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| Unusual Tales

HOSE who enjoy imaginative stories utterly different from those to be
found elsewhere will find their periect magazine in WEIRD TALES. A ||
veritable banquet for the imagination—bizarre and fantastic stories; fasein-
ating weird-scientific tales of the spaces between the worlds; eery thrill-tales I
such as Poe used to write; ghost-stories and other tales of the supernatural;
gooseflesh stories that make the cold shivers run up the spine; stories that |
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lift one out of the humdrum environment of everyday life into a deathless
world of the imagination. Among the many story gems in the next few
issues will be:
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THE BRIDE OF OSIRIS, by Otis Adelbert Kline

A present-day Egyptian serial story of uncanny adventures and weird
thrills, set in a bizarre subterranean city under Chicago.

IN KASHLA’S GARDEN, by Oscar Schisgall

Here is an utterly strange story of hypnotism, and of the weird control
exercised by a Hindoo seeress from beyond the grave.

THE LEFT EYE, by Henry S. Whitehead

A powerful story of crime and retribution—a tale of immense spiders and
a gruesome murder—a fascinatingly told story by a well-known writer,

THE VEILED PROPHETESS, by Seabury Quinn

An eery tale about the fascinating little French doctor, Jules de Grandin,
that shows the intrepid ghost-breaker in an adventure of dark Intrigue
and occult dangers.

A SUITOR FROM THE SHADES, by Greye La Spina

The story of a jealous lover who reached back from the grave to blight
the happiness of his sweetheart, using the life forces of a frall girl to
materialize himself.

THE ARCTIC DEATH, by Wilford Allen

Out of the North it came, that dread death that touched every living
thing with a killing cold—till a great scientist went forth to fight Iit.

THE DARK CHRYSALIS, by Eli Colter

Here we have, at last, the epic of the microbe-hunters—a scientiflc thrill-
tale of gripping interest and dramatic suspense built around the- dread
scourge of cancer—by the author of ‘““The Last Horror.”
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HESE are but a few of the many super-excellent stories in store for

the readers of WEIRD TALES. To make sure of getting your copy each
month, and thus avoid the embarrassment of finding your favorite news stand

sold out, just fill out the coupon below and let us send it right to your home.
That’s the safest way.

WEIRD TALES,
450 E. Ohio St,,

Chicago, Ill.

Enclosed find $2.50 for 1 vear’s subscription to *“*Weird Tales,” to begin with
the May issue. ($3.00 in Canada.)
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Are You Hungry For...
' Adventure..

you a red-
bluudad dar-
ing he- man?
Are you eager for a life of constant thrills, constant
excitement and fascinating events? Do you crave
adventure, popularity, admiration, and the applause
of great crowds? Then why ot get into the Avm—
tion. Industry—the greatest &dventure
since time began—-—the greatest thrill

THEN CHOOSE
AVIATION?!

Cop ularzty

?

Easy to Become An Aviation

Expert
$50 to $100 a Week

Get into this thrilling profession at once while the

ﬁold is new and uncrowded. Now—by
a unique new plan—you can quickly secure tha

ever offered to man? Fascinating ST T &t Bt th e Er{!:”i;;?ﬁ
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. never & - side facts that are essential to your success,
Thrills such as you neve ad before! Blg Pﬂylng And, the study of Aviation is almost as fascie

The praise and plaudits of the multi-
tude. Ordinary salaries from $75 to
better than $400 a week! And a chance
to get in on the ground floor where re-
wards will be unlimited!

Avistion is growing so swiftly that
one can hardly keep track of aII the

Prepare Now for One
of These Positions

Aeronautical Instructor
$60 to $150 per week
Aeronautical Engineer
$10€ to $300 per week
Aeronautical Contractor
Enormous Profits

Aeroplane Repairman

nating as the actual work itself. Every Lesson
is chock-full of interest—and so absorbing that
you actually forget you are studyving. But best
of all are the ultimate rewards you are fitting
yourself to gainl

Send for FREE‘ Book
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form a wvast aerial network over the ﬁmﬂlﬂ“ Inspector like a romance and tells you

entire U, S. A1rl1nes and airplane fac-

$50 to $75 per week
Aeroplane Salesman

el things about this astonishing pro=

$5000 per vear and T PO /] fes;mﬂ you never even r_irEa_ma_.i of.
tﬂl‘lE: EI‘GL{E prnﬁim% up .{1]1:11 r?i‘?ﬁl' fhE Aeroplane =S This book is so fascinating it could
‘countr en € nenry rora are in- Assembler easily sell for a dollar. We offer o

*_'ve.stmg Millions in the future of com-
mercial Aeronautics-in America! The
possibilities are so tremendous that
they stagger imagination!

Everything is set for the greatest
boom in histo The fortunes that came out of the
automobile industry and out of motion pictures will
be nothing compared to the fortunes that will come
out of Aviation! There is just one thing holding it

up:—lack of trained men! Even in the beginning
t ousands will be needed—and generously paid.
The opportunities open to them cannot be over-
estimated. Those who qualify quickly will find
themselves on the road to undreamed of money--—
&uccess—popularity—and prominencel
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940 to $65 per week

Builder
$75 to $200
per week

limited number FREE. Write for
yours today.

American School of Aviziion
Dept.2454, 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago, I
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Thousands Report More Miles Per Gallon

Now a queer little device is sweeping the country like wild-
fire! Over a million car owners now use it to save gasoline
cost. Thousands report startling savings, vastly increased

FOR: § 2l * wen

B“ch' 86 miles on 114 gals.

Previously made only
8 to 10 miles per gal.

L. L. Robinson.
mile trip. Previously got _only
10 to 11 miles. B. 0. Finch.

« 36146 mil llon.
DODGE: °* ™paiif “Lawson.
(Special

STUDEBAKER: (S

Saved 50 per cent of his former
gasoline consumption. F. A, Cole.

Averaged 20 miles
per gal.

$137.50 IN A WEEK |

Ordered 50 and sold them the
first week., O. F. Foster.

$39 IN 3 HOURS

In 3 hours on Saturday
I cleared $39. In one
hour the Saturday be=-
fore I made $18.
T. M. Wiley.

$48 IN 3
HOURS

In thre¢ hours
Saturday I tool
16 orders. J.
A. Williams.

mileage.

his cost’in half. Learn here how it works.

the inventor’s risk.

J. A, Brest saved $5.00 in two weeks. Ziegler cut

Then try it at

$75 to $150 in a Week

WHEN a Ford goes 60 miles on
a gallon—a Buick 27 miles—
Marmon doubles former mileage—
and thousands report similar records
—do you wonder why men earn at
the rate of $756 to $150 in a week,
just handing it to car owners?
The Stransky Vaporizer is the
most sensational sgelling proposition
of the last ten wears., Full-page
newspaper ads have spread the story
all over Amerieca. Most ear owners
have heard about it. Everybody
wants to see it. Man alive, what a
money-making opportunity !

How It Works

This weird little device has as-
tounded automotive engineers who
have tested it. It is simple, easy to
understand and install, It saves
gasoline by a new scientifiec principle
of combustion that multipiies the
vapor power of the raw gasoline.
Naturally, when gasoline is fully
vaporized, there is less troubla with
carbon. Also, you can now c¢lean
out wunavoidable earbon In a jiffy
beeause of this device.

J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO.

Dept. D-1550

Pukwana, South Dakota

Everybody we hear from praises its eim-
plicity, its wonderful savings in gasoline
mileage, its foolproof-operation, Many havo
used it from two to seven years and still
praise it., Imagine how wonderful it works
when a million car owners install it—
when it is sold all over America and in
28 foreign countries—where distributors
compete eagerly to get it,

Cash Forfeit If It Doesn’t Satisfy

So convineed is the inventor that this
queer device will increase gasoline mileage
and reduce carbon troubles that he makes
this daring offer described in the coupon
below. Obvlously, every man will want to
accept that offer. It gives you the chance
to test this device without risk—and win
a cash forfeit if the test doesn’t prove the
story. It also brings wyou full detalls ex-
plaining why you can make as big an in-
come, full or spare time, as other Stransky
representatives, Why delay? Mall it now!

READ THIS OFFER

J. A, Stransky Mfg. Co.,
Dept. D-1550, Pukwana, South Dakota.

Yes, I'd llke to see a sample of the
Stransky Vaporlzer at your risk, Also
tell me how I ean earn $75 to $150
in a week as vyour distributor. This
does not oblige me to buy anything.
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“The vehicle was out of comtrol, pushing at the
bouse like a great white giant.”

FOREWORD

OME of my present readers
will doubiless remember ““The
Girl mm the Golden Atom.”’
When I wrote that book of the realm
of wnfinite smallness there was in my
mind 1ts logical converse, the realm
of the wnfinitely large. The one a
complement to the other. And so I
offer ‘‘Explorers Into Infinity,’”’ in
no sense as a sequel to ‘“The Girl
the Golden Atom,”” for fictionally
they have no connection, but rather

as ts companion story.

You will find here a complete
theory of the material universe as I
concewe % may perhaps really be.
To my own imagination—and I
thank very likely to your own—it s
difficull to conceive of an infinite dis-
tance beyond the stars—empty Space
stretching out forever. Nor is Ein-
stein more satisfying to me, rather
less so, for out beyond the Einstein

system of curved Space wmust Ue
something or mnothing. It s the
nothingness which puzzles me. I
have tried vainly to imagine a realm,
infinitely large, of unending nothing-
ness. Time s equally puzzling. 1
can conceive of eventful eons lying
ahead of us; but rob that time of s
future events and I flounder. To me
at least, the conception of Time with
nothing ever happening anywhere 18
ampossible. To wme also, an event
presupposes the existence of some-
thing ; and so, in my effort to imagine
the infinitely large—Space llimai-
able, Time unending—I am forced to
conceive what must fill that Space,
what must happen to create that
time.

You may call this tale faniastic,
weird, bizarre. Doubtless 1t 1. Bul
with our most powerful microscopes
reaching imward so tiny e distance to
see no end in infinite smallness; our
greatest telescopes groping fqg;llely
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out into largemess unending to our
viston, what is left but our imagina-
tion? And that, at least, we can
send winging into the nfinite!

I would mot have wou fear from
this fereword that my story may be
some pedantic, heavily technical ex-
position. It s mot; for it is fiction
only—a romance with which to enter-
tain you; an effort, by using fictional
methods, 1o mreduce theories purely
imaginative mbto concreie form with
as great a degree of plausibility as
may be. It is this only I desure: o
carry wou with me as you read; to
make plausible this flight of owr
imaginations momentarily set free

from the tiny everyday universe
which s all we have physically to
envisage.
Ray CuUMMINGS.
CHAPTER 1

FREEDOM IN TIME AND SPACE

was busy with the Martian mail

which had just arrived when the
message from Brett Gryce reached
me. 1 did not apprehend that there
was anything of secrecy about it,
since he was using the open air; yet
there was in his voice a note of tense-
ness and his summons was urgent.

““I can’t come, Brett, until I get
through the mail.’’ I was rushed,
and in a mood of ill-temper at the
universe in general.

edj‘When will that be?’’ he demand-

“1 don’t know. It’s aceursedly
large. Most of it seems to eall for
radio distribution—these Martians
are always in a hurry.”’

“Come when you ean,”” he said
quietly.

£i ngi]t???

““Yes—tonight. No matter how
late—I must see you, Frank.”’
Gé‘.i[’]l eome,”’ I said, and cut him

It was long past trinight, with

WEIRD TALES

dawn beginning to brighten the sky
beyond the masonry of lower Great-
New York, when I had disposed of
those miserable Martian dispatches.
The Gryeces lived in the Southern
Pennsylvania area. My aerocar was
at hand. I had rather planned to
use it; but I was tired and in mo
mood for effort. I decided to take
the pneumatie, sinee there was a
branch—Ilittle traveled, it is true—
which would drop me within some
twenty kilometers of the Gryce home.

They gave me an individual eylin-
der, with a bed if T ecared to sleep. 1
d}d not. I lay there wondering what
Brett could want of me; pleased also
that I would see Francine—dear lit-
tle Frannie. ...

Ocecasionally I would weall the
Director ahead. They are sometimes
carcless in the switching of special
individual eylinders; and I had no
wish to pass the braneh and find my-
self bringing up at some gulf ter-
minal with half the morning getting
back. Once I called Brett. He
would meet me with his aero at the
end of the branch when I arrived.
He, too, reminded the Director. A
surly sort of fellow; the Gryces had
already reported him to the General
Traffic Staff of Great-London.

I was mot misdirected, however;
but it was broad daylicht when 1
emerged to find Brett impatiently
awaiting me. And in a few minutes
more we were landing at the aero-
stage beside the Gryee home.

It was a simple enough place—for
all Dr. Gryce’s reputed wealth. An
estate of a few kilometers, set in a
heavy grove of trees with a high
metallie wall about it. The granite
house itself was small, unpretentious.
There were few outbuildings; one a
large reetangular affair which vague-
ly I understood was a workshop. 1
had never been in it. I knew old
Dr. Gryce was mterested in sciense;
in his day he had materially ad-
vanced civilization with several
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fundamental devices. But what—if
anything—he might be doing now, I
had no idea.

Brett would tell me nothing be-
yond the fact that his father had sug-
gested they send for me. But he
seemed excited, tense. Dr. Gryee
greeted me with his familiar kindli-
ness. Though I did not see as much
of this family as I would like (my
business with the Interplanetary
Mails was wholly underpaid and
miserably eonfining), yet I counted
the Gryces among my closest friends.

Dr. Gryee said, ‘“We are very glad
to see you, Frank. Come outside.
Frannie is preparing breakfast.”’

His manner was grave and quiet
as always. But there was about him

also an air of tenseness; and an

aspect of apprehension. And it
struck me, a sort of weary, resigned
depression which suddenly made his
years sit more heavily upon him. He
was a man of some eighty odd; and
though for him no more than twenty
or thirty years of life ecould be antici-
pated, 1 had never considered him
really old. He was small, slight of
frame, but ereet, sturdy and vigor-
ous. A smooth-shaven face with no
more lmmes upon it than a keen intel-
lect and a character once wholly
forceful would engrave. And a mass
of snow-white shagey hair to make
his head appear preternaturally
large.

He seemed old now, however, with
that sense of depression hanging
upon him. And an indefinable
aspeet of fear.

I must allot a word to pieture the
three children of Dr. Gryce, mother-
less since childhood. Brett was now
twenty-eight—three years older than
myself, and physieally my opposite.
I am short, slender and rather dark.
And—so they tell me—mnot too even
of temper. Brett was a blond young
giant. Crisp, wavy blond hair, blue
eyes and the strong-featured, ruddy
face of a handsome athlete, But not

trial to their father.
- now that they were nearing maturity,
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too handsome, for there was upon
him no consciousness of his essential-
ly masculine beauty. He was won-
derfully good-natured. His was a
ready, hearty laugh. He looked at
life often from the humorous view-
point. But he had also a touch of his
father’s grave dignity; and a keen
intelleet and a soberness of thought
and reason far beyond his years.

The two other children—Martynn
and Francine—were twins, now just
seventeen.  Alike, phymcally and
temperamentally, as children of a
birth traditionally should be. Slim
and rather small—Martynn about my
height; Francine somewhat shorter.
Both blue-eyed, with blond hair.
Francine’s hair was long-waving
tresses which she wore generally in
plaits over her shoulders; Martynn’s
was short and curly. They were
rather alike of feature; a delicacy of
mold which gave to Martynn a girl-
ishness. But not an effeminacy, for
he was a young daredevil; and his
sister hardly a lesser one. In child-
hood and adolesecence an impish spirit
of deviltry had always seemed to
possess these twins; a spirit of mis-
chief which had made them a great
It had turned,

into an apparent desire for reckless
adventure—the produet of abound-
ing health, and bubbling, irrepres-
sible good nature. They adored each
other; were constantly together, with
youthful escapades threatening limb
and life and complete disaster, out
of which they would emerge or bhe
extricated with dauntless spirits un-
perturbed.

The greater maturity of woman-
hood at seventeen had brought to
Frannie moments of gentleness,
sweetness and a simple dignity. But
they were brief moments, and no
more than a word or look from her
twin was needed to dispel them.
Martt himself was without a vestige
of dignity. But they were no- fools,
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these twins. They could, upon strict
necessity, give sober, intelligent
thought to any problem at hand
(Martynn had won honors at the
Great-London University) ; but of
sober, matured action they were In-
capable. Fearless — unreasonably
fearless. But irresistible, likable,
and apparently quite capable of be-
ing restrained. A word from Dr.
Gryce, or from Brett—and to a less-
er extent from me who had known
them from childhood—brought in-
stant though often very temporary
obedience. They considered them-
selves quite grown up now. In truth,
at seventeen, Frannie was to my eyes
a really beautiful young woman,

11

E SAT in a little arbor beside

the house, with its breakfast
table already laid. Dr. Gryce, Brett,
.and myself. Martt was with Fran-
nie preparing the meal. It was evi-
dence of the simplicity which marked
the Gryce household. In these days
of mechanical deviees for almost
everythine—and the usual multipli-
city of servants—there was not a meal
prepared for Dr. Gryce save by his
daughter.

I was very curious to learn why
they had sent for me; but I had no
need to question, for at omece Dr.
Gryce plunged into it.

““T hope, F'rank, that you can stay
—well, at least a few days with us.
Can you?”’

I stared. The Day Officer of the
Manhattan Interplanetary Postal
Division was undoubtedly already in
a rage at my absence. I said so. ‘A
few days? Dr. Gryee, I dread every
conjunction that brings these ae-
cursed mails—my divisional officers
think it’s a erime even to eat or sleep
when a planet is near us.”’

He smiled. ‘I imagine I can fix
| A

““Then I’ll stay, of course. If you

could fix the planetary orbits so that
they were parabolas, Dr. Gryce, it
would suit me exactly.’’

He and Brett both were smiling,
but Dr. Gryee’s smile was momen-
tary, for at once that indefinable air
of trouble returned to him.

‘““Frank,’’ he said, ‘‘I hardly know
how to begin telling you what we
have done—are about to do. It
seems curious also—I know it will
strike you so, you have been such a
friend to me and my children—that
during all these years we have given
you no hint of our purpose.”’

‘““We have told no one,’’ Brett put
in: ‘““no one in the world.”’

I said nothing, but my ecuriosity
increased. It was doubtless of grave
import, this thing they had to tell
me; the solemnity, earnestness which
stamped them both was unmistakable.

For a moment Dr. Gryce was
silent; then he said abruptly, ‘““You
know, F'rank, all my life I have been
engaged with science. In a measure,
I have been successful; there are a
few devices which will bear my name
when I am gone.”’

I nodded. ‘‘I know that very well,
Dr. Gryce.”’

““But all those things,’”” he added
earnestly, ‘‘all that I stand for to
the world, has really been of little
importance to me. My main labor,
goal, dream, if you will, I have never
told anyone—not a living person ex-
cept my children. For ten years past
Brett has been helping me. And
though you would hardly believe it,
for the last year or two Martt and
Frannie have been of material aid .
the accomplishment of my purpose.’’

‘“What branch of science?’”’ I
asked. ‘“And you’ve accomplished
it? You’re ready to give it to the
world 2’

‘‘ Accomplished it—yes. But we
are not ready to give it to the world
—perhaps we mnever shall. There
would be evil in it—evil diabolical—
in untrained or unscrupulous hands.
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But we are ready to test it—a prac-
tical test. Tonight, Frank, my boy
Brett is going upon an adventure

32

The fear which had been lurking
in his eyes leaped to stamp his other
features. He was afraid for Brett—
afraid of this thing they were going
to do. He had stopped abruptly; and
more quietly he added:

“I want you to understand me,
Frank, and so for a moment we
must be wholly theoretical. This
thing we are about to do involves the
construction of our whole material
universe. You know, of course, that
no limit has been found to the divisi-
bility of matter?’’

His sudden question confused me.
‘““You mean,”” I stammered, ‘‘that
things can be infinitely small?”’

““That there is no limit to small-
ness,’’ Brett put in. ‘“‘An atom—an
electron—they are mere words.
Within them conceivably might be a
space with stars, planets, suns—
worlds of their own so tiny that com-
pared to the Space in which they
roam that Space would seem—and
would be—illimitable. Picture that,
Frank. And picture upon one of
those worlds inhabitants of propor-
tionate smallness. What would they
see, feel or think of the universe?
Would they not conceive 1t about as
we do? Picture them with power-
ful microsecopes, looking downward
into the matter composing their
world. They would be aware of
molecules, atoms—they would gaze
down into Space unending. Another
realm within their own. And within
that one—others and vet others to
infinity. The conception confuses
you, Frank? It need not. Each of
those realms is tiny—or large—ae-
cording to the viewpoint. There can
be no such thing as absolute size.’’

““That is what I mean,’’ Dr. Gryce
interrupted eagerly. ‘‘Absolute size
—how can you conceive it? You can
not. A thing is large or small only
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in relation to something else smaller
or larger.”’

He waved his hand to the rolling
landseape with the morning light and
shadow upon it, visible through the
arbor.

““There 13 our everyday world,
Frank. How big is it? You can not
say. Millimeters, meters, kilometers,
helans, light-years—those are only
words with which we designate a com-
parison. Compared to what our
microscopes show us, this world of
ours is' very large, but compared to
the spaces between the stars—the
stars themselves—it is very small.
Try then to imagine its absolute size.
You can not, because there is no such
thing. A universe within what we
call an atom—another realm within
an atom of matter upon one of the
worlds of fhaf universe—is not an
extraordinary state of smallness un-
til we compare it with ourselves.

““And this world of ours. It 1s
normal to us; of no absolute size
whatever—neither large nor small—
until we compare it to something else.
But suppose we visualize larger
realms? Suppose we say these plan-
ets, stars—all the starry universe
within our ken and this visual space
which contains them—suppose we
imagine all that to be contained with-
in the atom of a particle of matter of
some comparatively still larger
realm? At once our world and our-
selves shrink into smallness. Where
a moment ago we had seemed large,
now we seem small. Yet that other
gigantic world within which we are
contained—if we could live in it our
telescopes would show us still larger
Space unending. We would feel tiny
—and of actuality we would be tiny
—contemplating Space and size so
much larger.”’

““ And there you have infinity of
Space,”” Brett added, as his father
paused. ‘‘Unending Space both
smaller and larger than ourselves.
We—everything of which we can be
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physieally aware—represent no more
than a single step in the ladder which
has no bottom nor no top. You can
not conceive an end in either direc-
tion. There is no such thing. Nor
—as Father says—ecan you declare
anything to be small or large con-
sidered by itself alone. This then is
Space as we conceive it to be. Il-
limitable, unending—infinite Space.’’

The coneeption momentarily
seemed wholly beyond my grasp.
What I would have answered when
for a moment Dr. Gryce and Brett
paused I do not know, for from the
house the approaching voices of
Martt and Frannie reached us.

“You’ll fall, I tell you! Frannie,
give me that!”’

“1 won’t.”’

““You’ll trip over the wires and
you’ll fall and smash it!”’

€1 won’t.”’

The sound of a erash. And Martt’s
voice, ‘‘There, I told you!”’

They were upon us, wheeling the
tray laden with breakfast; Martt,
flushed, laughing. ‘‘Oh, hello, Frank
—they didn’t switech you wrong, did
they? Frannie broke the heater coils
—if the breakfast gets cold, don’t
blame me.”’

And Frannie, also flushed and
laughing and a trifle rueful over the
mishap. Dressed in a blue blouse
and widely flaring, knee-length
trousers, with her golden hair toss-
ing on her shoulders. The picture of
a little housewife, of early morning
informality. I thought I had never
seen her so beautiful.

II1

HAT, Frank, is our conception

of the infinity of Space.”’
With breakfast finished Brett had
resumed the discussion. We were all
seated in the arbor. Martt and Fran-
nie momentarily were quiet, seeming-
ly keenly interested in the impression
upon me which they anticipated

‘¢
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would come from their father’s dis-
closures.

Dr. Gryce said, ‘“The 1dea of Time
unending is indissolubly bound with
the concept of infinite Space. You
will realize, Frank, for some cen-
turies it has been understood that
Time and Space are Inextricably
blended. We think instinctively of
Space as a tangible entity—of length,
breadth and thickness. And of Time,
as intangible. Such really is not the
case. Space has three dimensions—
but Time also has a dimension.’’

‘‘Length,’”” Martt put in. It
sounds like a play on words, but

“It isn’t,”” Frannie finished for
him. ‘I ecan’t imagine anything
clearer than that Time has length.”’

Dr. Gryece ignored them. ‘‘You
must understand also that Time as
we conceive it can not exist execept
as the measurement of a length be-
tween two events. And what is an
event? It presupposes the existence
of Matter, does it not? Matter thus
is Introduced into the universe. It
also can not be independent of Time
and Space. So long as anything
material exists, there must be Space
for it to exist in; and Time to mark
the passing of its existence.

“Of our wuniverse, then, we now
have Matter, Time and Space. There
is a fourth—shall I say, element? It
also is interdependent with each of
the other three. It is Motion. You
know, of course, that there ean be no
such thing as absolute Motion.”’

““Or absolute Time,’’ Frannie put
in.

‘““That we will discuss later,’’ Dr.
Gryee said quickly, ‘‘since it is more
intricate of coneeption. Absolute Mo-
tion 1s impossible and non-existent.
We ean say a thing moves fast or
slowly, only in relation to the move-
ment of something else. One word
more. I want you to realize, Frank,
how wholly dependent each of these
factors is upon the other. Maiter,
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for instance, is an entity persisting
in Space and Time. Motion is the
simultaneous change of the position

of Matter in Space and Time. A

thing was here, then; it is there, now.
That is Motion. You see how you
can not deal with one without in-
volving the others?’’

‘““Say, Father, why don’t you tell
him what we’re going to do?’’ Martt
demanded. ‘‘Frank, listen—tonight
Brett and 1 £

““But I’'m going, too,’’ Frannie de-
clared. |

“You’re not!’’

I saw again that look of fear in old
Dr. Gryece’s eyes. His children—the
spirit of youth with its lust for ad-
venture—they were eager and ex-
cited. But Dr. Gryece saw beyond
that—saw the danger. . .

He said gravely, ‘‘There is no pos-
sibility of my making you under-
stand the details, Frank, until we
have gone into the matter thoroughly.
But as Martt implies, you are no
doubt impatient. I will tell you then,
briefly, that for most of my life I
have been delving into this subject—
Matter, Space, Time and Motion il-
limitable. Longing to investigate
this immense material universe which
I believe exists. But we humans are
fettered, Frank. Like an ant, living
for a brief moment enchained with a
cobweb to a twig and trying to en-
visage the earth.’’

His voice now was trembling with
emotion. ‘‘I was satisfied to see
with my own eyes some little part
into infinity. I invented what we—
my children and I—ecall the myrdo-
scope. I will explain it presently.
Suffice it now to say that there are
normally invisible rays, akin to light,
crossing Space, and I have made
them visible. We captured them—
saw after a myriad trials unavailing,
occasional vague glimpses of the be-
yond which came to us. It might
have satisfied me, but three years
ago, one night, Brett saw——?’
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He paused, looking at Brett. Martt
and Frannie were breathless, with
eves fixed on me.

Brett said, and his voice had a
queer, solemn hush to it, ‘“‘I was
looking through the myrdoscope. We
had seen blurred, brief glimpses of a
realm o

‘““Beyond the stars,”” Frannie
breathed.
““Yes, beyond the stars. A realm

seemingly of forest, or something
orowing. Silvery patches—you might
imagine they were water, or light
shining upon something that glis-
tened. They were always haphaz-
ard, these glimpses. We caught
them, not always from one direction
—seemingly from everywhere. A
realm encompassing—eneclosing—our
whole star-filled Space.

‘““With the labor of years, which
you, Frank, will appreciate to some
degree, Father has charted what for
our own little ken we might call abso-
lute points in Space. Landmarks,
say, of this outer realm. With our
whirling earth, the ever-changing
planets and stars, only this outer
realm seemed of fixed position. We
could sometimes return our gaze to
the same landmark—a tremendous
crescent-shaped patch of silver, for
instancee, which several times we sue-
ceeded in re-finding.

‘It was near this patch at which
I was one night gazing, when
through some vagary of the ray bear-
ing its image—or some difference iIn
our crude apparatus—the seene sud-
denly clarified. And magnified as
though at onece I had leaped a mil-
lion light-years toward it.

““I saw then a magnified section of
the larger scene. The patch of silver
appeared now as a shimmering,
opalescent liquid. A segment of
shore-front; and this all in a moment,
again magnified. Upon a bluish bank
of soft vegetation, with the opal
liquid beside it, T saw a girl half re-
elining. A girl of human form, but
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transfigured by a beauty more than
human. A girl of a civilization be-
hind our own—or perhaps one in ad-
vance—I do not know. She was
robed in a short, simple garment
more like a glistening, glowing silver
veil than a dress. Her hair was long
—a tangled dark mass. She reclined
there in an attitude of ease and the
abandonment of maidenly solitude.
I say that she was more than beauti-
ful—oh, Frank i

Brett’s voice had suddenly lost the
precise exactitude of the scientist.
He seemed to have forgotten his
father—Martt and Frannie; it was
as though he were confiding his
human emotions only to me.

‘““‘Beautiful, Frank. A strange,
wild beauty, with a curious ethereal
aspect to it. I don’t know—it’s in-
describable, Human—half human,
but half divine.”’

IIE CHECKED himself; the secientist
in him again became upper-
most ; but though he now spoke with

careful phrasing, his face remained
flushed.

“Tt was some moments before I
saw additional details. And then I
realized that the girl was not alone.
Upon her bare feet were a sort of
sandal with thongs crossing the
ankle. And standing there beside
one of her feet were two tiny human
ficures. In height, the length per-
haps of her little foot. Men of human
form; yet queerly grotesque; mis-
shapen. Omne of them was in the act
of reaching upward toward the tassel
of her sandal cord where it dangled
from her ankle; reachine as though
to grasp it and draw himself up-
ward. The other was watching: and
both were grinning with gnomelike
malevolence.

‘““‘Nor was this all, for behind the
girl, a brief distance away in what
appeared a woodland dell, was an-
other figure—a man of aspect akin to
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the grinning gnomes, save that in
comparative size even to the girl he
was gigantic. Ten times her height,
perhaps, he stood behind her tower-
ing into the trees about him. A man
of short, squat legs, dark with matted
hair; a garment like the gnomes’,
which might have been an animal
skin; a heavy massive chest; black
hair long to his neeck. A face with
clipped hair upon it. He was re-
garding the girl; a grin, but with a
leer to it—horribly sinister. And iIn
his great hands, brandished like a
bludgeon, was an uprooted tree.

‘““Have I given you an idea of mo-
tion in the seene? There was none.
The girl was obviously wholly un-
aware that she was not alone. She
lay motionless. But the lack of move-
ment in her—in them all—was more
marked than that. The girl’s lips
were parted in a half-smile of rev-
ery; but the outlines of her bosom
beneath the silver veil did not move.
There was no movement of breath;
no change of expression. The
enomes, the giant—mnot the minutest
change could I see mirrored in their
faces.

““Yet 1t was so lifelike, I could not
doubt it was life—and that the mo-
tion was there though I could not see
it. I watched all night, shaken with
this fragment of drama, perhaps
tragedy, which I was witnessinge—but
even the girl’s eyelids did mnot
tremble. Dawn came; the scene

faded.

““For a month I did not even tell
Father; and Frank, the vision of
that girl has never left me. The
menace — gruesome, sinister — upon
her—and her beauty o

‘“Haven’t you ever seen her
again?’’ I asked eagerly. ‘“Was it
life? How could it be life without
motion ?’’ e

““Oh, he saw her again,’’ Martt ex-

claimed. “‘I’ve seen her—we’ve all
seen her.’’ |
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“Mell him, Brett,”’ Frannie urged.

‘““A month before I even told
Father. During it, I searched for
the scene unavailing, then Father
and I searched together. It was a
year, when almost from the same
orbital pomtlon we ecame upon the
scene again. A year—and now we
saw a change, The figures all were
there, frozen into immobility as be-
fore. But the gnome had caught the
tassel) had drawn himself partly up
to stand upon the girl’s white ankle.
The giant had come a trifle forward,
and the upraised tree in his hands
was partly lowered. The girl’s atti-

tude was unchanged, but there was

now upon her face the vague dawn
of startled knowledge, as though at
that instant she was becoming aware
of something pulling at her sandal
cord, something touching her ankle—
perhaps too, she was hearing a sound
from the giant behind her. The
startled knowledge which as yet had

not had time fully to register upon
her face.”’

My mind was whirling with a eon-
fusion of thoughts; the vague com-
prehension of what Brett meant was
coming to me, I stammered, ‘‘Not
yet had time—but Brett, you must
have watched them all that night

““That night, Frank. And others
—but there was no sign of movement.
Another year—that was last year—
we saw the girl partly aware of her
danger. This year—a month ago—
she was fully aware of it. Fright-
ened—her eyes stricken wide with

terror. But she had had no time as
yet to move,

““Don’t you understand, Frank?
That drama is going on out there
now. Like size of Matter and Space
—and rate of Motion—there is mno
absolute Time. It is all comparative.
To that realm out there of which we
have been given a little vision, our
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tiny worlds here in the heavens are
mere whirling electrons, like the elee-
trons within one of our own atoms
which to our consciousness of Time
revolve many times a second.

““A year! A single revolution of
our earth about its sun! To that girl
out there, what we call a year is
merely an electron in a fraction of a
seeond revolving about its fellow.
Even that is very slow—ifor she her-
self is wholly within the atom of a
greater world outside her. A year as
we call it—a second or less, to her,
And though she is in full movement,
how can we hope to see it by watch-
ing for a night? If a year were a
second to her—an eight-hour vigil of
ours would encompass less than a
thousandth part of a second of her
life! |

‘““All comparative, Frank. There
is nothing wonderful or really
strange about it. In what we would
experience to be a hundred years
from now that girl will be fully
faced with the menace of her assail-
ants. A moment only, to her con-
sciousness. It is that, Frank, we
meant by the infinity of Time.”’

““Tell him what we’re going to
do,’’ Martt insisted breathlessly,

It came from Brett in a burst al-
most incoherent. ‘‘I was not satis-
fied merely to see into this compara-
tive infinity. Nor was Father. We
have worked three feverish years,
Frank, to climax all the labor of
Father’s which had gone before,
And we have found a way—not mere-
ly to see, but to transport ourselves
into these greater realms, A vehicle
—I’ll show you—explain it all. Its
size can be changed—the state of the
matter ¢omposing it is within our
control. Its position in Space ean be
changed—simple enough, Frank, to
enlarge upon the prineciples of our
interplanetary vehicles. And—with
one factor so interdependent upon
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the other—we have been able to con-
trol the rate of its Time-progress. It
travels through Time as it does
through Space.’’

His words were tumbling over each
other. ‘‘You’ll see it In a moment,
Frank—test it—we have it here,
ready yesterday. It sets us iree,
don’t you understand? Free at last
in Space and Time. And I’'m gomng
in it tonight—with Martt perhaps—
we’re going out to reach that girl
upon an equality of Size and Time-

progress. Going out to explore
infinity !”’
CHAPTER 2
¢“THIS COULD DESTROY THE
UNIVERSE”’

I HAD anticipated that they would
show me a vehicle similar perhaps
to the huge and elaborate space-fly-
ers in the service of our Interplanet-
ary Postal Division. But instead of
taking me to the workshops where I
had coneceived it to be lying—serene,
glistening with newness, Intricate
with what devices for its changing of
size and Time-rate I could not imag-
ine—instead of this they took me In-
to the house. And there, in Dr.
Gryce’s quiet study with its sober,
luxurious furnishings and his library
of eyvlinders ranged in orderly array
about the walls, T saw not one but
four machines—mere models stand-
ing there on the polished table-top.
Four of them identical—all of a
milk-white metal.

But they were models complete in
every detail. I stood beside one, re-
garding it with a breathless, absorbed
interest as Dr. Gryce commented
upon it. A cube of about the length
of my forearm in its three equal
dimensions, with a eone-shaped tower
on top—a little tower not much long-
er than my longest finger. The cube

WEIRD TALES

itself had a reetangular doorway,
and in each face two banks of win-
dows. The door slid sidewise, the
windows were of a transparent mate-
rial, like glass. Midway about the
cube ran a tiny balcony at the see-
ond-story level. It was wholly en-
closed by the glasslike material. It
extended around all four sides; small
doors from it gave access to the
cube’s interior. The cone on top
also had windows, and its entire apex
was transparent.

I bent down and peered into the
lower doorway. Tiny rooms were
there. Bedrooms; a cookery—a house
complete, save that it was wholly un-
furnished. The largest room on the
lower story—its floor had a circular
transparent pane In it—was fitted
with a seemingly intricate array of
tiny mechanisms all of the same
milk-white metal. A metallic table
beld most of them; and I could see
wires fine as cobwebs connecting
them. And in a corner of this room,
a metallic spiral stairway leading to
the upper story.

Dr. Gryce said, ‘‘That is the in-
strument room, complete, It contains
every mechanism for the operation of
the vehicle. We made it in this size
—large enough to facilitate construe-
tion, but it is small enough to be eco-
nomical of material. This substance
—we have never named it—is of our
own 1solation. It is expensive. I’ll
explain it presently. . . . That room
beside the instrument room is where
we will put the usual everyday in-
struments necessary to the journey.
Oxygen tanks—the apparatus for air
purification and air renewal; tele-
seopes, mieroscopes—my myrdoscope
—all that sort of thing we can best
obtain in its normal size. Those—
and the furnishings—the provisions
—all those in their normal size we
will put into it later.”’
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““You mean,’’ I asked, ‘‘this is not
a model ? This is the actual vehicle?”’

““Yes,”” he smiled.
‘“‘But there are four of them.””

‘““We made six, Frank. It was ad-
visable, and not unduly difficult to
duplicate the parts in the making,
The assembling took time——"’

Brett said, ‘‘Father was insistent
that we make every advance test pos-
sible. We have already used two of
them. We are going to test the others
today.’’

‘““Now,’” exclaimed Frannie. ‘Do
it now—F'rank will want to see it.”’

Dr. Gryce lifted one of the ve-
hicles. In his hand it seemed light as
alemite. He placed it on a taboret
and we sat grouped around it.

““T shall send it into Time,’’ he
said quietly, ‘‘with its size un-
changed, with no motion In Space,
so that always in relation to us it will
remain right here—I am going to
send it back into other ages of
Time.”” He turned to me earnestly.
‘““We wanted you here, Frank, be-
cause you are so good a friend to me
and my children. But for a selfish
reason as well. When Brett goes out
into Space and Time tonight, I want
your keen eye to follow him. Your
ability to record so accurately on the
clocks what you see at any given
instant &

He was referring to my experience
at the Table Mountain observatory—
my first work when my training per-
iod was over. I had, indeed, a curi-
ously keen vision for astronomiecal
observation, and a quickness of finger
upon the clock to record what I saw.
In transit work I was extremely ae-
curate; even now they were asking
the Postal Division for my services at
Table Mountain in the fortheoming
transit of Venus,

Dr. Gryce was saying, ‘“Your accu-
racy 1s phenomenal, Frank—your
figures as you observe what little we
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see of this flight will help me—set my
mind at rest that Brett is making no
errors.’” He ended with a smile, ‘‘So
you realize we have a selfish motive
in wanting you.’’

“I'm very glad,’’ I responded. He
nodded and went back at once to
what he had been saying previously.
“I’'m going to send this into Time.
You must understand, Frank, that I
can give you now only the funda-
mental concepts underlying this
apparatus. We have so much to do
today—so little time for theory. I
need only tell you that it is readily
demonstrable that Time is one of the
inherent factors governing the siaie
of Matter. This substance we have
discovered—created, if you will—
yields readily to a change of state.
An electronie charge—a current akin
to, but not identical with electricity
—changes the state of this substance
in several ways. A rapid duplication
of the fundamental entities within its
electrons—they are, as you perhaps
know, mere whirlpools of nothingness
—this rapid duplication adds size.
The substance—with shape unaltered
—grows larger. With such a size-
change there comes a normal, corre-
spondingly progressive change of
Time-rate. We had to go beyond
that, however, and secure an inde-
pendent Time-rate, independently
changeable, so that the vehiele might
remain quiescent In size and still
change its Time. In doing that, the
state of the matter as our senses per-
ceive it is completely altered. As you
know, no two bodies ecan occupy the
same space at the same time. Which
only means that with the Time-dimen-
sions identical, different dimensions
of Space are needed. With the Time-
dimension differing—the state of
Matter is different; two bodies thus
can be together in the same space.’?

‘““What is a Time-dimension?’’ 1
asked. ‘‘I mean—how can you alter
it?’”’
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““I would say, Frank, that the
Time-dimension of a material body is
the length—or . a measure of the
length—of its fundamental vibra-
- tion. Basically there is no real sub-
stance as we eonceive it—for all Mat-
ter is mere vibration. Let us delve
into substance. We find Matter eon-
sists of molecules vibrating in Space.
Molecules are composed of atoms
vibrating in Space. Within the atoms
are electrons, revolving in Space. The
electrons are without substanee,
merely vibrations electrically nega-
tive in character. The nueleus—once
termed proton—is all then that we
have left of substance. What is it?
A mere vortex—an eleetrical vortex
of nothingness!

‘““You see, Frank, there is no real
substanee existing. It is all vibra-
tion. Motion, in other words. Of
what? That we do not know. Call
it a motion of disembodied electrical
energy. Perhaps it is something akin
to that. But from it, our substantial,
tangible, material universe is built.
All dependent upon its vibratory
rate. And the measure of that I
would ecall the Time-dimension.
When we alter that—when through
the impulse of a eurrent of vibration
we attack that fundamental vortex to
make it whirl at greater or lesser
rate—then we, in effect, have
. changed the Time-dimension.”’

There was so much that seemed
dimly eclose to my understanding,
and yet eluded me!

‘““But,”” 1 said, ‘‘if you send that
little cube back into Time, it will no
longer exist at all. It will be in the
past—non-existent now. Or suppose
you send it into the future? It wnll
exist sometime—but now, it will be
non-existent.’’

‘“ Ah, that’s where you’re wrong,”’
Brett exclaimed. ‘‘Don’t you realize
that you’re making Time absolute?
You’re taking yourself and this pres-
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ent instant as fixed points of Space
and Time—the standards beyond
which nothing else ean exist. That’s
fatuous. Frank, look here, it’s simple
enough once you grasp it. Time and
Space are quite similar, except that
you have never moved about in Time
but you have in Space. Suppose you
had not. Suppose—with your pres-
ent power of thounght—you were this
house. You had always been here—
always would be here. Suppose, too,
that the world—the land and water—
moved slowly past you, at an unalter-
able rate. That’s what Time does to
us. Then suppose I were to say to
you—you as the house—‘Let us go
noew to Great-London.” That would
puzzle you. You would say, ‘Great-
London was here a year ago. But
now it is gone—non-existent. It did
exist—but now it doesn’t.” Or you
would say, ‘The shore of the Great-
Pacific Ocean will be here next year.’
If I said, ‘I’'m going there now,” you
would reply, ‘But you’ll be in the
future. You’ll be non-existent!’
Making yourself the standard of
everything. Don’t you see how fatu-
ous that 1s?”’

I did not answer. It was so strange
a mode of thought; it made me feel
so - insignificant, so enslaved by the
fetters of my human senses. And
these fetters Brett was very soon te
cast off.

II

ARTT said, ‘‘Can’t we make the

tests, Father? There is a fright-

ful lot to do and it’s nearly mid-
morning already.’’

From the table Dr. Gryee took a
small rod of the milk-white metal—
a rod half a meter long and the diam-
eter of my smallest finger. He knelt
on the floor beside the taboret, peer-
ing into the tiny doorway of the
mechanism he was about to send
winging into the distant ages of our
Past. Again we were breathless,
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““More light, Frannie,”’ he said.
““I can not see inside here.’’ Fran-
nie illumined the tubes along the
ceiling; the room was flooded with
their soft, blue-white light.

‘““That’s better.”” Rod in hand he
turned momentarily to me. ‘‘I’'m
going to throw the Time-switch by
pressing it with this rod,’”’ he ex-
plained. ‘‘Within the vehicle—the
confined space there—the current is
equally felt.”” He smiled gravely.
‘““Without the rod I should lose a
finger to the Past "

Carefully he inserted the rod into
the doorway. A moment of fumbling,
then I heard a click. The little milk-
white model seemed to tremble. It
glowed; from it there ecame a soft,
infinitely small humming sound. It
glowed, melted into translucency—
transparency. IFor an instant I had
a vague sense that a spectral wraith
of it was still before me. Then with
a blink of my eyelids I realized that
1t was gone. The taboret was empty.
Beside it, Dr. Gryce knelt with the
rod melted off midway of its length
in his hand.

I breathed again. Brett said soft-
ly, ‘It is gone, Frank. Gone into
the Past, relative to our conscious-
ness of Time. Gone from our senses
—yet it is here—occupying the same
Space it did before—but with a
different Time.’’

He passed his hand through the
apparent vacancy above the taboret.
To me then came a realization of how
crowded all Space must be! Of what
a tiny fraction of things existent—of
events occurring—are we conscious!
That Space over the taboret—empty
to me. yet it held for a mind
omniscient an infinity of things
strewn through the ages of the Past
and Future. What multiplicity of
events—unseen by me—Time was
holding separate in that ecrowded
Space above the taboret!
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Dr. Gryece was saying, ‘‘Let us test
one now by sending it into smallness
—come here, Frank.”’

He had risen to stand by the table,
with another of the models before
him, ‘‘This bit of stone,’’ he said.
““Let us send it into that.’’

He laid a flat piece of black-gray,
smoothly polished stone on the table
near the model. And with another
rod he reached “ato the doorway.
Again I heard a click. He withdrew
the rod. ‘‘You see, Frank.’’

I saw that the rod was slightly
compressed along the length he had
inserted. The model was already
dwindling. Soundlessly, untremb-
lingly—it was contracting, becoming
smaller, with shape and aspect other-
wise unchanged. Soon it was the
size of my fist. Dr. Gryce picked it
up, rested it upon his opened hand.
But in a moment it was no more than
a tiny cube rocking in the movement
of his palm. He gripped it gingerly
with thumb and forefinger and set it
on the polished black slab of stone.
Its milk-white color there showed it
clearly. But it was very small—
smaller than the thumb-nail of my
little finger. The cone-shaped tower
was a needle-point.

A breathless moment passed. It
was now no more than a white speck
upon the black stone surface.

Brett said, ‘‘Try the microscope,
Frank. You watech it.”’

I put the low-powered instrument
over it; Brett adjusted the light.
The stone was smoothly polished.
But now, under.the glass, upon a
shaggy mass of uneven rock surface
I saw the vehicle visually as large
as it had been originally. But it was
dwindling progressively faster. Soon
it lay tilted sidewise upon a slope of
the rock; smaller—a tiny speck cling-
ing there.

““Can you still see it2’’ Brett mur-
mured.
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““Yes—no—now it is gone.”” The
rock seemed empty. Somewhere down
in there the little mechanism lay
dwindling. Forever it would grow
smaller. Dwindling into an infinity
of smallness; but always to be with
things of its size—and things yet
smaller. . . .

As I turned from the glass, I be-
. came aware that Martt and Frannie
were not in the .oom. Dr. Gryce
and Brett, absorbed in the test, quite
evidently had not noticed them leave.
There had been two other models on
~ the table—there was now but one.

Then from the garden outside the
house a ery reached us. A shout—a
cry of fear—terror. Martt’s voice.

““Father! Brett! Help us! Help!
Quick!”’

E RUSHED from the room.

Crowning wonder, yvet horrible!
A surge of fear swept me. In the
garden quite near the house stood the
other model. Small no longer. It
had grown—was growing—until al-
ready it was as large as the house
itself. Around it the flowers, shrubs,
even a tree had been pushed and
trampled by its expanding bulk. It
stood gleaming white in the sun-
light, motionless save for that steady,
increasingly rapid growth. Its win-
dows and doors loomed large dark
rectangles; its baleony was broad as
a corridor; its econe tower was
already reared higher than the near-
est trees.

“‘Father! Help!”

At the doorway of the wehicle,
standing just outside it, were the
terror-stricken Martt and Frannie.
They were holding the end of a long
metallic pole “which projected into
the doorway. Struggling with its
weight, striving to throw the switeh
inside.

We reached. them. The expanding
bulk of the gleaming side of the wve-
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hiele had pushed them back into a
thicket of shrubbery. Near them a
tree, uprooted as though it were a
straw sticking upright in sand, was
pushed aside and fell with a erash.

Martt and Frannie were livid with
terror; breathless, almost exhausted
with their futile efforts.

Martt panted, ‘““We can’t—lift the
pole! Tt’s—too heavy—too large in-
side.’’

Within the huge doorway, by the
sunlight streaming through the win-
dows, I could see the interior half of
the pole, bloated by growth, huge,
heavy. Sy

Brett shoved Frannie away.
“Frank! Here—take hold with us.”’

Dr. Gryce was with us. Together
we four men got the interior end of
the pole upon the table inside. A
tremendous switch lever was there.
But the pole slipped, rolled down. 1
expected it to break at the doorway
point where it was so small outside,
but it did not. The expanding door-
way had pushed wus farther back.
Another tree on the other side fell.
Above us the vehicle’s tower loomed
like a cathedral spire. Tremendous
now, the vehiele had grown until it
was almost touching the house. A
fence had been trampled, had van-
ished beneath its giant bulk.

And the growth was inereasingly
rapid. If we could not checkit . . .
If it got wholly beyond control—this
monster, growing . . . forever grow-
ing, to a size infinitely large—Ilarger
than our earth itself. . . .

I must have been standing stupid-
ly confused. I heard Dr. Gryece im-
ploring, ‘‘Take hold of it, Frank!
We must lift it. We must—our last
chance——"’

But Brett pushed us away. “‘I’'m
going inside. I can move the switch
—1let go of me, Father! That switch

(Continued on page 570)




indolent Tartar guide,
whom Rex Wilton hired to
show him Caucasus, pointed

his finger toward the nearest moun-
tain peak.

“See? The Castle of Tamara.”’

The traveler looked in the diree-
tion of the already drooping bronze
hand adorned with many cheap
rings, and for a moment could not
see anything because the setting sun
struck the stones of those rings and
played on them, awakening myriads
of rainbows. Only when that blaz-
ing hand dropped, he saw the vision.
It stood on a steep mountain slope,
its gray towers taking on the color
of old rose. Purplish mists rose from
the foamy river rushing by its walls
and hid its foundation. With its
graceful Moorish towers silhouetted
against the darkening sky, it seemed
to be poised on clouds.

““Gee, it’s beautiful !’’ the traveler
“eried impulsively, in unmistakable

“She pushed him away
from her; he reeled and
plunged into the river.”

American. Then he asked in his si:®-
months-old Russian, ‘‘“Who lives
there?’’ |

To his surprize, the guide an-
swered in English, ‘A ecruel lady.
Haven’t you heard of Princess Ta-
mara?’’

Wilton remembered the well-
known Caucasian legend about the
princess who would lure travelers to
her castle, and after a night of pas-
sion throw the disearded vietims of
her fleeting favor into the river
swirling below.

““I meant, who lives there now?”’
he asked the guide, being sure that
he had mixed his tenses.

‘““Tamara lives there,”” was the
amazing answer,

“‘She lives there now?”’

“NUW.’,

Wilton smiled tolerantly, Those
people were like children in their
weird beliefs. Brought up in the sober

atmosphere of the New Wcurléli he
45
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considered himself immune from such
nonsense. But, as he glanced once
more at the castle above, the smile
faded from his ironical lips. For up
there, in the tall, narrow windows,
lights flashed up one after another,
like large yellow stars, rivaling the
pale stars above those slim towers.

‘““You mean the castle is occupied
by her descendants?’’ he said per-
suasively, and it was partly himself
whom he tried to satisfy that the
guide was talking nonsense.

‘“No, she herself, Princess Tama-
ra,’” was the obstinate answer.,

““But she lived centuries ago!”’
“But she lives again.”’

They descended the mountain path
in silence. There was no use argu-
ing with that smperstitious boy. The
lights of the village lying in the
misty valley glittered faintly like
phosphorescent fires over an un-
plumbed swamp.

The swish of the torrent left be-
hind them was like an unintelligible
whisper trying to convey a mystery.

The silence grew oppressive. To
break its unnerving spell, Wilton
asked his guide, ‘‘Sing for me, Ibra-
him. Let us rest for a while on this
rock, so you can take your guitar
off your shoulder.”’

““T may sing while walking. I
would not stay so near Tamara’s
place.”’

As he was unstrapping from his
shoulder his preeious Italian instru-
ment, Wilton asked, ‘“By the way,
where did you learn your English ?”’

““In New York. I had a rug shop
there.”’

‘““The business was not good? You
had to return?”’

““Not that. T no like New World.
Everything too clear.”’

““Just what do you mean?’’

But the boy did not answer. He
plucked the strings of his guitar and
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~sang the popular ballad about Ta-

mara:

“From that turret, so high and so narrow,
Fair Tamara was casting her spell,

She was fairer than angels of heaven,
She wag eruel as demons of hell.”

On trailed the ballad, sung in a
low, indolent voice. Wilton did not
understand half of the words, but
their meaning was familiar. In the
pale light of the rising moon, he pie-
tured to himself the unfortunate vie-
tims of her love, how they were hur-
ried to the cataract below, how the
stormy waves mourned their death.
... The song went on:

“Her good-bye was so sweet and so tender,
So caressing her musical voice,
You would think it was promising pas-
SOl o o o

Wilton thought with dismay of
how those Orientals delighted in de-
seriptions of tragic love, while his
guide sang about the deathly pale-
ness of the lover’s lips, the rocks
tearing his body and the waves kiss-
ing his dead cheeks. He seemed to
enjoy the gloomy ballad. His deep,
dark eyes were fire-pools of sensuous
dreams. His indolent face looked
tender and more beautiful than ever.
Wilton recalled the stories of the
wealthy Russian ladies robbed and
violated by those tender-faced Tar-
tar guides.” He wondered how such
a delicate, effeminate beauty could
be so savage.

THE moon rose higher, surrounded
by a great opal ring. Suddenly
a wind from the east dispersed the
fog billowing around the ecastie and
it could be clearly seen, proudly
perched on the cliff above the water-
fall. Tts towers were now ominously
dark, and the lights flickering in its
windows were like winking eyes of
the malicious mountain djinns.

‘““Let’s return to the hotel,”’ the
American ordered, abruptly.
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But it became suddenly impossi-
ble. The clouds gathered, and there
followed one of those unexpected,
unaccountable showers so frequent
in the mountains.

It stopped almost as soon as 1t
started, but the air, saturated with
dampness, became even more misty;
the moon was blotted out ; they could
only guess its presence by the milky
color of the fog, pierced now and
then by a shaft of liquid silver. It
was as if the moonlight became solid-
ified, forming a wall of mystery be-
tween them and the village below.

The guide refused to move. He
sat on a stone boulder, and declared
he was going to stay there until the
mists cleared. The impatient Amer-
ican produced an electric torech and
a compass.

““This will keep us from being
lost,”’” he explained to the guide.

But the boy refused to trust it.
‘1 will not move,’” he gsaid. ‘‘Some-
thing may turn the magnet the
wrong way. . ..’

“‘Quit these infernal superstitions!
You are plain lazy! Are you afraid
that your witch from the cas-
tle =

‘“Please, barin,’’ he pleaded, ‘‘she
may hear you.’’

““You are a coward!”’

But even the insult failed to move
Ibrahim. He bent toward his com-
panion’s ear and whispered some-
thing which made the American
stare ineredulously.

Was the boy lying? There was no
reason for it. Yet the thing seemed
utterly impossible ; here, in this com-
paratively civilized part of the Cau-
casus, a woman had thrown a man
over the precipice and was not even
tried for it.

“Why didn’t they arrest her?’’

““You can not arrest a witeh,’’ the
boy said with deep convietion.

‘““Have you heard of others being
killed 2’
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‘*No—she is old now. She doesn’t
care for lovers, I believe.”’

Wilton fell silent, his eyes trying
to plerce the seething mists. Strange
to say, after the story which he had
just heard, he wanted to go there, to
meet that woman. He had never had
a real adventure in his life, never a
wild night, not even while in college.
His mother had had a weak heart,
and the boy was brought up with
awed consideration for her illness.
It was always: ‘“You must not do
this,”” and ‘“You must not do that,
because it might kill mother,”’ and
this was stronger than fear of pun-
ishment. When he grew up, he still
remained a model boy, always sup-
pressing his adventurous nature, un-
til she died, leaving him a small leg-
acy which enabled him to take the
long-desired trip around the world.

He went to Russia just because
people had warned him that he
should not. The possibility of dan-
gerous, romantic happenings attraet-
ed him. But he had met with no real
danger as yet, save the legal hold-
ups of the hotelkeepers and guides,
who proved to be the same the world
over.

But here, at last, was a sense of
mystery. It was absurd to believe
in the reincarnation of the cruel
princess who probably had never ex-
isted save in a legend. Yet he longed
to believe in it, for like most of us
he longed for something unusual to
happen, something which he did not
have to plan ahead. Now that un-
usual thing seemed to lurk up there
in the Castle of Tamara. Yet it was
absurd to invite disaster.

Foreibly he sobered himself and
deelared, ‘“Well, we ean’t stay here
all night. Sinece you refuse to go, I
will return to the village alone.”

““Oh, barin, don’t do that!’’

But Wilton would not listen to the
whining boy. By now he had lost
patience with his cowardly supersti-
tions. The village was but a short
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distance away, and he did not believe
in witches turning the needle of the
compass.

E WALKED away, it seemed to

him, in the right direction, yet
half an hour passed and he did not
reach the village. The road before
him became steep again, rising up in
curves—and he had expecfed to
reach the valley by now! Clammy
fear assaulted him, as he looked at
his compass. The needle was turn-
ing restlessly like a weathercock!

““I must be near some magnetic
ore,”” he assured himself aloud. If
it were so, it was bad, but natural.
‘““Wilton, don’t be a superstitious
idiot!”” he upbraided himself when
the other thought obtruded.

The wind blew in his direction,
chasing down the mists and bringing
to his ears the ever-incereasing swish-
ing of the mountain torrent. It un-
veiled the foamy waves, and above
them Wilton saw the walls of the
castle.

The view of that dark structure,
glinting in the faint moonlight, was
so unexpeeted and so somber that it
filled him with awe. The castle, seen
closely, lost its airy grace. It loomed
solid, massive, forbidding, its gates
crissecrossed with huge iron bars.
The narrow mountain road leading
to it seemed too steep for either
horse or carriage.

“How do people communiecate
with the valley below?’? eame the in-
voluntary thought. And, in har-
mony with his superstitious mood,
there flashed across his mind a pie-
ture from a folk-story—a witech fly-
ing home on a broom. There seemed
no other way to approach the castle,
except on foot or with wings.

Yet the road proved broader than
it looked in the deeceitful moonlight.
Presently there appeared a rider in
a rain-soaked black burke and high
white papaha, its glistening wet fur
hanging over the rider’s face. The
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foam-flecked horse climbed heavily
up the steep slope.

As if at a given signal, the massive
gates swung open and the stranger
rode in. Moved by irresistible curi-
osity, Wilton ran toward the slowly
closing gates, and reached them just
in time to push his alpine stick into
the narrow slit whieh still remained
between them.

A voice from within called hoarse-
ly, ““Who is it 2"’

¢“A stranger; I lost my way.”’

This was enough. Wilton knew
that the unwritten law of Caucasian
hospitality entitled any stranger who
had lost his way to be admitted into
any home in the mountains. The
gates swung wide again, moaning on
their hinges like a beast in torment,
and the traveler found himself in the
vast courtyard paved with black and
white slabs of marble.

He looked around with curiosity.
The strange rider who had preceded
him had disappeared as if removed
from the scene by a stroke of a
magic wand. He ecaught only a
glimpse of the servant leading away
the foaming horse.

Another servant, a broad-shoul-
dered Georgian with a wasplike
waist, approached him and politely
invited him ‘“‘to enter the sakle and
accept shelter and food.”” Wilton
followed him into a large hall, light-
ed only by the logs burning in a
cavernous fireplace. As soon as he
seated himself comfortably on a
bearskin-covered bench, there en-
tered a stout lady in black with a
veil hanging from her traditional
Georgian headgear resembling a nar-
row crown. The veil was thrown off
her face and covered her graying
hair.

She looked at him benignly with
her languorous black eyes, the only
remains of her faded beauty, and
asked, ‘‘May I know your name,
most welcome stranger?’’
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After Wilton answered, adding
that he was lost during his descent
mto the valley, she nodded her head
indifferently, as if there was nothing
unexpected in a man’s being lost
within sight of his destination.

““The fogs and the magic stones,”’
she explained; her voice was unusu-
ally musical for an old woman.

Wilton interpreted the ‘‘magie
stones’’ as the magnetie ore, the ex-
istence of which he had blamed for
the queer behavior of his compass.
After all there was nothing mysteri-
ous In the lady’s manner. She must
have sheltered many a strayed trav-
eler before; then why should she be
surprized? he argued with himself.
But unreasonable insidious thoughts
crawled into his reasoning; what if
the meeting was—arranged?

‘““Wilton, don’t be a superstitious
idiot!’” he upbraided himself again.

His hostess clapped her hands.
Two boys entered noiselessly like ap-
paritions. Wilton knew it was their
felt boots which made them glide so
noiselessly, yet there was something
uncanny about their eatlike steps.

An order was delivered in a
strange tongue, and, almost instant-
ly after the boys disappeared, his
nostrils caught the appetizing smell
of a broiled shahlyk. It seemed as if
his appearance was the signal for
supper, as if the hostess waited ex-
pressly for him.

She made him a sign to resume his
seat, which he had left at her en-
trance, and slumped heavily on the
bench opposite. Instantly the watch-
ful servant pushed a little footstool
under her feet, which was scarcely
visible under the heavy silk skirt.
Her hands went to her bosom and
she took from 1t a Mohammedan
rosary made of amber, with a shin-
ing golden bead on its tassel end,
and started fingering it absently.

‘““And now tell me where do you
come from and who are your par-
ents.”’
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It was just a formal question of
politeness, for she listened with a de-
tached air. As he was answering her
briefly, he could not help asking him-
self: was she bored by his explana-
tion or had she known it all in ad-
vance ?

Catching himself thinking weird
thoughts again, Wilton concluded
that the Caucasus ‘‘went to his
head.”

The servants brought in the tasty
shahlyk, broiled on silver skillets,
and offered it to him and his hostess
on the same large plate. They also
brought native bread, long, soft, flat,
which one could roll like a piece of
heavy fabriec. His hostess ate if,
tearing little pieces from the whole
roll.

He looked at her pudgy fingers
with beautiful fingernails and won-
dered against his will if this was the
reincarnation of the woman to whom
the legend ascribed the love mur-
ders. If so, her seecond life was near-
ing its decline. This overripe bosom,
this craped face, he thought, could
not lure men any longer. He wanted
to laugh at his guide’s notion that
this benign elderly woman in chaste
black dress was a dangerous en-
chantress.

HIS hunger appeased, his thoughts
clarified, he bid his hostess a
thankful good-night and briskly fol-
lowed a servant whom she sent to
show him his room, situated up the
narrow stairs, in an octagonal tower,
After the servant left, the self-invit-
ed guest began to undress rapidly,
feeling too tired even to observe his
surroundings.

He took off one of his muddy
shoes and stiffened, holding it in his
hand, his attention arrested by low
melodious singing. He heard the
gentle strumming of a 2urne accom-
pany the wunintelligible foreign
words. He could not understand
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them, but it was unmistakably a
song of love.

Its languor, its insidious sweet-
ness, the longing it awakened, re-
minded him of the less tender but
equally passionate air sung by his
onide.

So this was how the witeh at-
tracted her vietims! His eritiecal
mind surrendered. The night, the
strange surroundings, the weariness
of his journey, all conspired to make
him suceumb to the waves of super-
stition which haunt the air of Cau-
casus. He listened, listened hungri-
ly, longing to see the singer. Could
it really be his hostess singing?
Could an old woman possess such a
voice ?

He again drew on his muddy shoe
and laced it absent-mindedly, still
listening to the languorous song. As
it died out, a window was opened
one flight below—he heard its shut-
ters strike the stone wall. Some-
thing like a beating of heavy bat’s
wings flapped against the window
glass. Then he heard musical laugh-
ter, young, yet somchow sadly
forced. The window-frame shook,
the glass trembled. . . His curiosity
aroused bevond endurance, Wilton
ran to the window and looked out.

Below, in the unecertain light of
the mist-veiled moon, he saw a black
form dangling from the window
ledge. He shrank back, terrified. In
a flash he recalled the stranger who
had ridden into the ecastle just be-
fore him. Sudden econclusion made
his heart contraet with horror and
pity. That stranger was being
thrown out of the tower window,
just as the ballad had it.

Then why did he not cry for help?
Was he too proud or too desperate?

Wilton did not consider for long.
His natural chivalry aroused, he was
bending out of the window before
he knew it, shouting, ‘‘Hold out, fel-
low ; help is coming!”’
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He snatched a sheet from his bed,
tore it in two, tying the parts in a
secure marine knot, fastened one end
to the hook of the shutter and easily
swung down the improvised line,
trying to reach the black form now
plastered helplessly against the wall.

As he steadied himself enough to
grasp the hanging form, the swiftly
passing clouds unveiled the moon,
and in its full light Wilton saw a wet
burka hung out to dry.

He felt that he had made himself
utterly ridiculous with his attempts
to save that comiecal ecloak dripping
with rain. He wanted to retreat as
soon as possible, but could not elimb
back. He had seen it done so neatly
in the ““movies,’”” but in real life it
required unusual strength. He felt
that if he did not reach the window
below he would have to let go and
then He heard the mountain
river swishing below his feet. The
wind swayed his body rapidly and
made him dizzy.

He could lift himself only to the
level of the window. Fortunately,
it was open. In the faint light of
an image lamp burning in the dis-
tant corner, he saw a woman'’s figure
with a zurne on her lap.

He was ashamed to disturb her,
yet he had to do so, as his strength
was ebbing fast. He made the last
desperate effort and succeeded in
climbing a little higher up his line.
His feet were now touching the win-
low ledge. He stepped on it with a
sigh of relief. Instantly he heard a
piercing shriek.

Jumping in, he approached the
screaming figure with rambling
words of explanation. Luminous
black eyes widened with horror
?tared at him from the ghastly pale

ace.

It was not the face of his hostess.
To be sure, there was a resemblance:
the eyes were the same. But her
features, although distorted with
horror, were beautiful, and the fig-
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ure shrinking away from him was
slim like a young palm. As she
sprang to her feet, her tightly plait-
ed black hair tumbled down her back

Iike a great glistening snake.

““I beg your pardon,’” he repeated,
again and again, ‘‘I did not mean to
mtrude.’”’

His soothing voice ecalmed her
somewhat and she consented to list-
en to his explanations, huddled baek
into her rattan chair, pressing her
zurna to her breast as if it were a
weapon of defense. Her slim brown
hands trembled and the instrument
gave a plaintive sound as she nerv-
ously jerked at its strings.

‘““But how could you take my
burka for a man? Why should a
man hang out of the window?’’ she
asked at last, still suspieious.

He gave no answer. How eould he
tell her the truth? His wild thoughts
about a man being hurled out of the
window by a witeh seemed to him
now utterly incredible. He could not
bring himself to confess them.

She looked at him long and seareh-
ingly. Then a somber smile stirred
her face. That smile made her look
suddenly older. Only now he no-
ticed a gray lock among the heavy
black waves of her hair.

““So you, too, have heard about
that?’’

Still he stood silent, his head bent
low, ashamed to look into her face.
It was a sweetly sad face, kindly and
trustful, now that she had aceepted
his explanation. How eould anyone
suspeet sueh an innoeent-looking,
frightened little woman of premedi-
tated murder?

““I would not be surprized if a
Caucasian believed the silly story.
But you, an American!”’

“How do you know I am an Amer-
ican?”’

““My aunt told me. Do sit down,
now that you are here.’” She pushed
toward him a little padded footstool.

““She would think me compro-
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mised if she saw you here. But I
don’t mind. It is ages since I saw
a mnew face:; the solitude here
drives me mad! It’s several years

sinee it

She stopped abruptly, her beauti-
ful eyes widened again as if she saw
a ghost.

““She came to live with me since
my father died. She doesn’t care for
the mountaineers’ superstitions and
18 surprized at nothing. She seems
to take everything for granted. This
is because she is so very primitive.
When I was young I thought it was
because she is so very wise.”’

‘““But you are young!’’ he pro-
tested. .

“I am twenty-six. An old age for
a Georgian woman. I gave up mar-
riage. None would marry a witeh.”’

Again she smiled, bewitehingly.

““They think me a reincarnation
of Princess Tamara. They say 1 ean
grow old and young at will.”” She
langhed forcedly. ‘‘Ridieulous, isn’t
it? Unfortunately, my name is also
Tamara.”’

She fell silent, her smooth fore-
head erossed by a frown.

““Now that they think the worst
of me,”” she eontinued in a plaintive,
musieal voice, ‘‘I don’t eare what I
do. I pranee on horseback until late
into the mnight, alone, in men’s
clothes. I saw you entering the cas-
tle after me.”’

‘““Riding up that steep slippery
road! You might have killed your-
self!”’

As he said this he looked at her
small hands, at the delicate oval of
her faee, into her eyes of a timid doe,
and wondered how such a woman
eould ‘‘prance on horseback.’’

““You might have killed yourself,”’
he repeated, and felt a painful eon-
traction of the heart at the very
thought of it. That strange woman,
with her childlike faee and wisp of
gray hair over her left temple, was
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rapidly arousing in him unusual ten-
derness.

‘““I could not! Nothing could hap-
pen to a witeh!”’

‘‘Please, stop reproaching me for
my stupid notions, and tell me how
it happened that people began to be-
lieve it. Some strange misunder-
standing, no doubt. A guide in the
village told me ¥

He stopped abruptly; it would be
cruel to repeat to her Ibrahim’s
story.

‘““He told you that I killed a man,’’
she supplemented. ‘‘Quite right!”’

Her face took on hard grimness.
Her gentleness was gone.

‘““He was a guide who taught me
to ride on horseback. He was very
drunk that day; he insulted me. 1
had to fieht for my honor. He fol-
lowed me to the flat tower roof . ..
my father and his servants were on
a big hunt, and T hated to ery for
help to my women. 1 pushed him
away from me; he reeled and
plunged into the river. Before he
died, he told the priest who minis-
tered to his departing soul—what
you have heard. Such a vengeance!’’

They were both silent. The sky
outside darkened as if saddened by
the tragic story. The moon disap-
peared, the rain began pouring again.

““Ah, it is good to tell it to an out-
sider, to one who is not obsessed
with those insane beliefs! This is
Asia, old Asia I am living in! As
stuffy with legends as it was thou-
sands of years ago. It was cruel of
my father to educate me abroad and
then to seclude me in this hole!’’

Her eyes blazed with indignation.
Without realizing it, Wilton laid his
hand on her shoulder to calm her.
His sympathy and tenderness be-
came tinted with a warmer feeling.

“They made my life miserable.
Children hoot after me when I come
to the village. My father—he was a
very influential man here—had
hushed the affair, and I was not even
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brought to trial, partly because the
man was a Tartar guide, and they
are hated here. Maybe it would be
better if I were tried. As it is . ..
that bloody veil of mystery about
me! It suffocates me!”’

Her voice broke. She was sobbing
now, sobbing pitifully like an abused

. ehild. Impereeptibly her head rested

on his shoulder. It was warm and
scented with the roses of Shiraz. Her
soft body, not bound by any corset,
swayed gently against his. Strug-
gling through the sympathetic pity,
there arose in him intense desires. . .
He wanted to silence those sobs with
kisses.

““It is wonderful!’” he whispered
hotly. ‘“Wonderful that I found
you!”’

All his life he had had dreams
which he deemed foolish, dreams
about finding his love in some dis-
tant land, reseuing her from distress,
as 18 told in romantic books. And
now that the meeting was realized,
it seemed a vision.

“You, such a gentle flower, in
these jungles! I will take you away
from here. They do not believe in
witches in my country.”’

““Oh, do you mean it? Do take me
away!”’

“Would you go? Would you
trust me?”’

“Go with you? Why, yes! You
are the most wonderful thing that
ever happened to me! Would I trust
you? Let me look at your face!
You—you look like Saint George, the
dragon-killer, the patron saint of
Georgia.”’

She looked into his large, deep-set
blue eyes, stroking indolently his
high forehead with light wet curls
plastered to it; she lightly touched
with her finger his broad, generous
mouth. She admired every feature
of that face, so spiritual in compari-
son with the full-lipped, swarthy
men of her race.



THE CASTLE OF TAMARA

““You look like Saint George,’’ she
repeated.

Suddenly the door-knob shook,
and they heard the muffled sounds
of* retreating steps. Tamara looked
around dazedly like one awakened
from a dream.

“Why did I tell you all this?
Why? It was shameless of me,
shameless! Please go away. 1 am
afraid, servants were spying. ..”’

Gently she shook his hand from
her shoulder.

“I am a lost one, anyhow,’’ she
whispered ; ‘“‘I shouldn’t care. But
my aunt. .. She would be furious if
she saw a man in my room.”’

Reluctantly he turned to the door.
She stopped him.

““Oh, no! T just heard steps there.
They may be watching still. Can’t
you go through the window?’’

Dubiously he looked out. The rain
still lashed the castle walls, the gusts
of wind were shaking the shutters.
It would be a heroie stunt to go out
this way. Well, was he not wishing
for an adventure? A dangerous ad-
venture? Here it was, mocking him.

Knowing that he was about to do
a foolish, a neck-breaking thing, he
braced himsclf to refuse. Yet one
look into those languid eyes, those
appealing lips breathing sweeter
than the roses of Shiraz, and his
mind was made up. An instinet
stronger than that of self-preserva-
tion prompted him to smile as-
suredly.

““‘Certainly, I will go through the
window—if you kiss me.”’

There was a eommotion at the
door. The girl turned her flushed
face toward him. Her lips were
parted expectantly.

HE KISSED her so long and so hard
that her lips bled. Yet she
smiled beatifically through her tear-
stained eyes, repeating ecaressingly
words in a foreign tongue, the words
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which, he felt, were endearments.
Absurdly he remembered lines from
the ballad:

“Her words were so sweet and so tender,
So caressing her musical voice,
You would think it was promising pas-
sion. . .”

The remembrance was ominous,
but he chased i1t away.

The door shook on its hinges as if
forced by a hurricane.

The woman rose to her feet. Her
body rigid, her face grave, she ap-
peared taller and older.

‘““She will kill me if she finds you
here. Such a disgrace! Oh, good-
bye, beloved!”’

She pushed him toward the win-
dow. As he was feeling for the rope
lme, eclammy with dampness, and
grasped it, he heard the door open.
Swiftly he jumped out and hung,
swayed by the wind.

He tried to elimb upward, but
could not. The wind was too strong
and his muscles strangely tired as if
the long moments of passion had ex-
hausted their strength. He remained
there, lashed by the rain, listening
with sinking heart to the stormy
torrent below, asking himself how
long he could endure it.

Tamara stood at the window,
watching him, whispering: ‘‘If you
can’t elimb up, jump down!”

At first he thought that his ears
deceived him. To jump down into
that torrent which he could hear
roaring below! The woman who had
just called him ‘‘beloved’ was or-
dering him to leap to certain death!

Again he heard her saying, this
time louder: ‘“‘Jump down!”’

Her face peered at him from the
surrounding gloom, unearthlily beau-
tiful, a wistful, sweet face, looking
like a mystietvision which blossomed
out of the fog. The light behind her
made her raven hair shine like a
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dark halo. He recalled the words
from the ballad:

“She was fairer than angels of heaven,
She was cruel as demong of hell.”

In that moment he believed every-
thing that Ibrahim had told him.
The woman was a witch. He be-
lieved it fully, desperately, as he saw
her closing the window, deliberately
locking him out.

His hands tightened on the rope
line, he decided to wait until the in-
truders left her room, then break
the window, and foree his way back.

He peered within, trying to blink
off the drops of rain clinging to his
eyelashes. But he could see only a
blur of strong light and dim figures
moving through it. It was like a
moving picture film out of focus. He
heard the angry voice of his hostess
booming on and on. When she came
nearer the window, he caught the
words:

“I don’t believe you. You must
have invited him into your room. No
one heard you erying for help. You
are as bad as they say. I wouldn’t
be surprized if you were really a
witch! I am leaving you, heannme?
Live here alone, you do not need a
decent woman to protect you any
longer, you hussy!”’

With that she left the room,
stamping heavily, her women serv-
ants following her.

As soon as the door closed behind
her, Tamara opened the window.
When Wilton secrambled in, she said
appealingly, ‘““My aunt is enraged;
she wants to leave me here alone!
Will you go to her, my beloved, and
ask my hand in marriage?’’

He was speechless with amazement
and rage. To ask such a thing of
him, after she had wanted him to be
killed! He had an impulse to swear,
to strike her.

Restraining himself, he said with-
eringly, ‘“You don’t imagine I am
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going to marry you, after you
wanted to kill me?”’

She flew toward him with a falter-
ing cry. ‘‘To kill you, my clear-eyed
falcon! How can you say such a
thing?”’

The hypoerisy of the woman
seemed to him appalling. He had to
g0 away, or he would strike her. His
hand on the door-knob, he turned
his head scornfully. ‘“‘Didn’t you
ask me to jump down?’’ he accused
her.

“Yes; I did. But—-""

He opened the door, and the
squeaking of its hinges drowned the
rest of her sentence. Her voice, un-
til now pitifully low, grew desper-
ately loud.

‘‘Listen!
plain!’’

““I will not listen to any explana-
tions! You are a liar! If you are

not a witeh, then you are a heartless,
cruel woman!’’

He was already on the other side
of the door. He was shaken with
rage when thinking that a short
while ago he believed in her explana-
tions of the murder. That bewitch-
ing voice held no more appeal for
him. |

““I loathe you!’’ he cried, slam-
ming the door after him.

He heard her muffled cry: ‘““You
don’t believe me! You hate me!
Then look!”’

Against his will, he was moved to
open the door. Bewildered, he saw
her jumping out of the window.

Dazedly he approached it and
bent over the void filled with crawl-
ing fog. The rain had ceased, the
moon had set, the mists below grew
milky white, lighted by the promise
of dawn. For a while, nothing was
heard from below save the steady
swish-swash of the torrent. Then
Tamara’s voice, more appealing than
ever, sounded through the fog.

‘‘Leap—Ileap down, beloved!”’

Don’t go! I will ex-
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His head went dizzy. After the
sleepless night, those swiit changes
from horror to love, from love to
rage, his brain was fagged. The
melodious voice sounding through
the milky mists once more swayed
his heart. There could be no danger
in that ecall. He felt irresistibly
drawn toward it, down, down, to
join her. .. She could not have called
from the bottom of the torrent. She
called to love and safety.

Only when his feet were already
slipping off the window ledge, he re-
called with frenzy of new suspicions
the tales about the sirens who lured
the sailors to their doom, down into
the waves, to be dashed against the
rocks.

Once again he heard her ecall
Then his head struck against some-
thing hard and he lost conscious-
ness.

WHEN he opened his eyes, his
head was lying on her lap, his
temples bathed with some fragrant
lotion. The sun shone over the dis-
persing mists, and the air was filled
with vanishing rainbows. He looked
dazedly around, and saw they were
in a small garden, only a few paces
away from the roaring torrent but
separated from it by a high fence of
grilled iron. Little rock-flowers, the
color of dawn, trailed down beyond
the bars, like wistful prisoners long-
ing for their freedom.

He looked up, and the happenings
of last night became suddenly clear
to him. For the window from which
he had jumped was but a few feet
from the ground.

Shamefacedly he met the great
luminous eyes of ‘‘the witch.’”” Her
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face, wan, pale and suffering, bent
over his.

““1 was so afraid,”’ she said. ‘“You
wouldn’t open your eyes for so
long. . . You had struck your head
against the edges of the fountain.”

Only now he saw the little round
fountain playing among the water-
lilies. Ifts marble basin was broken
by the storm, and the water trickled
out of it, running along the narrow
flagstone path to join the waves rag-
ing below that secluded, flower-
scented spot.

‘“‘But—hadn’t he—hadn’t that
man leapt from there to his death?”’

““Why, not from this tower. Do
you think I could bear living here
afterward? That wing is on the very
brink of the torrent. The entrance
has been nailed up; no one has en-
tered it since the aceident. Servants
say demons live there.”’

At any other time he would have
laughed at their superstitions; now,
after he had been a victim of equally

fantastie beliefs, he did not feel like

secorning anyone’s wild notions. In-
stead, he asked gently:

“Will you forgive me and go
away from here, with me, away from
witches and demons?”’

She laughed tenderly.

““There are no devils here, only
the bad will of the people. But I
would go with you even to the top
of the Witeh Mountain.”’

He looked admiringly at her clear
young face uplifted toward the sun
sailing above the morning mists, and
the heavy darkness rolled off his
mind as if the sunshine reached its
depths, chasing away the mists of
superstition. -
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The Death of Time

By W. E. UNDERWOOD

““ "Tis finished!”’
'Thesumofallthatlsormlsfaﬂ
And from the shattered glass of dying Tnne
The last sand trembhng, slips.
The sun no longer speeds upon his path,
But, like some monstrous, ghastly funeral pyre,
" Smokes in the firmament.
Silent and cold, transfixed in rayless depths,
The planet sentries wait the next command;
The tenantry of Earth are locked in death;
While yet the ruined, erumbling globe itself
Hangs faltering in the brazen empyrean.

““ 'Tis finished!”’
As creeps some giant shadow, these words creep,
In music tones, throughout God’s vast estate.
Though soft and gentle as All-loving Love,
They sway and stir the rimless realms of spaece;
Convulse the star-gemmed arch; shatter its spheres;
Unmake the universe!
Fulfilled their destiny, the countless worlds
Drop piecemeal from their age-long settings;
The blazing beacon of the sky expires;
The Earth to primal elements returns,
And Death, its sternest despot, headlong falls
Athwart his ebon throne.

Upon the bosom of the pulseless night,

That broods in dreadful majesty where once

The flaming subjects of the Sun stood guard
Amid the trackless depths,

Are borne th’ innumerable multitudes

That seek, unsummoned, the glitt’ring precinets
Of celestial beauty

The silence breaks! The fleecy raven plumes
Of wide, o’er-arching Dark

Are ruffled by the variant notes that beat—

Triumphant and despairful—sweet and harsh—

Against the unsubstantial walls that bound
The black and empty vault;

For all who lived, in strong, resistless tide,

Sweep on to Judgment!




visit to Dr. Wilkie’s laboratory.

For some reason a large and
heavily barred animal cage had ar-
rested my attention. Its sole in-
habitant was a small guinea-pig.

““What’s the idea of this big cage
for a dinky guinea-pig?’’ I demand-
ed promptly. ‘‘Going to make a lion
out of him?’’

Dr. Wilkie grinned. ‘‘Perhaps,”
he said. ‘‘As a matter of fact, the
ordinary cages are not strong enough
to hold Andy. That’s what I call
this chap. Just wateh!”’

He took an empty basket cage, the
square kind with half-inch meshes of
chicken-wire and open at the top, and
dropped it into the barred cage, cov-
ering the guinea-pig. ‘‘Now watch
Andy!”’

Anyone who has ever watched
guinea-pigs in a laboratory will have
noticed the patience of these animals,
which makes them sueh ideal sub-
jects for experiments. They are pas-

IT WAS my usual mid-weekly

“As Bonita pivoted toward us,

something yellow and shiny
slithered down from above on her
shoulder.”

sive and never show signs of fight.
This Andy chap, however, was dif-
ferent, decidedly so. As soon as the
basket cage fell over him, he reared
up and began to claw the chicken-
wire. To my amazement the wires
bent and snapped like so many feeble
threads. In scarcely ten seconds a
rent was made, sufficiently large to
permit Andy to pass through.

But Andy was not content with
the opening. He turned to another
spot and ripped and tore, then to
still another point to repeat the per-
formance. He tore and twisted with
a quiet ferocity that was completely
startling in a guinea-pig. In a short
minute the basket cage was reduced
to a mass of accordioned shreds.

After that he ran to the bars and
began to nuzzle them.

““Good Lord!”’ I exclaimed, draw-
ing back a bit. ‘‘He’s—doctor, is he
bending those bars? Or is my
imagination making me think they
are bending?’’
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Dr. Wilkie waved a competent
hand and remarked, ‘‘I guess they’ll
hold Andy all right. But let’s go in-
to the library and smoke while I tell
you a story. Only’’—he made an
ironical grimace—‘‘only remember
this: Andy isn’t a he at all. This ke
18 a she. Andy is a female guinea-
pig, not a male. At least Andy start-
ed out that way. But now——"’

This is the story Dr. Wilkie told me
that night.

2

ALL this happened rather more
than twenty years ago. We were
a party of seven going up the Parana
on an old stern-wheeler, the property
of Don Ramon, one of the seven. We
were on our way to the Gran Chaco
to get But why bother about
that part? We never got there. And
that’s the story.

It wasn’t a lucky trip. Engine
trouble, snags, leaks, and what-not,
and finally a terrific pampero that
drove us up on an island in mid-
stream, and partly wrecked our stern
wheel. It also wrecked our only boat
and marooned us on the ship, since to
get to the shore we would have to
wade through shallows populated
with greedy jacarés and alligators.

Fortunately some huge floats came
down the Parana within a few hours
and the rafters stopped to help us
make repairs.

And it was then that we first heard
of the ‘“Strong One’’ or the ‘‘Strong
Demon,’’ as it was called. We told
the rafters that we were making for
the Gran Chaco and that we intended
to leave the ship mear Villeta and
pole up the Brazo Occidental into the
Chaco. ~
. ““Santo OCristo!’”’ exclaimed one
of the rafters. ‘‘Stay away from
there, Se#iores! There is something
fearful there!’’

‘‘ Something fearful?’’ Don Ramon
inquired. ‘“What do you mean?”’
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‘““We know not, Sefior,”’ the rafter
replied. ‘‘But there must be some—
some demon there. There, at the
mouth of the Brazo Occidental is the
Peninsula del Circulo where ships
and rafts stop for the mnight. They
prefer that to the harbor of San
Lorenzo a mile farther down. But
now they are afraid!’’

““Well, tell us, then,’’ Lassignac
demanded in his peremptory way.

‘““The people told us. They warned
us. We must stay in ecamp and not
leave it. But Juan Felista, one of
our company, heeded not. He went
out into the night—to meet some
woman it was—and returned not. In
the morning we searched. We found
him’’—here he shivered and crossed
himself—*‘‘Sefiores, his back was
broken—Ilike that'!—and his chest
crushed in! And he was a very
powerful man!’’

Arnheimer and Connaughton, the
leaders of our party, looked at each
other. Arnheimer was a German
who had ‘‘gone native.”” Connaugh-
ton was an American of certain bril-
liancy and uncertain passions. His
particular crony was Darrell, with
whom he had hunted the world and
had been hunted in turn.

““Bah!”’ Darrell exclaimed.
jaguar, 1’1l bet!’’

““No, no, Seitor,”” the rafter pro-
tested. ‘‘It could not be a jaguar. A

liA

jaguar tears with his claws. And he
rips the throat with his teeth! This
—this demon—he crushed! Juan

Felista was crushed—as you take a
reed and erush it in your hands.’’
Arnheimer was listening carefully.
The rest of us were listening, too.
But somehow I felt that Arnheimer
was at home among these people and
would know if they were lying, or
simply imagining things. ‘‘It sounds
strange,’” he said after a minute’s
thought. ‘‘A snake?—But we have
no large snakes any longer. Not In
these parts. Farther north, perhaps,
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in the deep jungles. But hardly
here. What think you, Se#ores?’’ he

asked the rest of us.

Mostly we shrugged our shoulders
and looked wise. dJanis, however,
made a slicht gesture to call atten-
tion and asked, ‘‘Did you see any
tracks?’’

The rafter nodded. ‘‘Yes, Sefior,
there was a streak through the grass,
and some giant footprints beside it.
It surely must be a demon! The
blessed mother protect us!’’

““Oho!’’ Connaughton burst forth.
‘“‘Then there were tracks! I thought
demons never left tracks!’’

‘““Tracks or not,”” Lassign
tled, ‘‘we shall see!
the thing! Unless the Sefiores feel
that . their well-being can not be
risked!’’ he added with an insuffer-
able air of patronage.

Darrell surveyed him with a cold
stare. ‘‘You dammned little porecu-
pine! I’ll size up your well-being in
a moment!”’

Lassignac made a gesture which
was an insult in itself. ‘‘You Amer:-
canos! Bah! You always know so
much! And then you don’t!”’

Darrell let out a blood-eurdling
screech and yelled, ‘‘One more slant
like that and over you’'ll go! Right
to those damned jacarés! Just look
at the pretty things clap their jaws!”’
And then he laughed.

Janis interfered. ‘“Whoever is
sent to the alligators, the sender fol-
lows him! 1’1 see to that!’’ His
volece was chilly and they all knew
that he meant what he said. Tall and
thin, with a look of imnate refinc-
ment, he seemed out of place in that
buneh. Still, it was the sort of thing
he liked. He had trained for medi-
cine, but hated to praetise, and
hopped around the world in search
of adventure.

Janis’ words stopped the quarrel
and we turned to the rafters.

“But what of San Lorenzo?”’

ac bris-

We’ll look for
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asked Don Ramon. ‘‘Do they know
of the demon there?’’

““Oh, yes, they know!”’

““ And have they seen it?’’

‘“No, Seintores! Nobody has seen
the demon. They are afraid to! They
would see—and then die!”’

Arnheimer stroked his beard and
evolved another question: ‘‘But what
becomes of the tracks? Or didn’t you
follow them?’’

The rafter shivered at the memory
and grew pale. ‘‘Sediores,”” he said
hoarsely, ‘‘they stopped at the body
of Juan Felista, and then—then dis-
appeared!’’

““Well, T like that!’’ said Con-
naughton with a chueckle that sound-
ed rather ghoulish under the cireum-
stances. ‘‘But didn’t you follow to
the place where they started?’’

The rafters hemmed and hawed a
bit and finally admitted that they
had been afraid to follow the trail
into the forest. And that was all we
got out of them.

It was a bit unsatisfactory, but
just enough to whet our appetite for
more. We resolved most eertainly to
pay the Peninsula del Cireulo a visit,
and speculated on what we might
find.

A few days later we docked at the
village of San Lorenzo, below the
mouth of the Brazo Occidental. We
had to stop there to arrange for the
ship and to buy flatboats to aseend
the Brazo.

THERE is not much to say about the
village, exeept that the people
looked as though they all had mala-
ria. They were listless, thin to ema-
ciation, with a muddy, unhealthy
color. The swamps, of course!
During our evening meal in the
single eafé I noticed Connaughton
getting very restless. He was always
restless, but now he was worse than
ever, pecking away at his food, drmk-
ing a lot, and eveing the sefioriias on
the square. Before the rest of us fin-
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ished with our meal, he arose,
stretched, gave us a smile, and mur-
mured, ‘‘I’m off! See you later!’’

Darrell called after him, ‘‘Care-
ful, Ned! That demon, you know!”’

We were surprized by Connaugh-
ton’s departure. All except Darrell,
who shrugged and said in explana-
tion: ‘‘It’s always that way with
him. Every few weeks. If it wasn’t
for the women, Connie would be one
of the biggest men in the States in
whatever line he cared. University
man and all that. Had plenty of
money fo start with, but > He
stopped himself as if he had said
more than he intended. ‘‘Women!
Huh !’’ he muttered.

‘“ But, Seiior Darrell!”” Don Ra-
man complained. ‘‘This Sefior Con-
naughton—will he be back tomor-
row to go up the Brazo with us?”’

Darrell shook his head. ‘‘Don’t
know. He’ll come back when he
pleases. Perhaps tonight, perhaps
not for a couple of weeks. Oh, don’t
worry about him! He’ll catech up
with us. Ned’s always there when
the divvy comes.”’

There was little to do that night
except to loaf and talk and finally go
to bed. Next day, too, we lolled
around ; except Arnheimer and Don
Ramon, who were arranging for flat-
boats and men to take us up the
Brazo. Late in the afternoon Don
Ramon told us he had got the boats.
But we would have to do the pol-
ing ourselves, unless we cared to wait
over for several days, since the mor-
row was some sort of church holiday.
On feast days these people would not
work.

““Well, a little perspiration will do
us some good,’”’ Janis said reflective-
ly. “‘Sweat some of this rotten aleo-
hol out of our system and harden us
for what is coming in the Gran
Chaco.”’

Toward sunset the place began to
fill up. The feast days and Sundays
brought many people to the village,
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we were told, and, as in many other
Catholiec countries, celebration began
the eve before the feast, The people
were dressed in their best and were
rather interesting. Lots of them were
Spanish, Portuguese and Italian in
origin, but most of them rather mixed
in blood, I thought.

After our evening meal we were
again seated around a table in the
patio, all exeept Connaughton, who
had mnot yet returned. But there
were more people now, chatting,
drinking, singing, and playing. Al-
together it was getting lively. Ocea-
sionally there would be dances, solo
or in pairs.

Somewhere near 9 o’clock I noticed
a young woman slip into the court
through a small side entrance. Her
movements were sinuous, reminding
one of a cat, but remarkably graceful.
A light mantille was thrown over her
bhead, so that we could not see her
features. But she was young, that
was evident from her movements.

She sat down a few tables from us.
With a flirt of her wrist she flung
back the lace mantilla, and then we
saw her face. When I tell you that
I have never forgotten that face, you
can imagine that it must have im-
pressed me. To this day I see it
vividly before me just as I saw it
that night. Yet when I try to de-
seribe it, it evades me.

It was beautiful, there was no
doubt about that, beautiful with that
warmth and class of the high-bred
Spanish type. To this was added
something of the somber sadness of
the Indian. Yet it seemed to me that
there was also a certain wildness, a
strange ferocity hidden there. Again,
it seemed as if she were not quite a
woman, since there was an incipient
angularity about the jaws and fore-
head such as one finds in men in their
late twenties and in women in their
fifties.

Her figure, too, while slender and
beautifully rounded, seemed some-



THE ENDOCRINE MONSTER

how to have larger and more angular
proportions than the delicate ones
one expects to find in a girl. Her
hips, for instance, were larger than
necessary. Some of our athletic girls
these days look that way, at times.

Even so, I am not sure that I am
not permitting ensuing experiences
to superimpose later impressions on
that first impression. After all, I
was only a lad at the time, just
out of college and not yet twenty.

As she ordered her wine, her voice
sounded melodious, but throaty, with
a curious huskiness.

I’ll admit she interested me and I
could hardly keep my eyes off her.
The rest felt the same way, so they
told me later. In fact, almost every-
one in the pafio seemed to feel like
that.

She drank silently, her brilliant
eyes darting hither and thither. Then
the musie struck up, and with a sud-
den jerk she arose and swept into a
dance in the center of the court. It
was one of those rapid Castilian
melodies, which later changed into a
slower movement.

This girl danced with marvelous
grace, doing the intricate steps with
the assurance of long practise. She
seemed to vibrate life. Then as the
music took up the slower air, she
changed. She twisted and turned,
and swayed and shook. Her gestures
seemed to beckon, her body seemed
on fire with life,

From somewhere I caught the re-
mark, ‘‘It is the fair Bonita.”’

Of course that meant nothing to
me. What got me was her dancing.
I had seen some pretty passionate
stuff in those hot-blooded countries.
But this was more than passion, it
was invitation.

BONITA stopped with a final whirl.
At once there was a torrent of
applause in which we joined, calls for
more, and offers of drink. Someone
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reached over to seize her arm. And
again I was startled. With a quick
move she thrust the hand aside. But
the forece of that blow was sufficient
to hurl the man clear to the wall,
breaking down intervening tables and
chairs.

Around us the people spoke. ‘‘Bon-
ita is very strong. She is stronger
than a man,’’ they murmured.

Surely strange, I thought. Beyond
a momentary angry flash in her eyes
Bonita gave no further sign of dis-
pleasure. She smiled and nodded to
the people. Then she caught sight of
us—evident strangers in that village.

Her eyes widened, then grew small
with sudden resolution.

She came toward us with a feline
swagger, the manfila draped over
her shoulder, hands on her swaying
hips, eyes flashing, and lips curled in
a fascinating smile. She moved
slowly, each step an alluring swag-
ger, till she reached our table and
stopped before Don Ramon.

There she fastened her eyes on him,
and he seemed to be held as if hypno-
tized. They stared at each other,
Bonita with her head tilted inviting-
ly, Don Ramon apparently irresolute.
Not a word was spoken between them.
But Don Ramon began to flush a slow
red ; he got up, muttered an excuse to
us, and left with the girl.

““So Don Ramon likes women, too,”’
Darrell remarked eynically.

““This woman, this Bonita,”’ said
Arnheimer, ‘‘where does she come
from 2’

We inquired, and someone said,
““She lives in a cottage on a small
farm at the edge of the forest, a lit-
tle. way above the Peninsula del Cir-
culo, opposite the rapids of the Brazo
Occidental.”’

““Where the demon is?’’ Darrell
asked.

The man looked startled. ‘“By the
wounds of Christ, Sesor, do not men-
tion that! We are all of us afraid of
it, of that thing, whatever it may be.
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All except Bonita. She has never
been harmed.’’

‘““And she is not afraid?’’ Lassi-
gnac queried.

‘““Not the slightest. She laughs at
our fears. But, Seior, we have seen
them, the dead ones, rigcht in that
jungle near the Peninsula, at the
edge of the swamps. All killed the
same way! All crushed, with their
ribs broken and their backs broken!
Holy Mary, it was terrible!’’

‘“But were any of them eaten?’’
Janis put in,

The man looked a bit surprized at
this question. He pondered for a
while before he answered. ‘‘No,’” he
finally said. “‘The bodies were
crushed and left there.’’

‘“ A strange demon,’’ Janis mused.
‘¢All animals kill either for food or
in self-defense. Here apparently it
18 not a desire for food. Still, it is
hardly conceivable that any human
would attack a being so powerful that
it can crush in defense.’’

Arnheimer nodded in agreement.
““May I ask how long this has been
happening? And how many have
been killed ?’’

The man eyed the two with fear-
ful interest. ‘‘Careful, Sefiores! 1
hope you do not intend to attack that
—that—whatever it 1s?”’

Janis smiled. ‘‘No, hardly that.
But answer our questions.’’

‘““A little more than a year ago, I
think, was the first time that someone
was killed.”’

“From this village?’’

“‘No. And that is strange, Seftor.
It i1s always people who are visitors
here like yourselves.’’

Darrell laughed shortly. ‘‘Doesn’t
sound good for us, does it?”’

Janis waved him to silence and
asked, ‘‘How many were killed ?”’

‘““We are not sure, Seniores. Two,
sometimes three a month. And many
we probably mnever found. Bonita
told - us of cries and shrieks and
groans not far from her house, But
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when we went we did not always find
anything,’’

“Humph! Did Bonita ever see
this—this—demon, as you call it?”’

““No, Seniores.”’

Someone just then called our in-
formant and that was all we could
learn, since others seemed to know
even less.

‘““Well, that settles that,”’ said
Darrell. “‘I move we look up that
thing. It’s got me going.’’

““Very well,”” announced Lassi-

gnac. ‘‘I, too, will go. Or I will
lead!’’ he sald with insufferable
grandiloquence. ‘‘And where a Las-

signac leads others may well follow!”’

““Cut out the trumpets and bass
drums, you fish!’”’ Darrell snapped.
“We’ll all go together and——"’

Arnheimer stopped him with a
gesture. ‘‘No, we can not go,”’ he
said. “‘Tomorrow early we must
start. Don Ramon should be—should
be rid of the girl by then. And per-
haps Connaughton will be back, too.
We can not bother with these side is-
sues in view of the purpose of this
trip.”’

That settled the matter for the
time.

uT Don Ramon did not come back.
After breakfast next morning we
looked in his room and found his bed
untouched. Nine o’clock came and
the bells in the deerepit old church
began to ring for mass, and our
partner was still absent. So we de-
cided to look for him, whether he
liked that or not.

Since we knew he had gone with
Bonita, we inquired the way to her
home. We could take the road, we
were told, such as it was, which led
past the cottage. Or there was a
shorter way, if we followed a faint
path along the edge of the swamps.
The latter would be nearer, but was
not mueh used on aecount of the
mosquitoes, and the danger—irom
the demon,
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Despite the eaution, we deeided to
take the path, figuring that Don Ra-
mon would hardly return quite open-
ly along the road, but would take the
concealed way.

We found the path boggy and dark,
and thick with mosquitoes. Fortun-
ately, we had head-nets with wus, so0
we were protected at the most vital
points. The jungle got thicker as we
went on, hedging in on the path, un-
til we seemed to move between two
solid walls of vegetation. Later we
skirted a swamp and the trees grew
thinner, although the ground vegeta-
tion was a greater tangle than ever.
Finally we seemed to be leaving the
river, since the ground became firmer
and the trees more scattered, much
like some of the open ‘‘parks’ m
Texas.

And then we saw white
ahead.

‘““‘Hello!’’ exclaimed Darrell, who
was in advance. ‘‘That must be the
Brazo! But how the deuce i

‘““Yes,”” said Arnheimer. ‘‘Appar-

water

ently we have got onto the Peninsula

del Circulo!’’
‘““The lair of the demon!’’ Darrell

laughed. ‘‘Ha! We weren’t going to
look him up! But we’re here after
a]l!!!

‘““We may find him,’”’ Lassignac
cried excitedly, ‘‘and then——!"’

Janis smiled amiably. ‘‘And then
we go right on. We’re here to look
for Don Ramon, remember! Let’s
strike back along the Peninsula and
see 1if we can’t find our path again.
We must have lost it somewhere, I’'m
sure.”’

S0 we turned away from the rap-
ids toward the neck of the Peninsu-
la. As we went along we saw signs
of clearing, of human activity.
Camping spots, of course, where the
boatmen and rafters had laid over.

Darrell, once more in the lead, sud-
denly stopped and pointed to some-

a—
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thing in the grass. ‘‘Connaughton’s
cap!’’ he exelaimed.

We erowded around him. There
lay the cap, beside the path, as if
carelessly dropped. We all recog-
nized it at once.

‘““He’s around here somewhere,’’
sald Darrell. “Oh, Ned! Oh, Con-
nie!’’ he called.

We joined him in the ecall, but ex-
cept for the noise of birds and in-
sects, and the chatter of some little
monkeys, we heard nothing like an
answer.

““I1l bet he’s around here some-
where,”” Darrell insisted, in a curi-
ously flat tone. ‘‘Let’s look for
him!’’

Although he didn’t say it, we knew
what was on his mind. We saw his
face suddenly grown pale and
strained. And I feel sure that the
rest of us looked no better.

‘““Have the demons got Connaugh-
ton?’” was what he had left unsaid.

We had brought our revolvers and
automaties with us. Silently we drew
them and then we spread out to
search. -

The point where we found Con-
naughton’s eap was at the neck of the
Peninsula. So we were moving to-
ward the main river bank. The
ground vegetation there was a bad
tangle and difficult to get through,
but in places it would leave fair-sized
spaces covered with lush grasses,
looking like comfortable spots for
camping. I had reached one of these
grass plots, when I noticed that it
looked somewhat different from the
others I had examined, as if some-
one had sat there and kicked holes in
the sod. Not recently, that is, but a
day or two before. You know, In
such moist places tracks do not keep
long.

Well, I did my best to follow them.
The tracks led through the bushes,
over other grass plots. It was chiefly
by the broken branches and torn
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leaves that I was able to follow at all.
Finally I came to a thick group of
trees on a small hillock. I dared not
approach directly, so I moved side-
ways around the elevation, trying to
pierce the gloom of the thicket, look-
ing carefully up and down, prepared
for every attack.

Half-way around I ecaught the
glimpse of something gray. I stopped
and watched sharply. No movement.
I bent down to look along the ground.
And there, in the semi-darkmess, 1
could discern something like a body
in gray linens. The humming of flies
and the odor of decaying flesh ap-
prized me that something else might
be close by.

I called to the others. Meantime
I looked for some sign of a wild beast,
but saw and heard nothing. Seeing
the others approach, I pushed for-
ward through the bushes.

There, twisted strangely, eyes pro-
truding and glassy, blood oozing
from the distorted mouth, lay Don
Ramon! He was quite dead, that was
evident. And a little farther, partly
hidden behind the bole of a tree, lay
another body, clad in white ducks.

Even before I saw the face, I knew
it would be the body of Connaughton.
Flesh-flies were swarming around it
in masses. He must have been dead
fully twenty-four hours. In those

latitudes flesh decays rapidly, you
know.

“My God, it’s Don Ramon!’’ ex-
claimed Darrell, the first to come up.
His glance flew to where I stood.
““And over there?’’ He came over
and saw the body. ‘‘Ned!’’ he
oroaned.

He turned ghastly pale, and for a
moment I thought he was going to
faint. But he sank to the ground and
there he sobbed, the hard, broken,
tearing sobs of a man. It was agon-
izing to hear him.

Beside Don Ramon’s body stood
Lassignae, pain unutterable on his
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frozen features. Till then I had been
inclined to despise the chap as a
heartless braggadocio; now his sor-
row drew me to him. Arnheimer and
Janis had come up also and stood
there silently, but with a look of iron
resolve on their bleak faces.

They were all a strange, even
piratical, crew. But it seems a hu-
man law that man must love some-
thing or other. So Darrell had loved
Connaughton, and Lassignac had
loved Don Ramon, and had gone
with them into crimes and unholy ad-
ventures. Moralists will jeer at such
affection. I did not then, nor do I
now. There was a weak spot in the
moral make-up of every one of them.
They knew it of themselves and
recognized it in others, and perhaps
it was this ecommunity of weakness
that had drawn them together. Like
and like, as the old blurb puts it.

T WAS Janis who finally roused Dar-

rell. ‘‘Come, Jim! We have
work to do!’’ |

Darrell shook himself and got up.
“Yes, we’ve got to find—that—that
thing!’’

Janis was examining the bodies
with professional sureness. ‘‘Ribs
crushed, back broken in both,’’ he

said. ‘‘As if someone had embhraced
them !’

“But what?’’ barked Lassignae.
“‘Surely no human! Don Ramon was
strong as a gorilla. I’ve never seen
him beaten.’’

Janis shook his head wonderingly.
“T don’t understand this. As we
said the other day, there is no animal
that simply embraces and crushes.’’
His glance took in Arnheimer, who
was moving away slowly, looking at
the ground. ¢ The tracks, of course!
Let’s look for them!’’

“‘Damn it, yes!’’ Darrell cried and
swung in beside Arnheimer.

It was clear that the latter had
found something, for he was moving
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forward, away from the hillock.
Since they were careful not to step
. on the tracks, I could see them my-
self. What I saw was a streak lead-
ing from Don Ramon’s body, and be-
side it some oblong footprints of
huge size, but spaced the length of an
average person’s step. In the dank,
lush grass they were quite clear.

They led through the undergrowth,
between trees, until we reached an
open space, where they mingled with
a lot of miscellaneous tracks. There
the grass had been pounded down, as
at a piecnic. And with this we saw
other evidence.

‘““That’s blood!”> Darrell ex-
claimed. ‘‘That’s blood, or I'm a
fool! Here’s where the thing got
Connie and Don Ramon, and then
drageged them to that hillock!’’

Arnheimer nodded. ‘‘Quite true!
They evidently fought here. See how
the grass is stamped into the ground.
But there is a confusion of traeks
here. We might circle the spot and

see if we ean find any other tracks
like those going to the hilloek.”’

We adopted the suggestion, some
of us going one way, the rest in the
other direction. At a point opposite
our starting place we met.

Nothing! We were puzzled, and
somewhat frightened. What was this
thing that could leave huge foot-
prints and still vanish in thin air? I
did a little perspiring right then and
there and shed not a few ripples of
goose-flesh, let me tell you.

It was Janis again who found the
solution. ‘‘Humph!’’ he said. ‘‘If
this were Africa I’d say it was a
gorilla or some such apelike creature.
But this is South America, and as
far as I know there are no large apes
here. That eliminates that. Of
course, there is a possibility of a huge
ape, but it is not probable. Let’s take
the probabilities first, before we both-
er with the improbabilities. Darrell,
you and Lassignac cireled the other
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way. Did you see any other traeks
besides those giant footprints we were
looking for?”’

“I? No!—Oh, wait a minute!”’
Darrell looked perplexed for a mo-
ment, then turned quickly and re-
traced his steps. ‘‘Over here!’’ he
called back. ‘‘Over here!”’

We ran after him. There were
tracks there, not at all like those we
were seeking, but as if some human
had run lightly through the grass.
The grass was nearly upright, but the
marks were still diseernible.

‘““That’s what I mean,’’ said Janis.
‘““Let’s take the normal probabilities.
Whoever ran here is certainly human,
and may know something of what
happened here. Further, since these
tracks look fairly recent—certainly
not older than the thing’s footprints
—then this human must have seen,
and must be made to tell! And note
that the tracks go only one way—
away irom the spot, and also away
from the hillock with—the bodies!
That human must have made traeks
in ecoming here. And since none are
visible they must be so old that they
are wiped out, just as those of Don
Ramon, who certainly came to this
point last mnight, are wiped out.
Hence this person must have been
with Don Ramon at the time. Sus-
picious? Indeed, yes!’’

There was no need to urge us on-
ward. In a few minutes the new
tracks led us to the outskirts of a
small farm, where they vanished near
a hut at the edge of the forest. The
hut was hardly more than a hovel,
just four walls of mud mixed with
straw, and a small lean-to.

No sound came from the hut. With
youthful impulse I moved forward,
ahead of the others, and sneaked up
to a small window. From within
came the regular breathing of some
sleeper. I peered into the gloom., On
a bed of straw, covered with a light
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blanket, lay some person—a woman,
I thought. |

I reported back at once. It was de-
cided to wake her and question her.

‘“‘Better be ecareful,”” said Lassi-

gnac. ‘‘There may bhe more than one
there.’’

His voice had a peculiarly pene-
trating quality and he spoke louder
than he had intended. For at once
there was some stirring in the hut,
and a few seconds later the door
opened and there stood—DBonita!

““I’ll be damned!’’ said Darrell in
disgust. For some reason we had for-
gotten about her, although we knew
that she had gone with Don Ramon
the night before. But we were looking
for something monstrous and hideous
and grotesque, for in our minds only
that sort of thing could be associated
with the fiendish killing of our
friends and others. Yet here was the
brilliant dancing girl of yesterday,
and the tracks led straight to her
door! I was befuddled, completely
S0

‘“‘Let me question her,’’ said Janis.

Without waiting for a eonsenting
reply, he addressed her. “‘Senorita,
where is Don Ramon 2’

With her streaming hair, and
dressed in a sacklike garment, she
looked the Indian part of her rather
than the Spanish. I mentioned to
you, didn’t I, that she was of mixed
blood? She didn’t appear to be the
least bit embarrassed or afraid. In
fact, she faced us with a certain reck-
less confidence, such as one sees in
boxers when they are sure of having
an easy time with an opponent.

Janis repeated the question.

She smiled and shook her head.
““Seitores, I know not where he is,”’
she said.

““But you must know,’’ Janis in-
sisted softly. ‘“Why did you run
away from him during the night?
Out there in the forest.”’

This time she did not smile, but
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looked at Janis with sharp eyes. ‘I
ran away,’’ she said slowly, ‘‘I ran
away because—because that—that

thing came. I heard it—and then
ran.’’

Janis eyed her -contemplatively.
‘“This—this thing, as you call it—has
it ever attacked you?’’

““Oh no, senor. It kills only—
men!’’ And here she laughed rather
gleefully. It gave me the shivers.

““If that is true, if it attacks only
men, then why did you run away
from Don Ramon and leave him?’’

This time Janis had scored. Now
I saw the purpose of his questions.

Bonita saw it, too. DBut she
snapped her fingers. ‘‘Oh, la la! I
just heard—and ran.”’’

“You—you ran—you, who are
very strong? When your strength
added to Don Ramon’s might have
saved him?’’ Janis continued with
emphasis. His eyes gleamed with
sudden light. ‘‘Yes, and Connaugh-
ton, too!’’ he added sternly.

Bonita became enraged at Janis’
insistence. ‘‘What care I for these
men ?’’ she flared. “‘I could kill them
myself! I ecould kill you!’’ She
stamped the ground in anger. ‘‘And
I will! T will!’’ she screamed.

Darrell came running from behind
the hut. We had not seen him dis-
appear, he had moved so quietly. But
now he ecame in a rush, waving some-
thing at us.

““I’ve got them! She’s the mur-
derer!’’ he called, pointing at Bonita.
‘““You—ryou she-devil!’’ he bellowed
at her. ‘‘Though you’re only a wo-
man, blast you, you’re going to die!
And die right now!’”’> He flung the
things he carried into Bonita’s face.

As they fell to the ground we saw
what they were. Just large, oblong
strips of leather fastened to a pair of
ordinary woman’s shoes—that’s all.
But at once we understood how the
tracks in the forest could be made
with them. Most certainly thesg-—
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well, this footgear had made those
extraordinary footprints.

“You—you demon! You mon-
ster!”’ Darrell continued furiously.
“You killed Connaughton and
dragged him away! You killed Don
Ramon and dragged him away! I
don’t know how you did it! But I
know that you are going to die for it!
Get ready, you!”’ '

Darrell swung up his automatie.

“Good God!”” I muttered. I
couldn’t understand at all. Was
Darrell really going to shoot this
woman? What had she done? Leit
Connaughton and Don Ramon to be
killed, so I thought. Certainly he
couldn’t mean that he believed she
did the killing herself!

I moved toward Darrell to stop him
and tried to call him. But I never
sald what I wanted to say.

T HAPPENED like a flash. Bonita

whirled to one side and Darrell’s

gun roared. He missed her. With a
tigerish spring she was on him,

And then I saw what I never would
have believed had I not seen it my-
self. With a quick blow she knocked
the automatic from Darrell’s hand.
Then she flung her arms around him.
Darrell fought furiously, sereaming
curses. But that was only for a mo-
ment. And then I saw his face turn
crimson, his eyes seemed to pop from
his head, we heard a dull erash, a
smothered gurgle, blood rushed from
Darrell’s mouth, and he was flung
aside, broken, dead.

This woman, still not much more
than a girl, had crushed a grown
man to death!

I think none of us moved. The
speed, the ghastly horror of it, had us
paralyzed.

But Bonita swung around with
fury in her eyes. I was close, for 1
had jumped to intercept Darrell’s
shooting. And she seized me. I
wanted to tear away, but I was help-
less, my own boasted strength Ilike
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that of a babe against hers. She
orabbed me by the arm, pulled me to-
ward herself and embraced me.

I felt an agony of shock tingling
to my forehead and fingertips, a
surging protest, a revolting horror at
the inhuman thing that was happen-
ing to me. Then everything went
black and I knew nothing more.

Apparently I was out only a few
minutes. As I awoke I felt numb
and helpless. With some difficulty I
rolled over and tried to rise. It was
painful. Something in my side ached
furiously, stabbing me as I moved—
a broken rib, as we found later.

Janis and Arnheimer were stand-
ing near me, while farther away Las-
signac was busy winding ropes
around an inert body. That body
was Bonita, unconscious or dead.

‘““What—what has happened?”’ I
wheezed.

Janis turned around. ‘‘Oh, you
are alive? Thank God! I feared she
had gotten you, after all!”’

‘“Feel half alive,”” I said. ¢‘All
right otherwise. Only weak in the
back and ribs. But what’s hap-
pened to Bonita?’’

‘“‘Janis threw her,”” Arnheimer an-
swered. ‘‘Struck her in the neck or
back of the head.”’

‘““No,”” Janis corrected. *“‘I
thumbed her on the vagus nerve. The
pneumogastrie, you know. A little
Jap trick I learned over in Kioto.
You may have heard of it. I wasn’t
sure I could shoot quick enough or
straight enough to prevent her from
crushing you, so I thumbed her and
made her faint. Lassignac is tying
her up with all the ropes he can find.
Hope they’ll hold her. If they don’t”’
—he paused reflectively—*‘‘well, we
may have to shoot her yet!”’

Lassignae was still winding ropes
around Bonita until she began to
look like a bandaged Egyptian mum-
my. Even at that, I had my doubts
about the ropes. They were old and
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rotten, weathered from lying around
outside; but perhaps if the quality of
the rope was not enough, then the
quantity might do.

That’s what Lassignac seemed to
think. He was winding away with
fervor, muttering and cursing under
his breath.

I got up slowly and went over to
gaze at Bonita. Just then she woke
up. Recollection came swiftly to her.

““What are you doing ?’’ she demand--

ed of Lassignac.

I could see that the latter was
furious with her and with himself.
The former because his friend Don
Ramon was dead, the last because he
was doing something that went
against the grain, agamst the mnate
chivalry of his nation, and he hated
himself for it. Under such eirecum-
stanees a man is likely to go farther
than he intends. So Lassignae.

““T am binding you,’’ he snarled.
““I will see you hanged, you female
brute! You fiend, you arch-murder-
ess!’’ he sereamed. ‘‘Bah! Cochon!”’
And then he kicked her.

It was a beastly rotten thing to do.
But as I said, under a strain a man
may do things he would mnormally
think impossible.

Bonita seemed to shiver for a mo-
ment. Then—it happened so quick-
Iy that 1 couldn’t quite follow—she
just seemed to bound from the
ground, the ropes falling from her
like so many broken threads. In the
same upward motion she seized Las-
signae and before we could prevent
she hurled him with terrific force
against a tree, where he erashed and
lay inert.

She turned to the rest of us. Our
guns had come up at once, I can tell
you. No, we didn’t shoot. At that
I am not so sure that our bullets
ecould have stopped her unless they
tore her to pieces. That uneanny
coneentrated energy and demoniac

strength needed more than bullets to
stop.

WEIRD

TALES

But our bullets were not neces-
sary. ‘

She had thrown Lassignac with
such foree that the impact had shak-
en the tree. And there was some-
thing up there that was disturbed,
and didn’t like to be -disturbed. As
Bonita pivoted toward us, something
like a rope, yellow and shmy, slith-
ered down from above to her shoul-
der, hung there for a fraction of a
second, and dropped to the ground.
From there it moved through the
grass toward the jungle, not smooth-
ly, but in a series of leaps and
bounds much as a eoiled bed-spring
bounces when you throw it, and
finally disappeared in the thickets.

None of us had seen it clearly, but
we all knew what it was from the
way it moved. It was that deadliest
of South American snakes, the fer
de lance, swiftest and most venomous
of reptiles.

“I’'m glad it didn’t come this
way,”’ Arnheimer murmured, pale to
his eyes.

Bonita had searcely mwed since
the snake struck her. Already her
eyes were filled with horror and fear.
And secareely half a minute later she
began to writhe in the first paroxysm
of pain. No, we could do nothing for
her. She had been struek i the
neck, close to the jugular vein, a
direct path to the heart. She twisted
and screamed in her agony. It was
gruesome, and I almost felt sorry for
her.

It didn’t last long. Just a few
minutes. Brrr! I shudder at the
recollection. The diseovery of the
bodies of Connaughton and Don Ra-
mon was terrible to us, and terrible,
too, was the sight of Darrell’s death.
But; most terrlble is the memory of
the woman, Bonita, rippling and
heaving under the action of the poi-
somn.

““Well, it’s over, thank God!’’ said

( Continued on page 575)



A Grim Story of the Death of Mankind

THE RULER OF

DESTINY

By CHARLES HILAN CRAIG

ITH an ironic smile upon his

face the Ruler of Destiny

rode through the streets of
the Greatest City. There was In
that smile of irony something of dis-
dain, a little of pride, a great deal of
trinhph—but never a vestige of pity.
As the great limousine rolled along
the densely erowded street he watehed
the hurrying ecrowd—hurrying the
Lord alone knew whither. And as
he sucked the smoke from an expens-
ive cigar deep within his lungs he
watched that erowd with the con-
seious, positive knowledge that he was
their master.

The Master of Destiny, he called
himself, and as yet he alone of all
the world knew why. The others
who had known were dead. He was
alone in his secret. It might prove a
hindrance if others knew, so he had
seen to it that none other did know.
The chemists, for instance—the three
of them who worked in the Master’s
laboratory—they had known. And
now they were dead : but more of that
later. And there was his chief as-
sistant who had died the night after
their final discussion of the great
thing which had come to pass.
“Wood aleohol’” had been the doe-
tor’s eryptiec verdict. But the Master
knew better. There is a more subtle
poison than wood aleochol; it works
- more quickly and with no chanee of
failure. Investigation? No, far from
it; for who would think of mve.stlgat-
ing such a man as the Master—a man

whose beck and call were commands
to the politicians?

And so this day he rode among
them, smiling sardonically, rode to
the War Office where the politicians
were awaiting him, ready (he
thought) to kowtow before him for
what he was—thelr master. For the
war must be won at any cost, and
was he not the man of the hour, the
Master of Destiny, the Ruler of Fate,
the man who could by a wave of the
hand wreck the opposing armies?

He was not just fat in the usual
sense of the term. His corpulence
was of the type whieh one associates
with swine. His cheeks bulged; his
eyes were tiny orbs of blue steel set
in sogey pockets of baggy flesh; his
chins bounced up and down with
every movement he made. And his
body—ponderous, sweaty, powerful—
reminded one of nothing in the world
so much as a husky hippo.

Instincetive dislike? Yes! Baut
one’s feeling toward the man did not
stop there; nor did it, after all, begin
there. For to the ordinary person
there seemed to be about the person-
ality of Travis Bannister a sinister
quality which imparted a touch of
that sort of discomfort whieh writers
usually associate with a haunted
oraveyard at the midnight hour. For
some men, to look into the blue eyes
in the bulging face brought a sensa-
tion of terror; for the braver-hearted,
a feeling of icy cold.
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He was a scientist. And that he
was & remarkable scientist there is no
doubt. Not that he was a delver of
the usual type. Far from it. Not in
fifteen years perhaps had he handled
the actual apparatus of his eraft. But
his ponderous brain worked out mar-
velous theories which his assistants
put into execution.

It was his wont to sit in a huge
armchair under an electric fan and
sip his liquor while in his soft, wom-
anlike voice he gave directions to his
employees. Mix A with B and one
has a certain eombination. Mix AB
with C and the mixer might in all
probability be blown to damnation.

But Travis Bannister was never in-
jured by his experiments, for when
the result of his chemical combina-
tions was at all uncertain his instrue-
tions were given over the telephone.
And tragedy stalked after these tele-
phoned instruections to his aids many
times. There was, for example, the
young college graduate who was or-
dered over the wire to perform a cer-
tain experiment and within five
seconds thereafter where the house in
which he had been working stood
there was nothing but debris. A ter-
rible hole in the earth bore mute wit-
ness to the eatastrophe. Again there
was the time when three assistants
were killed by a new kind of poison-
gas which ate through their masks
and suffocated them.

Travis Bannister was sorry that
these things happened, very sorry;
but don’t mistake me—it was not be-
cause of any sympathy for the vie-
tims, but rather because costly and
rare apparatus was lost in each ease.

IT HAD been during the World War
that Travis Bannister had turned
his attention to the making of poison-
ous gas. He took an intense interest in
it—as he always became interested in
that which would eause suffering and
death. But it was not until after the
armistice that he turned his undi-
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vided attention to the perfection of a
thing so diabolical in its very im-
mensity as to bring a shudder of hor-
ror to the war lords who were used
to diabolical contrivances of all kinds.

For Travis Bannister had, several
yvears after the end of the war, in-
vented a type of gas which would
wipe out of existence the entire hu-
man race. And so when in the year
1933 the nations of the world had
locked in mortal combat and his own
nation was getting decidedly the
worst of the fray because of an in-
adequate air force, Travis Bannister
mailed a letter to the War Depart-
ment.

The Committee of Nine sat about
the long table in the War Office dis-
cussing the latest phase of the strug-
gle when an orderly entered, handing
to the chairman a sealed letter.

Slowly the chairman, as though he
realized its importance, opened the
letter and with grave face read.
There was some potent thing in the
very atmosphere which came to head
on delivery of the letter—what it was
one could not guess. The chairman
read, and as he came to the end he
smiled ; but there was in that smile no
hint of mirth.

He read the letter aloud:

The War Department:
Sirs:

Realizing that our forees are hard pressed
I hereby volunteer to win the war for our
country. In so doing I shall introduce a
poisonous gas which will, under proper
direction, exterminate every living plant
and animal in the enemy’s country. I am,
sirs

i THE MASTER OF DESTINY.

Silently the letter was passed about
the table. An intangible something
emanated from it, bringing to the
members of the committee a sensation
of impalpable gloom.

They called the telephone number
given and asked the Master to come
before them. And presently he was
announced by an orderly who said:



THE RULER OF DESTINY

“‘Sirs, a gentleman who says he has
an appointment. He calls himself
the Master of Destiny, sir.”’

““Show him in,’’ returned the chair-
man.

And so Travis Bannister came into
the presence of the Committee of
Nine, assembled in the War Office to
discuss the question of avoiding in-
evitable defeat. He came in fat and
bland and suave, and smiling that
cold, ironie, chilling smile.

‘“‘Bannister!’’ exclaimed the chair-
man. ‘‘So it’s you!”’

‘““Yes,”” replied the huge man in
that soft, even voice which made one
inveluntarily hate him. ‘‘I, sir, am
the Master of Destiny.”’

““‘Just what do you mean by that,
Bannister?’’

Bannister smiled, icily.

‘“What do you suppose I mean,
dear sir? But I shall explain, I
mean that I am your master, that

2?7

‘“ Are you mad?’’

= that I am the world’s mas-
teor;”=

The members of the committee were
nonplussed. Never before had a man
come before them save in humble
mien. And now there was stealing
through the blood of each man there
that terror which the sight of the
gargoyle invariably brought.

And then he was explaining in that
voice of horror which made men grit
their teeth to keep from sereaming:
‘“I have invented a poisoneus gas,
sirs, which will at my dictate annihi-
late the entire world.”’ |

‘““‘But how ’> began the chair-
man.

Bannister waved a pudgy hand,
deprecatingly.

““I shall explain and then you ecan
tell me what you will do. I have in
my laboratory two tremendous ma-
chines, lately perfected. One of them
generates a gas so terrible that it
brings instant death to any form of
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life—plant or animal. The other ma-
chine i1s a counter-agent.

‘““Let me tell you my plan. The
gas machine can be assembled any-
where and set going, and the gas will
follow the wind. At the same time
the counteractineg machine can be set
going. The poison gas will travel
about the entire world killing as it
goes. It is too heavy to rise high in
the atmosphere and it will not evapo-
rate or disintegrate. To the best of
my knowledge it will, without the
counter agency, exist several years.

‘““‘Now on the other hand the coun-
teracting gas will be generated here
and will form a transparent wall
which will keep out the poison. The
poison depends on the wind, but the
protecting gas can be guided by radio
activity. The other nations of the
earth shall be destroyed and we shall
prosper. Presently the counter-
agent, turned on full force, will de-
stroy the gas and then we can streteh
our empire over the entire world.”’

The immensity of the suggestion
stunned the committee.

‘““But if this i1s as you say, what
will happen to our allies?’’ asked the
chairman. ‘It will take a long time
to form a protection for them—and
the enemy is eoming.”’

The tiny blue eyes of Travis Ban-
nister lit up with a demoniac light.

““Who said anything about our al-
lies?’’ he said, coldly. ‘‘They can die
also.’”’

““Do vou mean, sir,”” asked the
chairman, ‘‘that we shall destroy the
population of the world at one stroke
with your machine?’’

‘““Oh, it will take time.’’

‘““But ultimately the whole world
will die, save us?’’

II’YES.??

“But think of the non-combat-
ants!”’

““They do not interest me.”’

‘““But the women and little chil-
dren?’’
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““They’ll die sometime,’’ came the
cool reply.

““Good God, man, are you a mon-
ster?’’

The cold smile disappeared from
the face of the fat man. A diabolie
expression so malevolent in its dis-
tortion came over his face that the
committee trembled.

‘““You shall vote,’” he said harshly.
““You shall vote now whether to die
at the hands of the ememy—or be
saved. I have a personal interest. I
am the richest man in the nation. I
want my property protected. Vote!”’

‘““We shall vote,”” said the chair-
man, trembling,

““Sir,”’ said the admiral of the
fleet, “‘I have never believed that our
country could lose, but rather than
destroy the whole world I shall sur-
render!’’

There was a ripple of acclaim about
the table. The chairman was himself
again.

‘““We thank you, Mr. Bannister,”’
he said. ‘‘But we feel that we would
be slapping the face of God to com-
mit such a erime as you suggest.”’

The jowls of Travis Bannister
were blue with anger.

‘““Remember, sirs,”” he said, ‘‘you
have refused the Master of Destiny.”’
He glared upon them for a moment
and passed from the room.

IT wAS the next day that the last
air-defense line broke and the
enemy was ready for his last thrust
upon the Greatest City and the coun-
try behind. Every available airship
was hurled into serviece ready to turn
the invasion, but as the war commit-
tee sat in their office they realized
that they represented a beaten na-
tion. The radio had announced the
enemy fleet on the way at tremendous
speed. Terror-stricken people were
milling in the streets hefore the War
Office—some praying, some shrieking
blasphemy, some fighting.
The jangle of the telephone.
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A voice soft and cold over the wire
sald: ‘‘The enemy is on his way.”’

‘““He i1s!’’ snapped the chairman.

““There is yet a chance. Say the
word and I shall start the machines.’’

““Never!’’

““Do you want to die?”’

““Not with that erime on my
hands.’”’

‘““Fools, I am the Master of Des-
tiny! You and your people shall die
with the enemy, but I shall live and
protect my own. A last chance. Do
you want to live?’’

““Never under vour administra-
tion.”’

““Then die,”’ came the cold voice
of fury. ‘‘Sir, you are talking to the
last man who will live upon this
world. You can see the roof of my
building from your windows.
Watch!’’

‘I shall wateh.””

““Look to the east, fool, look to the

2

The chairman rushed to the win-
dow. There on the horizon was a
erowing cloud, now the size of a
man’s hand—but it grew larger.

‘““Gentlemen,’’ said the echairman in
his cool, precise voice, ‘‘the enemy 1is
upon us. Shall we prepare to die?”’

‘““Wateh!”” had been the Master’s
command, and the committee
watched. ‘1 shall save my own,’’ had
said the Master. They watehed the
laboratory roof in the distance. They
saw running figures. They saw a
thing which looked like a gigantie
cannon raise its ugly mouth to the
heavens. Another cannon. ‘“Wateh!’’

A deep reverberating hoom sounded
across the city. Purple fire burst
from the mouth of the cannon, rolled
out with the wind toward the oncom-
ing horde of airplanes. A hissing
mass of purple fire, gloriously tinted
at the edges, iridescent, but hideous
as death. With the wind rolled the
fire, billowing, changing color.

The airplanes were close now, too
close. In a gigantic triangle they
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moved. First the scouts, then the
fighting helicopters, then the glant
bombers. Behind all came the diri-
gibles. The pop-pop of the protecting
anti-aireraft guns. The rattle of ma-
chine-guns, and then

The mass of purple smoke and fire
met the coming horde. A vast chaos;
the wind blew on. The smoke issued
no longer from the laboratory—a
stream of purple fire. The fire and
smoke dissolved, but the oncoming air
fleet was no more, though here and
there a plane rolled drunkenly in mid-
air without a guiding hand. The gas
of the Master of Destiny had wrecked
the greatest air navy in the world.

‘‘Saved,’’ breathed the chairman.
Then he gasped in utter horror:
pointed toward them was the great
gas gun; it belched flame and smoke
—death. The committee did not try
to run. They were ready for the end.
They saw the gas leap toward them
on wings of vengeance—the gas of the
Master. A faint breath of it in their
nostrils. They saw people a quarter-
mile away falling; saw trees shrivel.
A faint odor; then they died.

THE blighting breath of the great-
est war mankind ever had known
had left its terrible mark on every
nation in the world. Millions of men,
countless millions of dollars worth of
property, had been wiped out by the
contrivances devised by men to de-
stroy other men. The bravest and
best of every nation participating in
the Gargantuan struggle had been
destroyed. The flower of the world’s
best manhood was no more. And
those who were left in the armies of
the world were plunging into the
same chaos. Behind, the women took
up the men’s work. The remaining
men—the misfits and failures of life
—were hurled into the breach in a
vain attempt to stave off disaster,

And then through the radio came a
sinister tale of wo that brought fear
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to the rest of the world. First a wild
rumor, then verification. Terror!
From the top of a great laboratory
(went the tale) a huge ecannon was
sending gust after gust of poisonous
gas into the air, which burned with a
purple fire, which seared like a white-
hot brand through any gas mask ever
devised. A gas that would not dis-
mtegrate, a gas against which there
was no protection. Already in the
Greatest City where the machine was
located, every man, woman and child
was dead, every plant and animal
was’ no more—with one exception.
Travis Bannister still lived in the
laboratory, about which a pink nebula
had formed a protecting wall.
Terror and chaos ruled the world.
The radio spoke wild and improbable
tales. Nations of people were dying,
dead. And then through the air
waves there came a message—an ulti-
matum:
To the Remaining People of the World:
Cease fighting and bow to my will and 1
will yet save the world from destruction.
But only on this condition—that I am to

be named the sole ruler of the entire world.
Submit—or die!

TaHE MASTER OF DESTINY.

““Never,”” said the ruler of a great
country. ‘‘We will fight to the end,’’
sald another. But rumor on rumor
came over the air. Death ran ramp-
ant through the earth. And at last
the countries of the world yet in ex-
istence agreed to submit. Over the
alr went the token of surrender.

IN A little room of a great laboratory
building the Master of Destiny re-
ceived the reports from the nations.
Surrender, unconditional surrender!
And as the last report came in he
walked ponderously to the roof and
threw on to the full the power of the
counter-machine which had hereto-
fore been throwing off gas sufficient
only to maintain the proteeting wall
about his buildings. A gigantie spurt
of pink flame soared into the air with
a hissing grandeur. A crash of



480

sparks, the breaking of steel. The
pink fire died. The eounter-machine
was dead.

Then for the first time in all his life
the face of Travis Bannister wore an
expression of fear. The fat lips
parted in horror, the tiny eyes wid-
ened as realization ecame over him.

Too soon had he put the machines
into operation. The one was per-
fected, but the other was inadequate.
Realization! Through the world,
blown hither and yon by the winds
of destiny, the poison gas seared a
path more arid than the desert’s
trails. No longer was there a counter-
agent. It would now be only a mat-
ter of time till that devastating flame
had destroyed the life of the entire
world. Then he would be left alone—
the only living thing in a dead world.

Feverishly he hurried toward the
- lethal machine to turn off the power,
but out from the machine came ter-
rific waves of heat that beat him back,
and he knew then that the gas would
continne to come till the engine of
death had melted away. And then
when he had flecided there was noth-
ing left for him to do he betook him-
self to the radio room, there to await
the last reports from a dying world.

Out of Africa came the news of the
strange gas that was strangling the
people. Out of South America came
word of the people dying by tens of
thousands. And even as one radio
speaker gave the word, a death rat-
tle came into his throat; and Travis
Bannister, listening, knew that the
gas had reached him.

Day after day, day after day the
winds blew the poison about the
world. There came an hour when only
one radio operator in all the world
remained. He was situated in Aus-
tralia, and it was with mockery that
he spoke to the Master of Destiny,
with the bravado of a doomed man:

‘“Are you listening, Master of Des-
tiny? Are you listening? You
should be satisfied now, for all the
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world is dead save you and me. Al
the world is dying save you, for even
now the gas is slipping in through my
supposedly gas-proof room, sweeping
in like a dread blight. All—are—dy-
ing. Ah, the hands—of doom—are on
—my throat. I—am dying. Master
of Destiny—may God—have mercy—
on—your soul!’’ '

Might God have merey on his soul!
It had been a long time since Travis
Bannister thought of God.

It had ecome. Everything was
dead, save only him. Dead! One re-
maining life in all the world. The
days passed and he watched that pink
aura about his Ilaboratory, and
through it he could see the purple
tentacles of disaster pushing, push-
ing, pushing. The ecounter-machine
was dead. The gas cannon still was
hurling its horrible product into the
dying atmosphere. He knew not how
to stop it.

And now the purple was beating
back the pink, closing in upon even
the Master of Destiny. Was it pos-
sible that he, too, must die? Die by
his own diabolie invention ?

He visioned the approaching end
and he knew beyond a doubt that it
would be an end of horror. For re-
lentlessly, a little at a time but in-
evitably as the sun, the purple would
press in the pink till it suffocated him,
crushed him down slowly; vastly
more slowly would he die than those
vietims of his had died. And so the
last man wupon the earth became
afraid of the justice of fate.
~ Even the air was dead now, for
there were no plants left to return
oxygen. Long sinece he had started
his oxygen machines going. Utter
silence reigned. - His footsteps when
he walked were ponderous and the
sounds reverberated in his tortured
ears as the cannonade of war never
did. Hour after hour of stark silence
—the silence of the grave.

Purple streamers were slipping in

(Continued on page 574)
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“It seemed incarnate
evil, and it swayed to-
ward them with a leer.”

NTONY WAYRE felt that he
could never forget the hor-
ror of that night. Even when

the actual experience had been for-
gotten and lived down, there would
be intervals of madness when the
whole scene was reconstructed in his
memory. What Sylvia, his wife,
thought, no one knew, for she held it
closely to herself. All her energies
were given to keeping Antony from
brooding.

. 1t all happened without any pre-
Iiminary warning whatever. Antony
and Sylvia had bought a small cot-
tage, called ‘‘Roman’s,”” in Glouces-
tershire. Since the end of the war,
Antony had been indefinite in his
plans, unable to get a decent job
anywhere that would bring in suffi-
cient for their wants and yet give him
time to go on with his own writing.
Then, at the end of 1924 his god-
mother was killed in a motor smash,
and he found himself the possessor

of %?% h;mdred pounds a year, long

before, in the ordinary course of
events, it would have fallen to his lot.

He and Sylvia had at once started
to look for a country cottage where
they could settle down. With what
he expected to make by writing, An-
tony judged they could manage well
on his new income by living quietly.
Sylvia was fond of gardening and of
a country life, and she planned to
breed chickens and ducks for their
own use as well as to grow fruits and
vegetables.

After much hunting, they found
‘““Roman’s,”” and knew it was the
home of their choice. The cottage
was small and compaect, built at the
top of a hill, two miles from the vil-
lage, but only a quarter of an hour’s
walk across the fields from a small
market town. The nearest neighbor
lived at the bottom of the hill.

The first month they were there
passed without noticeable event. They
were both in love with the house,

both busy all day, and tire;il8 : and
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healthy encuch to sleep perfectly at
night. Had they not done so, it 1s
just possible that they might have
had some warning of the horror that
was to eome upon them.

SHORTLY after Christmas, Antony
Wayre went to dine with the doe-
tor who lived in the house at the foot
of the hill. Sylvia was invited, but
there was a thick white mist from the
valley which had risen even to their
altitudes, and as she had a bad cough

and cold, she decided to stay at home
by the fire.

Antony, being a good husbhand,
and rememberineg that his wife was
alone in the house—for their daily
“‘help’’ went as soon as she had laid
the supper—did not stay long with
the doctor, and was walking up the
hill again by half-past 10.

The mist was rolling up in strange
white shapes, and by the time he had
reached his own garden gate he could
not see the lights from the doctor’s
house, nor any of those from the out-
lying villas of the town, usually to
be seen through the trees. He pulled
his searf up more closely round his
throat and shivered a little.

Suddenly he was aware of a
strange feeling in the garden: it was
hard to define; hard to pin down to
anything in the least definite, yet it
was strong enough for him to stand
still and peer around. He was
strangely conscious of the presence of
a second person.

The feeling was so strong that
Antony called out sharply: ‘“Who’s
there?’’ wondering if some thief was
hiding in the garden with intent to
despoil the chicken run. But there
was no answer; the white mist rolled
up in deeper waves till it seemed to
engulf him; it was becoming hard—
with the mist and the darkness—to
see even the garden path, in spite of
his electric torch.

Shrugging his shoulders, Antony
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went on to the hall door. Rather-to
his surprize, it was bolted. He
knocked twice, and as he did so, the
feeling that he was accompanied
grew stronger,

A minute later, Sylvia opened the
door and half dragged him into the
hall, shutting and bolting it with
feverish rapidity.

‘“‘Hullo, what’s up?’’ asked An-
tony, naturally surprized. Then re-
membering his own sensations, he
asked as casually as he could: ‘“‘Have
you been frightened? Did you think
you heard someone about?’’

Sylvia laughed, mnervously,
backed into the drawing room.,
““No, oh no,”” she said, ‘‘only—
only it’s the first time you have been
out without me and I suppose 1 got
a little nervous. There’s a nasty mist

up, isn’t there? The house seems
full of it.”’

Antony knew his wife too well to
take her words at more than face
value. He could see that she was on
the verge of hysterics, and cursed
himself soundly for having left her
alone, even for a few hours. He
ought to have remembered that she
was not used to the country and that
the silence was bound to affect her
nerves.

Very deliberately, with the im-
pression of infusing an air of every-
day life into the situation, he divest-
ed himself of coat and searf, put his
stick into the stand, and lighted a
cigarette. Then he went into the
drawing room where Sylvia was wait-
ing for him, the door wide open so
that she could watech him in the hall.
The room was, as she had said, de-
cidedly full of mist, but it was not
too badly lit for him to see that her
eyes were wide with horror and her
hands trembling as she sat down and
picked up her knitting, making a
feeble pretense at normality.

¢‘Sylvia, what is it?’’ Antony
spoke sharply; his own nerve was be-

and
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ginning to falter. ‘“What has hap-
pened? Are you frightened?”’

She lifted her eyes from her work
and nodded her head.

““Tony, Tony,’’ she began, and her
voice held a sob of fear in it. ‘‘Tony,
I don’t know what it is, but there’s
something dreadful about this place
tonight. It—the feeling, I mean—
came on about an hour ago; I've been
sitting here, praying you wouldn’t be
very late. I began to think I should
go mad.”’ '

Antony shook off the ereeping hor-
ror that was beginning to possess him
also. ‘‘Nonsense, darling,’” he said,
as cheerfully as he could. ‘““‘You
aren’t feeling very fit; your ecold’s
pulled you down, and your nerves
have given out. I was a fool to leave
you tonight. Forgive me, dear. I’ll
make some cocoa, shall 1? and we’ll
have it here by the fire before we go
to bed.”’ |

His effort at normality seemed to
pull her together, but she would not
leave him alone. Almost clinging to
his coat, she went with him to the
tiny kitchen and helped to fetch the
kettle and the tin of eocoa. Curious-
ly enough there was hardly any mist
in the kitchen ; it seemed to have con-
centrated in the drawing room.

‘‘Something to do with the aspect
of the house,’’ Antony  thought to
himself, but he did not comment on
1t to his wife.

Over the cocoa, Sylvia seemed to
become happier, though she jumped
badly when a log fell out of the fire
on to the hearth.

‘““What did you talk about at the
doctor’s?’’ she asked.

Antony shrugged his shoulders.
‘“‘Everything,’’ he said, with a smile.
““The birth- and death-rate of the
village, poultry feeding—by the way,
he’s got some wonderful food mixture
he thinks you would like to try—
local history and so on. He told me,
too, that there used to be a Roman
settlement here; and that’s why this
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cottage is called ‘Roman’s.” Appar-
ently at one time it was a pretty big
place, and then it died out. But
every now and then the farmers turn
up old weapons and things when
they’re plowing.’’

Sylvia nodded. ‘‘I wonder if the
hens will seratech up anything,’’ she
said. ‘‘They work hard enough. I
believe they’re going to do well. It’s
a bad time of year to start them,
though.”’

““I suppose so,”’ Antony spoke
sleepily. ‘“What about a move up-
stairs? That fire has almost burned
itself out.”’

s THE words left his mouth he be-
came aware once more of that
other presence. For the last few
minutes 1t had left him; now it was
back, and even more strongly than
before. He glanced at Sylvia. She
was looking over her shoulder at the
door, and there was fear in her eyes.
““I—I don’t think I want to go to
bed just yet,”” she said in a strained
voice. ‘‘Antony, I’'m afraid. It’s
come back again.”’ |

““Don’t be silly, dear,’”” he said,
encouragingly, and all the time
knowing that it was he who would be
silly if he set foot outside the door.
Somehow he knew that It—the Hor-
ror—was in the hall—that he himself
might have paved a way for its
entrance when he came into the
house.

The lamp gave a sudden flicker
and then went out; the oil had been
exhausted. Sylvia gave a little ery
of dismay. The room was now lit
only by the dying fire. Antony
dashed to the window and dragged
back the curtains. The mist had lift-
ed and a pale moon shed a gleam on
to the floor and the grand piano.

Antony went over to the grate and
picked up the poker, all the while
aware that it was a useless weapon.
Then he went toward the door.
Whatever 1t was out there, he meant
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to face it; he could not endure the
thought of being bheaten in his own
house. But as he laid a hand on the
door-knob, he drew back. Something
was on the other side, something so
strong, so definitely evil, that every
fiber of his soul recoiled by instinet
from facing it. He could not co-or-
dinate his muscles; for a moment he
stood still, dumb. Then he pulled
his scattered senses together and
turned round.

Sylvia was standing behind him,
white as the moonlight: her eyes big
and dark, her fingers moving tremu-
lously. Antony went up to her and
slipped an arm round her waist.

““Darling,’’ he said, ‘“‘we’ve got to
see this thing through.”’

‘““What is it? What is it, Tony?”’
she asked, half sobbing.

‘““God only knows—or the devil,”’
he returned grimly.

His arm round her waist still, they
retreated to the far end of the Toom.
Their eyes were seemingly ecom-
pelled to remain on the door. Would
It come in? What did It want?
When would It go away?

FTER what seemed hours of wait-
ing, Sylvia gave a little ery and
pointed to the floor. Antony fol-
lowed the direction of her finger.
Over the threshold, under the door,
was coming a slow, th:cla:, gleenish
vapor that rose slightly in the air as
it was foreced into the room by the
pressure of a further discharge be-
hind.
“My God!”’
‘““What’s that?”’
Clinging to one another, backs
against the wall, they wateched and
waited, while the vapor increased In
volume till it seemed to fill a quarter
of the little sitting room. Then they
realized that it was as if it were kept
within confines of its own. That
was in one way the most horrible
thing about it. It did not spread
and dlﬁuse as gas would do, but

gasped Anthony.
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moved in a solid bloek with cumulus
edges.

For a moment or two nothing more
occurred; then Sylvia ecried out
again: ‘‘It’s taking shape!’’ Staring,
horror-stricken, they saw that this
was indeed the case. Out of that
solid wall of greenish gas—a foul,
horrible green, that reminded them of
rotten slime and duckweed—ecertain
portions were growing together, were
becoming a form. And as the Hor-
ror did this, so did the foul smell
grow greater till they could hardly
breathe the air round them. It was
suffocating them.

Antony made a supreme effort,
and without loosing his hold of Syl-
via, jerked his elbow through the
window. The raw night air came In
with a rush, but it eould not dispel
the vapor inside. The edges of the

‘block wavered a little for a moment,

but that was all.

» Sylvia was sobbing quietly, bury-
ing her head on Antony’s shoulder,
trying to shut out the sight. A sud-
den cateh of his breath made her
look up again, and she shuddered,
sick with fear.

The form was growing -clearer
now; the central part of the green
gas had become a being, an entity
such as they had never seen before.
Swaying backward and forward,
raised slightly above the floor but
without visible means of support, was
a travesty of a man—grotesquely
limbed and featured. But the chief
horror lay in the expression. Never
had Antony or Sylvia conceived that
such bestiality, such foulness could
live in any semblance to the human
face. It seemed inearnate evil, and
it swayed toward them with a leer,
coming imperceptibly closer every
moment.

Antony’s back was against the
wall; he ecould retreat mo farther;
Svlvm lay upon his arm, ha.lf-famt-
ing with terror.
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Somehow, by some strange instinet,
Antﬂny knew that he must make no
effort to get out by the w mdow,
that outside was the ereature’s own
ground: at a disadvantage here, he
would be utterly lost if he made any
attempt at a fight in the garden. The
thing must be faced here and now.
It was coming closer; the fetid smell
was overpowering. Helpless, Antony
lay splayed against the wall. It
could be only a question of minutes,
perhaps only a few seconds, before
he and Sylvia would be engulfed in
this ghastly sea of evil that eman-
ated from the foul Horror in the
Toom.

His hand, groping wildly round,
touched the poker, hut he made no
effort to pick it up, knowing that
such a weapon could do no good. His
eyes roamed wildly round, seeking
for help. Was there nothing that
could save them? Were they to be
possessed forever by the Thing, to
fall hopelessly, irredeemably into its
clutches?

Sylvia gave a little moan and
fainted dead away on his arm, her
head rolling to one side. The shaft
of moonlight caught a ribbon round
her neck. Antony saw it, unthink-
ingly, then with a glimmer of hope.
With his free hand he jerked at the
ribbon and dragged out the little
silver crucifix she always wore.

The time for drastic measures had
come; the Horror was only a yard
away; Antony felt that he himself
could not keep his senses much long-
er; he dropped his wife on the floor
and stood in front of her, the crucifix
held at arm’s léngth, his eyes on the
horrible black depths where the crea-
ture’s eyes should be.

For a long minute he stood there,
taut as a bow-string, concentrating
all that was left of his strength. And
the thing wavered, swayed backward,
then forward, while a sudden wave
of mnoisomeness engulfed Antony.
Dimly he realized that this was the
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ecrucial moment; that It was doing
its utmost to crush him then. With
one last supreme effort he flung the
silver crucifix straight into the mid-
dle of the mocking, hestial face, ery-
ing: ‘““In the name of Christ, be-
gone!’’

There was a sound of rushing
wind, a ery so terrible that it rang
in h1s ears for weeks, and the Hor-
ror disseminated and disappeared,
leaving the room filled with the raw
night air from the broken window.

Then Antony fainted also.

HE doctor was already in bed and

asleep when he was roused by,
the pealing of his night bell, and
looking out, saw two figures at the
door. He hurried down and, to his
surprize, Antony and Sylvia tettered
into the hall. He dragged the story
from them by dint of close question-
ing.

““What is it, Doetor?’”’ pleaded

Sylvia. ‘“Will it come again?’’

“I don’t know,’’ he said. ‘‘Hon-
estly, I don’t know. But I should
not stay at ‘Roman’s,” if I were
you.’’

““What was it?’’ reiterated An-
tony.

The doctor moved his hands depre-
catingly. ‘“A Roman encampment
and settlement,’’ he said; ‘‘it has
been considered by many experts that
the hill is not a natural one but was
originally a tumulus, perhaps also a
barrow. And it is a well-known faet
among those who study the occult,
that such places are the favorite
haunts of elementals.

““Mrs. Wayre—indeed, both of you
—you have had a very fortunate es-
cape. Something unknown to us,
some natural cause, perhaps, some
hidden attraction in one or other of
you had let it loose and sent it like
the devil its master ‘seeking whom
it might devour.” It is only by the
oerace of God that either of you can
tell me the tale.”’



By the Well of Tizx He Was Buried

THE RETURN

By G. G. PENDARVES

‘¢ -M-M! Might spend a night

¥ in many worse places than

this!’’ said Arnold Drys-

dale to himself, as his host disap-

peared; leaving- him alone in the

great vaulted room, lit by the dane-
ing flicker of a log-fire.

The portraits on the paneled walls
were veiled by the shadowy darkness,
but beyond the circle of radiance
within which Drysdale sat could be
seen the dim outline of the Bechstein
grand, the huddle of chairs at the far
end of the music room, the pale glim-
mer of flowers in tall vases, and the
clouded splendor of the gold brocade
eurtains drawn across the windows.

““Yes! It’s a very easy way of earn-

ing five pounds!’’ went on Drysdale
reflectively, lounging back in his
chair and lighting a cigarette. ‘‘And
what’s more—I believe it’s done the
trick with Millicent,’’ he echuckled
complaeently; ‘‘she thinks I’'m no
end of a hero to take on the wager
and spend a night in the haunted
room!’’ His lazy brown eyes half
closed as he thought of Millicent
Fayne—her youth, her loveliness,
her dawning love for himself, and
above all her wealth. ‘‘Nothing like
a misspent youth for teaching a man
the sort of woman he ought to
marry,’’ he eoncluded; ‘‘diserimina-
tion is better than innocence, and ex-
perience than much fine love!”’

He looked round sharply as the
far door of the room opened, and a
man’s tall fieure showed for an In-
stant against the lighted ecorridor
without, before the door was closed

agaTBBand the intruder approached.

““That you, Holbrook?’’ said Drys-
dale, thinking his host had returned
to add a word of warning or adviece.
““Come back to see me hobnobbing

.with your spectral friend—eh?”’

- ““It’s not Holbrook!
Jim MecCurdie!”’

‘“Wha-a-a-t?’’ Drysdale sprang to
his feet. ‘“Why, where. .. how?”’

““I wasn’t sure if I eould get here
tonight, so I did not let Holbrook
know I was coming—thought 1’d just
give you a surprize!”’

‘‘Surprize!’’ echoed Drysdale
faintly, his hands clenched so that the
knuckles gleamed, his cigarette drop-
ping from suddenly relaxed lips to
the rug at his feet.

Jim MecCurdie sat down at the ta-
hle, and looked aecross at his eompan-
ion with a grin. “‘I heard yonu were
at your old game of playing hero,’
he said, ‘“‘and I thought it was a good
opportunity of finding you alone.
I’ve wanted this little chat with you
for the last eight years!’’

‘“‘Then you weren’t . ... you didn’t

. you ecame back after all from
that ex edition?’’

“Yes—I came back after all.
We’re pretty tough—we MeCurdies
—and there were sevéeral good reasons
for my getting back. It’s a bit too
late for doing all T meant to do—but
there’s still one thing!”’

A silence fell. The shadows in the
big room seemed to thrust forward to
peer and listen, as Drysdale sank into
his chair and looked at his old rival
opposite him—ineredibly aged and
altered from the gay, carefree youth

Ay I MR
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whom Drysdale had sent on that
deadly mission eight years ago.

““Then the ambush——?’’" Drys-
dale bit back the words too late;
against his will the fatal question had
shaped itself into words.

“Ah yes—the ambush! You knew
all about the ambush, didn’t you?
You urged me and my men to take
that particular route across the des-
ert, knowing that Ibn Said and his
ruffians waited by the Well of Tiz for
. us! You cowardly—lying—thief!”’

The last deliberately spoken words
bit like ice into Drysdale’s eonseious-
ness, and partly steadied his whirling
thoughts.

““Thief!”’ he stuttered; ‘‘thief!’’

““Thief—one who steals what be-
longs to another man,’’ explained
MeCurdie, leaning forward until his
eyes blazed like points of blue flame
into those of his eompanion. Drys-
dale’s gaze fell before them and he
half rose from his seat.

““Sit  still,’’ ordered MeCurdie.
‘“I've come a long way for the pleas-
ure of mcctmg you once more; and
now you’re going to listen!’’

‘““Don’t make a fool of yourself,’’
sneered Drysdale, his confidence re-
turning as he began to adjust him-
self to the situation. ¢‘‘Thief—you
call me!”> He shrugeged his shoul-
ders. ‘‘Jean Kennedy was quite
ready to be stolen, if that’s what you
mean.’’

““You tricked her and lied to her
and deceived her! You left her to
die miserably—as you left me.”’

““That’s your own rotten imagina-
tion at work,”” answered Drysdale.
‘“‘She went abroad the year after you
—er—disappeared ; no one ever heard
what became of her.’”’

‘“She went to Bruges—she lived at
a mean little inn ecalled Le Chat Gris
—and died there when her son—and
yours-—was born!’’

Drysdale started back, his nonchal-
ance again stripped from him. ‘“How
the devil did you——%"?
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McCurdie’s lean brown hands toyed
with the mateh box on the table. ‘I
know where she lies buried in the
paupers’ graveyard down by the
river—she and her nameless son. I
know that you stopped her allow-
ance when her reproaches anmoyed
you; and that she became a wretched,
half-starved slave to the inmnkeeper,
Pére Grossart, and his drnnken

wife.’’

“Damn you—you paid them to tell
you this fairy-tale!’’ blustered Drys-
dale.

““I have never spoken to them in
my life,”” was the answer.

““Liar! No one else in the world
could know that she—that I

‘“So—you corroborate the story.”’

‘“No, eurse you, I don’t!’’ shouted
Drysdale, . getting to his feet.
““You've found them out by accident
and concocted this tale to try to rum
me.’

‘““Before you ruin Millicent Fayne
—as a climax to your varied career.’”

Drysdale’s angry faee changed, the
red faded, and ugly unexpected lines
appeared round his mouth. His
brown eyes were suddenly hard and
caleulating.

““So thal’s your little game!’’ he
sald at last. ‘“We’re rivals once
more! I did not know you had ever
met Milliecent,”” he went on. ““You’ re
going to try to use my ‘guilty past’
as a weapon! Very neat—I see—I
see!”” And turning to the whisky and
soda which stood on the table, he be-
gan to fill his glass.

OR a moment the other man sat
very still, looking steadily at
Drysdale; then, pushing back his
chair, he got up and stood with his
back to the glowing fire, his thin
brown hands elasped behind him.
““TI thought that even you would
see such an obvious thing,”” Me-
Curdie rejoined at last. ‘‘You’ll
leave here tonight—now, in fact!”’
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All the baffling, violent emotions
that had possessed Drysdale during
the last few minutes boiled up sud-
" denly within him, his interlocutor’s
words of easy command setting a
matech to his fury. With a swift, un-
controlled movement he hurled the
glass he held, striking MeCurdie full
in the face.

There was a sharp hissing sound as
the liquid splashed on’the hot tiles
of the hearth, and the glass shivered
against the mantelpiece a few feet be-
hind MeCurdie’s head.

“Good God!”’
was a mere thread of sound, as the
eves of the other man continued to
look stedfastly into his own. ‘“Who
—what are you?’’

““I am Jim MeCurdie, whom you
sent to death eight years ago in the
Desert of Tlat.”’

Drysdale gasped and held on to the
back of a chair, while the familiar
surroundings of the musiec room re-
ceded to vast distances and a swim-
ming darkness enveloped him. Then,
slowly, reason asserted itself. How
absurd of him to think, even for a
moment, that the glass had passed
through McCurdie’s head! It was
merely an effect of the firelight and
his own jangled nerves.

““It appears you did not die—in
spite of my efforts,”” he answered,
with a barely perceptible tremor in
his voice.

““1 was buried by the Well of Tiz,
with six spear-wounds through my
body.”’

Drysdale looked stunned for a mo-
ment, but a lifelong habit of disbe-
lieving what he did not understand
conquered his rising fear.

‘“‘Either you’re Jim MeCurdie or
his double! In any case you’re mak-
ing a nuisance of yourself,’”’ he said
finally, and drawing an automatic
from his pocket he leveled it at his
companion, who had moved until he
stood with his back to the paneled
wall at the right of the fireplace. ‘I

Drysdale’s voice
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am going to shoot you. If you did
not die in the desert, you’ll die here
and now! I shall say I thought you
were the ghost that haunts this
room!’’ ,

““I am the ghost!’’ replied Me-
Curdie. ‘‘I have waited eight years
to get back again; and tonight gave
me my entrance to the world of hu-
mans once more. . In this room there
is power I could adapt to my needs—
power to materialize—to borrow for
a brief time a visible human garment
for my soul.”’

“‘Splendid!’’ answered Drysdale,
with a sneering laugh. ‘‘You always
had a powerful imagination, Me-
Curdie. Well, I am going to deprive
you of your garment once and for
all.”’ :

He raised his arm and a shot rang
out—but the tall figure stood motion-
less before him, the blue eyes steady
on his own.

“Curse it!”’ muttered Drysdale,
““This light '’ he fired again and
vet again. ‘‘Die, can’t you!’’ he
shrieked, stumbling up close to that
quiet figure, and putting the muzzle
of his weapon to its breast he fired
one shot after another in rapid sue-
cession ; then fell with a wild yell of
laughter to the ground, the smoking
revolver clenched in his fingers.

OLBROOK was the first to find him
lying there, and hastily dropped
his handkerchief over that agonized,
grinning face, before the startled

guests and servants poured into the
room,.

The paneled wall to the right of
the fireplace was riddled with bullets;
but no sign of blood—no foot nor
fingerprint of any assailant did the

keenest man from Secotland Yard ever
discover.

What or whom Drysdale had tried
to shoot was never known—for the
dead ean mnot speak; or if they do,
they are not believed.
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HUMDRUM, indeed, must have
been the existence of that
man who, having reached
middle age, can look back on no epi-
- sode or occurrence i11a&his past life
that was either uncanny, outré, or in-
explicable by the ordinary laws of
physics. When a man has been
blessed, or otherwise, by being the
chief actor in such incidents, he has
food for speculation for the rest of
his natural life, and perhaps beyond.
Let skepties scoff—who can blame
them, not having taken part in the

happenings themselves ?—Dbut I, hav-

ing seen, sensed and felt what I have
find it 11np0331ble to ‘‘laugh off.”’

It was back in the 80’s, in the early
days of my novitiate as a United
States eustoms guard, that I was as-
signed the offshore detail on the
passenger steamship Glory of the
" West as she lay tied up at the Broad-
way dock in San F'ranciseo one win-
ter’s night. Well do I remember it.

To the uninitiated I may explain

.. H.H],l”um; P

“There were three blinding flashes of
light even before Garcia’s l:nsseﬂ ‘You
lie’ was fairly uttered.”

that the duty of the offshore or deck
detail of the customs guarding forece
consists in preventing the smuggling
of goods by boat or otherwise off the
vessel by way of the offshore or
waterward side.

Brrr, what a disagreeable night!
Despite my heavy overcoat and muf-
fler, I shivered. A fine drizzle, driv-
en by a cold, gusty wind, seemed to
penetrate to my very marrow as I
tramped up and down the deck with
feet heavy and chill as two chunks of
1Ce.

I heard quick footsteps approach-
ing—ah, the lieutenant of the wateh.

‘““Hello,’’ said a cheery voice.

‘“Hello, lieutenant,’”’ I returned.

‘““How’s everything?’’ he asked,
gazing round and taking in the gen-
eral surroundings.

‘““Oh, everything’s all right,”’ T re-
plied, ‘‘at least as right as it can
be when you’re cold and wet and
miserable. This job of guarding-

officer is no snap. If every night
489
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were like this one I’d chuek it up and
go to heaving coal.’’

‘““‘It’s a pretty nasty night, that’s a
fact,”” said Wood, sympathetically,
‘“especially for the offshore detail.
But this is only one night. Cheer up,
Stallard, there’ll be other nights, fine
nights that you’ll enjoy and that’ll
make you feel glad to be one of Unecle
Sam’s boys. You’d better go below,”’
he continued, ‘‘and have the ship’s
watchman fix you up a cup of coffee.
I'll relieve you for a few minutes.’’

A fine chap, that John Wood, a
man with a heart freighted deep with
sympathy and thoughtfulness for his
fellow-man. No wonder he had the
love and respect of the whole wateh.

I hastened down to the deck below
by way of the port gangplank and
soon was enjoying the warmth and
cheer of the snug little galley. Pres-
ently I rejoined the lieutenant, feel-
mmg greatly invigorated and re-
freshed. After a few more words he
left me to resume my solitary vigil.

The wind hummed in the rigging
and the rain swished down on the
slippery deck glistening in the glow
of the distant dock-lights. The
winches alternately hissed and
purred over the main hatch, like
great cats crouched in the shadow of
the forward cabins waiting for their
prey. 1 tarried often before them,
for their slight warmth was grateful ;
it was good to clasp the steam pipes

and thaw out the griping eold from
my numbed fingers.

Seven bells, half-past 3, chimed
from some ‘‘lime juicer’’ anchored
near—rfour long hours before my re-
lief would start from the distant
mail dock at the other end of San
Franeiseo’s waterfront! I thought
ruefully of my warm bed at home.
Why the devil should there be such a
thing as night work? Why couldn’t
everybody sleep at night like white
folks, as the good Lord intended?
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WALKED aft and looked over the
& dreary expanse of the bay, over-
hung with the misty curtains of the
night. The faint light on Yerba
Buena Island vaguely blinked a

‘sleepy warning to the mariner ven-

turesome enough to risk his craft in
the jaws of the storm, and ever and
anon the hoarse murmur of the fog
signal on Alcatraz boomed across the
heaving space like a deep sonorous
snore.

I stood close by the door of the
smoking saloon. It was unlocked, 1
knew, for I had tried it before. I
turned the handle and peered into
the gloom within. A soft, delicious
warmth enfolded me, for it was the
sailing day of the Glory of the West
and her steam pipes were full. 1
stepped inside and sat down on the
end of the richly upholstered settee
that ran along the wall framing the
doorway, leaving the door slightly
open so that I could see almost the
whole length of the deck forward
and a wide stretch of waters along-
side. . Surely, I thought, from this
point I should be able to detect and
prevent any attempt at smuggling
overboard ; at least, nothing could be
pulled off in the short time it would
take to thaw some of the chill out of
my bones. But would I be perform-

ing my striet duty?

While still debating this econfliet
between desire and duty, I heard a
licht step ascending the heavily car-
peted stairs leading from the dining -
saloon. T turned and beheld a mess-
boy lighting the two lamps in the
smoking room in which I sat. I was
still wondering at this proceeding,
which was unusual at this time of the
morning, when I heard voices and
more footsteps. Three men came up
from below.

I was fairly caught, and, though
ashamed to be found in this equivoecal
position, pride would not permit me
to seem to run away; so I assumed a
look of indifference and kept my seat.
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I wondered how it happened that
passengers were already on board,
for, although the vessel was to sail
that day, it was not customary to al-
low them to come aboard so long be-
fore the sailing hour. I judged that
they were passengers because they
did not look like seafaring men. They

wore no uniforms, nor any of the

habiliments of seamen.

One of them said something I did
not catch to the messhoy, who nodded
and softly retired below. No one
noticed me, nor, indeed, even seemed
aware of my presence.

Of the last comers one was a big,

hroad-shouldered man, with ruddy,

bearded face and enormous hands;
the second, small and dark-skinned
with glistening black eyes and long
mustachios; while the third was tall
and slender, blond and smooth-shav-
en—evidently an Englishman from
his speech and appearance.

The big man offered a cigar to each
of his companions, and they all seat-
ed themselves at the starboard table
near the opposite wall; the big man
to the right, the dark man to the left,
and the Englishman facing me where
I sat on my settee shrinking against
the wall near the door.

‘““Well, Mottingly,’’ began the big
man in a deep, booming voice which
he tried to make low and subdued,
““I hope that bite we’ve just had will
change our luck. It’s a new one on
me. I generally sit through a game
till I’'ve had enough. A gambler
would think it unlucky; but we ain’t
superstitious, are we? Anyhow, we
can’t have no worse luck than we
been having. Gareia,”’ turning to
the dark man, ‘““what’re you goin’
t’do with all your winnings? Lemme
sell you a mine. Put your money
back in the groun’ where it come
from, an’ let her grow.’’ He laughed;
but the Englishman only frowned—
the look on his face was stern, the
muscles tensely drawn.
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The man addressed as Garcia
smiled, showing a set of very white
teeth. Instinetively I disliked him.

“What, me?’’ he said, with a
shrug. ‘“Oh, I no can count my
weenings till she be hatch; ha, ha,
ha,’” he langhed at his own attempted
witticism.

The big man laughed back. ‘“Don’t
you try to hateh nothin’ now, Garecia,
‘cause you ain’t no farmer.”’

Their pleasantry was here inter-
rupted by the return of the messhoy
with a tray containing a bottle, three
glasses and two packs of cards, which
he set upon the table. The English-
man seized the bottle and poured a
drink for each. I could see his hand
tremble slightly as he drank. A gleam
came into his eyes as he cried: ‘‘Now
for our revenge, eh, Thompson? Let
us be at it.”’

He shuffled a pack of eards and
they cut for the deal. The big man
dealt and I saw that the game was to
be poker. No chips were used, only
the hard coin, with which all ap-

- peared to be plentifully supplied.

They played steadily for a half-
hour or more, the big man losing
slightly, for he played very cautious-
ly, the Englishman losing heavily;
while the bright, yellow gold rose in
ever-growing, glittering piles at Gar-
cila’s right hand.

The strained look in the English-
man’s eyes grew more tense, the
frown on his brow deeper. He drank
often, and I could see that he was
gradually losing his nerve.

At last the big man said: ‘‘Say,
Mott, I think we’ve had enough, let’s
quit.”’

‘““No,”” exclaimed Mottingly testily,
‘“‘you drop out if you want to. Luck
is bound to turn for me sometime.
Damme, I’ll make it or break the
blasted bank!’’

“Verry well, Senor,”” spoke Gar-
cia, yawning, ‘‘eef you weesh we
queet, I queet. I am the so tire’, 1
sleepy.”’
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‘““No,”” said Thompson quietly,
with a sharp glance at the last speak-
er, ‘‘I’ll stay in.’’

HE game went on again, but muech

more silently, with an under-
current of something sinister, some
force not apparent on the surface of
play and conversation.

I was becoming aware of a feeling
I could not explain. A message—I1
could not yet comprehend what—
was being telegraphed to me by my
subconseious mind. Omnce, I thought
—but no, I must be mistaken, else the
others would have noticed it. Yes,
there it was again. I was sure I
could not be wrong this time. I was
indignant, shocked. In my excite-
ment I had almost risen to my feet
and was pointing to Gareia, the
words ready to shout on my tongue,
when something in the Englishman’s
attitude held me spellbound. The
blue tinge had faded from his faece,
it was now white as snow; his jaws
were set, the lines deep-drawn, while
the flesh seemed to have receded from
the bones of his cheeks. But he was
cool, ah, so eool! His hands were
steady as a roek as he laid down his
cards. So, then, someone else had
seen it, too! His actions and ap-
pearance seemed silently to ecall a
halt in the play. All waited for him
to proeeed. It was his move!

He ecoolly struck a match and
lighted a fresh cigar. “‘I say, Gar-
cia,”” he commenced, ‘‘I have no
more money with me, you’ve cleaned
me out. But here’s the deed to the
Lone Pine mine that I just paid Mr.
Thompson $10,000 for. I’ll stake the
mine against your pile there and
what you won from us last night,
which ought to make it about even, as
near as I can ficure it =

‘““Hell, no!”’ broke in Thompson;
““don’t do it, Mottingly. Let the
stuff go, you can’t buck against such
a streak of bad luck as you’ve uncov-
ered. But the mine is a good one and
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will pay it all back to you in a short
time.’’

Mottingly raised his hand as if to
command silence,

Garcia played thoughtfully with a
stack of coins, letting them fall to
the table with a rippling sound.
‘““Ah,”’ he observed softly, ‘‘I deed
not think Meester Motting-a-ly she
shall need one—ha—nurse.’’

Thompson flushed redly. Motting-
ly’s jaw set more firmly, but he went
on evenly, as though there had been
no interruption: ‘‘Provided,”” he
spoke slowly and distinetly, almost
hissingly, ‘‘provided Mr. Thompson
deals the cards 4

‘““What-a for that?’’ cried Gareia
quickly, his teeth showing in an evil
snarl, his eyes flashing luridly from
the ghastly greenish yellow of his
face.

All three were leaning forward in
a crouching attitude and were, un-
consciously, slowly rising. The light
of understanding had broken on the
face of Thompson, now livid with
fury.

‘‘Otherwise,”” went on the tense,
slow, almost monotonous voice of
Mottingly, ‘‘otherwise you will re-
fund to him and to me every cent
you have won from us.’’

There was an instant’s pause. The
situation was tense. The adversaries
—now such in earnest—were keenly
eyeing one another, each studying the
situation and calculating chances.
The sword of fate hung by a hair.

Gareia spoke coolly now, almost
contemptuously; but there was a fur-
tive, hunted look in the eyes that
glanced rapidly from one to the other
of his opponents and over and beside
and beyond them. ‘‘For why you
ask-a that, Meester Motting-a-ly,
you spick verry—ha—strange—what-
a for shall I to geeve to you the
money I have win?’’

They were now all on their feet.

‘““‘Because,”” thundered Mottingly,
raking the spreading pile of gold to-
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ward himself with one hand and mak-
ing a quick backward movement with
the other, ‘““you’ve been dealing from
the bottom of the pack. You’re a
damned cheat! I saw——"’

There were three blinding flashes
of light even before Garcia’s hissed
““You lie’’ was fairly uttered, fol-
lowed by a erash.

“LYrELLO,”’ said a voice, ‘“ain’t you
afraid of the ghosts?’’

The ship’s watehman was holding
a lantern up to my faee with one
hand, while the other was on the
handle of the door, which evidently
had just banked shut.

‘““What ghosts?’’ 1 gasped.

““Why, the ghosts of three men that
killed one another over a game of
cards in here about twenty years ago.
1 heard it from the mate that was on
her at the time.”’

‘““Were they all killed?’’ I inquired
regretfully.

‘““Yep, there was an Englishman,
an American and a Chileno. There
were two empty shells in the Chi-
leno’s gun an’ one in the American’s.
The Englisher 