘I’ll be
pleased to have your company.’’

YDUNG Manly’s injury proved to be
a gunshot wound inflicted by a
small caliber weapon, and was located
in the left shoulder. He was very
reticent concerning its cause, and
neither de Grandin nor I felt ineclined
to inquire too insistently, for Mrs.
Comstock hovered about the sickroom
from our entrance until the treatment
was concluded.

‘““Nom d’un petit porc!’’ de Grand-
in muttered as we left the Comstock
residence. ‘‘He is close-mouthed, that
one. Almost, it would seem—pah! I
talk the rot. Let us get to the morgue,
cher doctewr. You shall drive me
there in your motor and tell me what
it is you see. Ofttimes you gentlemen
of the general practise see things
which we specialists overlook because
of the mental blinders of our special-
ties. N’est-ce-pas?’’

In the cold, uncharitable light of
the city mortuary we viewed the re-
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mains of poor little Sarah Humphries.
As the newspaper had said, she was
disfigured by twenty or more wounds,
running, for the most part, In con-
verging lines down her shoulders and
arms, deeply incised, deep enough to
reveal the bone where skin and flesh
had been completely shorn through in
places. On her throat and neck were
five distinet lhivid patches, one some
three inches in size, roughly square,
the other four extending In parallel
lines almost completely around her
neck, terminating in deeply pitted
scars, as though the talons of some
predatory beast had been sunk into
her flesh. But the most terrifying item
of the grisly sight was the poor girl’s
face. Repeated blows had reduced her
once pretty features to an empurpled
level, bits of sand and fine gravel still
bedded in the cuticle told how her
countenance must have been ground
into the earth with terrific force.
Never, since my days as emergency
hospital interne, had I seen so sicken-
ing an array of injuries on a single
body.

‘““Eh, what do you see, my friend ?’’
the little Frenchman demanded in
a raucous whisper. ‘‘You think—
what ?”’

‘‘It’s terrible’’—I began, but he in-
terrupted impatiently :

‘“‘But of course. One does not ex-
pect the beautiful at the morgue. I
ask what you see, not for your esthetic
impressions. - Pardieu!’’

““If you want to know what inter-
ests me most,”” I answered, ‘‘it is
those wounds on her shoulder and
arms. Except in degree, they are ex-
actly like those which I treated on
young Maitland last night.’’

‘“ Ah—yes?’’ de Grandin respond-
ed, his little blue eyes dancing with
excitement, his cat’s-whiskers mus-
tache bristling more fiercely than
ever. ‘‘Name of a little blue man!
We begin to make progress. Now,”’
—he touched the lividities on the dead
girl’s throat daintily with the tip of
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one well manicured nail—*‘‘these
marks, do they tell you anything?’’

I shook my head. ‘‘Possibly the
bruise left by some sort of garrote,’
I hazarded. ‘‘They are too long
and thick for fingerprints; besides,
there’s no thumb mark.”’

‘“Ha, ha,’’ he laughed mirthlessly.
‘““No thumb mark, do you say? My
dear sir, had there been a thumb
mark, I should have been all at sea.
These marks, they are the stigmata of
truth on the young Monsieur Mait-
land’s story. When were you last at
the zoo, eh ?’’

‘“ At the zoo?’’ I echoed stupidly.

‘“But of course, have you never
noted the quadrumana, how they take
hold? My dear sir, it would, perhaps,
not be too great an exaggeration to
say the thumb is the difference be-
tween man and monkey. Man and
the chimpanzee grasp an object with
the fingers, using the thumb as a ful-
crum. The gorilla, the orang-utan,
the gibbon, he is a fool, he knows not
how to use his thumb. ‘‘Now see’’—
again he indicated the bruises—°‘this
large patch, that represents the heel
of the hand, these encircling lines,
they are the fingers, these wounds,
they are nail prints. Name of an old.
one-eyed tom-cat! It was truth the
young Maitland told. It was an ape
which accosted him in the bois. An
ape in evening clothes! What think
you from that, hemn?’’

““God knows,’” T answered helpless-
ly. “‘I give up.”’

““Qur, Monsieur le Docteur,”’ de
Grandin lapsed into his native tongue
in his earnestness, ‘‘truly, God does
know. But I, do I give up? Me, I
am like ycur so splendid Paul Jones,
I have but ecommenced to fight!’’

He turned abruptly from the dead
girl and, seizing my elbow, urged me
from the morgue. ‘‘No more, no more
now,’’ he declared. ‘‘You have your
mission of help to the sick to perform,
and I have my work, also, to do. If
you will take me once more to your
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charming suburb I will leave you to
your duties while I pursue mine, and,
if the imposition is not too great, 1
will dwell at your house while on this
case. You consent? Good!

“‘Until tonight, then,’’ he hailed as
he leaped agilely from the car at the
village limits. ‘I shall attempt to be
at the house before you have—how do
you say ?—hit into the straw? Bien,
au. revoir, cher ams.’’

T WAS somewhere about 8 o’clock

when de Grandin returned to my
house, laden with almost enough bun-
dles to tax a motor truck’s eapacity.
‘“‘Great Scott, professor,’’ I exclaimed
as he laid his parecels on a convenient
chair and gave me a grin which sent
the waxed points of his mustache
shooting upward like a miniature pair
of horns, ‘‘have you been buying out
the town ?’’

‘“ Almost,”’’ he admitted as he seated
himself and lit a vile-smelling French
cigarette. ‘‘I have talked much with
the grocer, the druggist, the garage
keeper and the tobacconist, and at
each place I make purchases. I am,
for the time, a new resident of your
so pleasant suburb, anxious to find
out about my neighbors and my new
home. I have talk, talk, talk. I have
milled over much wordy chaft, hélas!
But from it I have extracted some
good meal, grace a dieu!

He fixed his curiously unwinking
cat-stare on me and asked: ‘‘You
have a Monsieur Kalmar resident
here, have you not?”’

‘““Yes,”” I replied,
have.”’

‘““ And you can tell me of him?”’—
he paused, raising eyebrows question-
ingly.

‘““No,”” T answered, ‘“‘I'm afraid I
can’t. He’s lived here about a year,
and kept very much to himself. As
far as I know, he has made friends
with no one in the village, and has
been visited by no one but the trades-
men. I’ve been given to understand

‘““T believe we
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he 1s a scientist of some sort, and took
the old Means place, out on the And-
over Road, so he could pursue his ex-
periments in guiet.’’

‘““Ah, yes, I see,’’ de Grandin
tapped his cigarette case thoughtfully
with his finger tips, ‘‘that much I
have already gathered from my talks
this day. Now tell me, if you ean, is
this Monsieur All-Unknown a friend
of the young Manly’s—the gentleman
whose wound from gunshot you treat-
ed this morning?’’

‘““Not that I know,’”” I replied.
‘“I’ve never seen them together.
Manly is a queer, moody sort of chap,
never has much to say to anyone. How
Millicent Comstock came to fall in love
with him I’ve no idea. He rides well,
and is highly thought of by her
mother, but those are about the only
qualifications he has as a husband,
that I’ve been able to see.’”’

‘“He 18 very strong,
Grandin queried.

““I don’t know,’’ I had to confess.

“Well, then,’’ he returned, ‘‘listen
at me. You think de Grandin is a
fool, eh? Perhaps yes; perhaps no.
This day I make other business be-
sides talk. I go to that Comstock
lady’s house and reconnoiter. In an
ash-can I find one pair of patent
leather dress shoes, much scratched.
I grease the palm of a servant and
find out they are that Monsieur Man-
Iy’s. I also look farther and find one
white-linen dress shirt, with blood on
it. It is torn about the cuffs and split
at the shoulder, that shirt. It, too, I
find, belong to Monsieur Manly. I am
like a Jewish second-hand man when
I talk with that servant of Madam
Comstock—I buy from him that shirt
and those shoes. Behold!”’

Undoing a parcel, he exhibited a
pair of dress shoes and a shirt, as
though they were curios of priceless
value. ‘‘In Paris we have ways of
making the inanimate talk,”” he as-
serted as he thrust his hand into his
pocket and drew forth a bit of folded

no?’’ de
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paper. ‘‘That shirt and those shoes
I put through the third degree, and I
find this.’” Opening the paper he
disclosed three coarse, dull-brown
hairs, varying from a half-inch to
three inches in length.

I examined them curiously. From
their appearance they might have
been from a man’s head, for they were
too long and insufficiently curved to
be body-hairs, but their texture
seemed too harsh for human growth.

“Um,’’ I commented non-commit-
tally.

“Um,’’ he mocked. ‘‘You cannot
classify them, eh? No?”’

‘“No,”” I admitted. ‘‘They are en-
tirely too coarse to have come from
Manly’s head. Besides, they are al-
most black; his bhair i1s a distinct
brown.”’

““My friend,’” de Grandin leaned
forward suddenly, staring me straight
in the eyes, ‘‘those hairs, I have seen
such before. So have you, but you
do not recognize. They are from a
gorilla!’’

““Impossible!’”> I jerked back.
‘“How could a gorilla’s hair get on
Manly’s shirt?”’

‘“Not on,’’ he corrected, still gazing
directly at me, ‘‘They were in it, be-
low the neck line, where a bullet had
torn through the linen and wounded
him. The hairs were embedded in the
dried blood. Look at this garment’’
—he held the shirt before me for in-
spection—‘‘behold how it is split. It
has been upon a body too big for it.
Monsieur Trowbridge, that shirt was
worn by the thing—the monster—
which killed that pitiful girl dead on
the links last night, which attacked
the young Maitland a few minutes
later—and which got this paint from
the side of Madam Comstock’s house
on these shoes when it climbed that
house last night.

““You start, you stare? You say to

yourself, ‘De Grandin, he is caduc—
mad?’ Listen, I prove each step in
the ladder:
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““This morning, while you examine
Monsieur Manly’s wound, I examine
him and his room. On his window
sill I note a few scrapes—such scrapes
as one who drag his legs and feet
might make climbing over the window
ledge. I look out at the window, and
on the white-painted side of the house
I find fresh paint-scratches. Too, al-
s0, I find marks on the painted iron
pipe which carry the water from the
roof down in rainy weather. That
pipe runs down the corner of the
house, near Manly’s window, but too
far away for a man to reach it from
the sill. But if that man have arms
as long as my leg, what then? Abh,
he could make the reach most easy.

‘‘Now, when I buy these shoes, that
shirt, from the Comstock servant, I
note the paint on the shoe, and the
scratch also thereon. I compare the
paint on the shoe with the paint on
the house-sides. He are the same.

““I note that shirt, how he are
blood-stained, how he are all burst, as
though the man who wear him sud-
denly grow great and break him out.
I find the beast-hairs in fhe blood-
stain on the shirt. I take that shirt
to the laundry and ask the excellent
Chinots, ‘ Whose shirt are this?’

‘“He reply, ‘Not know.’

““I say, ‘You are liar, but I give
you this’—I show him a bill of ten
dollair—‘to tell the truth.’

‘““He take my bill and smile like
summer as he reply, ‘Mr. Manly’s.’
Voila! You see?’’

‘“No, I’ll be hanged if I do,”” I de-
nied.

He bent forward again, speaking
with rapid earnestness: ‘‘That serv-
ant, he tell me more. Last night the
young Manly was nervous—what you
call ill at ease. He complain of head-
ache, of backache—he feel r-r-rotten.
He go to bed early, and his eamour-
euse, she go without him to the coun-
try club dance. The old madam, she,
too, go to bed.
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‘“The young man, he go for walk,
because he can not sleep, he tell that
servant that this morning. But the
scrvant, he was up with the toothache
all mght and while he hear the young
man come in after midnight, he did

not hear him leave.

‘““Now, what you think? A poliee-
man of the motorcycle tell me he see
the young Manly come from that
Monsieur Kalmar’s house, staggering
like one drunk. He wonders, that po-
liceman, if Monsieur Kalmar keep so
much to himself because he are a leg-
ger-of-the-boot? Eh? What now,
cher docteur? You say what?’’

‘““Damn it!”’ I exploded, ‘“You’re
piecing out the silliest nonsense-story
I ever heard, de Grandin. One of us
is crazy as hell, and I don’t think
its 11"

‘“Neither of us 18 ecrazy, mon
vieuz,”” he returned gravely, ‘‘but
men have gone mad with knowing
what I know, and madder yet with
suspeet what I am beginning to sus-
pect. Will you drive me past the
house of Monsieur Kalmar?t”’

A few minutes’ run carried us out
to the lonely house oceupied by the
eccentrie old man whose year’s resi-
dence near the village had been a
twelve months' mystery.

‘“Ah, ha,’”’ de Grandin exclaimed
as we passed the place, ‘“he works
late, this one. Observe, the light burns
in his workshop.”’

Sure enouch, from a window at the
rear of the house a shaft of electrie
licht cut the evening shadows, and,
as we stopped the car and gazed, we
could see IKalmar’s bent form,
swathed im a laboratory apron, pass-
ing and repassing the window as he
shuffied nervously back and forth
across the room.

*‘Let us go,”” de Grandin suggested,
turning from his silent contemplation
of the worker. ‘‘While we drive
back, I will tell you a story.

‘‘Before the war which racked
the world, there came to Paris from
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the University of Vienna one Doctor
Beneckendorff. As a man he was in-
tolerable, as a scholar he was incom-
parable. The knowledge of the great-
est savants concerning organic evolu-
tion and comparative anatomy were
but as children’s A, B, C to that one.
With my own two cyes I have seen
him perform experiments which, In
an age less tolerant of learning—per-
haps in your own America, with its
so curious laws against the teaching
of scientific truth—would have
brought him to the stake as a wizard.

‘“‘But scienee is tool, my
friend, and it is not meant that man
should play at being God. That man,
he went too far., We had to restrain
him in prison.”’

‘““Yes?’’ 1 answered, not particu-
larly interested in the narrative.
‘“What did he do?”’

‘“Eh, what did he not do?’’ de
Grandin rephied. ‘‘Children of the
poor were found missing at night.
They were nowhere, The gendarmes’
search narrowed to the laboratory of
this Beneckendorff, and there they
found not the poor infants, but a half-
score apc-creaturcs, not wholly hu-
man, not wholly simian, but partak-
ing horribly of the appearance of
each, with fur and handlike feet, but
with the faee of something whieh
had onece been of mankind. They were
dead, those poor ones, fortunately for
them.

‘““He proved mad, litke the bug of
June, as you Americans say, but ah,
my friend, what a mentality, what a
fine brain gone bad!

‘““We shut him up for the safety of
the public, and for the safety of the
race we burned his notebooks and de-
stroyed the serums with which he had
injceted the human babes to turn
them into apes.”’

““Impossible!”” I exclaimed.

‘‘Incredible, yes,’’ de Grandin ad-
mitted, ‘‘but not, unfortunately, im-
possible—for him. His secret entered
the madhouse with him; but in the
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turbulent days of war when the Boche
thundered at the gates of Paris, he
escaped.’’

“Good God!”” I eried ‘‘You
mean to say, de Grandin, this mad
fiend, this maker of monsters, 1s loose
on the world ?’’

He shrugged his shoulders with
Gallic fatahism. ‘‘Perhaps. All trace
of him has vanished, though there are
reports he was later seen in the Congo
Belgique.’’

‘““But—"’

‘“Ah, no, I ramble on like a fool.
Of what connection is this remem-
brance of mine with the case of Sarah
Humphriest Pardieu, none!

‘““One favor, Mounsieur, if yon
please; let me accompany you once
more when you attend the young
Manly. I would have a one minute’s
talk with Madam Comstoek. Per-
hap&——- yy

His voiee trailed off into silence.

RS, CorNELIA COMSTOCK was 23

lady of imposing physique and
even maore ImMposing manner. She
was wont to receive respectful and
ceremonious consideration from so-
ctety reporters, her fellow elub mem-
bers, even from soliettors for
‘“‘causes’’. But to de Grandin she
was simply a woman who had in-
formation which he desired. Prefae-
ing his ingquiry with the sort of bow
none but a Frenchman can achieve,
bhe began direetly:

““Madam Comstock, do you, or did
you ever, knmow ome Dr. Benecken-
dorff ¥’

Mrs. Comstoek, who was used to
dominating her husband, her daugh-
ter and all mankind n general, drew
herself stiffly ereet and directed a
withering gaze at him.

‘““My good man—’'' she began, as
though he were an overchargmg taxi
driver, but the Frenchman met her
cold eyes with eyes equally cold and
uncompromising.
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“You will answer my questions,
please,”” he told her. ‘‘Primanly [
represent the Republie of France ; but
I also represent humanity. Once
more, please, did you ever know a Dr.
Beneckendorff ?”’

Mrs. Comstock’s imperious glance
lowered before de Grandin’s unwink-
ing stare, and her thin lips twitehed
slichtly as she replied, ‘‘Yes.”’

‘““Ah. We make progress. When
did you know him—in what eireum-
staneces? Believe me, you may speak
in confidence before me and Dr. Trow-
bridge, but please to speak frankly.
The importance is great.”’

““I knew Otto Beneckendorff many
years ago,’’ the lady answered in a
low volece. ‘‘He had just ecome to this
country from Europe, and was teach-
ing science at the university near
which I lived as a girl. We—we were
engaged.’’

‘“Ah? Se. And your betrothal,
was broken? For what reason,
please?’’

Looking at her, I could scareely ree-
ognize the community’s social dietator
in Mrs. Cornclia Comstock as she re-
garded de Grandin with wondering,
frightened eyes. She shivered, as
though she felt a sudden draft of
chilled air, before answering. ‘‘He
—he was impossible, sir. We had vivi-
sectionists, even In those days—but
this man seemed to torture poor, help-
less animals for the love of it. I gave
him back his ring when he boasted of
one of his experiments to me. He
seerned to enjoy telling how the poor
beast suffered before it died.’’

‘““FEh bien,”” de Crandin shot me a
meaning glanee, as though I, too, fol-
lowed the thread his examination un-
raveled, ‘‘“we do progress. Good.
Your betrothal, then, was broken. Ilo
left you, this so eruel experimenter.
Did he leave in friendship?’’ He
leaned forward, waxed eat-mustaches
bristling, as he waited her reply in
breathless eagerness.
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Mrs. Comstock looked like one on
the verge of fainting as she almost
whispered: ‘‘No, no; he left me with
a terrible threat. I remember his
very words—can I ever forget them?
He said, ‘I go from you; but I shall
return. Nothing but death can cheat
me. I shall bring on you and yours
a horror such as no man has known
since the days before Adam.’ ”’

De Grandin almost danced as she
finished speaking. ‘‘Ah, ha,’’ he ex-
claimed, ‘‘the explanation is ours!
The mystery is almost solved. Thank
you, Madam. If you will tell me one
more little thing, I shall retire and
trouble you no more:

‘“Your daughter, she is betrothed to
one Monsieur Manly. Tell me, I beg,
when and where did she meet this
young man ?”’

““1 introduced them,’’ the lady re-
plied with a return of something of
her frigid manner. ‘‘Mr. Manly came
to my husband with letters of intro-
duction from an old schoolmate of his
—a fellow student at the university—
in Capetown.”’

‘““Eh?’’ de Grandin almost shrieked.
‘““Capetown, do you say? Capetown,
South Africa? Nom d’un petit bon-
homme! From Capetown! When was
this, Madam, please ?’’

‘““A year ago. Why—"’

‘¢ And Monsieur Manly, he has lived
with you how long?’’ the question
shut off her offended protest half ut-
tered.

““Mr. Manly is stopping with us,’’
she answered icily. ‘‘He 1s to marry
my daughter, Millicent, next month.
Really, sir, I fail to see what interest
the Republic of France, which you
represent, and humanity, which you
also claim to represent, can have in
my private affairs, If—’’

‘“ And this Capetown friend,’’ de
Grandin interrupted feverishly. ‘‘Tell
me, his name was what, and his busi-
ness?’’
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““Tell me!’’ he cried impatiently,
extending his slender hands as though
to choke the answer from her. ‘“Nom
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d’un fusil! 1 must know. At once!

‘““We do not know his street and
number,’” Mrs. Comstock replied.
‘““His mame is Alexander Findlay,
and he is a diamond factor.’”’

‘““Ah, ah! Bien. Thank you,
Madam. You have been most kind,”’
said de Grandin, and he struck his
heels together and bowed as though
hinged at the hips.

IT wAS past midnight when the
’phone rang insistently. ‘‘West-
ern Union speaking,’’ a girl’s voice
announced over the wire. ‘‘Cable-
gram for Dr. de Grandin. Ready?”’

‘“Yes,”’ I answered, seizing the pen-
cil and pad beside the Instrument.
‘“‘Read it, please.”’

‘“ ‘No person by name Alexander
Findlay diamond factor known here
no record of such person in last five
years. Signed, Burlingame, Inspec-
tor of Police.’

““The cable is from Capetown, South
Afriea,’”’ she added as I finished jot-
ting down her dictation.

““Very good,’’ I replied. ‘‘Forward
a typed confirmation in the morning,
please.’’

Then I went to de Grandin’s room
with the message.

‘““Mille tommerres!’’ he shouted,
flinging the covers back, as I read him
the cablegram: de Grandin, he is a
fool, hein? Listen—’’ he leaped from
the bed and raced across the room to
where his coat hung over a chair. Ex-
tracting a black-leather notebook, al-
most as large as a desk dictionary, he
thumbed its pages rapidly, finally
found the entry he sought. ‘‘Behold!
This Monsieur Kalmar, whom no one
knows about, he have lived here ten
months and twenty-six days. I have
it from that so stupid real estate
broker who think I ask information

for a directory of scientists.
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““That young Monsieur Manly, he
have known those Comstocks for
‘about a year.” He bring them a let-
ter of introduction from a schoolmate
of Monsieur Comstock who are un-
known to the Capetown police. Par-
dieu! Hereafter Jules de Grandin
he sleep all day and prowl all night.
Tomorrow, Monsieur, you shall intro-
duce me to the gun merchant. I de-
sire to possess one Winchester rifle.’’

THE time drifted by, de Grandin

going, gun in hand, each night to
his lonely vigil; but ne developments
in the mystery of the Humphries
murder or the attack on Paul Mait-
land were reported.

The date for Millicent Comstock’s
wedding approached and the big man-
sion was filled to overflowing with
boisterous young folks; still de
Grandin continued to invert the time,
sleeping by day, patrolling by night.

Two nights before the marriage
day he accosted me as he came down-
stairs. ‘‘Trowbridge, my friend, you
have been most patient with me. If
you will come tonight, I think, per-
haps, I can show you some result.’’

““All right,”” I agreed, ‘‘I haven’t
the slightest idea what all this folde-
rol 1s about, but I'm willing to be
convinced.’’

At his request I got out my car and
drove to within a block of the Com-
stock house, parking the machine in
a small copse of trees where it would
be readily accessible, yet effectually
concealed.

““My friend,’’ de Grandin began as
we skirted the Comstock lawn, keep-
ing well hidden in the shadows, ‘‘I
am not certain of what I do. I am
like one who walks an wunfamiliar
path with a hoodwink on his eyes;
yet my brain tell me I follow no
false road. No man knows what part
Tanit, the Moon Goddess, plays in the
affairs of men, even today, when her
name is forgotten by all but dusty-
dry antiquaries. This we know, how-
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ever; at the entrance of life our ap-
pearance is governed, in the matter
of days, by the phase of the moon.
You, as a physician with obstetrical
knowledge, know that. Too, when
the time to go approach, the crisis
of disease is often governed by the
moon’s phase. Why this is we know
not; that it is we know full well.
Suppose, then, the cellular organiza-
tion of a body be violently, unnatur-
ally, changed, and nature’s whole
force be exerted toward a readjust-
ment. Is it not reasonable to sup-
pose that the moon, which affect
childbirth and death, might have
some force to apply in such a case?”’

‘“I dare say,’”’ I conceded, “‘but I
don’t follow you. Just what is it you
expect, or suspect, de Grandin?’’

‘“Nothing,’’ he answered. ‘I sus-
pect nothing, I affirm nothing, I deny
nothing. I am agnostic, but I am
hopeful. If events prove me a doting
fool, making a great, black lufin of
my own shadow, no one will be
happier than I. But he who prepares
for the worst is most agreeably disap-
pointed if the best occurs.”’

He touched my elbow. ‘‘Here we
rest awhile,”” he murmured, squatting
in the shadow of a small clump of
dwarf pines. ‘‘That light, it is in the
window of Mademoiselle Millicent’s
room, n’est-ce-pas?’’

““Yes,”’ I confirmed, wondering if I
were on a fool’s errand with a lunatic
for company.

The merrymaking inside the house
was wearing to a close as we took our
station ; within half an hour the man-
sion was shrouded in quiet darkmess.

De Grandin fidgeted mnervously,
fussing with the lock of his gun,
ejecting and reinserting cartridges,
playing a devil’s tattoo on the bar-
rel with his long, tapering fingers.

Almost like a floodlight turned on
the secene, the moon’s radiance sud-
denly deluged the house, grounds and
surroundings with silver as the wind
swept aside a veil of clouds. ¢‘‘Ah,”’
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de Grandin muttered, ‘‘now we shall
see what we shall see—perhaps.’’

As though his words had been a
cue, there echoed from the house be-
fore us a scream of such wild, be-
wildered terror as few men have been
unfortunate enough to hear. In the
course of twenty years’ active prac-
tise of medicine I had heard almost
every sort of cry that physical an-
guish ecan wring from tortured flesh,
but never anything like this. Fear—
stark, hideous fear—played on the
vocal eords of the sereamer like a
madman twanging a harp, bringing
forth a symphony of terror that
stopped the breath, hot and sulfur-
ous, In my throat, and sent an i1tching
tingle through my secalp.

‘““A-a-ah!”’ de Grandin exclaimed
in a rising tone as he grasped his rifle
and stared fixedly at the house.
‘““Grand Dieu, grant he comes forth.

Only that, and I shall be content.’’

Light flashed inside the house. The
patter of terrified feet sounded among
the babel of wondering, questioning
voices, but the scream was not re-
peated.

‘“A-a-ah!’” de QGrandin breathed
again, his voice razor-edged with ex-
citement. ‘‘Look, my friend. Le
gorille! Behold, he comes!’’

Emerging from Millicent’s window,
horrible as a devil from lowest hell,
was a great, hairy head set low upon
a pailr of shoulders which must have
been four feet across. An arm which,
somehow, reminded me of a giant
snake, slipped forth, grasped the cast-
iron downspout at the corner of the
house, and drew a thickset, misshapen
body after it. A leg, tipped with a
prehensile, handlike foot, was thrown
over the sill, and, like a spider from
its lair, the monster leaped from the
darkened window and hung a moment
to the iron pipe with its sable body
silhouetted against the white walls of
the house.

But what was that, that white-
robed form which hung pendent from

WEIRD

TALES

the grasp of the beast’s free arm?
My staring eyes strained across the
moonlit night and my mouth went
dry with horror.

Like a beautiful, white moth inert
m the grasp of the spider, her fair
hair unbound and falling like a
golden veil before her marble-white
face, her night clothing rent into a
motley of tatters, Millicent Comstock
hung 1n the creature’s grasp.

‘‘Shoot, shoot, man ; for God’s sake,
shoot!”” I screamed, but only a
whisper, inaudible ten feet away,
came from my fear-thickened lips.

‘¢Silence, fool!’’ de Grandin ground
between his teeth, as he pressed his
gunstock against his cheek and drew
the muzzle in line with the descending
brute’s body.

Slowly, so slowly it seemed an hour
was consumed in the process, the
great primate descended the water-
pipe, leaping the last fifteen feet of
the trip and crouching on the moonlit
lawn, its tiny, deepset eyes glaring
malignantly, as though it challenged
the world for possession of its prey.

I could hear de Grandin’s breath
rasping in his nostrils as he sighted
his gun and drew the trigger.

A roar like a bursting shell sounded
as the smokeless powder’s flash
burned a gash in the night and a
bullet went secreaming through the air.

Again de Grandin fired, throwing
the magazine mechanism with fever-
ish haste.

The monster staggered drunkenly
against the house as the detonation of
the first shot sounded. With the
second, it dropped Millicent’s body to
the lawn and uttered a cry which was
part roar, part snarl, and, trailing
one of its hairy arms helplessly,
leaped toward the woods, erossing the
grass plot in great, awkward leaps
which reminded me, absurdly, of the
bouncing of a huge inflated ball.

‘“ Attend Mademoiselle,’”” de Gran-
din eommanded sharply, throwing a
fresh ecartridge into his firing cham-
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ber. ‘I will see to the hairy one.
Have no fear, I have shot his brethren
in Africa.”’

I BENT above the girl’s huddled
body, putting my ear to her
breast. Faint but perceptible, I
made out a heart-beat, and lifted her
in my arms, carrying her toward the
house.

““Dr. Trowbridge!’’ Mrs. Com-
stock, followed by a throng of fright-
ened, half-clothed guests, met me at
the front door. ‘“What has hap-
pened? Good heavens, Millicent!”’
She rushed forward, seizing her
daughter’s flaceid hands in both her
own trembling ones. ‘‘Oh, what is it;
what is it?”’

‘““Help me get Millicent to bed and
get me some smelling salts and some
brandy,’’ I commanded, ignoring her
questions.

A few minutes later, with restora-
tives applied and electric pads at her
feet and back, the girl showed signs
of returning consciousness. ‘‘Get out
—all of you,”” I ordered -curtly.
Hysterical women, even patients’
mothers, are no fit occupants for the
room when consciousness is regained
after profound shock.

Millicent stirred in her faint, roll-
ing her head feebly from side to side
and moaning. ‘‘Oh, oh, the ape-
thing—the ape-thing!’’ she whim-
pered in a small, childish voice. It
was not till several hours later I
realized she used exactly the term
Paul Maitland had employed when
recovering from his faint.

““All right, dear,”” I comforted.
““It’s all right, now. You’re safe in
bed. Old Dr. Trowbridge is here; he
won’t let anything hurt you.”’

She half opened her lovely eyes,
saw me sitting beside her, and smiled
sleepily in reassurance. Next moment
she was soundly and naturally asleep,
both her hands clasping one of mine.
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¢ Doc'ron, Dr. Trowbridge,’’ Mrs.
Comstock whispered from the
bedroom door. ‘‘We’ve searched all
over the place, and there’s no sign of
Mr. Manly. Do—do you suppose any-
thing eould have happened to him?”’
““I think it quite likely something
could—and did,’’ I answered, turning
from her to smooth her daughter’s
hair.

““IDAR la barbe d’un bouc nowr!’’ de

Grandin exclaimed as, disheveled,
but with a light of exhilaration in his
direct blue eyes, he met me in the
Comstock hall some two hours later.
““ Chére Madam Comstock, you are to
be congratulated. But for my so
brave colleague, Dr. Trowbridge, and
my own lowly self, your charming
daughter had shared the fate of
that mever-enough-to-be-pitied Sarah
Humphries.

““Trowbridge, mon wvieux, I have
not been quite frank with you. I
have not told you all. But this thing,
it was so ineredible, so seemingly im-
possible, that you would not have be-
lieved. Even now, knowing what you
know, having seen with your two eyes
what you have seen this night, you do
not quite believe. FEh bien, perhaps
it is better so.

““To begin: When this sacré Ben-
eckendorff was in the madhouse, he
raved continually about his confine-
ment cheating him of his revenge—
the revenge he had so long planned
against one Madam Comstock of
America.

““We French, we are logical, not
like you English and Americans. We
write down and keep for possible
reference even what a madman say.
Why not? It may be useful some
day.

‘“‘Now, friend Trowbridge, I tell
you some time ago this Beneckendorft
were reported in the Congo Belgique.
Yes? But I do not tell you he were
reported in charge of a young, half-
grown gorilla. No.
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‘““When this pauvre Mademoiselle
Humphries is killed in that so terrible
manner I remember my own African
days and I say to me, ‘Ah, ha, it look
as if Monsieur le Gorille—the gorilla
—have been about this place. I ask
to know if any such have escape from
a circus or zoo from near by or far.
All answers are no.

““Then that Sergeant Costello, he
bring me to this so splendid savant,
Dr. Trowbridge, and with him I go to
interview that young Paul Maitland
who have encountered much strange-
ness on the golf links where the young
woman was killed.

‘“ And what do he tell me? He re-
late of a thing that have hair, that
jump up and down like an enraged
ape and that act like a gorilla, but
wear man’s evening clothes. Parblew!
It is to think! No gorilla have escape,
yet what seems one is here encoun-
tered, wearing the clothes of a man.
I search my memory. I remember
that madman and the poor infants
he turn into monkey-things with his
damnable serums.

““I say: ‘If he can turn man-chil-
dren into monkey-things, why not can
l]:‘?h ;‘.}ll‘ll ape-things into men-things?

““I find one Dr. Kalmar live here
unknown. I search about, and learn
a certain man here are seen coming
from his place in secret. I also find
in this certain man’s discarded shirt
the hair of a gorilla. Morbleu! I
think some more, and the thoughts I
think are not pleasant thoughts.

‘1 reason: ‘Suppose this serum
which make a man-thing of an ape
are not permanent? What then? If
it are not renewed at times, the man
becomes an ape again.” You follow?
Bien.

‘““Now, the other day, I learn some-
thing which make me think some
more. This Beneckendorff, he rave
against one Madam Comstock. You,
Madam Comstock, admit you once
knew this Beneckendorff. He have

WEIRD

TALES

loved you, as he understand love; now
he hate you as only he with his
diseased, but great brain, can hate,
Is it not against you he plan his devil-
ish scheme? I think so.

‘““I send a cablegram—never mind
who to; Dr. Trowbridge knows that—
and I get the answer I expect, but
fear. The man in whose shirt 1 find
those gorilla hairs is no man at all, he
i8 one terrible masquerade of a man.
S0. Now, I reason, ‘Suppose this
masquerading monkey-thing do not
get his serum as expected, what will
he do?’ 1 fear to answer my own
question, but I do answer it, just the
same, and I buy a gun.

““This gun have bullets of soft
lead, and I make them still more effi-
cient by cutting a V-shaped notch in
each of their heads. When they strike
something they spread out for a space
you could not cover with your hand.

““Voila! 1 take my gun and wait.
Tonight what I have expect come
about. I am ready. I shoot, and
each time my bullet strike, it tear a
great hole in the body of the man-
who-is-an-ape. He drop his prey and
seek the shelter his little ape-brain
tell him to fly to. He goes to the
house of this so unknown Dr. Kalmar,
I follow quick.

‘“The ape are tortured with my
bullet wounds. When he reach the
house of Kalmar, he is angry, and set
upon this Kalmar and tear him to
pieces, even as he have killed poor
Sarah Humphries before. 1, arriving
with my gun, I kill the gorilla with
one more shot.

‘“‘But before I come back here I
recognize the dead corpse of that Dr.
Kalmar. He are one and the same as
that Beneckendorff who have escape
from our Paris madhouse.

“I destroy his devil’s brews with
which he make monkeys of men and
men of monkeys. It is better their
secret be never known.

(Continued on page 574)
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ILDE sat up in his bed and
peered into the velvet black-
ness around him.  Chills
crawled up and down his spine; his
skin tingled as if the tense pressing
atmosphere of the room was electri-
cally charged.

The scream was not repeated, and
for several minutes he sat rigid, held
8o by his demoralizing uncertainty of
its source, whether it had come from
his own lips or from the room next
door.

He was in a small, weather-searred
hotel on the precipitous shore of one
of the purple inlets that fret the iron-
bound British Columbia coast from
Vancouver to Alaska, where he had
come to report on a copper property
for the Continental Company. His
report — an unfavorable one — was
Eeady; he intended to leave the next

ay.

Quite suddenly, and for no explain-
able reason, Wilde knew instinctively
that he had not uttered the ery, and
that 1t had come from the room next
door. A flow of warmth poured
through him; his sun-browned face,
with its suggestiveness of high adven-
ture eagerly sought and recklessly en-
countered, glowed again beneath its
tan. He leaped out of bed and lit
the lamp. Listening intently, with

his head ineclined toward the north
wall, he heard a faint pattering in
the next room, as if someone was
moving softly and quickly upon the
floor.

Wilde went into the corridor. A
lamp set in a bracket at the end of
the passage shed a fitful light upon
the gaunt, shabby interior. There
was no sound whatever, now. But the
horrible ery still rang in his ears. It
had been short and clear; then it had
terminated abruptly. Wilde knew
instinctively that the one who had
uttered it would never utter another.

The door of the room next to his
was shut; no light showed beneath it,
and for several moments Wilde stood
before it indecisively. Believing as
he did that someone had been killed
in the room, he yet hesitated to try
the door. One has that feeling about
breaking into another man’s room at
dead of night.

His indecision vanished, however,
when a light shone suddenly from be-
neath the door, then flashed out again.
He turned the handle. The door was
locked as he had expected. He
stepped back and flung his great body
at it, shoulder first. The lock snapped
and the door shivered, but held its
place. A second and a third time he

had to fling himself upon it l:vef'o41;.==3 the



464

door, and the chair which had been
placed against it, erashed into the
room. As the door splintered he had
glimpsed a man in the rcom—a lithe,
compact man with his face toward the
window. Then the light, which
streamed from an electric toreh,
flashed out. When he got into the
room he had to feel about on the bu-
reau for matches before he could get
a light.

The murderer had gone—through
an open window, beneath which a
small shed was built against the side
of the hotel ; on to this he had evident-
ly dropped from the window-sill.

On the bed lay the man he had
killed—a Chinaman. About his throat
deepened a crimson smear. The
crumpled bedding, red-blotted here
and there as with the splashings of an
unruly pen, suggested the terrific
struggle that must bhave terminated
only with that dreadful seream.

ILDE went to the window again
and peered into the blackness,
but a hundred murderers could have
hidden within a dozen yards of him.
The mountains, their presences felt
rather than seen, seemed nearer; more
than ever did they suggest black
brooding personalities pondering the
impertinence of this intrusion into
their selitude.

On the floor was a traveling bag,
and a satchel of the sort used for car-
rying legal documents. Both had been
slashed with a knife as if the murder-
er suspected the existence of some se-
cret compartment. Clothing, and pa-
pers covered with Chinese characters,
were strewn around the room.

‘Wilde serutinized the Chinaman in-
tently, his big hands clasping and un-
clasping, a vast indignation boiling
within him. The man’s face must have
been placid and smooth and expres-
sionless before the dreadful realiza-
tion of his danger had come upon him.
But now it was contorted in the sharp
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agony of death. The narrow, dark
eyes, forced wide open, stared upward
appealingly. The man’s hair was
spare and gray, and Wilde estimated
his age at sixty. His broad flat face
was dignified, even in death. That he
was no common coolie Wilde could
see at a glance.

The man’s head had sagged to one
side and Wilde raised it and pillowed
it. As he did so the man’s pajama
coat opened, the two top buttons hav-
ing come out of their loops, and
Wilde noticed that the breast of his
undervest bulged slightly as if some
object lay beneath it. Unbuttoning it
gently, he found a pocket sewn on to
the inner side of the vest, fastened
with a tiny button, and filled with
papers which he took out. It was for-
tunate that he did so, for they were
blood-soaked and would soon have
been indecipherable.

Wilde spread them on the dressing
table so they could dry out. All of
them but one were covered with
Chinese characters and were as unin-

telligible as those scattered on the
floor. This one he took up with an
exclamation of surprize. It was a
rough map of the inlet. But when he
discovered a small eross upon it, his
surprize deepened Into amazement.
The cross was marked squarely on the
center of the waterfront of the copper
property Wilde had come north to in-
spect!

At that moment he heard the pat-
ter of feet on the stairs, and thrusting
the paper into the pocket of his paja-
ma coat, he strode into the corridor,
marveling at the variety of emotions
one may experience in the space of
three minutes; for no more than that
space of time had elapsed since the
Chinaman had screamed in his death
agony.

Nolan, the proprietor of the hotel,
a lanky, thin man in a very short gray
flannel nightgown and dilapidated
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slippers, topped the staircase and hur-
ried toward him.

‘““What’s wrong?’’ he grunted.
‘“Seems like I heard something.’’

‘““Probably you did!’’ said Wilde,
dryly. And he led the man into the
Chinaman’s room.

Nolan’s jaw fell. ‘*Murder!’’ he
gasped. Then his face brightened.
““Oh,”’ he exclaimed, in relief. ‘‘It’s
only one of those Chinks!’’

““Chink or white man,’”’ Wilde
rapped out, ‘‘he’s been killed in your
house !”’

‘“‘Sure, that’s right,’’ Nolan agreed,
scrateching his head and looking at the

shattered door. ‘‘That was a good
door, too,’” he said regretfully.

‘““Look here!’’ Wilde roared impa-
tiently. ‘“When did this man come
in? What’s his name?”’

Nolan pondered. ‘‘Yes,”” he said.
‘“He came on last night’s boat. His
name? Let me see, now.’”’ Nolan
scratched his head again. ‘‘There
was two of ’em came last night. This
one, and another that came later on.
Now this one’ll be Sun Yet. The oth-
er one signed himself something like
that, too.”’

“Who else is here?”’
manded.

‘““Well, there’s me and the missis
and the Chinee cook. We does it all
ourselves.”’

‘“‘But guests, man ?’’ Wilde shouted.
‘““Who’s staying here?’’

““Sure, I was a-comin’ to that,’’
Nolan rambled on. ‘‘There’s you, this
here Chink, and the other Chink that
come after; and there’s Bill Kelly,
the miner, what lives here. He was
dead drunk on red-eye last night.
Then there’s Frenchy Gaul; he ecame
in yesterday for gas for his boat, and
stayed. 1 guess that’s about all.
Nothin’ less’n an earthquake would
wake Bill, and Frenchy’s deaf. We
don’t have many this time of the
year,”’ he went on apologetically.

Wilde de-
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““This other Chinaman,’’ Wilde de-
manded. ‘‘What about him %’

‘““What has happened ¢’’ inquired a
serene voice from behind them.

Wilde swung round sharply. In
the doorway stood a Chinaman clad
in silk pajamas, who regarded them
mildly. His smooth bland face was as
expressionless as a billiard ball, his
eyes blinked a little, his attitude was
that of a benevolent saint.

““One of your countrymen has been

murdered,”’ Wilde told him, and de-
seribed what he knew.

The Chinaman came slowly into the
room and Wilde stood back so that he
might approach the bedside. For all
his bland expressionlessness there was
a certain quality about him that com-
manded respect. He was of medium
height and had that admirable bal-
ance of body and limb that comes of
physical perfection.

For nearly a full minute he looked
at the figure on the bed, not a muscle
of his face stirring. Then the man
turned to Wilde.

‘“‘He is my brother,’”’ he said sim-
ply.

His undemonstrative grief affected
Wilde deeply, infinitely more than the
wildest protestations would have done.

““I’'m sorry,’’ he stammered. Wilde
got the impression that he was stand-
ing in the presence of a tragedy with
other, profounder aspects not yet re-
vealed to him.

“If you will leave us?’” the China-
man suggested gently.

‘““But the murderer,”’ Wilde pro-
tested. ‘‘We’ve got to do something
—inform the police!”’

““The police? Yes,”” the Chinaman
agreed courteously. ‘“‘No doubt you
can telephone. But I’'m afraid noth-
ing can be done,’’ he added sadly. His
rather precise enunciation held no
trace of accent.
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Wilde nodded understandingly and
followed the hotelkeeper downstairs.
There was nothing he could do. A
search in that wilderness at dead of
night was unthinkable.

‘““You’d better ’phone Vancouver at
once,’’ Wilde told Nolan.

‘“Seems to take it badly,’’ the man
whispered mournfully, going to the
instrument.

A minute passed during which
there came no response from the ex-
change. Wilde examined the wires
emanating from the instrument.

‘““Look!’”” he shouted. ‘‘They’ve
been cut.’”” And he held up the sev-
ered ends.

‘““So they have!’’ exclaimed the
man. ‘‘Whoever done it must have
come through here.’’

Wilde nodded. This seemed prob-
able, for the door of this house of oc-
casional patrons was never locked,
and the office was left to itself during
the night.

“I’ll get Frenchy to run down to
Round Bay in the morning,’’ the man
went on. ‘‘They’ve got a ’phone
there.’’

INCE there was nothing more that
he could do, Wilde returned to his
room, where he eould hear the strange
Chinaman moving quietly on the oth-
er side of the partition. Once he was
on the point of joining him, but
thought better of it, for the Chinaman
had propped the smashed door into
place as if he wished to be alone with
his dead.

Remembering the map, Wilde
spread it upon his bed and studied it
closely; not without a sense of guilt,
however, for he felt that he should
have given it to the Chinaman. While
he supposed that the murder had been
committed for the map, Wilde felt
sure that it had only a personal sig-
nificance and in no way indicated un-
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suspected mineral wealth in the prop-
erty he had come to investigate.
Nevertheless, he decided that he
would reinspect that part of the prop-
erty indicated on the map by the
cross. This much the interests of his
company demanded. After that he
would give the map to the Chinaman,
or to the police when they arrived.
The police, he rather thought.

It struck him as curious that the
Chinaman had advanced no theory of
the motive that had inspired the
crime. No doubt he would, Wilde
concluded, when the authorities ar-
rived. This thought aroused in his
mind a series of pertinent questions,
none of which he could answer. Who
were these Chinamen? What were
they doing here? Why had they ar-
rived at different times? Indeed, it
occurred to Wilde that there were
many questions he should have asked
instead of falling so completely under
the spell of this Oriental personality,
questions which he determined to ask
in the morning.

But when morning came the China-
man was not to be seen, nor could the
hotelkeeper enlighten Wilde as to his
whereabouts.

‘“Oh, he’s around somewhere,’’
Nolan said.

“Did you see about telephoning
Vancouver?”” Wilde demanded.

‘“‘Sure. Frenchy’s gone,’’ the man
went on,

A trail ran along the shore in the
direction of the place indicated on the
map, and Wilde set out on it at once.
It was rough walking and he made
slow progress. When he had gone
about half-way he got the impression
that he was being followed. He slowed
down and presently turned around
quickly once or twice in the hope of
catching off guard whoever was be-
hind him. But his strategy was un-
successful, though once he thought he
saw a man dodge back into the shad-
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ow of a cedar. Nevertheless, the im-
pression that somewhere behind him,
in that confusion of brush and rock
and sand, was someone bent on dis-
covering his destination, became cer-
tainty.

He drew up sharply and reviewed
the tragic circumstances of the pre-
vious night. It was known that he
was the first to discover the dead man
and that he had been alone with him
for about two minutes; and as he was
convinced now that the murderer had
intended to get the map, it seemed
reasonable to suppose the murderer
had concluded that either he or the
Chinaman had it.

It occurred to Wilde that this
mystery was deeper than he had at
first supposed and that since he had
become involved in it, possibly to a
greater extent than he suspected, he
had better retain the advantage pos-
session of the map gave him. So, in-
stead of continuing along the trail, he
struck off up the mountain and made
a superficial reinspection of that part
of the copper property which lay at
some distance from the place indicat-
ed on the map.

When he had done this, Wilde re-
turned to the hotel, confident that his

shadower, whoever he was, had gained
nothing for his pains.

OWARD evening Wilde was in his

room when there came a knock at
the door. It was the Chinaman, the
brother of the dead Sun Yet. In re-
sponse to Wilde’s invitation he ad-
vanced into the room. Advanced is
the only word that describes the dig-
nity of the man’s approach to the
chair Wilde indicated he should take.
The sweep of his personality was im-

mense; it gripped Wilde as it had

done that morning.

The Chinaman was unobtrusively
dressed, with the nicest possible sense
of effect. No subtle, mystery-loving
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Oriental this, Wilde judged, but a
man of culture, of refinement, who
combined in his complex nature the
decorous charm and ancient wisdom
of his race, and the fresh virility of
the western peoples.

““T feel that I owe you an explana-
tion, Mr. Wilde,”” he began gravely.
His words were soft and gentle, and
Wilde thought of the uncounted cen-
turies of which this man was the per-
fected produet. His voice was low
and even, a little musical, and unsug-
gestive of his nationality. A sublime
example of the art of two eivilizations,
Wilde thought, as perfeet in his en-
semble as the painting of a master.

Wilde inclined his head in agree-
ment; but so completely had he fallen
under the spell of the man’s personal-
ity that he would probably have
agreed had the other said exactly the
opposite.

‘““My brother’s name,’’ the China-
man went on, ‘‘was Sun Yet; mine is
Sun Wong. If it would not bore you
too much I should like to tell you
something of the duty that brought us
to British Columbia.’’

He stopped, and Wilde murmured
something quite inadequate to express
his desire that he should continue.

“Mr. Wilde,”” the Chinaman re-
sumed, fixing the other with his nar-
row dark eyes, which seemed a little
less narrow, a little less slant than
Chinese eyes usually are, ‘‘I think
you have in your possession a map of
this inlet which you found in my
brother’s room.”’

So astounded was Wilde at this un-
expected turn that his hand went in-
voluntarily half-way to the pocket in
which he had placed the map, before
he recovered himself.

““Ah, I see you have it,”’ the China-
man went on with the merest of
smiles. ‘‘But I shall not ask you for
it until you have heard my story.”’
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Wilde felt that the decent and the
courteous thing to do was to give him
the map at once, and be done with it.
But he remembered his decision and
kept the map in his pocket, though
not without an accusing sense of
shame in doing so. Had the China-
man demanded it he would have felt
justified in keeping it; as it was, he
felt as if he was robbing an heir of
his rightful inheritance.

‘“What I have to say, Mr. Wilde,”’
Sun went on, ‘‘is inseparably entan-
gled with the varied history of my
country and goes back to the days of
Jenghis Khan. 1 can well imagine
that it will sound unbelievable to one
unaccustomed to the thoughts and
habits and customs of the Orient, so
I must ask you to set aside for a min-
ute or two, 1if you can, your western
eoneeptions of the fitness of things
and listen with the ears of the East.’’

In the small silence that ensued,
Wilde had no difficulty in adopting
this frame of mind. His imagination
responded easily to the influence of
Sun’s soothing voice, to the bland
wisdom emanating from him like an
aura.

‘Seven hundred years ago,”’ Sun
continued, ‘‘Jenghis Khan eame out
of Mongolia and conquered the east-
ern world. Ruthless and eruel as he
was, according to our modern stand-
ards, boasting as he did that his ar-
mies so utterly destroyed ninety cities
that his horsemen could ride over
their ruins, he nevertheless brought a
rebirth of vigor and enterprize to the
Chinese nation that reached a culmi-
nation of glory in the reign of Kublai
Khan, the founder of the Yuen dynas-
ty, of whom the poet Coleridge wrote
immortally.’’

Sun’s mellow tones ceased again,
but their soothing music played in
Wilde’s ears. The pages of history
turned back before his eyes; he rode
the Mongol plaing with the hosts of
the great Khan.
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‘““The last of the Yuen dynasty,
Shun-ti,”’ Sun went on, ‘‘who reigned
scarcely less gloriously than Kublai
Khan, in the Fourteenth Century was
compelled to flee before Chu Yuen-
chang, a Buddhist priest and the son
of a laborer. He died, and with his
death the great Yuen dynasty passed
away. The Mongols were expelled
from China. And until 1912 his
body lay in its tomb.’”’

Sun Wong’s voice rose to a higher,
stronger key, as if its swift ascent of
the centuries had had on it the renas-
cent effect the hordes of Jenghis
Khan had had on China.

‘““Then came the republie,”’ he
rumbled on, ‘‘and the troubles that
still beset my country. It was thought
at that time by those who called them-
selves the children of the great Shun-
ti that his tomb stood in danger of
desecration at the hands of certain of
the republicans. No crime i1s more
revolting to the Chinese than this. It
involves family and state and relig-
ion; it is the quintessence of human
infamy. So, until order, respect, and
virtue returned to China, it was
thought that another country should
harbor the remains of Shun-ti; and
my brother (for we rejoice in our
descent from the Maongol chiefs) was
chosen to bring them to British Co-
lumbia, where they might rest until
they could be taken back.

‘‘But peace is a gem beyond price,”’
the voice swept en, ‘‘and once it is
lost, not easily found. Chaos pre-
vailed in China, and the dust of
Shun-ti remained far from the land of
his birth. But recently a desire for
peace has come upon my country.
The dust of Shun-ti is to be returned
to its tomb; and at a favorable mo-
ment, which is thought to be near at
hand, the Yuen dynasty will be re-
established in the person of one of
royal descent, when the fighting tra-

dition of Jenghis Khan and the glory
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of Kublai Khan and Shun-ti will re-
turn to China.”’

Sun Wong regarded Wilde silently
and gravely, his personality enhanced
by the mantle of large affairs his un-
assuming words had cast about him.
But only by a distinet effort of will
could Wilde bring himself to break
the peculiar silence of the room, peo-
pled, as 1t seemed, by the ghosts of all
the Khans.

‘““And the dust of Shun-ti?’’ Wilde
asked breathlessly.

““The place is indicated on the map
in your possession,’’ Sun said. ‘‘Only
my brother knew exactly where the
casket is hidden.”’

‘‘But who killed your brother?”’
Wilde demanded.

Sun Wong smiled faintly. ‘‘There
are men who for no good purpose de-
sire to learn the hiding place of the
casket,”” he said. ‘‘It was for this
reason that my brother and I did not
come together. We were to meet here
this morning, casually, as if the meet-
ing had not been pre-arranged. But
he was murdered in the night and I
had to announce my relationship so
that I could get his papers.’’

‘““‘How did you know I had the
map ?’” Wilde asked, the thought hav-
ing suddenly occurred to him,

“‘I merely considered the possibili-
ty of your having it, because you were
the first to go into the room after the
murder was committed,’”” Sun ex-
plained. ‘‘And to dispose of this pos-
gibility I did what would have been
an unpardonable thing were it not for
the urgency of the undertaking I am
on. I followed you this morning.
Apparently you suspected this.
Nevertheless, I was convinced, much
to my surprize, that you had the map
and that my brother’s assailant had
not got it, for which I am inexpressi-
bly thankful. Now that you have
heard my story, Mr. Wilde,’’ he fin-
ished, ‘‘will you give me the map?”’

If ever a man had truth and sin-
cerity in his face, Sun Wong had at
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that moment; yet Wilde hesitated to
grant his reasonable request. He did
not doubt the truth of what this man
had told him, for his manners, his
breeding, his personality, convineced
Wilde that he was dealing with a
statesman, a leader of men, one pas-
sionately devoted to his country and
who might yet cut an international
figure in world polities.

But he recalled again his determi-
nation to keep the plan until the po-
lice came. It was the crux of the
situation—murder had been done for
it—and he felt justified in turning it
over only to the authorities. He was
the first to find the dead man; should
the case take an unpleasant turn, it
was his alibi.

As gently and as apologetically as
he could, meeting Sun Wong'’s grave
face with difficulty, Wilde explained
his reasons for retaining the map.

‘““It’s only another day,’”’ he said.
““The authorities will be here tomor-
row, and if I keep it, unpleasantness
may be saved for both of us.”” When
Wilde had said this he waited the de-
nunciation he expeected, but it did not
come.

““T understand your position,’’ the
other assured him. ‘‘My anxiety led
me to forget it. You will forgive me,
I am sure?’’

He had Wilde’s forgiveness all
right, and the map, too, pretty near-
ly. The man’s charm of manner was
almost irresistible; had Wilde not
been moderately strong-willed, he
would have surrendered then and
there.

S SUN WONG passed through the
door, after shaking Wilde’s hand
as if he was indebted to him, some
quality that had come in with the man
seemed to go out with him, leaving
in the room only a faint mellowness, a
richness, a savor of an accumulation
of wisdom, which lingered like the elu-
sive scent of a delicate perfume, then
disappeared.
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The thought that he had not treat-
ed this courtly gentleman as consid-
erately as he deserved, haunted
Wilde’s mind throughout the evening.
He felt that his excuses were paltry,
and poor return for the other’s frank-
ness. Had he seen Sun Wong again
that evening he would probably have
given him the map.

‘When it was dark he went down to
the pebbly beach that extended for a
hundred yards or so in front of the
hotel, and marched back and forth in
the black solitude that enveloped the
mlet. Presently, he sat on a cool rock
that rose a dozen feet or so above the
glassy surface of the water, and re-
viewed in his mind Sun Wong’s as-
tounding narrative. The romance of
1t held him and he surrendered hims-
self to its mood. In his imagination
the mountain-bound inlet became a
vast arena i which the ghosts of the
Mongol hordes wheeled and charged
with silent shouts of triumph, and un-
til the atmosphere seemed to vibrate
with the impact of multitudinous
ghostly hoofs and the clatter and rat-
tle of uncounted ghostly weapons of
war.

Soon afterward Wilde went to his
room and to bed. For hours he tossed
in the cool darkness, his thoughts con-
tinually turning upon Sun Wong,
and what he had told him, until, de-
ciding suddenly that he would give
Sun the map in the morning, he fell
asleep.

WILDE woke abruptly from a
dream in which the roar and
clatter and agony of war were a back-
ground for marching hordes, charg-
img hordes, of disciplined barbarians
that passed unendingly over a pros-
trate land. The room was silent.
Nothing moved. Yet he had the im-
pression that he was not alone, though
it took him a minute to be sure that
whatever was in the room lived and
breathed and was no creature of his

dreams.
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His body stiffened and grew cold;
he held his breath until he could hold
it no longer. His eyes, prodding the
darkness, found nothing more tangi-
ble than a shadow, a scarcely imagi-
nable shade denser than the others, at
the foot of his bed; but suddenly he
felt that the shadow was a man whose
eyes hung upon his slightest move-
ment.

A new moon had risen and a thin
slice of white light lay upon the win-
dow-sill. There came a scarcely per-
ceptible movement of the dark shad-
ow at the foot of the bed. A glimmer
of cold light twinkled in the darkness,
and with a shiver of horror Wilde
knew that the moonlight had touched
the blade of a knife.

The shadow moved again and the
twinkle brightened. Wilde distin-
guished the hand that gripped the
knife, and behind it the vague outline
of a man’s form moving toward him
with a menacing slowness that froze
his blood and numbed his tongue. His
muscles refused to respond to the
frantic urging of his nerves; he lay
inert, waiting the inevitable.

Then an unforeseen incident oc-
curred. Wilde had left his boots at the
side of the bed and the man tripped
over them. He recovered himself
instantly, but this break in the slow
continuity of his approach released
Wilde’s stiffened limbs, and as the
man lunged at him, he thrust the bed-
clothes above his head and against the
sweep of the weapon. The hiss of the
slitting fabric sang in his ears.

Wilde dropped the bedclothes, and
as the knife swept back, caught the
man’s wrist and held it so that the
blade, curved and ugly and Oriental,
cleamed wickedly against his neck.
He was still on his back and at a tre-
mendous disadvantage, but he im-
proved his position by turning on to
his side, at the same time bending the

(Continued on page 572)



T IS now ten months since my

1 old friend Stephen Grayton, the
eminent archeologist, sailed for

Belize.
heard from him. An expedition, com-

It is ten months since I have

posed of scientists and friends of
Grayton, has been organized and sails
from Boston June 26th, on the Secotia.
The purpose s to rescue Grayton, of
he 1s still alive, and to destroy the
Thing in the Pyramid. It is in the
tnterests of sciemce and archeology
that I am publishing this. I have the
manuscript as proof. Anyone inter-
ested in this expedition and desiring
to aid either financially or in person,
please commumnicate with. me at 19
Trteﬁnant Street, Boston, before June
15th,
[Signed] Michael Wentworth,
Prof. Engineering M. 1. T.,
Boston, Mass.

THE story follows, word for word
as told to me by Stephen Grayton
the night before he sailed:

Of course you know that ever since
my days at Harvard I have been in-
terested in archeology, particularly in
that of Central America. Fifteen
years ago, five years after we left col-
lege, I inherited a sufficient amount of
money to allow me to devote my en-

tire time to research and expeditions.
At first it was the Aztec and Toltec
ruins which fascinated me; but grad-
ually I turned to the Mayan civiliza-
tion, which is even more mysterious
and more unknown. Two years ago 1
spent several months on the Yucatan
peninsula, most profitable and inter-
esting months. I began to devote more
and more of my time in the attempt
to decipher the undecipherable Mayan
hieroglyphics. After some study I de-
cided that these inscriptions at Chi-
Chien were written in a bastard dia-
lect, a corrupted and degenerated
form. The pure Mayan inscriptions
must be elsewhere. I had not suc-
ceeded in really deciphering, under-
stand, and so I could not be sure; but
that feeling persisted. The architec-
ture, what remained of it, also con-
veyed this impression; it seemed a
weak copy of some far loftier con-
ception. This fever, to read these in-
seriptions, took firm hold on me; I
have not lost it. But I had no idea
where T could find what I sought.

When I first went into Yucatan I
had picked up and attached as my
personal servant an Indian boy with
just enough mixture of blood to make
him more intelligent than the average.

I taught him English and grad_}mlly
471
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won his confidence, though that took
some time.

One night I was working in my
tent. I was almost in despair, because
I could make so little headway in
what I had come to regard as my life
work. I was hampered still farther
because so much of the city and in-
scriptions were overgrown and de-
faced; and my expedition was too
small to undertake any serious exca-
vations. I was alone, you understand,
with the natives I had hired. 1 pre-
fer to work alone. Monty, the Indian
boy, eame in. His native name was
unpronounceable, so I had renamed
him Montezuma, which speedily short-
ened to Monty. An idle thought came
to me; Monty was an Indian, perhaps
a diluted descendant of these very
Mayas; he might know something
about another Mayan city, some an-
clent tradition almost lost sight of, the
superstitious reverence gone in the
rush of years. I leaned back in my
camp chair.

‘““Monty,’’ I began, ‘‘this is quite a
city we’re studying, isn’t it?’’

His stolid brown face barely moved.
‘““Yes, sir.’”” He went placidly on
straightening the tent.

‘““But I’ve decided it i1sn’t so very
good after all. It isn’t very big.
These people who built it weren’t so
mu?}l; it 1sn’t worth wasting time
on.

His beady eyes flashed a bit. ‘‘But
if you could see the real city, sir.’’

I tried to make my voice very cas-
ual. ‘“There isn’t any other ecity. This
is the only real Mayan city and it’s
pretty poor. Everyone says it’s the
only ecity.’”’

‘““They lie, sir; this isn’t the big-
gest city.’’

‘““Oh, come now; how can I believe
that?’’

‘““My father said so, and he had it
from his father. The real city is
south.”’

““Oh, south? How far south?’’

““A long way.”?
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That wasn’t much help. The elec-
tric torch lighted the tent omnly in
patches. I could not see Monty’s face
distinctly. He might be lying; but
why should he lie?

““Well, I don’t believe it.”’

““I could show you. I could find
the way from my father, though we
have never been there. It is big,
much bigger than this.”” He was talk-
ing with unusual animation.

““You could take me there?’’ I tried
to sound bored.

He had sunk back into almost his

accustomed apathy. ‘‘My father
might know. I know mnothing,’’ he
muttered.

‘“‘Listen, Monty.’’ I leaned forward.
““If you will take me to this city of
yours I’ll give you a watch, a real
watch, and your father one, too.’’

Monty was moved but cautious.
“I’ll go see my father,’” he ecompro-
mised.

WE PACKED up the next day and
returned to Campeche. Monty
disappeared into the brush and I
waited for three days, the longest
three days I have spent. It hardly
seemed credible that such lueck was
mine; to find the greatest city of the
Mayas! There must be some catch
somewhere.

When Monty returned he was will-
ing enough to show me the city, not
particularly interested one way or an-
other; and he did want the watch.
His directions were vague: to follow
the coast to a certain point with 1s-
lands, then go up a river. That was
all he would say, but he persisted that
he could find it. I left Monty to hire
the natives and sailed for New Or-
leans to charter a steamer and buy
new equipment. Perhaps you wonder
why I believed Monty; at times I do
myself. It must have been intuition.
There are times when I wish I never
had questioned him or followed him;
but at other times—well.
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At New Orleans I chartered a sin-
gle screw steamer named the Laugh-
ing Sally. I bought the brush hooks,
tents, whatever I would need; but I
had no captain or crew. I found my
captain one night lying drunk on my
doorstep. He was quite young, about
twenty-five, with light brown hair and
blue eyes. I liked his looks from the
first, which is why I took the trouble
to sober him up. He was obviously
of a good middle-class family and said
he had had two years at a state uni-
versity before he had been expelled.
His papers were in order and I hired
him. He would have no chance to
drink on my expedition. His name
was Dan Chipman. He got together
a crew and we returned to Campeche.

Monty had collected fifteen Indians
and we started down the coast, wait-
ing for him to say when to stop. The
steamer was not fast. Dan and I be-
came very good friends. I had made
few new friends in the recent years,
I had had so little time and been away
so long, and now for the first time I
began to realize what I had missed.
Dan was not an overstrong character;
but he was intelligent, cheerful, and
very good company. We became
more and more attached. Gradually
I told him the purpose of our expedi-
tion. It fired his imagination and he
became even more enthusiastie than 1.
Finally T consented to allow him to
accompany me into the interior.

The third day Monty became ex-
cited. We were coasting along Brit-
1sh Honduras and had reached the
mouth of the Belize river when he
came to me. His guttural voice was
two pitches higher than usual.

‘“Here,’’ he said.

We put in at Belize, docked the
Laughing Sally, discharged the erew,
hired river canoes, and started up the
river.

IT wWAS rather hard going up the
Belize. Whenever we landed and
encountered natives I instruected Mon-
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ty to ask about the ecity; but either
he did not ask or they refused to tell,
for we never had word of it. We
must have gone sixty miles up the
river when Monty suddenly led us off
through the forest. That was harder
going than the river, for we had to
hack our way through the thick
growth. We were heading due south.

The sixth day we reached it. All
day we had climbed upward until
finally we mounted above the woods
and came out on an arid stony hill-
side. I do not yet understand how
Monty found his way; though, as I
said, he was probably of Mayan de-
scent. He led us along the hillside
for some miles to the west until he
reached a narrow cleft. Unhesitat-
ingly he turned in. Dan and I were
so excited we fairly tiptoed as we fol-
lowed him. The passage was deep,
the sides smooth. It widened, and we
stood on the top of a little path run-
ning down into the valley. The path
was made of slabs of stone cemented
together.

In the center of the valley lay the
city I sought. Even now its size, its
grandeur, its age overwhelm me. A
stream flowed down one side of the
valley ; below us was a grassy plain;
on the other side of the city we could
barely discern a forest. A low wall
surrounded the city. Most of the
houses and temples were still stand-
ing. It looked as if it was still occu-
pied, and at the same time as if it had
never been occupied. This was partly
because it was not overgrown; there
were no bushes or trees in the entire
city. In the center was an open place,
a square, and in this square rose a
pyramid. So far as I could see, it
rather resembled the ones at Uxal and
Chi-Chien in Yucatan; but somehow
1t was different.

I don’t know how long I had been
looking at this wonder that I, Stephen
Grayton, had discovered, when Dan
touched me. ‘‘Look at Monty,’”’ he
whispered.
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Monty was standing a little in front
of us, on the stone path, facing the
pyramid. He was holding one hand
before his eyes, the other was
stretched outward, palm up. He
looked immovable, and suddenly
seemed to have acquired a mew dig-
nity. There was something about the
whole attitude I did not like.

‘““Monty,’” I called sharply. He
seemed to come out of a half-dream
and turned obediently to me. His
face was more animated than I had
ever seen it before.

““Look,’’ he pointed to the city, ‘I
told you; and I have brought you.’’
He beamed in a self-satisfied way. All
traces of dignity were gone. I patted
him on the back.

“I’m sorry I said I didn’t believe
you. You’ve done very well, I’ll give
you & gun, too.”’

He grinned, then ordered the bear-
ers to follow him. They were as stolid
as ever; the discovery of a new city
was nothing to them. They led the
way down the path. Dan and I fol-
lowed. That path cut straight
through the grasses as cleanly as if it
had been laid the week before.

An archway in the wall introduced
us to the city. It was the typical
Mayan pointed arech; but executed
with a new grace, a new poise. Then
I saw why the city was not over-
grown. It was paved; the whole city
was paved with slabs cemented to-
gether. There was no possible foot-
hold even for grass. It looked swept
and garnished and uncannily bare.
There were no streets as we know
them, and the houses were placed ir-
regularly. Twisting between them we
made our way to the central square.
It was almost an eighth of a mile on
a side and empty except for the pyra-
mid in the center. This stood to the
four points of the compass and was at
least four hundred feet high. It was
flat on the top like those of Yucatan,
but its base resembled the pyramids
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of Egypt, only the blocks were not so
large and were highly carved. On the
west side was a stairway mounting to
the platform.

It was nearly sunset. I ordered
Monty to occupy one of the temples
on the west side of the square and
prepare supper and sleeping quarters.
The whole square was In gray shad-
ow, but the top of the pyramid was
golden when Dan and I finally
climbed the 499 steps to the platform.
It was square, about sixty by sixty.
In the center was a temple. The walls
were about twelve feet high and were
made of huge stones carved in high
relief. The one door was toward the
west. Suddenly I wanted to go in
that door more than I had ever want-
ed to do anything else. One part of
my brain urged me in, another, a
larger part, held me back.

‘““You get an awfully good view,’’
said Dan, casually glancing over the
city, ‘‘but I want to see what’s in-
side.’?

So did I, I put my hand on his arm
and we entered together. It was quite
plain inside, no carving of any kind.
Something urged me forward. We
took a step. Then I looked down.

‘“‘Look out,”” I yelled and jumped
back, dragging Dan. At our feet
yawned a black hole. It was octag-
onal in shape and at least fifteen feet
across. The floor sloped down a
trifle and was worn very smooth.

‘“‘How funny!’’ Dan was interested
but not alarmed. ‘‘Let’s look down.’’
He lay on his face and crawled for-
ward. I held on to his feet and he
put his face over the edge.

‘‘Can’t see a thing.”” His voice
was muffled, then thrown back and
forth from the sides of the well until
it became a chorus of hoarse unintel-
ligible boomings. ‘‘Pull me back!’’

I jerked him away. He rose. His
face was quite pale.
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““It’s too black; but I bet it’s dcep.
Funny thing, just for a second I
wanted to throw myself in. Wasn’t
that dumb? Wonder how deep it
really is. Let’s throw something in.”’

He began to hunt around the room.
The light had faded and the gray was
changing to black, the same heavy
black as the black of the hole. In one
corner he found somc: hing.

‘““Here,’’ he showed 1t to me, ‘‘I’ll
throw this.”’

I had barely time to see it; it was a
stone eut mto the form of a eross-
asada topping the Mayan symbol,
which resembles the crossed I. 1 tried
to stop him; but he had thrown it.
We strained our ears to hear. There
was no sound over the whole valley,
the stillness was waiting for some-
thing which never came. We waited
two minutes; but there was no indieca-
tion that the carved stonc had reached
the bottom. We turned, left the tem-
ple, and descended the steps hurried-
ly. A bottomless well on top of a
pyramid did not seem quite right.

The Indians had brought in wood
from the forest and Monty had sup-
per aimost all ecooked in the eourtyard
of the west temple. Dan and 1 talked
volubly ; but we avoided all mention
of that black hole.

FTER supper the Indians went to

sleep. Dan and I sat smoking by
the fire. The flames lit one corner of
the wall, bringing out the carvings in
sharp distinctness. I strolled over to
look at them. They were rather like
those at Chi-Chien; but different in
that they seemed oddly familiar, as if
I had scen them in some other place.
One central figure, constantly repeat-
ed, drew my attention. It was a pyra-
mid, but covered with a veil; a tiny

figure of a man mounted one side and

on the top stood a cross-asada. That
was why the inseriptions looked fa-
miliar; they looked Egyptian, not de-
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cisively so, you understand, but
vaguely, in features, head-dress, pos-
tures. 1 returned to Dan. That
veiled pyramid and the man mount-
ing the side troubled me.

Dan was still cheerful. ‘‘How do
you feel now, sirY We’ve reached
herc at last. What do you make of
1£27°

“Well, it is obviously the Mayan
eity and antedates those of Yucatan
by many centuries. That they had an
extraordinarily high civilization is
very evident. I don’t believe we’ll
find anything in the buildings; they
have been deserted, and probably
plundered, for so many thousands of
years. We will explore in the morn-
ing. But, Dan, I want you to prom-
ise me you won’t go up the pyramid,
or allow anyone else to, unless I am
alonz.”’

‘* All right, sir.”” He did not seem
surprized. ‘“‘But I do wish we had
some rope: I’d like to see what’s at
the hottom of that hole. There must
be something pretty good to make me
want to go in after it. Good-night,
gir.”’

THAT night one of the Indian bear-
ers disappeared. No one knew
anything about it, Monty seemed par-
ticularly surprized, but not alarmed.
I could not stop to be bothered by
such things.

We devoted the next day toexplora-
tion. Those houses were marvelous;
why, those people had even known
enough to—but T haven’t time to go
into all that; I must get on with what
happened.

I had ordered all away from the
pyramid. ‘e tried to find the miss-
ing bearer, at least Dan did ; but there
was no traee. I could think of no
reason why he should leave.

The next morning it was found an-
other bearer had disappeared. The
men secmed a trifle uneasy; but not
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actively so. Monty said he had prob-
ably gone to join the other, perhaps
in the forest. They might return. I
became immersed in the study of the
hieroglyphics. I acknowledge the
fault ; but how was I to know?

The third morning Dan proposed
we study the pyramid by light. I had
wanted to, myself, at least a part of
my mind had been wanting to. We
examined the base carefully; there
was no entrance. We climbed to the
platform. The view was even more
marvelous by daylight, The hills, the
forest, and that great dead city all
stood out with unusual distinectness.
It made me feel very small and very
young to think of all those buildings
with no life in any of them, and the
number of years that had passed since
there had been people there. Then we
went 1nto the temple. 1 began to
study the structure. In a moment I
noticed the smell; it was very faint
and very pleasant; too pleasant, rath-
er like incense but not pungent, and
slightly stupefying to the senses.
Something made me look for Dan. He
was on his hands and knees crawling
slowly, very slowly and almost un-
willingly, toward that dark hole. His
eyes were intent and staring, he
seemed not to breathe. I dragged him
back and hauled him to his feet. It
was almost a minute before his brain
cleared.

‘“What’s the matter? What was I
doing?’’ He seemed vaguely to re-
member something, then he looked
with loathing horror at the empty
blackness. ‘‘Ugh—take me away.”’

1 did, quickly.

When we were back at the temple
he asked me seriously, ‘Do you know
what’s in that hole, sir, what it is
that makes me want to go into 1t?”’

I answered even more seriously,

““No, I don’t, Dan. I’ve felt that

same influence myself, a bit. When
I get time 1’1l try to find out what it
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is. Until I do, Dan, don’t go near
the place.”’

He shuddered. ‘‘I certainly won’t
—if I can help myself.”’

Dan and I moved into another tem-
ple; the proximity of the Indians had
not been enjoyable. For two days we
worked together on the hieroglyphies,
barely leaving the temple at all. He
was a great help to me; his fresh
mind, his interest and his energy were
invaluable. As I said, he was not in-
tellectual or keen-minded ; but he was
quick and cheerful.

On the fifth day of our stay he
went into the next temple for a knife.
He came back with a white, fright-
ened face.

‘“‘There are only four Indians left,
and Monty.”’

I could hardly believe him. The
news astounded me; but in compari-
son with the advances I was making,
slow but sure, in deciphering the un-
decipherable, all else was of little im-
portance. Some vague notion that
they were in the forest persisted.
Again I admit the blame.

That night, however, I began to
think of those Indians, stolid crea-
tures but easily imposed upon and led.
I could not sleep. I rose and went to
the entrance of the temple. Dan rose
and came beside me; and we stood
looking out upon the great square.
The moon was nearly full. The white
light shone directly on the west side
of the pyramid, so that it stood cut
out from the massive blackness on its

sides.

Dan clutched me. ‘‘Look!’’ he
gasped.

I looked. Toiling slowly up the

steps were two figures. The first one
was mounting backward, steadily and
surely, its hands outstretched toward
the other, who followed passively.
They were almost at the top. I
rushed out into the square.

‘““Come here!’’ 1 shouted as loudly
and forcefully as I could. As well
call to the wind! The two figures
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disappeared in the open doorway. I
returned to Dan.

““You know,’’ he confessed miser-
ably, ““I've been feeling the most aw-
ful urge to go up there again. Oh, I
haven’t gone! but how I want to! 1t
gets stronger all the time, too. It’s
Iike someone drawing me.”’

I put an arm around his shoulder.
‘“‘Dan, you’re all right. Just hold out.
I'm going to stop studying and see
what I can do about this. I want you
to stay with me, always, and I'll keep
you in my mind, urge you to stay
here, and so try to counteract that—
Thing. I'm going to see 1if I can
think what this is.”’

We turned to enter the temple, but
halted. There on the steps of the
pyramid a lone figure was descending,
backward, with its hands raised to-
ward the summit. Now I was sure.
It was Monty. Probably unconscious-
ly obeying the instinets of his ances-
tors dormant these thousand years he
was sacrificing to his god. I drew
Dan inside and sat beside him until
he slept. Then I began to think.

IN THE morning I found that Monty
alone was left. I was not surprized.
He offered no explanation, acted per-
fectly matural. Oddly enough I did
not anticipate a like fate for him. I
was sure we three were safe; he was
50 natural and unconeerned.

Then I told Dan what I had decid-
ed. ““You know something of Egyp-
tian religions?’’ I asked.

He shook his head. *‘Very little.”’

“I will try to explain as simply as
posslble The ancient Egyptian priests
in some unknown way controlled the
elements, fire and water, or rather the
elementals, as these forces are called.
Somehow this civilization here is de-
rived from or related to that of
Egypt, of Thebes, of Luxor. You
know the foree of human magnetism.
My guess, and it can only be a guess,
is that these Mayas got control of the
elemental of the force of magnetism,
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personal magnetism, which works on
and draws the minds of humans; that
they worshiped it, sacrificed volun-
tary victims to it, and that it is en-
closed in that pyrarmd We leave
here tomorrow. In the meantime,

stay with me,”’

Monty came, stolid as ever. 1 told
him we were leaving; no emotion
crossed his face. Together he and
Dan began to put the remaining food
into three packs. I was convinced we
could make our way to the coast
somehow.

Just before lunch Monty brought
me something. ‘‘Found it there,’’ he
said, indicating the temple on the
eastern side of the square, one I had
not carefully explored. I was too
busy and hungry to look at it and
laid it aside.

It was very hot that afternoon, al-
most stifling, though the temple was
as cool as any place would have been.
Unconsciously I found myself think-
ing how cool that dark well would be
—deep, dark, damp. I jerked my
thoughts away. Dan was looking out
of the door with that intent, far-off
expression. I called to him, with
no effect. I went over and sat beside
him and began to discuss how we
would reach the coast and then New
Orleans. But I was beginning to be
afraid; I no longer had the steadying
support of my work.

Monty had gone to bring back the
last load of equipment to store with
the rest; for even then I was deter-
mined to return, sometime. The aft-
ernoon wore on—no Monty. Dan pro-
posed to look for him. We went to-
gether. There was no sign of Monty
to be found. In spite of the duy-time
he was gone. After leading the In-
dian bearers to their death he had
found that same influence too strong
for him and he had been drawn to it.
The force he had not known of be-
fore, the force he had worshiped for
the last five days, had destroyed even
its devotee.
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Dan and I locked at each other. The
bands of suspense grew tighter. I
could almost sense that Thing in the
pyramid; and if I could do so, how
much more could Dan who had not
the bulwark of a strong will? It was
late afternoon, almost dusk, or I think
I might have left the city then. But I
didn’t; and I liked Dan as much as 1
have liked any man in the past ten
years.

We talked quite a bit at supper,
about other things. Very early Dan
sald he was sleepy and lay down. I
was determined to sit up all night. I
turned on our last electric battery. It
showed Monty’s present to me, a brass
cylinder full of papers. I settled my-
self on one side of the entrance and
began to read.

HE papers were written by one

John Culver, Gent., who had sailed
from Biddeford April 17, 1531, on the
Golden Girl to seek for the Golden
City of the Incas, or Aztecs, it mat-
tered little. I skipped the first part.
I wanted to know how it had reached
this place. It seems (1’1l tell it very
briefly) that the adventurers had land-
ed, wandered around the cape finding
nothing but fever and hostile natives,
until finally five survivors reached
this eity. Their food was almost gone,
there was no prospect of more. They
explored the city, the pyramid; and
there one, erazed by privation and
fever, had thrown himself into the
hole before their eyes. Shaken, the
others had descended. They wanted
to leave ; but they had no place to go;
and something held them here. Each
night one disappeared. The last en-
try was at night. Culver was alone,
the food was gone. His last words
were, roughly these: ‘‘And I would
rather die of starvation by myself
than join the others in that fearsome
heole; but my will is weakened, I fear
I cannot hold out against the Thing,
I fear that I am going. May the
Lord have merey on my soul!”’
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I looked up. The battery was flick-
ering wanly, struggling feebly with
the encroaching darkness. For the
first time I noticed the stillness—the
heavy, menacing stillness. I felt very
much alone. I looked over to Dan;
at least I had one companion left. For
one moment I sat numbed. Dan was
gone! Then I rushed to the door.
The moonlight was even brighter than
it was the night before, bright with a
hard, laughing brightness as it shone
on the west face of the pyramid.
There, on the steps, almost at the top,
was a figure mounting slowly. What
could I do? Before I could cross the
square and climb the four hundred
odd steps Dan would be inside, gone
forever, gone into that abominable
hole. There was only one thing to do.
I still think it was the only thing. I
went for my rifle. I was back in a
moment ; but the figure was almost to
the platform. I tock very careful aim
and fired, and fired again. He was
killed instantly. The figure swayed
and rolled with dull thuds down the
side of the pyramid to the square
below.

It must have been fully an hour
that I sat with my face in my hands.
I knew I had been right in what I had
done. I know so still. I couldn’t let
Dan, my friend, pitch headlong into
that black hole, headlong into—what ?
And I think when the Last Reckoning
comes 1 shall be told that I was right.

I brought one of the canvas tents
and rolled Dan in it. I dragged him
into one of the inner rooms and left
him. There was nothing else I could
do. I reloaded my gun and started to
mount the pyramid, filled with rage
that was all the greater because 1t was
impotent. I had some crazy notion
of emptying my gun into those
depths, though it could have no effect.
I had ascended some hundred steps
when a wandering breeze brought that
sweet, numbing odor down to me. It
must have gained in strength from

(Continued on page 566)



A Moro Legend to Explain Why
No Moslern Will Ear Pork

The
Prophet’s Grandchildren

By E. HOFFMANN PRICE

Author of “The Stranger From Kurdistan,” “The Sultan’s Jest,” etc.

ULU, or Jolo, as it s often
S called, 13 a tiny hotbed of Mos-

lem fanatiwcism just across the
straits from Borneo, wn the Philip-
pmes; it s a small, blood-soaked
wsland inhabited by followers of the
Prophet, fierce Moros who with kris
and kampilan carve their way to
clternal glory through the ranks of the
unbeliever. The road to Paradise,
they say, 18 paved with the heads of
the ifidel; and whoever dies slaying
Christians is assured of a seat at the
Prophet’s rght hand.

Like all devout Moslems, the Moros
will not eat pork, mor any food con-
taminated with the fat of @ prg. To
account for this aversion, common to
all Islam, they tell a strange iale,
fantastic m its anaclhronism, and
nawe wm tts quaant conceits. And it
18 this tale which I shall relate, as
nearly as possible, in the words of him
who told 1t to me one night as we
sailed up the Chana Sea, beneath star-
dusted, blue-black Astan skres.

THERE are two Christs who reign

and hold sway over the world:
Isa the Nazarene, the White Christ,
whose mother the infidels adore, and

*This tale, current in Sulu, to the best
of our knowledge has mot heretofore found its
way to the States. It presents the novel anach-
ronism of Christ’s and Mahomet’'s being con-
temporaries and rivals., *“‘Since this story i3 a
simple folk tale, and mot at all my original con-
ception,” writes the author, *“I present it to you
ungarnished and ﬂmdornad as close to the
original as I can recollect.”

Mahomet, the Black Christ whom the
dark men of Islam revere as the
prophet of Allah, the one true God.
Both of these prophets have long
since passed from the earth; but in
the old days they were great rivals,
and hated each other with exceeding
bitterness.

The world was divided into two
parts, one of which was allotted to Isa
the Nazarene, the other to Mahomet,
upon. whom be peace and prayer!
But at times each would encroach
upon the territory of the other; and
each sought to diseredit the other, and
to cause dissension among his rival’s
followers. Neither prophet neglected
an opportunity to cast ridicule upon
the other, for their enmity was fierce
beyond description.

Now it so happened that Mahomet
decreed a great feast for all of his fol-
lowers, who ecame from far and wide
to attend the festivities. .And then
there came to Mahomet an inspira-
tion, the brilliant idea of inviting his
rival, Isa the Nazarene, to attend the
banquet, so that all true believers
could see what manner of man was
this false prophet who preached
against the true prophet of Allah.

This White Christ of the infidel,
being a cunning and subtle man,
knew well that he was invited to his
rival’s banquet, not to be honored,
but rather to be ridiculed before the

followers of Mahomet; yet he never-
479
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theless accepted the invitation, and
on the day of the banquet made his
appearance. All courtesy was shown
him ; but at the height of the festivity,
Mahomet revealed himself and his in-
tentions.

‘‘Nazarene,”” he began, ‘‘it is said
that In your own land you are a
prophet. Tell me, is that true? And
is it true that you have performed
miracles?’’

At these words a hush fell over the
riotous assembly, for each reveler
knew that the Nazarene was to be
ridiculed and confounded.

‘“You are right,”’ replied Isa; ‘I
am Indeed a prophet, and the son of
the one true God; and it is also true
that I have performed miraeles.”’

‘““So you say. But what have we
to confirm your claim? If indeed you
are what you profess to be, assert
yourself and perform some miracle
for us, so that we may believe,’’ chal-
lenged Mahomet.

‘“‘That I will not do,”’ retorted the
White Christ. ‘‘It is not permitted
to work wonders for vain display.’’

“Just as I thought,”” sneered
Mahomet, ‘‘you are an impostor who
dares not risk a trial. Doubtless you
are some pretender, and not the
Nazarene you claim to be. Come now,
and prove to my guests that you are
no idle boaster.’’

‘““For the glory of God, I have
worked miracles, and in His name I
can work them; but not for display,
nor out of vanity.’’

And thus they disputed, Mahomet
calling for some wonder, some sign of
the Nazarene’s power, and Isa sted-
fastly refusing each demand.

‘““Well, then,’”’ persisted Mahomet,
‘“‘since you will give us no miracle,
exhibit the lesser gift of prophecy.’’

But the Nazarene likewise refused,
saying that he would not abuse his
power by prophesying for the amuse-
ment of the erowd. And Mahomet
taunted him, calling him an impostor,

WEIRD

TALES

urging him to reveal himself by some
sign or wonder.

‘‘Since you insist, well and good!’’
exclaimed Isa, quite out of patience;
‘“1 will submit to a test. But I warn
you that you will regret it to your
last day. You have forced my hand;
so beware, and do not blame me if the
result 1s not at all to your taste.’’

‘“Nazarene, you can not frighten
me, nor seek to evade the issue. 1
will abide by the result, whatever it
may be.’’

““Very well; and what will you
have me do to prove my worth?”’

‘‘ My wishes are simple. I shall but
ask you to look at that door at the
farther end of this hall, and then to
prophesy unto us what is concealed in
the room behind it.”’

And Mahomet laughed triumphant-
ly, for in anticipation of the test he
had secretly placed his two grand-
children in the room whose door
opened into the banquet hall, and had
sealed the door, so that none other
than himself could possibly know of
their presence.

‘““You wish me to prophesy? And
you still disregard my warning?’’

‘““Even so. Speak!’”” commanded
Mahomet, impatiently, exultantly.

And at these words the White
Christ declared himself: ‘‘Hear then
this prophecy! When you open that
door, you will release two beasts the
like of which there are none in the
entire world.”’

Mahomet, who knew well what the
room contained, laughed again, and
commanded that the door be opened.
But to his dismay and great astonish-
ment, there came forth from the
room, not his grandchildren, but two
strange, uncouth beasts: for the
Nazarene had in his resentment at the
Prophet’s persistence transformed
the children into pigs, creatures that
had never before existed. And thus
it is that no Moslem, even to this day,
will eat pork.



Author of “When the Green Star Waned”

APOLOGY

I AM a member of a great and se-
cret Occult Order, despite the
fact that I am—or was—a busi-
nessman dwelling in New York City,
and living in the midst of this prac-
tical Twentieth Century.

We hold, as do many, that the uni-
verse 1s ruled by a Supreme Power
whose name no man knows, and whose
attributes can be but dimly surmised.

We hold that the Presence is served
by many beings throughout the uni-
verse—Archangels; Angels; Plane-
tary Rulers; a Celestial Host.

We hold that, among these, and not
the least, is One, feminine rather than
masculine in appearance and attrib-
utes, whom we consider to be the god-
dess of Love, Beauty, Light, and
Truth.

To her is our Temple dedicated;
and to her we give reverence. We are
not idolators in any sense of that
word, for we know that she is but one
of those who serve the Presence.

After all, is the idea so ouilré?

This universe is a ‘“going eoncern’’,
as we would say of a huge industrial
plant. Such a plant has its general
manager; assistant managers; super-
intendents; foremen, etc. Why not

the universe, which is the greatest
plant of all?

We hold that our Order is but in-
corporated into her department—that
is all. So, if in the following narra-
tion of the stupendous events and
adventures through which I have just
recently passed (and which would
never have been written without her
permission) I refer to her as a god-
dess, it is not that I seek to impose
my views upon anyone. I do but ask
from others that privilege I myself
am overjoyed to extend—tolerance of
viewpoint and respect for divergent
opinions.

One statement more I would like
to add. It is useless for anyone to
search for our address in any diree-
tory. We publish no periodical. We
seek no converts nor members. I say
this lest anyone should think this
story is put forth as a new and sub-
tile form of propaganda—for it is not
so intended.

Likewise, where I have spoken
plainly of the powers and forces of
nature; the vibrations of the ether;
the transmuting of latent energy into
active dynamism; and of the multi-
plicity of the realms, regions, and

planes of greater space; beliigle as
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much, or as little, as you please. It
matters not.

Yet bear this in mind: The mys-
tery of today is the common experi-
ence of tomorrow—as the mystery of
yesterday is the common knowledge
of today. Science advances by de-
grees, nor is there any limit placed
upon its progress.

So, to my tale.

ENTERED the outer hall of the Tem-

ple, went direct to one of the lit-
tle dressing rooms, undressed, bathed,
and donned the robes of my rank.
Thence I went on into the great room
of the Temple proper; and made my
way direct to the Black Shrine. So
long as 1 was outside its walls, there
were faint, dim lights shining all
about; sufflcient at least to see my
way.

But once inside the Shrine, not
even a cat could have seen—any-
thing; for the place was so arranged
as to exclude all reflected and latent
light. Also, it was constructed entire-
ly of black marble, unpolished, so that
no reflections could by any possibility
occur.

But I know the mystic chants, for
I am a high initiate—so, raising my
arms, In a whisper I intoned the
mighty words.

Slowly the blackness lessened, and I
ceased. I knew what was coming, and
waited. There grew a faint, dim, all-
pervading luminosity too vague to be
styled ‘‘light’’; but this gradually
strengthened until it became clearly
perceptible, although it was more of
a glow than genuine light.

Suddenly as though ripped apart,
it divided, brightened, formed into
four columns in the four quarters of
the Shrine—to north, east, south and
west. That to the nmorth assumed a
white hue; the eastern one turned as
blue as the noonday skies; that to the
south glowed ruby red; and that to
the west became a soft, warm yellow.
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Yet in the center of the Shrine was
still only blackness absolute. But it
was a blackness wherein one could
see—although all that could be seen
was the square, black stone altar;
bare of everything, not ornamented
Or carven in any manner.

The altar was nine feet high, and
before it at foot of the eastern face
stood the ‘‘couch of dreams’’, which
was a stone slab seven feet long and a
fraction over three feet in width. This
was raised above the floor about two
feet by small, square blocks of black
stone placed under the four corners.

Crouched on the floor before the al-
tar was one of the ‘‘Doves’’ of the
Temple—a girl of surpassing loveli-
ness. She had fallen asleep, and, as
I stood above her, looking down, the
intensity of my gaze penetrated to her
dormant mind.

Her eyes opened. Hastily yet
gracefully she rose to her feet, her
perfect form reflecting shimmeringly
through her sheer draperies the lights
of the Shrine. Crossing her hands
on her breast, she bent her head in ac-
knowledgment of my rank and status;
then raised her eyes to mine, half
timid and half bold.

‘““Fortunate me!’’ she murmured.
‘“It is but seldom that you come alone
to the empty shrine. Never before
has i1t been my lot to be here on such
an occasion. I have seen you when
the full chapter was convened—"’

‘“Nor did I come here now to be
with you,’’ I reproved quietly. ‘‘Keep
your allurements for those of lesser
status. You know your task—per-
form that!”’

I stretched myself full length on
the stone slab, lying on my back with
my hands crossed on my breast in the
position of a corpse. The ‘‘Dove”’,
rebuked, flitted about her task; light-
ed the burners of incense, and com-
menced singing softly the ‘‘Dream
Chant’’. And I knew, although my
eyes, fixed upon the ceiling above me,
could not see her, that she was weav-
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ing about me with twinkling, gliding
feet and waving hands, the Dance of
Sleep.

I do not mean the ordinary sleep of
the material world—but the mystic
Temple-sleep wherein the bodily faec-
ulties are all in abeyance and the self
is free—free to go, but, perchance,
never to return—iree to reach to
whatever plane it merits, be that
plane one of the many hells of the
universe, or—to the very Presence it-
self.

Softly, sweetly, the voice of the
singer came to my ears, and, highly
attuned as I was, I could sense in
every nerve-fiber the vibrations which
were fast filling the place; due to the
mystic geometrical patterns and fig-
ures formed in the ether by her
words, her tones, and her motions.

To me came the sensations one
would experience were that one re-
clining full length in a boat on a
gently heaving sea. It was a slow,
easy, inexpressibly soothing lift and
sway and rise and fall. I was drift-
ing, half-conscious. The light of the
shrine, even through my eclosed lids,
became softer than moonshine yet sur-
passing vivid sunlight . . . an even
greater rise and fall . . . a lft, with
no after-feeling of sinking back—and
I was free!

If an arrow from a powerful bow
has sensation, it must feel as I felt in
that moment. I was shooting through
space—at first the ordinary atmos-
phere of this gray old earth which the
ancients very truly styled Mwyalbe,
the ‘‘ Abode of Trouble.’’

Thence I passed out into interplane-
tary space; through the blue-black-
ness of night wherein stars, planets
and suns shone as bright spots of dif-
ferent colored lights, yet gave forth
no illumination.

On and on I sped until a vague fear

assailed me and several very definite

questions took form within my con-
sciousness—7for I had not counted on
any such extended trip as this!
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‘““Whither was I bound? What lay
before me? Should I ever return to
earth, my home-planet? Or had the
merit I had acquired during life been
of such evil nature that I was to be
expelled out of the known universe
into some unknown and probably very
dreadful realm outside all finite con-
cept?’’

I tried to check my progress, but to
no avail. I tried to slow down my
speed at least. Utterly futile! In
fact, the effort seemed to accelerate it.

I noted, as I shot past it, a constel-
lation to my left very mnear, and my
astronomical knowledge informed me
that it was one of the remotest in our
solar system. And at that, the fear
became anything but vague; for I be-
came certain that ahead of me lay the
Unknown—and what effect would
that have upon me?

I thought of the Temple; of my
brethren in the Occult Order; 1
thought of the couch whereon lay my
earth-body. I thought of the Black
Shrine; of the cubical stone altar;
and finally T bethought me of that aw-
ful, beautiful and terrible, supernal
goddess to whom that shrine was ded-
icated, to whom that altar had been
raised, and who—if the whispered
word spake truth—sometimes de-
scended and rested thereon for a few
moments; manifest as a tongue of
flame of dazzling silvery brillianey.

Would she let one of her followers
come to grief—to an eternal wo?
True, I knew that great though she
was, she still was subordinate to the
Presence Itself—although she was one
of Its ministers—and might not be
able to aid, despite her known powers.

I knew that to wutter her secret
name unworthily meant death on
earth and punishment thereafter. But
it seemed to me that never again
could my need be so desperate—and
I pronounced (not vocally, for my
body was lacking, but shall I say
‘‘telepathically’’?) her awful word.
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Nothing happened! Yet, every-
thing happened. I still continued that
awful flicht through space; but all
fear left me. 1 was serenely con-
scious that all was well; that for all
she had in nowise made herself mani-
fest, I was under her direct protec-
tion. I felt certain that in some way
as yet uncomprehended, my entire re-
cent actions had been inspired by her
will.

And onece that certitude became
fixed in my consciousness, I surren-
dered myself completely to that now
delightful sensation of terrific mo-
mentum.

VENTUALLY, far ahead of me I saw
a faint, nebulous glow. Some-
how I became convinced that it was
my destination. And even as before
I had experienced a vague, unnams-
able fear; so now I felt a very definite
desire to reach that slowly increasing
brightness. For I was fully convinced
that there I should find and know the
hitherto unknowable.

Brighter and yet more bright it
shone, and I realized that it was
neither planet, star nor sun; and for
a little space I was lost in speculation
as to what 1t could actually be.

The color changed, as I drew near-
er, changed from an indeterminate
tinge to a wondrous ruby red—inex-
pressibly soul-comforting, if I may
use such a word. But, as I drew still
closer, it shifted to a tender azure
blue. No! It was clear topaz! Why,
it was emerald — violet — orange —
cerise—it had no color—it was of all
colors—it was color! Color well-nigh
cclestial ; and over me crept a strange
reverence and awe.

T was in the luminescence itself. It
did not burn, nor even warm, but oh,
how it did invigorate! There was
something spiritually magnetic about
it, and I reveled in the radiance.

That wondrous effulgence streamed
and scintillated from tower and tem-
ple and buildings. It sparkled and
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shimmered in the very ‘‘air’’ itself.
It shone and gleamed from the streets
and the ground.

Oh! I know that I am using the
phraseology of Earth. Yet, if I do
not, how may I make my meaning
plain to dwellers of Earth? So if I
say ‘‘air,”” ‘“‘ground,’’ and other
familiar words; find for me in your
minds pardon and allowance, and eke
out with your imaginations my poor
descriptive attempts.

But to return to my narration. I
was in a eity of some sort. That was
certain. But where? And why? How,
I already knew.

Constantly I am confronted by the
impossible, for how shall I deseribe
the beings I saw? They were formed
even as we of earth are shaped; but
far more radiant, brilliant, seeming
to glow with an internal light which
shone through what looked to be
translucent flesh that was not flesh.
Yet of raiment, they wore none. But
their chiefest glory lay not in beauty
of forms and color; although no two
shone with quite the same tints of
light. Rather, their beauty lay in
their faces and their eyes.

Had I reached to the great Central
Heaven? I wondered. But even as I
thought it, I received from all those
shining beings a reply in a very defi-
nite yet calm negative.

As I say, it was a ecity, but not on
any planet. Of that I felt assured.
There was nothing to give the impres-
sion of planetary solidity—no gravi-
tational pull, for example.

And these bright beings, although
appearing to walk the streets, in
truth, did but touch the surfaces of
the walks and ways, nor did they
move their feet as do we of earth, but
rather glided along.

I noted that I, shooting high above
their heads in contact with nothing,
appeared conspicuous; so I deliber-
ately willed myself to descend and
progress as did they—and found to
my delight that I could do so. Yet,
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here and there, as I passed, I caught
the thought flashing from one to an-
other: ‘‘An earth-mortal whom She
has summoned !’

I found myself before a vast build-
ing which shone with the combined
light of all the lights, colored by the
blending, or rather, the intermingling,
of all the colors. And I knew that

here was my actual destination.

I entered, and those whom I met,
one and all, gave me salutation. It
was but a gravely courteous bend of
the head ; yet it conveyed in some sub-
tle manner a greater cordiality than
any welcome I had ever known on
earth.

Direct as if I had been long accus-
tomed to tread that way, I went
straight to a central sheen of light
and passed within its effulgence.

e ELCOME, my servitor from
Earth!”’

The voice was that of all music. For
one brief second I stared—and oh!
here again, description baffles me!

It was a throne of ebony blackness,
and seated thereon was that goddess
to whom our Order upon Earth gives
reverence. Had she stood, she had
towered some thirty feet or more in
height. Her form (for she like all.
others in that abode of light) was de-
void of apparel, was of transcendent
splendor. Yet there was about her
majesty no suggestion of the nude—
not even in the sense in which we
speak of it in art and sculpture.

She was seated, and I came searcely
to her knee; vet I had already noted
that my stature was half again that
which it appears while inhabiting the
house of clay.

But it was not her beauty of form
or of face that stamped her with that
awful yet gentle majesty. For she
seemed formed of translucent silver
light, rather than glowing super-flesh ;
and it was spirit, and spirit alone,
that invested her with that supernal
grandeur.
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In deepest awe I knelt there on that
night-black dais, before that shining
silver foot above which I dared not
ralse my eyes.

‘‘Nay,”” murmured that thrilling
strain of music that, for want of a
better word, I must eall her ‘‘voice.’’
‘“Kneel not, but rise and give atten-
tion. I have called you to my throne,
for I have need of you!’’

Did I hear aright? Could such as
She, one of the Celestials, one of that
shining host who serve the Presence,
have need of me, an Earthman? It
seemed absolute madness to think 1it.
Yet she herself had just said it. In
sincere humility I waited; rising and
gazing straight into that glorious
countenance, so calm, serene, so awe-
inspiring.

‘““Will it please thee to make thy
meaning clear?’’ I asked boldly. ‘“‘My
wits are but those of the dull Earth—
I do not understand.”’

She smiled, and all the countless
throng of those who stood to either
side and back of the throne smiled
likewise, much as drops of dew, spark-
ling, give back the sun-rays which
touch them.

““I mean just this,’’ she replied. ‘I
have an enemy whom I may not
reach; with whom as yet I cannot
cope! Always has the balance of
power between us been equal; al-
though between us twain has always
been war. Yet it has been—thou
knowest what I am?’’ she broke off
to query.

‘“Thou art Love itself—its Proto-
type,”” I responded as directly as she
had asked. She nodded, well pleased,
but amplified for my benefit the state-
ment I had just made.

‘“ Aye,’’ she answered, ‘‘T am Love.
But not alone am I that as it is un-
derstood upon thy world. For I am
Love’s Self. I am the love a man
holds for a maid; the love the maid
gives to the man of her heart’s choice;
yvet I am the love the mother bears
for her babe; the tigress for its
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young; the serpent for its little
snakes, I am even the love the miser
knows for his treasure; that the war-
rior holds for strife; that the wor-
shiper feels for his divimity—I am,
as thou hast said, ‘Love’s Prototype’.
Yet as abstract love touches each na-
ture, that nature transmutes it into
terms of its own desires—now hast
thou begun to comprehend?’’

““Very dimly,’’ I replied, for my
thought was racing, amplifying even
beyond her revealing words, and I was
amazed at the extent and ramifica-
tions of what I comprehended. For
that love, carried to its extreme scope,
includes desire for wisdom, and all
that distinguishes man from beast—
angel from demon!

‘“So,”” she approved; ‘‘I believe
thou hast in truth grasped some faint
idea as to my Self—ah, well! let that
pass for the present., Yet, on every
planet, on each world, in all the il-
limitable, immeasurable regions of
space; wheresoever in all the universe
the conscious egos have abode, there
am I to be found in one ideal or an-
other,

““So, too, this enemy of whom but
now I spoke! He is Lord of Hate,
even as I am Lady of Love. And
even to him my power penetrates; for
—strange words to go together!—he
loves to hate! For it is in this wise
that his nature transmutes! And so
too, it is with me—for I, despite my
nature, am touched by that power
flowing from him; and my nature
transmutes it all to hate of Huaife’s
source,

‘‘Learn, then, that these be natural
laws! Nor can mere ‘will’, not even
that of us Celestials, alter these, no
matter how greatly we may desire to
do so.

‘““And so, throughout all the wuni-
verse the balance swings; the old, old
patient contest of Love against Hate
—the frenzied, virulent enmity of
Hate against Love. But thus far,
knowing what we know, there has
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been no overt strife. It has been
rather a quiet, silent struggle ever
working in the conscious coils of the
egos inhabiting the various planes.

‘““But now 1 have sure tidings that
he meditates actual aggression—his
hate having overruled his judgment!
Not here, against my ecity of love
alone, does he plot, but everywhere
that my influence reaches! And oh!
but he is served by such fiends, such
demons, such things of absolute, con-
crete malignancy, that I sicken at
thought of what must befall the uni-
verse if he actually takes the field of
war !

‘“ And that he so intends, I know
for sure, but what his plans may be,
I know not; for I am not omniscient.
That is the attribute of the Presence
Itself, and not that of us who do but
serve.

““So, I have picked thee out and
drawn thee to me. I need a spy!
None of these who serve me can ap-
proach him; for if they did, terrible
indeed would be their sufferings. For
they carry about them always the vi-
brations of love; and even in the
realms of hate, still would their pres-
ences be recognized.

‘““But thou art of Earth-—as cap-
able of hate as of love; and he, the
Terrible, 1s served and followed and
even adored by egos from all the
worids. An Earthman more or less
would scarce be noted among his sub-
ject throngs. Now, dost thou realize
my need of thee?’”’

I understood! And knew, as only
the Self can know, the wild, thrilling
allure of anticipated adventure! Say
as they will; Mars may or may not
be the planet of war; Jupiter may or
may not preside over the plane of ju-
dicial intellect; and Mercury may or
may not rule the selves of mechanics
and inventors and those of excitable,
volatile natures—bnt this is certain:
Earth, that gray old planet that
shines with the strange green radi-
ance in the night skies, is unquestion-
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ably the abode of the true adven-
turers.

No other planet in the universe is
inhabited by so bold, daring, and
hardy a race of egos. To them, space
18 merely a little-understood ocean;
to be charted, mapped, traveled if
possible in safety, but traveled any-
way. Why, that courageous creature,
‘““Man,’’ has even the temerity to at-
tempt to measure the measureless; to
find, if possible, the limits of the
illimitable!

Nay, let him but once dream its
possibility, and he will devise methods
of transportation and storm the walls
of the Highest Heaven! And this hé
will do in no spirit of blasphemy, but
simply from the sheer love of achiev-
ing the hitherto unaccomplished—the
joy of the adventure itself! For thus
18 ‘“Man’’ constituted!

And because he is thus, he has the
right to style himself the ‘‘ Apex of
Creation.’”” It is not arrogance, but
simple truth. On all the other planets,
in all the other realms of space, the
dwellers are either content to obey
the ‘““Law’’ or to exist in sulky re-
bellion against it. But Man, the in-
vestigator, eonfronted with “‘laws’’,
rests never content until he has ex-
plored their workings, fully compre-
hended them and recorded his ob-
servations for the benefit of others to
be born in the years to come. And
then, if in any way it may be
achieved, he harnesses their energies
and bends them to his will, and makes
them do his work!

Knowing this, and proud of my
heritage, I raised my head and smiled
full into those glowing pools of light
—her eyes.

““Great honor is mine,”” I replied;
‘‘that to me, of all Earthmen, has
been given this mission. Let me go,
O Shining One! I may fail or I may

suceeed—but this I promise: you

shall have mno shame from your
messenger, nor regret because of your
choiee.’’
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‘“There spake the true Earthman,’’
she smiled. °‘‘Proud, confident, ar-
rogant! Yet I would not have thee
otherwise. I am well pleased with

my choice. Go!’’

I had no time in which to ask ques-
tions, receive directions, or even
think, I was gone! To all intents
and purposes, the glowing city of
light, the shining inhabitants, the
goddess herself, might as well never
have existed! For I was once again
hurtling through space at a hundred
times my previous rate of speed.

MAY have passed some few swarms

of planets or suns or asteroids.
But if I did I never knew it. True,
several times I was aware of a flicker
of light, but so transitory that each
time it might mean anything or
nothing.

Once more the blackness lessened,
glowing faintly with a lurid, angry,
deep erimson light shot through by
streaks of sullen black and jagged
lines of glaring, venomous scarlet. I
had touched the horders of the re-
gions of Hate! T knew it, felt it;
through every atom of my disem-
bodied body I could sense that terrific
emotional vibration.

It may be a matter of wonderment
to some, that I had found my way so
accurately through the uncharted and
unknown voids of space; but a mo-
ment’s reflection will clear this up.

A freed ego, released into space, is
inevitably attracted by the ‘‘Law of
Affinity’’ to whatsoever plane it is in
greatest sympathy with. So it will
be noted, that I, by the time the
Silver One had made clear to me her
requirements and fears, so thoroughly
hated the cause of her apprehensions
that there remained to me in all space
no other destination possible.

Too abruptly for immediate realiza-
tion, T found myself standing on what
felt like solid ground. And, further-
more, I felt myself re-embodied. For
a long minute my shocked mind re-
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fused to grasp the stupendous fact.
But then, applying all my long scien-
tific training to the solution of the
problem, I came to a full realization
of what had happened to me,

Hate 1s one of the lowest of the
emotions. And the lower phases are
invariably denser than are the higher
ones. So, where hate has surcharged
the ether, density is a natural out-
come,

And the ego, let it find itself where-
soever it may be borne—by fate or
otherwise—throughout all the uni-
verse; by the ‘“‘Law of Attraction”’
promptly 1s covered by an envelope
commensurate to its needs and re-
quirements for funectioning in that
environment,

And so I was once again an em-
bodied ego, and I must say that I was
In nowise proud of my appearance.

For after all, the Silver One was
right. I am an Earthling; and as
such I am as capable of hate as I am
capable of love. Nay, within me are
forever the two natures; as they are
in all others. But in the shining city
of light, I towered half as tall again
as upon earth and shone with a clear
brightness—while now I found my-
self, where the hate nature predom-
inated, dwarfish, stunted, distorted,
ugly in face and form and hue!

That I was strong in spirit goes
without saying, and is no vanity on
my part, because mno spiritual
weakling can ever hope to reach to
the high status I held in our earthly
Order. Our drastic tests and ordeals
have sent many more aspirants to
madhouses than have ever attained to
the inner mysteries.

And so that strength of spirit was
like to prove my undoing; for I
sensed within me all the potentialities
of a most malignant fiend! Worse, it
was only by most strenuous efforts
that I could remember clearly that
Silver One and her mission upon
which I had been sent.
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And then I realized that I dared
not think too strongly of her. No,
the thought did not cause me to hate
her; but was rather a comfort and a
sort of stay whereto I might hold fast
—but I feared that if I let my
thoughts be too deeply tinged with
her image, the fact would betray me
to some of the inhabitants of this
plane. And then the least that could
ensue would be failure, and my am-
bitious spirit aspired to succeed.

It seemed a great, barren, rocky
plain whereon I found myself. It
was inexpressibly dreary and devoid
of anything resembling towns or vil-
lages or even single habitations, so far
as eye could reach. And of beings,
either bipedal or quadrupedal, I could
perceive none.

‘““When in doubt—take the initia-
tive!”’

That 1s an old maxim upon earth.
Likewise it is sound philosophy. 1
did not know what to do nor where
to go, so—I raised my voice in a
shout! Rather, it was a most dismal
howl—such a miserable, croaking
bellow as I had never before thought
I could emit!

But it did its work. Did it alto-
gether too well! So well, in fact,
that I came near to ending right there
and then, before I had got fairly
started.

OU’I‘ from a gaping hole beneath a
huge drab-colored boulder near
by burst a monster. It was part
lizard, part toad, part serpent; yet
none of these words describes the
repulsive outrage to the eyes! The
thing was not so large in girth when
it emerged—not much bigger round
than a vat or large hogshead. But
once it drew all 1ts loathly length free,
1t developed an amazing power of ex-
pansion. It swelled, bloating until it
was big enough to make a bulk equal
to that of four or five elephants.
Straight at me it charged so swiftly
that I could not hope to avoid it.
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Wallowing, squirming, hopping,
writhing, tumbling and rolling—its
gait was a queer medley of all these
compounded.

Swiftly I stooped, caught up a rock
and noted that the rock grew hot even
as I took it into my grasp, but at that
moment I failed to get the significance
of this. I dashed the stone fairly into
the nightmare horror that must for
want of better words be called the
creature’s ‘‘face’’.

Undoubtedly that hot rock must
have hurt; for the thing made a
mumbling, hissing, whistling outery
of pain and rage. But the puny
missile only served to arouse its
anger, and it accelerated its speed
toward me. The awful, ghastly head
darted suddenly and—in one gulp I
was swallowed !

Urgh! Such sensations! Those
blubber lips had no sooner closed over
me than I went sick all through. It
was in no wise ‘‘fear’’, only repug-
nance, disgust. The thing’s mouth
was filled with sharp corrugations
much like the teeth of a rasp or a file.
Its breath was a loathsome, putrescent
exhalation. And as with a single
contractile movement of its throat-
muscles it shot me downward, I felt a
viscous slime besmearing me from
head to foot, sticky, clinging, clammy,
repulsive as rubber cement!

Plup! 1 landed, fortunately, on
my feet in its nearly empty stomach.
It nearly strangled me to breathe, but
I had to breathe, or choke—and either
way, there was little to choose—
merely the way of choking!

Well, I tried breathing! It was
not pleasant, but I did it, some way.
But my sole emotion was wrath.
There was no fear about it. I was
Just plain mad! Mad all through!
Frenzied with hate! To think that
this confounded thing had dared—
actually dared, swallow me!

I never even thought of the prob-
able physical consequences to myself
once the digestive processes within the
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beast commenced. My sole reaction
was a demoniacal desire to wreak

vengeance. 1 wanted to rend, tear,
wrench and utterly destroy by
torments unbelievable, this ugly
monstrosity !

Apparently hate is a creative force,
in its own plane. At least sufficiently
so to enable the hater to supply him-
self with the means of destruction.

For no sooner had I formulated the
wish than I found myself holding a
fearful and wonderful weapon firmly
grasped in both hands.

It had a short, thick, metal handle
immensely strong; and at one end
were half a dozen hooks, razor-sharp
on the inner edges. Actually, the
thing looked exactly like a metal hand
and arm with sickle-shaped blades in
place of fingers—and the intensity of
my wrath turned the metal instru-
ment and claws red-hot! Even in my
extremity, I recall grinning with
malevolent satisfaction as I contem-
plated the devilish eontraption!

Whirling the thing above my head
like a miner with a many-pointed
pickax, I set to work. I have said
enough! There are some things too
repulsive to write down for human
eyes to read. Suffice 1t to say that
long before actual harm had occurred
to myself, I was once more free. And
the thmmg, with a great, gaping,
ragged hole torn iIn 1its side, was
tumbling about seeking me, to wreak
vengeance in its turn. But I had
disappeared from its sight, having
fled into a thicket of bushes near by.
They looked a safe hiding place
enough !

Oh, ves! they looked innocuous, but
every leaf and twig and branch and
stalk and trunk were covered with an
impalpable powder which rose in
faint eclouds about me and then settled
again—mostly on me!

We’ve a little plant growing on
Earth. It’s called the ‘‘Nettle.”” We’ve
another called ‘‘Ivy’’—‘‘poison-ivy’’
some name it., Take a good-sized wisp
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of each and thrash your bare flesh
with them until the tingling blood
suffuses the surface skin. Let the
effects take well—and you will have
some dim idea as to what that dust

did to me.

I burst from that thicket like a
partridge from a covert! Not far
from where I came out in such a
hurry, I perceived a pool of water. I
was too frenzied by that time to think
ahead or exercise any caution, so I
made straight for the pool and
plunged in. I wanted to soothe my
flesh from the agony of that burning
dust as well as to cleanse it from the
pollution of that beast-thing’s in-
terior, some of whose secretions still
besmeared me in streaks and spots.

But I plunged out of that hole of
water much more expeditiously than I
had plunged into it! Had I stayed
another instant, I had been cooked;
for the fluid was scalding hot!

In agony I rushed from there as
rapidly as my leg musecles could be-
take me, knowing that if I moved fast
enough the passage of my body
through air would equal a breeze
blowing against me were I standing
still. The idea was good, and I
really derived a slight benefit from it.
But it got me, after all, into fresh
trouble.

For I had not run far when behind
me [ heard the soft pad-pad-pad of
pursuing feet, and, glancing back
over my shoulder, I perceived to my
horror that a horde of creatures like
earth-wolves, only twice as large, were
chasing me!

I had laid my claw-club weapon on
the brink of the sealding pool when I
jumped in—and had not waited to
pick it up and take it with me when
I jumped out again, being in too great
haste to depart; so I had nothing
wherewith to fight.

I thought longingly of the guns of
earth. But that failed to work like
my desire while T was in the beast-
thing’s inwards. For this time, I was

WEIRD TALES

afraid! And fear is seldom positively
destructive. But, run as I would,
the brutes were fast overtaking me!

I tripped, fell forward, and became
the center of a worrying, snapping,
snarling pack of four-legged demons;
and every one of them had the rabies,
to judge from the foam-froth flying
and slavering from their mouths!

In one brief, lightninglike flash, I
saw a vision of myself lying there—
a badly torn, lacerated, mangled
thing; writhing in all the anguish of
hydrophobia, yet unable to die. The
goddess? How could she aid, let
alone rescue me, here on this plane,
where, she herself had stated it, she
dared not let her servitors come? At
the least, I had failed her—and as a
failure, I knew that I deserved any-
thing that might happen to me.

UDDENLY, cutting through my

terror and despair, I heard a
voleanic eruption of crashing, searing
oaths, spoken in good plain English!
And accompanying the tirade of
blasphemy, I heard the thud and the
unmistakable chuck of edged weapons
chopping into flesh and bone. I
caught the snarls and yelps of fear
and pain; the howls of rage and the
dying whines and whimpers of the
wolves that had harried me—

Powerful hands seized me and
yanked me to my feet. I was in
agony, bitten all over, yet still able
to stand, albeit shakily. Dazedly 1
stared, and well I might!

Before me stood a man clad in the
armor of the period of the First
Crusade! He was tall, broad-shoul-
dered, huge of body and thick of arms
and thighs; and repugnantly brutal
in features, although he was grinning
at me from out the opening of his
helmet. Yet that grin was not all
goodfellowship. Partly it was mali-
cious.

““Why!’’ he roared in a bull’s voice.
‘“ Art an Earthling, man; e’en as I be
myself?’’
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I nodded assent, noting as I strove
to control my trembling limbs that
the beasts were either all sorely
wounded or fled; and that his fol-
lowers were crowding about, staring
at me quite as curiously as I was
gazing at them.

Evidently they were from all
planets and of all periods and races.
None of them was at all prepossessing
to look upon. Every countenance
bore either ferocity or malignancy or
both writ largely. I admit that as I
looked at them I experienced greater
fear than I had so far felt—their
horrific weapons were enough to
frighten anyone — swords, barbed
spears, war-axes, clubs and things I
can not name, not knowing the arms
of the different planets.

But I strove to brazen the matter
out. Turning to the huge leader, I
held out my hand in the age-old
gesture of our race, intending to clasp
hands with him; the while I began
expressing my thanks, my gratitude
for this timely rescue.

“Well for me that you came when
you did,”” I began, and got no
farther. He stared down at my hand
outstretched in amity; then with a
snarl he caught my wrist, turned my
hand palm upward, and deliberately,
insultingly, spat into it; while a look
of utter venom disfigured his bestial
countenance still farther than nature
had done.

““Well for thee?’’ he roared mock-
ingly. ‘‘Little we cared for thee,
thou oaf, thou fool! ’Twas but the
hate we bear for the beasts! It did
please us to cheat them of their
sport!’’

Utterly taken aback, I knew not
what to say. Before I could formu-
late anything my arms were pinned
from behind and bound thus; a
noosed cord was thrown about my
neck, the other end being held fast by
the most bestial-faced, apelike, lump-
ish-looking lout it has ever been my
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bad luck to behold—and we started
for where I knew not.

What ghastly tortures did they in-
tend inflicting? I wondered. The
mail-clad leader caught my thought,
;ead it accurately, and sneered in my

ace.

‘““Fear not,’” he jibed. ‘‘The dainty
Earthling shall come to no harm at
the hands of my sweet babes’’—by
which he meant his villainous crew
of followers, I supposed—°‘‘not but
that we would enjoy dalliance with
thee,’” he went on vindictively; ‘‘but
all who come to this realm must be
brought before our lord intact!’’ I
shuddered at the sinister implication
of that last word, and noting it, he
burst into a hoarse, braying laughter.

But in truth they did me no actual
harm; although they did heap upon
me every insult, contumely and in-
dignity their depraved intelligences
could devise. So that it was in any-
thing but a spirit of pleasurable an-
ticipation that I wended along with
that crew, my pace accelerated every
so often by a vicious yank from the
ugly specimen holding the other end
of the noosed cord about my neck.

Very evidently, when I volunteered
for the service I was now engaged In
carrying out, I had let myself in for
something. And just as obviously, I
was getting it, full measure and
running over!

The sole gain that I could see lay
in the fact that I was being taken
directly to the presence of the one
personage I most greatly desired to
meet—albeit that promised to prove
as detrimental as anything that could
possibly happen. For there was little
doubt as to the reception I might ex-
pect. Something unpleasant, un-
questionably. No chance of its being
otherwise. So, as I have said, my
mood was the reverse of happy.

EvENTUALLY I found myself stand-
ing surrounded by the ugly-
natured crew just outside the lofty
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walls of a great city. The mail-clad
leader was holding parley with the
guards who apparently kept watch
and ward at a small, narrow, arched
doorway.

What passed of countersign and
password between them I know not,
but in another moment we were ad-
mitted. I had braced myself in an-
ticipation of a renewal of petty an-
noyances from the inhabitants once
we were within the city, but nothing
of the sort happened.

Obviously, they were too acecus-
tomed to seeing captive arrivals from
the various planets to pay attention
to such, except to glower, malignant,
as we passed. But by that time I had
been fully impregnated with the all-
pervading aura, so returned glare for
glare; hate for hate; nor felt shame
that I should feel so.

It was a mighty ecity, I must say
that. It seemed, in a way, much as
the cities of the Middle Ages in
Europe appeared ; and that type any-
one can imagine for himself, so I
shall not bother to describe farther.

Finally after marching through
dismal streets we entered a lofty,
gloomy building, which, I judged
aright, was the palace of the Arch-
fiend. And a few minutes later,
I was standing in his very pres-
ence. I had prepared myself to eon-
front a demon—and I found myself
facing a gentleman, a prince!

He wore a darkly vivid red robe;
and about his head, in place of erown
or other insignia of his rank, there
played a faint but clearly perceptible
nimbus of scintillant flame of lurid
crimson, garish purple, and somber
sinister blue.

He was seated on a wondrously
hideous yet highly ornamented throne
of bronze which glimmered and
gleamed with all the tints and shades
of all the metalline oxides. His finely
shaped head rested negligently on his
hand, his elbow propped on the broad
arm of his throne-seat; and his deep,
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lustrous eyes swept me from head to
foot in one all-inclusive, penetrating

glance.

A single wave of his hand was suffi-
cient. No spoken command, yet that
hateful gang who had made me
prisoner departed, hastily, as though
glad to get away.

Those behind his throne and to
either side barely glanced at me, for
to them I was but an Earthling; and
they, one and all, were nobles and
dignitaries of the court of a terrible
regnant prince of the powers of evil.
And they were too great, In a way,
to descend to petty levels.

‘““What sent thee to my realm,
Earthman?”’

His voice was quiet, low, pleasantly
modulated. He gazed at me with no
manifestation of anght save such mild
curiosity as might be expected from a
ruler granting audience to any new-
comer in his territory.

For a fraction of a second I was at
a loss for the right words in which
to reply without arousing suspicions
that might result awkwardly for me—
then I remembered a bit of advice I
had once received long ago: ‘“When
wishing to deceive—tell the truth.
No one will believe it!’?

‘It was a women sent me,’’ I re-
plied sulkily, playing my part, and
noted an expression of wearied dis-
dain flicker momentarily over his
almost classically regular coun-
tenance.

““Only that?’’ he murmured, con-
temptuous. ‘‘So many Earthmen—"’
and a wave of his hand finished the
remark for him. Then, as though
having decided to get what poor sport
from me might be had, he probed
farther.

‘‘But what did she do to thee?”’

““Let me love her,”” I growled as if
envenomed by bitter memories.

‘“Ah,”” he commented, gravely
courteous. ‘‘I see! She let thee love
her ; then—refused thy love?”’
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““No!”’ I retorted savagely. ‘‘She
aceepted it!’> Which was all true
enough, but might be interpreted two
ways.

‘“Then, since, because of her, thou
hast suffered ?’’ One, hearing, would
have deemed him pitying, sympa-
thetic.

““I have recently suffered very

greatly,’’ I replied, sulkily, as at first.
Then I added, deliberately, insolently,
moved thereto by one of those bursts
of inspiration which-at times come to
even the dullest—‘‘And now, O
Prince of Hate, I have said all I
will!”’
- He stared, as did his courtiers
thronging the dais! Very probably,
not in ages had any ego dared defy
him thus, show such independence.
It seemed, strangely enough, to please
even while it apparently angered him.
An enigmatic light glittered in his
eyes, and he nodded reflectively.

I braced myself, expecting some
terrific outburst; but again I was
disappointed. He made no reply to
my insolence, nor did he comment
thereon., Merely he ecaught the eye
of one standing near; and that one
hastily bent the knee before him.

““Take this Earthman and find for