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STORM of indignant letters from admirers of Seabury Quinn’s
A stories, ever quick to resent any attack on their favorite writer, has
followed the publication in the May issue Eyrie of a complaint by one
of our authors (whose name was not used) against stories which ‘‘allow the
forces of evil almost unlimited modes of self-expression, while restricting the
opposite force to the use by the hero of such symbols as a holy relic or sprig
of some plant, waved under the nose of the particular devil in the case.”” The
writer went on to remark, ‘‘I know I usually get nearly to the end of each
de Grandin tale, vowing to myself that here is the best story in the magazine,
and then have the fellow flaunt the toenail of a saint or some such thing.””
Many readers of this attack on the mercurial Frenchman have rallied to
the defense of the de Grandin stories, setting forth in explicit detail their
reasons for believing that the Frenchman is traduced by the attack. But it
is Seabury Quinn himself, the daddy of this excitable, temperamental and
lovable fictional character, who has provided the most complete refutation of
the eriticism, and we publish his reply herewith,

‘““Now, I think that squabbles among authors in the pages of W. T. are
unseemly,’”” Quinn writes, ‘“‘but I have been viciously and untruthfully at-
tacked, and I think I’'m entitled to a defense. Don’t you? Honestly?. Fairly?

‘“‘Let us consider just how the evidence squares with the other author’s
blanket accusation. Let us take the last six stories by me to be published in
WemRp Tares, and consider the means of defense or attack used by J. de G.

““1.—Body and Soul. Here the spirit of an executed murderer reani-
mated an Egyptian mummy., De Grandin overcame the thing by setting fire
to its tinder-dry ecarcass with a magnesium flare, Where was the holy relie,
either part of a saint’s anatomy, or not, there?

“‘2.—Restless Souls. In this tale an tkon from the Greek church was used,
it’s true, but only incidentally. The vampire was put out of the way most
effectively by being eremated in a thoroughly modern erematory. The vam-
Ppire’s innocent vietim was given the rest of true death by the classic method of
the wooden stake. I fear the criticism of the undue use of sacred relics fails

(Continued on page 6)_
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form. to sell at the publish-
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postage.
Tremendously Popular

THE MOON TERROR was such a
thrilling story that the entire reserve
stock of the issue containing the first
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to start the story from the beginning,
but began to read it with the second
installment. It narrates the sensa-
tional attempt of a group of Chinese
scientists to obtain rulership of the

WEIRD TALES, Book Dept. M-17
840 N. Michigan Ave.,

Chicago, Illinois

world by a tremendous threat against
the very existence of the earth. The
diabolical methods by which they put
their scheme into execution, the
frantiec race across the ocean to eir-
cumvent them, the weird and exciting
adventures that befell, make
one of the most gripping
and fascinating novels ever
written.

For Your Library

This book will make a
valuable addition to your
library collection. It is beau-
tifully bound in rich blue
cloth with attractive orange-
colored jacket.

Don’t Pass This Up

Your life is not complete until you
have read this book of thrills. It is
full of breath-taking adventures and
eery crime.

Noté: If your bookdealer doesn’'t carry this
book in stock, have him order it for you, or,
mail the coupon to us and we will send the book
direct to you postage prepaid.

ern TALES, Book Dept. M-17,
I 840 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois.

| Enclosed find $1.50 for cloth-bound eopy
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{ Continued from poage £)

to hold good here. I’ve read many vampire stories, but never before I wrote
of it myself did I hear of a vampire being burned in a modern, commerecial
crematory.

““3.—The Chapel of Mystic Horror. Here de Grandin uses a sprig cut
from a tree grown from the Holy Thorn of Glastonbury. It works well on one
of the lesser ghostly villains, but proves entirely inefficacious on the master
of the black lodge. Indeed, it produces only a derisive laugh from him. There-
fore de Grandin used radium to reduce the evil entities to nothingness. Sure-
Iy, radium is not to be classed as ‘the toenail of a saint or some such thing.’
Indeed, the use of radinm for such a purpose is, as far as I know, my own
conception. Still, T am accused of always dragging in holy relics to the rescue.

““4 —The Black Master. The revenant of the old pirate is shot and ‘killed
to death’ by de Grandin with a silver bullet. A couplet from Whittier is
cited as authority for the use of such missiles, and de Grandin specifically
states that he had the bullet cast for him that very afternoon by a jeweler.
~ Nothing savoring of the use of bell, book and candle there, I trow.

“5—The Devil-People. To overcome the invaders from the South Seas
in this tale, de Grandin puts lime juice upon his weapons. Lime juice is very
good. It is especially good in summer, if it be judiciously mixed with ice,
charged water and a sufficient amount of Gordon gin, but its strongest adve-
cate would not claim any saintly qualities for it. I fear the charge of lugging
in long-deceased saints by their toes will not hold here.

““6.—The Deril’s Rosary. Chinese magic, the ashes of camphor wood and
chickens’ blood are used here to combat the Tibetan priests. In addition to

these, de Grandin uses the blade of his sword-cane. I doubt if the cane of such
a profane little man as de Grandin ean truthfully be called saintly; certainly

there is no claim that the chickens from which the blood was obtained wers
holy chickens, and nowhere in the story does it appear that the camphor wood
which produced the ashes had been blessed by any sort of religious ceremony.

‘““The faect is, Wright, the charges against me faw down and go boom,
for there isn’t a seintilia of evidence to support them. Here I've cited six
stories—half a year’s supply, and nowhere does a saint, or even a saint’s toe-
nail, appear. I've cited chapter and verse in my defense. My traducer has
done nothing but make a blanket accusation, without one shred of evidences
to support it.”’

W. Kahlert, of San Franciseo, writes to the Eyrie: ““The best story in

your May issue is unquestionably The Scourge of B’Moih, by Bertram Russell.
In coneception and execution it is not inferior to the great mystery novels of

all time.”’

““My infant daughter has a craving for the covers of WEIRD TALES,’’ writes
Mrs. Joseph C. Murphy, of Brooklyn. ‘‘The last one she cried for. I am
getting to be a violent enthusiast over Frank Belknap Long, Jr. I am not

(Continued on page 136)
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NEXT MONTH

An unusually great lineup of fine stories is scheduled for the August issue of
WEIBD TALES, on sale July 1.

THE PURPLE SEDAN THE SHADOW KINGDOM

By Lois Lane By Robert E, Howard '

An unusual ghost story, involving a strange- A tale of grisly serpent shapes, of the
colored automobile and the solution of a ancient kingdom of WValusia, of Kull the
shocking murder. King, and Brule the Spear-slayer.

THE INN OF TERROR
By Gaston Leroux

A tale of stark realism and gripping horror by the
author of *“The Phantom of the Opers."

THE IDOL-CHASER HIS UNCONQUERAB
By Barry Scobee ENEMY |
A strange quest took the two white men . By W. C. Hmw

into the jungies, among unknown tribes and The rajah could inflict dread tortures and
unforeseen dangers—a wholly unusual tale of  mytilations upon his enemy, but he could

adventure.

DEMON DOOM OF N'YENG SEN
By Bassett Morgan

The author of “The Devils of Po S8ung'” returns again
to the South Seas for another gripping tale of brain-
transplantation and horrors unspeakr ble.

THE SPEARED LEOPARD OUTSIDE THE UNIVERSE

By John Horne By Edmond Hamilton

An eery story of the Leopard-men of Africa, Blood-freezing horrors make vivid the pages
of a weird metamorphosis, and bloody death of the second installment of this epic weird-

—a tale of negro magic. sclentific novel.

THE HANGING OF ALFRED WADHAM

By E, ¥, Benson

A terrible ordeal was that of the pgood priest who,
because of the inviolate secrecy of the confessional,
could not save an innocent man from execution, and

was thereafter haunted by evil apparitions,

These are some of the super-excellent stories that will appear in the August
issue of WEIRD TALES.

not subdue the im;_}la.cabla spirit of revenge.
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HE ambulance-gong insistence
of my night bell brought me
up standing from a stuporlike
sleep. For something like the mil-
honth time I cursed the poor judg-
ment which had led me to study
medicine, as I shoved my toes into
a pair of slippers and draped a bath-
robe about my rather matronly figure,
then, still half blinded by lingering
Sleep, began feeling my way down the
stairs, one groping foot tentatively
preceding the other in the mechanies
of descent.

‘““Are you the doector?’’ a breath-
less voice demanded as I switched on
the vestibule light and opened the
door. A hatless youth, jacket and
trousers drawn over his pajamas, half
stumbled, half fell through the door-
way and clawed desperately at my
sleeve. ‘‘Quick, quick, Doctor,”’ he
hurried on, not waiting for my affirm-
ative, it’s my uncle--CoIonel Evans.

“The drawn face of a corpse grinned sar-

donically up.”

He’s—he’s dying, sir. I think he at-
tempted suicide, and——"’ .

‘““All right,”’ I agreed, turning to
sprint upstairs. ‘‘What sort of wound
has he?—or was it poison?’’

““It’s in his throat,’’ the youth re-
plied. ‘‘I found him in the bathroom,
lying on the floor, and—«oh Doctor

please hurry!’’

I took the last four steps at a bound,
snatched some garments from the bed-
side chair and charged down again,

‘pulling on my clothes like a fireman

responding to a night alarm as I ran.
‘““Now, which way ’> T began, but:

““Tiens, why do we stand here like
statues on the Arc de Triomphe?’’ a
querulous voice demanded from the
stairs. ‘‘Trowbridge, mon vieuz, it is
to hasten. Come, the young man can
relate what he found as we rush to
the relief of Monsieur his unele.””

Both our caller and I stared with

open-mouthed amazement as Julgs' de
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Grandin, meticulously garbed as
though he had spent an hour on his
toilet, ran lightly down the stairs,
snatched my first-aid kit from 1its
place in the hall closet and motioned
us toward the door.

Swallowing my astonishment, I
turned to the visitor. ‘‘This is Dr. de
Grandin,’’ I introduced. ‘‘He’s stop-
ping with me, and will be of great as-
sistance i

‘““Yes, parbleu, and the Trump of
Judgment will serve excellently well
as an alarm eclock if we delay long
enough!’’ the little Frenchman inter-
rupted, literally foreing the caller
and me through the front door. *‘En
avant, mes amis; let us go.”’

As I shot the self-starter of my ear
I wondered anew at Jules de Grandin.
That he slept like a cat I already
knew, but how he could have been
wakened by the conversation in the
hall, arrayed himself like Solomon in
all his glory and been ready to re-
spond to the urgent call in so short a
time was beyond me.

‘““Down two blocks and over one—
376 Albion Road,’’ the young man’s
direction broke through my wonder-
ing revery. ‘‘My uncle went to bed
about 10 o’clock, according to the
servants, and none of them heard him
moving about since. I1’d been down-
town to a fraternity meeting, and
didn’t get home till half an hour ago.
When I went to the bathroom to wash
my teeth I found him there. He was
lying on the floor beside the tub with
a razor in his hand, and blood was all
over the place. It was awful!”’

‘““Undoubtlessly,’’” de Grandin mur-
mured from his place on the rear seat.
“What did you next, young Mon-
sieur?’’

““I snatehed a roll of gauze from
the medicine cabinet and staunched
the wound as well as I could, then
called Soames, the butler, and had
him hold the pack in place while I
raced round here for you. I remem-
lfaemd’seaing your sign sometime be-

ore.’

‘We drew up before the Evans man-
sion as he conecluded his recital, and
rushed through the door and up the
stairs together.

‘““In there,”’ our companion direct-
ed, pointing to a doorway through
which a eolumn of bright light
streamed out to the darkened hall. A
portly man in bathrobe and slip-
pers knelt above a recumbent form
stretched at full length on the white
tiles of the bathroom floor. One glanece
at the supine ficure and both de
Grandin and I turned away, I with a
deprecating shake of my head, the
Frenchman with a fatalistie shrug of
his narrow shoulders.

‘““He has no need of our serviees,
that poor one,”’ de Grandin informed
the nephew. ‘““Ten minutes ago, per-
haps yes; now’’ — another shrug —
‘“the undertaker, the clergyman, per-
haps the police, are the only attend-
ants he requires.’’

““The police?’’ the young man
echoed in a shocked voiee. ‘‘Surely,
Doé:tor, this is a case of suieide,
an _____!'!

“Do you say so?’’ the Frenchman

interrupted sharply. ‘‘Trowbridge,
my friend, consider this, if you
please.”” Delicately, so that not so

much as a hair of the dead man’s thin,
white beard was disturbed, he indi-

eated the deeply incised slash aeross

the cut throat. ‘‘Does that
nothing?’’ he demanded.

(¥ 1 Why el, __? »

““Perfectly. If you will wipe vour
pince-nez before you look a second
time, you will observe the cut runs
diagonally from right to left.”’

““Of course, but——"’

“But Monsieur the deceased was
right-handed—look how the razor lies
beneath his right hand. Now, if you
will raise your hand to your own
throat and draw the index finger
across it, as though it were a knife,
yvou will note the course deseribed is
slightly out of the horizontal—some-
what diagonal-—and slanting down-
ward from left to right. Is it not so?"’

mean
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I nodded as 1 completed the ges-
ture.

““Very good. Now, when one is
bent on suicide he serews his courage
to the sticking-point; then, if he has
chosen the eut throat as his means of
exit, he usually stands before a mir-
ror, cuts deeply and quickly with his
knife, and makes a downward-slant-
ing slash. But as The red blood lays
a ribbon across his neck, as the sev-
ered nerves shriek out their message
of pain, and he realizes the enormity
of his deed, the gash becomes more
and more shallow., At the end it trails
away to little more than a superficial
skin-serateh. It is not so here; at its
end it is deeper than at the beginning.

‘“ Again, this poor one would almost
inevitably have stood before the mir-
ror to do away with himself. Had he
done so, he would have fallen cross-
wise of the room, perhaps; more like-
ly not. One with a severed throat
does not die quickly. He suffers, he
strangles, he chokes., And as he does
S0, .he thrashes about like the decap-
itated fowl, and the signs of his
strugele are written plainly on his
surroundings. What have we here?
Cordieu, is it likely a man would slit
his gullet, then lie down peacefully to
bleed his life away, as this one ap-
pears to have done? It is not en ca-
ractére, my friend.

“Further’’—he bent down again,
pointing with dramatic suddenness to
the dead man’s hairless pate—‘‘if we
desire further proof, look at this!’’

Plainly enough, there was the welt
of bruised flesh, the mark of, some
blunt instrument which had stunned
without breaking the skin.

‘“Maybe he struck his head as he
fell,”’ I hazarded, realizing how weak
the supposition was, even as I voiced
1

“Ah bah! Friend Trowbridge, this
unfortunate one was struck uncon-
scious by some miscreant, dragged or
carried to this room, then slaughtered
like a poleaxed beef. Without the tell-
tale mark of the butcher’s bludgeon

there is ground enough for suspicion
in the quietude of his position, in the
neat manner the razor lies beneath his
hand instead of being firmly grasped
in cadaverie spasm or flung away in
the death contortions—but with this

bruise-mark before us there is but one

answer. He has been done to death;
he has been butchered; he was mur-

dered.’’

WOULD ye be afther seein’ Ser-
geant Costello, sor?’’ Nora Me-
Ginnis, my household factotum, ap-
peared like a phantom at the dining-
room door while de Grandin and I
finished our after-dinner coffee.

““But of course, bring him in, ma
petite,”” the little Frenchman re-
turned. ‘*Always I am glad to talk
with your so distinguished country-
man.’’

““Good evenin’, sors,”’ the big Irish
policeman greeted as he followed Nora
through the doorway. ‘‘’Tis th’
devil’s own business I'm up against,
an’ if ye would be afther givin’ me th’
bit of a lift, ’tis meself that’ll be
orateful to yez.”’

‘““Say on, mon vieuz,”” de Grandin
invited, lighting a ecigar, ‘‘I listen.”’

““Well, sor, right on top o’ this
Evans killin’ comes another one to-
night, not half an hour ago, an’ while
we’re certain sure it wuz no suicide,
for all it’s dressed up to look like one,
I’'m hanged if we’ve so muech as a
thread o’ suspicion to lead us to th’
murderer. We’re sure Colonel Evans
was murdered, too, though we’re
layin’ low about accusin’ anybody o’
th’ erime, right now; but wid two
cases o’ th’ same kind starin’ us in th’
face——’" He made a world-eneir-
cling gesture with his arms, then sat
back in his chair, an expression of -
deepest depression on his broad face.
‘“‘“’Twas this way,”” he continued as
de Grandin refrained from eomment.

““It hadn’t got decently dark to-
night when Mulligan, who pounds a
beat up in th’ Eighth Ward, was
hailed by a felly from th’ Rangers’
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Club hollerin’ an’ yellin’ an’ raisin’
th’ devil about Mr. Wolkof ha.vin"
shot hisself. Mulligan goes in an’
finds th’ pore felly' layin’ on his baek
wid a little hole in his forehead an’
th’ back blowed outa his skull; an’
bein’ th’ wise lad, he does nawthin’
a-tall but 'phone headquarters.

“I'm detailed on th’ case, d’ye see,
an’ hotfoots it up to th’ club, ex-
pectin’ to find th’ common or garden

variety o’ suicide—them swells messes

‘emselves up for reasons you an’ I'd
never give a second thought to, ye
know, sor—but I'll be broke if it
don’t look more to me like murder
than anny suicide I ever saw. Lissen,
SOr:

““Mister Wolkof wuz one o’ them
rich fellies wid more money an’ time
than brains, an’ when he wuzn’t fool-
in’ round wid society stunts he wuz
off to Africky or Asia or God knows
where explorin’ some heathen land.
That’s what all th’ members o’ th’
Rangers’ Club does, more or less, ye
know ; ’tls a organization entirely
made up o’ active or retired explarers
I understand, so——"’

‘““Ah?’’ de Grandm s exclamation
came with a sharp rising inflection as
he struck hlS forehead with his
knuckles.

““Sor?’’ Costello started at the in-
terruption, but the Frenchman sig-
naled him to proceed. ‘‘It is nothing,
mon ame,”” he assured the detective.
““The so thick skull of Jules de Gran-
din has found a thought within it,
and the pain is most exerueiating.
Say on, I am all attention.”’

“Well, sor, as I wuz after tellin’
ve, I found this here now Wolkof
felly layin’ flat on his back across th’
floor o’ his room, a .45 Colt revolver
kind o’ half-way held in his hand—
restin’ on his half-closed fingers, like,
sor. D’ye see?’’

‘““Perfectly,’”’ de Grandin nodded.

““Now, I don’t set up to be no ex-
pert, sor; but I served eclean through
th’ Spanish War an seen plenty o’
men die wid their boots on. an’ T’ve

been on th’ foree ever since I wuz
mustered out, an’ I've seen a few
things there, too. To begin, th’ whole
layout o’ th’ case looked fishy to me.
Here wuz an old-fashioned, black-
powder revolver, what they call a low-
veloeity gun, sor, an’ if it had been
fired close again, th’ dead man’s fore-
head, it had ought to left a good-sized
smudge o’ powder-stain ; but th’ devil
a bit o’ smoke-stain wuz there. Also,
sor, ’tis most unusual, I’ve noticed,
for a guy contemplatin’ suicide to
shoot hisself in th’ forehead. Usually,
if they're right-handed, they bring th’
muzzle o’ th’ gun up to their right
temples before they lets fly. Besides
that, sor—ye’ve noticed it yerself, I
dare say—when a man’s shot through
th’ head he usually tightens up all o’
a sudden. You doctors have some
faney jort o’ hi-falutin’ name for
it

‘“‘Cadaveric spasm,’’ de Grandin

prompted.

““Yes, sor, that’s it! Well, if a man
has this ead—what you said, sor—je
orasps whatever he’s got in his hand
like a Wop waiter holdin’ onto a tip.
'Tis meself that’s seen many a pore
felly shot through th’ head wid a
Spanish Mauser hold so tight to his
rifle that ’twas all we could do to git
it away from him when th’ buryin’
party eame round.’’

““Précisement,’”” de Grandin agreed,
his eyes shining with appreciation of
Costello’s close reasoning as he recon-
structed the scene. ‘‘You did find
this Monsieur Wolkof lying full
length upon his back with a hole
drilled through his head, no powder-
brand upon his brow where the pro-
jeetile entered, and the presumably
suicidal weapon lying loosely in his
hand. One thing more, though it may
not be conclusive: was there any
powder-stain upon the dead man’s
pistol-hand ?”’

‘““There wuz not, sor,”’ the Irishman
declared emphatically, ‘‘but ye’re yet
to hear th’ eream o’ th’ whole busi-
ness. 'Twas in Mr. Wolkof’s open
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reght hand th’ pistol rested so easy-
like; but all th’ club attendants 1
questioned tells me he were a lefi-
handed man—writin’, feedin’ hisself
an’ shavin’ wid his left hand entirely.
Now, sor, 1 axes ye, would a man all
steamed up to blow his brains out be
after goin’ out o’ his way to hold th’
pistol in his right hand when he’s so
much more important matters to con-
sider, an’ i

“Nom de mnulle sales chameauz,
non!’’ the Frenchman shouted glee-
fully. ‘‘Sergeant, mon brave, you are
a man after my own heart. Never do
you overlook the smallest matter of
importance. Never do they draw the
woolen across your eyes. How easy it
would be for you to report a plain
case of suicide and thus save your of-
ficial face, but the great conscience of
you will not permit &

‘““Sure, sor, that’s why I'm here
now,’’ Costello interrupted. ‘¢ 'Tis
th’ great conscience o’ th’ newspapers
I'm thinkin’ of. They’ll be takin’ th’
hide off me back an’ tackin’ it to th’
barn door if I don’t make good on
this here case, d’ye see, sor?”’

““Pardiew, but I say they shall
not!’’ de Grandin promised. ‘‘Jules
de Grandin, he is in this ease with
you, mon veux, in it up to both el-
bows. Never fear, we shall apprehend

the misereant who has done this; we
shall 2

“‘Sergeant Costello’s wanted on th’
tellyphone from headquarters,’’ Nora
MeGinnis interrupted. ‘“Will ye be
takin’ th’ message from th’ study,
Sergeant ?’’

The detective rose heavily and
strode across the polished bare floor
of the dining-room, treading silently
as a cat despite his great bulk.

‘“‘Hullo! Costello speakin’,’@ we
heard him call through the ’phone. A
geries of grunted replies, one or two
gshort, monosyllabie queries, then:
““Glory be to God! Th’ murtherin’
blackguard! Oi will thot, immejiately!

“‘(Rentlemen,’’ his Irish brogue had
completely supplanted his ecarefully

mastered American accent as he re-
entered the dining-room, ‘‘there’s all
hell broke loose. ’Tis a gur-rul this
time—a tiny, wee baby gur-rl that’s
been kilt entirely while we sat here
talkin’ like three dammned fools.
They’ve got her pore little body down
to th’ morgue now; an’ if Jerry Cos-
tello ean git his hands on th’ bloody
secoundrel ’at done it, there’ll be no
nade for th’ public executioner to tur-
™™ on th’ juice for th’ electrie chair,
so there won’t!’’ His great, freckle-
flecked fists doubled into twin balls
half as large as hams, capable, almost,
of felling a wild bull in full charge.

‘““Wait, wait, my friend!’’ de Gran-
din eried as the Irishman turned to
hasten away. ‘‘“We come with you.
Mordieu, are we men or are we apes,
that we should sit about like decora-
tions on a cocked hat while perverted
degenerates assail little helpless chil-
dren?’’

WITH my horn tooting almost con-
tinuously and Sergeant Costello
waving crossing policemen aside as
though no such things as traffic regu-
lations existed, we rushed to the city
mortuary like a fire engine respond-
ing to an alarm. Parnell, the cor-
oner’s physician, was fussing over a
tray of instruments; Martin, the cor-
oner, bustled about in a perfect fever
of anxiety to begin his official duties;
and two plain-clothes men conferred
in muted whispers beside the autopsy
table as we shouldered our way past
the wuniformed patrolman at the
morgue entrance and approached the
pitiful little relic lying on the white-
enameled slab under the hydrogen
light’s merciless glare.

Death in the raw is never pretty,
as doetors, soldiers and undertakers
know only too well. When it is ac-
companied by violence it wears a still
less lovely aspeet, and when the vietim
18 a little child the sight is almost
heart-breaking. Bruised and battered
almost beyond human resemblance,
her short, fair hair matted with blood



and cerebral matter, little Hazel
Clark lay before us, the queer, un-
natural angle at which her right hand
thrust out denoting a Colles’ fracture
of the wrist; a subelavicular disloca-
tion of the left shoulder was apparent
by the projection of the bone beneath
the clavicle ; and the vault of her little
skull had been literally beaten in by
. some blunt, heavy instrument wielded
with tremendous forece. The child had
been as completely ‘‘broken’’ as ever
medigeval malefactor was when bound
to the wheel of torture for the minis-
- trations of the executioner,

For a moment de Grandin bent over
- the battered little corpse, viewing it
intently with the skilled, knowing eye
of a surgeon; then, so lightly that
they scarcely displaced a single blood-
stained hair of the child’s head, his
quick, practised fingers passed quickly
over her body, pausing now and again
to prod gently, then sweeping onward
in their investigative course. At
length: ‘“He was a gorilla for
strength, this one,”” he announced,
turning from the autopsy table and
regarding the detectives shrewdly,
‘“and a veritable gorilla for savagery,
as well. What is there to tell me of
the case, mes amis?’’

Such meager data as they had they
gave him quickly. She was three and
a half years old, the idel of her lately
widowed father’s heart, and had
neither brothers nor sisters. That aft-
ernoon her father had given her a
quarter as reward for having gone an
entire week without having merited a
scolding, and shortly after dinner she
had set out for the corner drug store
to purchase an ice cream cone with
part of her righteously aequired
wealth. Attendants at the drug store
testified she left the place immediate-
ly and set out toward home; a neigh-
bor had seen her proceeding up the
street, the cone grasped tightly in her
baby fingers, her tongue protruding
as she sampled the confection with
ecstatie little licks. Two minutes later,
from a spot where the heavy privet
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hedge of a residence vacated for the
summer cast a shadow over the side-
walk, residents of the block were
startled by a child’s shrill, terrified
scream. The ery was not repeated,
and no one had been sufficiently
alarmed to investigate till Mortimer
Clark, rendered uneasy by his daugh-
ter’s prolonged absence, set out in
search of her.

From the drug store he traced her
course homeward, and was passing the
deserted house without thought when
his attention was arrested by a patech
of discoloration on the granolithie
sidewalk. Stooping to investigate the
unwonted moisture, he struck a match
and was shocked to discover a little
pool of fresh blood. With senses
sharpened by a sort of panie premoni-
tion, he entered the shadowed grounds
of the empty house and struck match
after match to aid him in his search
as he called his little daughter re-
peatedly. About to continue home-
ward, he was arrested by the gleam
of white ecloth beneath a spreading
rhododendron bush. Hazel’s broken
little body lay where it had been cal-
lously tossed by her murderer half an
hour before, her scant, little-girl
clothing torn almost to ribbons, her
head caved in, one wrist broken and a
shoulder dislocated. The father's
agonized cries roused the neighbor-
hood, and the police were notified. _

House-to-house inquiry by the de-
tectives finally elicited the informa-
tion that a ‘‘short, stoop-shouldered
man’’ had been seen walking hurried-
ly away a moment after the child’s
single despairing ery was heard. Fur-
ther deseription of the suspect was
unavailable.

““ Pardiew,”” de Grandin stroked his
small, blond mustache musingly as the
plain-clothes men concluded, ‘it would
seem we have to search the hayfield
for an exceedingly small needle, n’est-
ce-pas, my friends? The number of
diminutive men with stooping shoul-
ders is very great, and our task will
be proportionately hard, I fear.”’



THE CORPSE-MASTER 15

‘““Hard the devil,”’ a detective re-
turned disgustedly., ‘‘It’s impossible.
We ain’t got no more ehanee 0’ ﬁnd—
in’ that bird than a pig has o’ wearin’
vest pockets!”’

‘“Ha, do you say it?”’ de Grandin
demanded fixing his fierce, uncom-
promising stare on the speaker.
‘““Alors, my friend, prepare to en-
counter a fully tailored porker before
you are greatly older. You have for-
gotten, in the excitement, that I am in
this case.’’

The policeman regarded him in
mingled wonder and disgust. Finally:
‘“Okeh, Frenchy, go as far as you like
—you won’t get far,”’ he replied as
he turned away..

““Death of a dyspeptie bullfrog——"’
de Grandin began furiously, but the
sudden entrance of a uniformed po-
liceman cut him short.

‘‘Sergeant, sir,”’ the newcomer sa-
luted Costello as he advanced, ‘‘they
found the weapon used on th’ little
girl. It’s a winder-sash weight, an’
they’ve got it up t’ headquarters now,
testin’ it for fingerprints.’’

‘““ Humph,’’ Costello grunted. ¢‘ Any-
thing on it?”’

““Yes, sir; th’ killer must ’a’ han-
dled it after he dragged her body into
th’ bushes, for there’s th’ marks o’
bloody fingers on it, plain as day.”’

‘““Ha, parbleu, have I not said so?”’
de Grandin exclaimed. ‘‘Is not every
eriminal a fool at heart? What have
you to say now concerning the pig
and his so odious vest-pocket, Mon-
sLeur: ’> he turned to taunt the
skeptical detective, but the man had
left, following close on the heels of
the messenger from headquarters.

‘““Costello, mon ami, do you see to
recording the fingerprints,”” de Gran-
din ordered, addressing the big Irish-
man over his shoulder. ‘‘Tomorrow,
if you will be so good as to tell me
what you find, I shall take keenest de-
light in helping you discover the per-
petrator of this outrage. Meantime,
I think there is much I can learn from
the autopsy. With Dr. Parnell’s per-

‘possible manner.

mission, I shall remain until his work
18 done.”’

I knew Parnell of old. His qual-
ifications as a surgeon were almost
negligible, and his post-mortems were
invariably performed in the sloppiest
With no stomach
for the sight I knew awaited those
who wateched him work, I excused my-
self and hastened home, the memory
of the murdered child’s battered head
and broken limbs haunting me like a
nightmare as I drove slowly through
the warm summer evening.

HAT time de Grandin returned I
do not know. I did not see him
again until next morning, and he was
in a villainous temper, wolfing his
breakfast in surly silence, making only
abrupt, monosyllabic repliecs to my
tentative questions. Only onece did he
flare up from his taciturnity. That
was when I mentioned Parnell’s
name. ‘“Ah bah,”’ he cried, regard-
ing me with blazing eyes, ‘‘do not
speak of him, my friend. He is an
old woman, that man; his talents
would better be exercised in the abat-

- toir. He is a fool, he is a butcher, he

is a clumsy lout!’ ’

That evening, as we concluded din-
ner, he announced abruptly: I
should greatly like to interview Mon-
sieur Clark, Friend Trowbridge. Will

you accompany and introduce me?’’

I assented, wonderingty, and we
drove to the darkened house where
Mortimer Clark sat with his dead.

‘““He’s in the drawing-room, sir,”’
the elderly housekeeper told us. ‘“He’s
been there ever since they brought
Hazel’s body home, just sitting beside
her and ’> She broke off as her
throat filled with sobs. ‘‘If you could
take his mind off his trouble for a
minute or two, it would be a Godsend
to him, and the rest of us, too. It’s
positively spooky, the way he sits and
sits and stares and stares and 5

““Mordieu, yes, Madame,’” de Gran-
din assented testily, ‘‘but we can aid
neither him nor you if we stand and
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talk and talk. If you will be so good
as to direet us, we shall announce our-
selves without your aid.”” The sting
of his words was softened by one of
his quick, disarming smiles as he
waved her to precede us down the hall.

Coroner Martin had done his work
as a mortician with consummate ar-
tistry. Under his deft hands all signs
of the brutality which had struek
little Hazel down had been completely
effaced. Clothed in a short, light pink
dress, the child lay peacefully in an
open silver-gray casket, one soft, pink
cheek resting against the tufted silken
pillow sewn with artificial forget-me-
nots, a little bisque doll, dressed in a
frock the exaet replica of the child’s,
resting in the erook of her left elbow.

Beside the casket, a smile sadder than

any grimace of wo on his thin, as-
cetic features, sat Mortimer Clark.

As we tiptoed into the darkened
drawing-room we heard him murmur:
‘““EBight o’clock, little daughter, time
for shut-eye town. Daddy’ll tell you
a story.”” For a moment he paused,
looking expectantly into the still,
childish face on the pillow before him,
as though awaiting an answer. The
little gilt mantel-clock ticked the
quick seconds away; far down the
block a neighbor’s dog howled dismal-
ly; a light, vagrant breeze bustled
softly through the opened French win-
dows, fluttering the white-serim cur-
tains and setting the orange flames of
the tall white tapers at the casket’s
head and foot to waving back and
forth till elusive, elongated shadows
wavered and danced against the
gray walls of the room.

It was spooky, this stricken man’s
vigil beside his dead; it was ghastly
to hear him talking to her as though
her tiny ears could understand his
words and her pink lips part in smiles
and her blue eyes open and look ehild-
ish laughter into his. But as the story
of the old woman and her pig pro-
gressed, T felt a sort of terrified ten-
sion about my heart. ¢. .. the cat be-
gan to kill the rat, the rat began to

gnaw the rope, the rope began to hang
the butcher——’’ the recital went on
to the silly, inconsequential end of the
nursery tale, and as he spoke, the
father bent lower and lower above the
casket, as though he would projeet his
softly spoken words across the silences
of death by the very intensity of his
utterance,

“Grand Dieu,”” de Grandin whis-
pered as he plucked me by the elbow,
drawing me toward the door. ‘‘Let
us not look at it, Friend Trowbridge.
It is a profanation that other eyes
should witness that, and other ears
hear what the poor one says. Oh, it
18 abominable, it is monstrous, it is
detestable, my friend. Sang de Saint
Pierre, 1, Jules de Grandin, shall find
the one who has caused this thing to
be, and, though he take refuge be-
neath the very throne of God, I shall
drag him forth and cast him seream-
ing into lowermost hell. God do so
to me, and more also, if T do not!’’
Tears were coursing down his cheeks,
and he let them flow unabashed, but
the eyes which streamed with com-
passion shone with a sort of demon-
iacal hatred. Actually, they seemed
to gleam with an unreflected, inward
light, like the furious eyes of a savage
tom-cat at sight of a prowling cur.

““Do you want to speak with him 2’
I asked falteringly, nodding backward
toward the room where Clark held
his eery converse with the dead.

““Non,”” he responded furiously.
‘““Neither do I wish to stop and tell
indecent stories to the priest as he
elevates the host. The one would be
no greater sacrilege than.the other,
but—ah?’’ He cut himself short,
staring fascinated at a small, framed
parchment which adorned the wall.
‘““Tell me, Friend Trowbridge,’”’ he
commanded, ‘‘what is it that you ses
there?’’

““Why,”’ T answered, ‘‘it’s a certif-
icate of membership in the Rangers’
Club. Can’t you see? Clark was
with the Army Air Serviee, and——""’

““Tres bien,”” he broke in. ‘‘Thank
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you, my friend. Ideas ofttimes lead
us to see that which we wish, when in
reality it is not there; that is why I
sought the testimony of your disin-
terested eyes.’’

‘““‘But what in the world has Clark’s
membership in the Rangers to do
wit 2

“Zut,”” he shut me off. ‘‘I think,
I cogitate, I concentrate, my friend.
Do you please withhold your idle talk.
Monsieur Evans—Monsieur Wolkof,
now Monsieur Clark—all are mem-
bers. (’est ires étrange. But yes, 1
shall interview the steward of that
club, Friend Trowbridge. It is per-
‘haps possible his words may throw
more light on these so despicable af-
fairs than all the clumsy, well-mean-
ing investigations of our friend Cos-
tello. Come, let us go. Tomorrow
will do as well as today, for the mis-
creant who fancies himself secure is
in no hurry to run away despite all
the nonsense talked of the guilty who
flee when no man pursueth.’’

SERGEANT COSTELLO was waiting for
us when we reached home. A very
worried-looking Costello he was, some-
thing like fear shining in his usually
fearless Irish eyes, and a set to his
grim chin which was more like des-
peration than courage. ‘‘We’ve
checked up th’ fingerprints on th’
sash-weight, Dr. de Grandin, sor,”’’ he
announced almost truculently.

““Bon,”” the Frenchman replied
carelessly. ‘‘They are, perhapsly, of
someone you can identify?’’

“I’ll say they are,”’ the sergeant
replied shortly. ‘‘They’re Gyp Car-
son’s—th’ meanest killer th’ foree
ever had to deal wid.”’

‘““Ah,”’ de Grandin shook off his air
of preoccupation with visible effort as
he turned directly to the detective.
“It is for us to locate this Monsieur
Gyp, then, my friend. Have you
credible information concerning his
present whereabouts?’’

The Irishman’s answering laugh
was almost an hysterical cackle. ‘‘ That

we have, sor,”” he replied with em-
phasis. ‘“He wuz burned — electro-
cuted, you know—at th’ penitentiary
at Trenton last month for rubbin’ out
a milk-wagon driver durin’ a hold-up.
Be rights he oughter be out in Mount
Olivet Cemetery this minute—an’, be
th’ same token, he oughter been there
when th’ little Clark gur-rl wuz kilt
last night!”’

“A-a-ah?’’ de Grandin twisted the
ends of his little, waxed mustache
furiously. “‘Parbleu, it would seem
this case contains the possibilities, my
friend. Tomorrow morning, as early
as you please, let us meet at the cem-
etery and investigate the grave of this
Monsieur Gyp. Perhaps we shall find
something there. If we find nothing
at all, we shall have found the most
valuable information we can have.”’

““If we find nothin’ > ’rhe
Irishman looked at him in bewilder-
ment, then raised his big hands in a
gesture of futility. ‘“All right, Dr.
de Grandin, sor,’’ he admitted finally.
““T’ve seen some queer things since 1
begun runnin’ round wid you, but if
ve’re after tellin’ me th’ dead can re-
turn from th’ grave an’ do such
things——7"’

‘““Eh bien, my friend, I tell you
nothing at all. I, too, seek informa-
tion,”’ de Grandin eut in. ‘‘Let us
await the morning, and rely on the
testimony of pick and shovel, if you
please.’’

A superintendent and two overalled
workmen were waiting beside the
orave when de Grandin, Costello and
I arrived at the cemetery the follow-
ing morning. The Carson grave lay
in the newer, less expensive portion
of the burying-ground, where perpet-
ual care was not so conscientiously
applied as in the more fashionable
sections. Serub grass, almost blistered
away by the midsummer sun, fought
for a foothold in the clayey soil and
the mound had already begun to fall
in. Incongruously, a monument bear-
ing the effigy of a weeping angel with
a line of pious quotation from Serip-
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ture leaned over the grave-head, while
a footstone with the inscription, ‘‘Ou#
Darling,”’ guarded its lower end.

The superintendent glanced over
Costello’s papers, stowed them away
in the inner pocket of his tattered
work coat and nodded to the Polish
laborers. ‘‘Git goin’,”’ he ordered
tersely, ‘‘an’ make it snappy.’’

It was dismal work watching the
sweating men fling shovelful after
shovelful of earth from the desecrated
sepulcher. The oppressive warmth of
the day was unrelieved by any breath
of breeze and the air seemed to hang
dead-still. The veil of mist which
completely overhung the sky was too
thin to cut off the boiling heat of the
morning sun, the scant foliage of the
eraveyard was dusty, and the entire
landscape was a sick, yellowing green
in the tepid sunlight.

The laborers’ picks and spades
bored deeper and deeper into the
hard, heat-baked earth. At length the
hollow, reverberating sound of steel in
contact with wood warned us their
work was drawing to a close. A pair
of strong, web etreps were lowered,
made fast to the rough chestnut hox
enclosing the coffin, and at a word
from the superintendent the men
strained at the thongs, bringing their
weird freight to the surface. A pair
of pick-handles were laid across the
open grave and the grave box rested
on them. With a wrench the superin-
tendent undid the serews holding the
clay-stained lid and laid it aside.
Within lay the casket, a cheap, square-
ended affair covered' with shoddy
gray broadcloth, the tinny, imitation-
silver name-plate and crueifix on its
lid already showing a dull, brown-
blue discoloration.

“Maimtenant!’”’ murmured de Gran-
din breathlessly as the superintendent
began unlatching the fastenings which
held the upper half of the casket lid
in place. Then, as the last cateh
snapped back and the cover came

away :

“Sang du diable!’’
““(Good heavens!’’ I exclaimed.

““For th’ love o’ God!’’ Costello’s
amazed antiphon sounded at my
elbow,

The cheap sateen pillow of the cas-
ket showed a depression like the pil-
low of a bed recently vacated, and the
poorly made upholstery of its bottom
displayed a wide furrow, as though
flattened out by some weight imposed
on it for a considerable time, but sign
or trace of human body there was
none. The case was as empty as on
the day it left the factory.

““Glory be to God!”’ Costello mut-
tered hoarsely, staring and staring
again into the empty coffin, as though
loth to believe the evidence of his eyes.
““ An’ this is broad daylight!’’ he add-
ed in a kind of wondering after-
thought.”’

““Précisément,”’ de Grandin’s acid
answer came back with whiplike
sharpness. ‘‘That is diagnostic, my
friends. Had we found something
within, it might have meant one thing
or another. Here we find nothing;
nothing at all. What does it mean?’’

““I know what it means!’’ the look
of superstitious fear on Costello’s
broad, red face had given way to one
of furious anger. ‘‘It means there’s
been some shinnanigans goin’ on. Th’
dir-rty killer wuzn’t burned a-tall,
an’ — who had this buryin’?’’ he
turned savagely to the superintendent.

““Donally,’’ the other replied, fail-
ing back a pace before Cestelle S Tis-
ing fury.

““ Ah, he did, did he? Well, be gob,
we’ll see what Mr. Donally has to say
about this, an’ he’d better have
plenty to say, too, if he don’t want to
collect himself from th’ corners of a
four-aere lot!’’

Donally’s Funeral Parlors were

new, but by mo means prosperous-

looking. Situated in a small side
street in the poorer seetion of town,
the only pretension they made to ele-
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gance was the brightly-gleaming gold
of the letters in which the legend:

JOSEPH DONALLY
Funeral Director & Embalmer
Rexton St. Rose’s B. (. Church

appeared on their plate-glass windows.

‘““See here, young felly, me lad,”’
Costello began without preliminary as
he stamped uneeremoniously into the
dark little room which constituted Mr.
Donally’s offiece, ‘‘come eclean, and
eome clean in a hurry. Wuz Gyp
Carson dead when you had his fu-
neral ?’’

““I’ll say he was—if he wasn’t we
sure played one awful low-down trick
on him,’’ the mortician replied. ‘‘Say,
feller, if they set you in that piece o’
furniture down to Trenton an’ turned
God knows how many volts o’ juice
into you, d’ye think you’d be dead?
What d’yve mean, ‘was he dead’?”’

L]
i

*I mean just what I say,”’ Costello
responded. ‘‘We’ve just come from
th’ eemetery, an’ if there’s hide or
hair of a corpse in his coffin, I'll eat
it, so I will.”’

“What’s that?’’ the other demand-
ed. ““Y’ say th’ casket was empty?’’

“Empty as your head.”’

“Well, I'll be ’> Donally began,
but Costello cut in:

‘““You sure will, an’ you’ll be all
beat up, too, if you don’t spill me th’
low-down. Come clean, now, or must
I sock ye in th’ jaw an’ lock ye up in
th’ bargain ?”’

‘““Whatcher tryin’ to put over?’’
Mr. Donally wanted to know. ‘*Think
I faked up a stall funeral? Lookit
here, if you don’t believe me.”” F'rom
a pigeon-hole of his desk he produeed
a packet of papers, thumbed rapidly
through them, finally handing Cos-

“A door swung open and in frcoped a

file of women.”
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tello a thin sheaf fastened together
with an elastic band.

Everything was in order. The death
certificate, signed by the prison physi-
cian, showed the cause of death as
‘“‘cardiac arrest by fibrillary contrac-
tion induced by three shocks of an
alternating current of electricity of
715 amperes at a pressure of 2,000
volts.”’

‘““There wasn’t much time,’’ Don-
ally volunteered. ‘‘I hadda work
fast on that case, for th’ prison doe-
tors had made a full ‘post’ an’ his old
woman was one o’ them old-fashioned
folks that don’t believe in embalmin’,
so there was nothin’ to do but rush
him out to the graveyard an’ plant
him. Not so bad for me, though, at
that. I sold 'em a casket an’ burial
suit an’ twenty-five limousines for th’
funeral, an’ later got my commission
on th’ monument.’’

De Grandin looked speculatively at
the young undertaker. ‘‘Have you
any reason to believe attempts at re-

suscitation were made, my friend?”’
he asked.

‘““Huh? Resuscitate that?’’ Don-
ally returned disgustedly. ‘‘Say, fel-
ler, didn’t I just tell you they’d made
a full autopsy at the prison? You
might as well try to resusecitate a hunk
o’ Hamburger steak as bring back a
feller which had had that done to
him,”’

‘‘Quite so,”’ the Frenchman agreed.
““I did but ask. Now A

““Now we don’t know anny more
where we’re at than we did a hour ago,”’
the sergeant supplied. ‘‘I might ’a’
thought this guy wuz in cahoots wid
th’ felly’s folks, but th’ prison rec-
ords show he wuz dead, an’ them doe-
tors down to Trenton don’t ecertify
nobody’s dead if there’s so much as
th’ flicker of an eyelash left in ’im.
It looks like we’d have to hunt around
for some gink wid a fad for grave-
robbin’, don’t it, Dr. de Grandin?

““But say’’—a sudden gleam of in-

spiration overspread his face—‘‘this
may sound wild as a mountain goat

to you, sor, but I was just after
thinkin’: Suppose someone had dug
his body up an’ taken an impression
o’ his fingerprints, then had rubber
gloves made wid th’ prints on th’
outside o’ th’ fingers? Wouldn’t it
'a’ been a horse on th’ forece for him
to go round murderin’ pore, innocent
little gur-rls, then leave his weapons
layin’ round permiscuous-like, so’s
we’d be sure to find what we thought
wuz his prints, only to discover they
wuz made by a gunman ’at had been
burned a month or more ago? Boy,
howdy, that’s th’ answer, sure’s a
gun’s made o’ iron! Suppose you
say it’s all a lotta horse-feathers, an’
no one but a ecrazy man would think
up such a hare-brained scheme? Well,
sors’’—he regarded us triumphantly
—“who but a crazy felly would go
about murderin’ pore little three-
year-old gur-rls ’at never done him
anny harm a-tall?’’ '

““T'iens, my friend, your idea has
at least the foundation of reason be-
neath it,”’ de Grandin commented. -
““Do you search for one who might
have stolen this body before per-
petrating his so dastardly erime. Me?
I shall make certain investigations of
my own. Anon we shall confer, and
together we shall surely lay this so

Eile miscreant by the heels. When we
a3

‘““Be gorry, there’ll be no wor-rk for
th’ public executioner if I ketech him!’’
the Irishman promised grimly.

“Mais non, my friend,”” de Gran-
din protested. ‘‘Promise me as a de-
scendant of the Irish kings that you
will not entirely kill him.”’

““What th’ hell for?”’

““Cordiew, am I to have no pleas-
ure? Shall I not have even one small
little part in taking vengeance on this
slayer of little children?”’ _

Costello burst into a roar of laugh-
ter, but there was.little merriment in
it. Rather, it was such a bull-bellow
of amusement as some ancient sea-
roving flatha might have given as he
led his savage seamen against the
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Scoteh or British., ‘‘Shake, Doe,’’ he
ordered as his huge hand went out to
grasp the Frenchman’s slim, white
fingers. ‘‘Ye’re th’ bye I’'m after
dein’ business wid in this case!’’

DE GRANDIN was absent most of the
day, attending to some myste-
rious affairs of his own, but a few
minutes before dinner was announced
he ran lightly up the front steps,
made a hasty toilet and proceeded to
attack the fried chicken, corn fritters
and other delicacies Nora MeGinnis
had provided with an appetite which
waufld have shamed a half-starved
wolf.

‘““ Ah, but it has been a lovely day,”’
he assured me with twinkling eyes as
he contemplated the glowing end of
his after-dinner cigar. ‘‘Yes, pardieu,
an exceedingly lovely day! This morn-
ing, when I went from that Monsieur
Donally’s shop, my head whirled like
that of an wunaccustomed voyager
stricken by sea-sickness. - I knew not
which way to turn, and only miserable
uncertainty confronted me on all sides.
Now’’—he blew a great cloud of fra-
orant smoke from his nostrils and
watched it spiral slowly toward the
veranda roof—‘‘now I know much,
and that which I do not actually
I damn surmise. I think I see the end
of this tortuous trail, Friend Trow-
bridge.”’

- ‘““How’s that?’’ 1 encouraged,
watching him from the corners of my
eyes.

“How? Cordieu, I shall tell you!?”’
he replied explosively. ‘‘When the
good Costello came to the house, tell-
ing us of the murder of that Monsieur
Wolkof — that murder which was
made to appear like a suicide—and
mentioned that he was killed in the
house of the Rangers’ Club, I sudden-
ly recalled that Colonel Evans, whose
death we had but lately deplored was
also a member of that organization.
It struck me at the time that there
might be something more than mere
coincidence in it; but when that so

know

pitiful Monsieur Clark proved also to
be a member, nom d’un asperge, co-
incidence ceased to be coinecidence and
became a moral certainty.

‘““ ‘{Now,” I ask me, ‘what lies be-
hind all this business of the monkey ?
Is it not more than ordinarily strange
that two members of the Rangers’
Club should have been slain so near
together, and in such similar eircum-
stances, and a third should have been
visited with a calamity worse than
ten thousand deaths?’

‘“ *You have said it, mon garcon,’ 1
tell me. ‘It are indubitably as you
say. Come, let us interview the stew-
ard of the Rangers’ Club. Perhaps
he will have something to tell us.’

“Nom d’un pipe, what did he not
tell? From him I learn much, much
more than he thought. 1 Iearn by
example, that Messieurs Evans, Wol-
kof and Clark have long been friends;
that they have all been members of
the club’s grievance committee; that
they were called on some five years
ago to consider the case and finally to
recommend the expulsion of a Mon-
sieur Wallagin—mon Dieu, what a
name !

“ “So far, so fine,” I tell me. ‘But
what of this Monsieur-with-the-Funny-
Name? Who and what are he, and
what have he done that he merited
expulsion from the Rangers’ Club?’

““I make the careful inquiry and
find out much. He has been an ex-
plorer of considerable note, and have
written some monographs which
showed he knew how to use his eyes.
Hélas, he knew also how to use his
wits, as many club members who lent
him money later discovered to their
sorrow. From Thomas, Richard and
Henry he borrowed, but never did he
repay. Furthermore, he had a most
unpleasant lot of stories which he
oloried to tell—stories of his doings
in the far places which did not ree-
ommend him to the company of self-
respecting gentlemen. And so he was
—what do you say?—Dbooted out of
the club. When he went he swore
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horrid vengeanece on all who voted his
expulsion.

‘“‘Five years have passed since then,
and Monsieur Wallagin seems to have
prospered exceedingly. He has a
marvelous house in the suburbs where
no one but himself and a single serv-
ant—always a Chinese—lives, but the
neighbors tell queer stories of strange
parties he holds, parties where
pretty ladies in strange attire appear,
and once or twice strange-looking
gentlemen, as well.

““ E'h bien, why should this make me
suspicious? I do not know, unless it
be that my nose secents the odor of the
rodent farther than the average. In
any event, out to that strange, lone-
some house of Monsieur Wallagin I
oo and at its portals I wait like a hun-
gry tramp in hope of charity.

““My vigil is not unrewarded. Non,
by no means. Before I have stood an
hour I behold a small Chinaman for-
cibly ejected from the house by a
large, gross man who looks to me like
a hog in human form. I meet the
estimable Chinots as he trudges down
the road, and sympathize with him on
the misfortune he has suffered. He
tells me much, though he thinks he
tell but little. -

““My friend, I learn he have been
discharged because he salted the food
which was prepared for the guests!’’

The impressiveness of his manner
as he imparted this bit of trivial in-
formation struck me queerly. I was
about to express my surprize, when
he hurried on with his story:

““Consider, my friend: This so ex-
ecrable Wallagin have several house
guests there, and what does he feed
them? I demand to know.”’

‘““Haven’t the faintest idea,’’ I con-
fessed, smiling at his vehemence.

‘‘Pardieu, I shall tell you. Barley,
my friend; barley and wheat, and
damned, detestable turnips, with
never the soupgon of meat or salt in
them. What think you of that?”’

‘“‘Queer sort of h05p1tahty, '’ T haz-
arded.

‘““Hospitality?’" he echoed. ‘‘It is
damnable, my friend—believe me, I
use the term advisedly—damnable, no
less, This poor one from far-off Ching
has been hurled from his kitchen for
no greater fault than that he did salt
the wretehed soup wherewith Wallagin
regaled his visitors. He, this villainous
Wallagin, always personally tastes all
food before it is served to those who
enjoy his so strange hospitality, and
this day he diseovered the savor of
salt in 1t, whereupon he kicks out his
cook without more ado.’”’

“But see here, de Grandin,’”’ I re-
turned. ‘“Why make so much ado
over an eccentricity? Perhaps Wall-
agin’s guests are on some queer diet,
and demand that sort of food. Here
you are abusing the man like a pick-
pocket for no earthly reason I can see
save the rations he serves his callers.
I admit I don’t think I’d relish such
fare, but they must— they’re not
obhged to remain there if they don’t
like it, are they ?’’ :

Something so deadly serious shone
in his eyes as he faced me that I felt
a little ahiver of apprehension. ‘“‘I do
not know,’” he replied simply. ‘“Me, I
think they are; but we shall soon
ascertain. If I am rigcht in what I
suspect, we shall see devilment beside
which the worst of ancient Rome was
mild. If I am wrong—alors, I am
wrong. Come, I think I hear the good
Costello’s feet outmde he is ready to
accompany us.’

OSTELLO ascended the front steps-

as the Frenchman ceased speak-
ing. The two exchanged brief nods,
and de Grandin motioned me to rise.
In a moment we were in my ecar,
speeding over the smooth turnp ike
leading to Morrisdale, the fashjonable
new suburb at the western end of
town.

Evening had brought little surcease
from the day’s steaming heat, and
though the moon shone in the eastern
sky, a thin veil of haze lay across her
face like gauze before an odalisk’s
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features, and the landsecape was rath-
er obscured than revealed by the
strained light filtering through the
damp, superheated night air. Per-
spiration ran in streams down Cos-
tello’s face and mine, but de Grandin
seemed rather in a chill of suppressed
excitement, his little round blue eyes
alight with dancing elf-fires, his small
white teeth fairly chattering with
nervous excitation as he leaned across
the back of the seat, urging me to
more and more speed as we whirled
down the wide highway.

Wallagin’s house was a massive
stone affair, standing well back from
the road In a jJjungle of overgrown
greenery, and seemed to me principal-
ly remarkable for the fact that it had
neither front nor rear porches, but
rose sheer-walled as a prison from its
foundations.

At a signal from de Grandin I
parked the car beside the driveway’s
entrance and, led by the little French-
man, we made our cautious way to the
house, creeping to the only window
showing a gleam of light and fasten-
ing our eyes to the narrow crack be-
neath its not-quite-drawn blind.

‘““Monsieur Wallagin acquired a
new cook this afternoon,’’ de Grandin
whispered as we took our stations. ‘I
made it my business to see him and
bribe him heavily to smuggle a tiny
bit of meat into the soup he prepared
for tonight. If he has been faithful
to his trust we may see something; if
not—pah, my friends, what is it we
see here?’’

Inside the house was a room which
must have been several degrees hotter
than the stoke-hole of a steamer, for
the window was tightly shut and a
great log fire blazed on the wide
hearth of the open fireplace almost di-
rectly opposite our point of vantage.
The walls of the room were smooth-
dressed stone, the floor was paved
with cement. Lolling on a sort of
ottoman composed of heaped-up cush-
ions sat the master of the house, a
great, overfed bulk of a man with

enormous paunch, great, fat-uphol-
stered shoulders between which his
massive head was sunk like an owl’s
in its feathers, large, white hands
with wrists wrinkled by pendulous
layers of fat, and eyes as cold and
gray as twin inlays of burnished
agate. What hair the man possessed
lay round the lower part of his cra-
nium like a white wreath, for it was
long and curling and white with a
whiteness which was more due to total
absence of color than to any silvery
shading, and the broad, flabby face
beneath the bulging, gleaming dome
of his brow was pasty-pale with a sort
of bleached, yellowish pallor like the
belly of a toad, or one of those bur-
rowing worms which live their lives
away from any ray of sunlight. It
was a massive face, an intellectual
face, but a weak, vicious face as well,
the countenances of Caligula and Nero
in one, with something of the bestial
brutality of a sensual Eastern sera-
glio-master in addition.

About his great shoulders was
draped a robe of heavy Paisley weave,
belted at the loins but open to the
waist, displaying his obese torso and
abdomen, so that as he squatted there
he resembled a grimly grotesque trav-
esty of Mi-lei-Fo, the laughing Bud-
dha of China.

As we fixed our eyes to the gap
beneath the curtain the man smiled
in wide-mouthed anticipation and
beat his fat hands together sharply.

JA door at the farther end of the
room swung open in response to his
signal, and into the apartment trooped
a file of women. Young they all were,
and comely, with a diversity of
beauty which would have done credit
to the casting director of any metro-
politan revue. The leader was tall,
statuesque, with sweeping black hair,
sharp-hewn, patrician features, and a
majesty of ecarriage like a youthful
queen’s. Two others—one blond, pe-
tite and fairylike in her beauty, the
other ruddy-haired and plumply
rounded—followed in the wake of the
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first, and last of all eame slouching,
with stoop-shouldered, hang-dog mien,
an undersized man.

“Jasus!’’ Costello breathed in a
terrified whisper. ‘“Will ye be lookin’
at that felly, Dr. de Grandin, sor.
'Tis Gip Carson hisself! An’—
blessed be God'!—th’ woman ladin’
th’ parade is none other than pore
dead Missis Clark, mother o’ th’ little
gur-rl that wuz kilt th’ other night!”’

“¢8-s-s-st!’’ de Grandin’s sharp, low
hiss cut him off. ‘‘Observe, my
friends; did I not say we should see
something? Regardez-vous!’’

At a signal from the seated man
the women ranged themselves before
him, arms uplifted, heads submissive-
ly bent; then, with a slow, gliding
motion, first one, then the others, be-
gan to dance a sort of fantastic riga-
doon. Each was clothed in a clinging
shift of some netlike, silky material,
falling in wundulating lines {from
shoulder to instep like a boudoir negli-
gée, and through the meshes of the
filmy cloth their white bodies showed
pale and wraithlike,

The dance was not a thing of art—
at least, not such art as is exemplified
tipon the stage—for the dancers’
movements were stilted and slow, each
seeming to feel her way through the
measures of her performance as
though she danced blindfolded; yet
there was a sort of eery, blood-freez-
ing faseination about it, too, for
though I set Costello’s utterances
down to Irish superstition and mis-
taken identity, there was something
so unreal about the spectacle that,
though I could not frame the words
to deseribe it, I felt T looked on some-
thing so obscene, so utterly vile, that
my eyes would be long polluted by
what they saw that night.

“O1 tell ye, sor,”” Costello began
again in a frightened whisper, his na-
tive brogue .:1&%1'(111;;‘ ltaelf ‘““there’s
Missis Clalk an’

““Be still, great fool, or I must si-
lenece you 1" de Grandin hissed. *‘Be-
hold what is to come.”’

The dance concluded, the fleshy
master of the revels waved the slouch-
ing man to a seat on the floor and mo-
tioned to the dancers to approach. It
seemed to me as I wateched that each
woman hesitated with a show of vis-
ible reluctance before obeying the
silent order, but each stepped for-

ward, nevertheless, and sank erouch-

ing at the bloated creature’s feet.

All we saw was pantomime, for the
heavy window shut in all sounds be-
vond its thick pane. Perhaps that
added to the horror of the vision. At
any rate, I felt myself go sick as the
bloated man dropped a monstrous
arm caressingly about the shoulders
of the women seated to his right and
left, then, with a throaty, ecynical
laugh, motioned some command to
the stoop-shouldered fellow squatting
cross-legged on the bare floor beside
the red-haired woman. Slowly, me-
chanically, the undersized man leaned
toward the girl, put the palms of his
hands on her cheeks and drew her
face to his, then kissed her long upon
the mouth. It was as though two
afitomatons caressed. Though lip fold-
ed over lip in the counterfeit of love,
the osculation was as devoid of senti-
ment as though the man and woman
were two dolls earelessly tumbled face
to face against each other, and I
caught myself trying vainly to recall
a half-forgotten verse from Osecar
Wilde:

For within the grave there is no pleasure,
. and desire shudders into ashes . . .

My wandering attention was re-
called as the gross creature motioned
to the dark-haired woman to perform
what was evidently a nightly rite. A
shudder passed through her lissome
frame as she complied, but despite her
evident revulsion, she seated herself
before him, leaned back until her head
was pillowed on his crossed bare feet,
and twined her lovely arms up and
backward about his almost shapeless
fat ankles.

Sudden recognition, sharp and
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painful as the stab of a dentist’s drill,
pierced my consciousness as I looked.
With the raising of her arms to em-
brace her master’s legs, the woman
had exposed her axille, and sunken
deep in her left armpit was a short
wound, patently quite fresh, but
bloodless despite its evident depth, its
lips drawn puckeringly together with
the familiar ‘‘baseball stitch.”’

No surgeon leaves a wound like
that. It was the mark the embalmer’s
scalpel made in cutting through the
superficial tissue to raise the axillary
artery for his injection. The woman
before me, the woman who had danced
like a houri from some sultan’s ze-
nana not five minutes before, was
dead; dead as any tenant of the grave-
yard !

About to shriek out my discovery,
I was arrested by the sudden ecluteh
of de Grandin’s hand upon my arm.
““Observe, my friend,’’ he whispered.
‘“We shall see whether or not my plan
has carried.’’

Shuffling into the room, apparently
no more concerned with the scene be-
fore him than if he had been serving
coffee at a formal dinner, a little
Chinaman entered, a tray containing
four small soup bowls held high be-
fore him. He set the food upon the
floor and turned unconcernedly to
leave, giving not so much as the trib-
ute of a single backward glance at the
oross, squatting man and his bond-
woman, and the queer, lifeless-looking
pair who kissed and eclung in grue-
some similitude of passion beside their
master’s cushioned throne.

An indolent motion of the master’s
hand and the slaves fell on their prov-
ender like hungry beasts at feeding-
time, lifting the coarse china bowls to
their mouths and drinking greedily.

Such a look of dawning recognition
as spread over the four expressionless
faces as they drained the broth I have
seen sometimes when half-uneonscious
patients have received powerful re-
storatives. The man was first to show
it, surging up from his erouching pos-

ture on the floor and gazing about
him wildly through half-closed, des-
perate eyes, like a caged thing seeking
escape from its prison. But before he
could do more than wheel drunkenly
in his tracks, realization seemed to
burst upon the women, too, and

-seream after agonized scream burst

from their lips. There was a flutter of
transparent draperies, the soft thud-
ding of soft bare feet on the cement
flooring of the room, and they rushed
pellmell to the door, brushing the
hunch-shouldered man from their way
as though he were a child.

Utterly transfixed with horror, I
stood as if rooted to the earth till the
sudden sharp eclutech of the Ilittle
Frenchman’s hand brought me out of
my stupor. °‘°‘Quick, Friend Trow-
bridge,’’ he ordered. ‘‘To the cem-
etery; to the cemetery, with all haste'
Nom d’un sale chameau, we have yvet
to see the end of this!”’

‘““Whieh cemetery?’’ I asked stu-
pidly, my wits still benumbed by the
horrid sight I had witnessed.

“N’itmporte,”” he returned, fairly
dragging me toward the waiting mo-
tor. ‘‘At Shadow Lawn or Mount
Olivet we shall see that which will
make us all three call ourselves hiars.’’

Mount Olivet was the nearest of the
three municipalities of the dead ad-
jacent to Harrisonville, and toward it
we made at top speed. Parking the
car beside the main entranceway, we
dashed through the narrow grilled
ogate for foot-passengers—the drive-
way was closed at sundown — and
raced across the grave-hummocks to-
ward the humble tomb of the executed
murderer which had proved unten-
anted that morning.

““Say, Dr. de Grandin, sor,”’ Cos-
tello demanded, panting as he strove
to keep abreast of the agile little
Frenchman, “*just what’s th’ idea of
all this business? T know ye’ve some

oood reason, but o
““S-s-st!”’ de Grandin hissed be-
tween clenched teeth. ‘‘Crouch here,

my friends, in the shadow of this
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monument, and keep your gaze fixed
upon that grave; keep it—ah!”’

Shuffling queerly, stumbling now
and again over the mounded tops of
the sodded graves, a slouching figure
came careening crazily toward us,
veered off as it mneared the Carson
grave and sank to its knees beside the
loosened earth so recently replaced by
the cemetery laborers. An instant
later it was serabbling with frenzied
hands at the clay and gravel of the
mound, as though seeking to burrow
its way into the sepulcher.

““Me God!’’ Costello breathed un-
believingly. ‘‘’Tis Gip Carson his-
self!’”’ He shuddered as he rose, and
I could see the tiny globules of fear-
sweat standing on his forehead in the
pallid moonlight as he stepped for-
ward, but the inbred sense of duty
was stronger in his Irish heart than
was the pull of generations of Irish
superstition. ‘‘Gyp Carson, I arrest
ye in th’ name o’ th’ law for th’ mur-
der o’ William Hamiline,”’ he thun-
dered as he laid a heavy hand on the
burrowing creature’s shoulder.

It was as if he had touched a soap
bubble. With an odd little squeak,
like that of a mouse caught in the
Jaws of a trap, the creature beneath
his hand eollapsed in a erumpled heap
on the mound of fresh earth. When
de Grandin and I reached them the
pale, drawn face of a corpse grinned
sardonically up at us in the beam of
Costello’s flashlight.

“Dr.—de—Grandin, sor—Dr.—
Trowbridge, for th’ love o’ heaven,
gimme a drink o’ sumpin’,”’ the big
Irishman pleaded pitifully, catching
at the diminutive Frenchman’s shoul-
der as a terrified child might cluteh
its mother’s skirts.

““Courage, mon brave,”” de Grandin
soothed, patting the detective’s big
hand, ‘“there is yet work for us to do.
Tomorrow they will bury this poor
one. The law has had its will of him;
now let his body rest in peace. To-
night—sacré nom, the dead must at-
tend the dead; it is with the living we

have business. En avant; to Walla-
gin’s house, Friend Trowbridge!”’

2 IT 1S as I suspected,’’ he told us as

I turned the car carefully in the
narrow roadway and set out for the
accursed dwelling we had just left.
“Your solution of the case was sane,
Friend Costello, but there are times
when very sanity proves the falseness
of a conclusion. That someone had
resurrected the remains of this poor
Gyp Carson to copy his fingerprints
seemed most reasonable, but today I
obtained ecertain information which
led me up another road. Already I
have explained the mystery of this
Wallagin person; how he was thrown
out from the Rangers’ Club for vari-
ous reasons and how he vowed horrid
vengeance on those who voted his ex-
pulsion. That was of interest. I
sought still further. I found that he
was long in the Island of Haiti and
that he there mingled with the Culte
des Morts. Ah, my friends, we who
sit here in this clean northern air ean
laugh at such things, but in Haiti,
that dark step-daughter of mysterious
Africa’s dark mysteries, they are no
jest. No. In Port-au-Prince and in
the backlands of the jungle the native
Haitians will tell you of the zombie—
he is well known wherever black magie
1s practised. Now, a zombie is neither
a ghost nor yet a living person resur-
rected, but only a spiritless corpse
ravished from the quiet ‘of the grave,
endowed with a pseudo-life by black
sorcery and made to serve the whim
and pleasure 6f the magician who has
animated it. Sometimes these wicked
ones steal a corpse to make it commit
a crime while they stay far from the
seene, thus furnishing themselves un-
breakable alibis. More often they rob
the grave for the purpose of securing
slaves who labor ceaselessly for them
at no wage at all. Yes, it is so; with my
own two eyes I have seen it before the
American Marines occupied the island.

‘“‘But there are certain limits which
(Continued on page 138)
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HE village of St. Gervase lies
at the seaward base of a broad
triangular wvalley which lies
scooped-out among the uplands of the
north Cornish moors, and not even
among the fells of Cumberland could
vou find so remote a cluster of human
habitations. Four miles of by-road,
steep and stony, lie between it and the
highway along which in tourist-time
the motor-busses pound dustily to
Bude and Newquay, and eight more
separate it from rail-head. Scarcely
once in the summer does an in-
quisitive traveler think it worth
while to visit a village which his
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“She kissed the frayed lips
fretted with decay.”

guide-book dismisses with the very
briefest reference to the ancient
wishing-well that lies near the lich-
gate of the churchyard there; the
world, in fact, takes very little heed
of St. Gervase, and St. Gervase hard-
ly more of the outer world. Seldom
do you see man or woman waiting, at
the corner where the road from the
village joins the highway, for the ad-
vent of the motor-bus, and seldom
does it pause there to set down one of
its passengers. An occasional trolley
laden with sacks of coal or eargo of
beer-barrels jolts heavily down the

lane; for the rest the farms ofa;:.he
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valley and the kitehen-gardens of the
cottagers supply it with the needs of life
and its few fishing-boats bring in their
harvest from thesea. Nor does St. Ger-
vase seek after any fruits of science or
culture or religion save such as spring
from its soil, which furnishes its wise
women with herbs of healing for ailing
bodies, and from its tradition of spells
and superstitions of a darker sort to
be used in the service of love or of
vengeance. These latter are not pub-
licly spoken of save in one house at
St. Gervase, but are muttered and
whispered in quiet consultations, and
thus the knowledge has been handed
down from mother to daughter since
the days when, three centuries ago, a
sereeching, handcuffed band of women
were driven from here to Bodmin,
and, after a parody of a trial, burned
at the stake.

It was strange that the vicarage,
which might have been expected to be
unblackened by the smoke of legend-
ary learning, was the one house where
magic and witcheraft were openly
and sedulously studied, but such
study was purely academical, the Rev-
erend Lionel Eusters being the fore-
most authority in England as a writer
on folk-lore. His parochial duties were
licht and his leisure plentiful; for a
couple of services on Sunday were, to
judge by the congregation, sufficient
for the spiritual needs of his parish,
and for the rest of the week he was
busy in the library of the creeper-
covered vicarage that stood hard by
the lich-gate that led to the church-
vard. Here, patient but unremitting,
he worked at his great book on witch-
craft which had engaged him so many
years, occasionally printing some sub-
section of it as a pamphlet : the origin
of the witch’s broomstick, for instance,
had furnished curious reading. He
was a wealthy man with no expensive
tastes save that for books on this
subject, and the big library he had
built on to the vicarage had now few
empty shelves. Twenty years ago,
when ill health had driven him from

the chill clays of Cambridge, he had
been appointed to this remote college
living, and the warm soft elimate and
the strange primitive traditions that
hung about the place suited both his
health and his hobby.

Mr. Eusters had long been a wid-
ower, and his daughter Judith, now a:
woman of forty years old, kept house
for him. The time of her more mar-
riageable maidenhood had been spent
here In complete isolation from her
own class, and though sometimes
when she saw the courtships and
childbirths of the village the sense of
what she had missed made a bitter
brew for her, she had long known that
St. Gervase had cast some spell upon
her, and that had a wooer from with-
out sought her, he must indeed be a
magnet to her heart if he could draw
her from this secluded valley into the
world that lay beyond the moors. In
a few visits she had paid to relations
of her father and mother, she had al-
ways pined to be home again, and to
wake to the glinting of the sun on the
gorse-clad hills, or even to the bellow-
ing of some westerly gale that threw
the sheets of rain against her win-
dow : a stormy day at home was worth
all the alien sunshine, and the sandy
beach of the bay with the waves
asleep, or toppling in foaming and
thunderous, was better than the bril-
liance of southern seas. Here alone
her mind knew that background of
content which is brighter than all the
pleasures the world offers; here every
day the spell of St. Gervase was
like some magic shuttle weaving its
threads through her.

Since her mother’s death Judith’s
days had been of uniform monotony.
Household cares claimed a short hour
of the morning, and then she went to
the library where her father worked
to transeribe his words if he had a
section of his work ready for dicta-
tion, or to look up endless references
in the volumes that lined the room, if
he was preparing the notes which
formed the material of his dictation.
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Some branch of witeheraft was always
the subject of it, some magical rite
for the fertility of the cattle, some
charm for child-bearing, some philtre
for love, or (what had by degrees got
to interest her most) some spell that
made the pastures wither and the
cattle die, or one that caused the man
on whom a girl’s heart was set, but
who had nought for her, to wither in
the grip of some mnameless sickness
and miserably to perish. Month by
month as her father pushed his patient
way forward through the ancient
mists, these Satanic spells that blight-
ed grew to be a fascination with Ju-
dith. Just now he was deep In an
exploration into wishing-wells, and
there she sat this morning, pencil in
hand for his dictation, as he walked
up and down the library, glancing
now and then at his memoranda
spread out on the table.

‘““These wishing-wells,”’ he said,
‘“are common to the whole of early
European beliefs, but nowhere do we
find that the power which supposedly
presided over them was at the beck
and call of any chance person who in-
voked their efficacy. Only witches and
those who had occult powers could set
the spell working, and in origin that
spell was undoubtedly Satanic, and
not till Christian times were these
wells used for any purpose but that
of invoking evil. The form of these
wells is curiously similar, an arch or
shelter of stone-work is invariably
built over them, and in its sides are
cut small niches where, in Christian
days, candles were placed or thank-
offerings deposited. What they were
previously used for is uncertain, but
they were beyond doubt connected with
the evil spells, and I conjecture that
the name of the person dedicated to
destruction was scratched on a coin,
or written on a slip of linen or paper
and hidden there to await the action
of the diabolical power. The most
perfectly preserved of these wishing-
wells known to me is that of St. Ger-
vase In Cornwall ; its arched shelter is
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in excellent condition, and the well, as
1s usual, very deep. The local belief
in its efficacy has survived to this day,
though its power is never invoked, as
far as 1 can ascertain, for evil pur-
poses. A woman in pregnancy, for
instance, will drink of the well and
pray beside it; a girl whose lover has
gone to sea will seratech his name on a
silver coin and drop it into the water,
thus insuring his safe return. The vil-
lage folk are curiously reticent about
such practises, but I can personally
vouch for cases of this kind.

He paused, fingering the short Va.n-
d};r_ke beard that grew grayly from his
chin,

““My dear, I wonder if that is quite
discreet,”’ he said to Judith. ‘‘But
after all it is highly improbable that
any copy of my work, published by
the university at a guinea, will find
its way here. I think I will chance
it. . . . Dear me, the bell for lunch-
eon already! We will resume our
work this evening, if you are at leis-
ure, as I have much ready for dicta-
tion.

UDpITH smi¥ed to herself as she paged
the sheets. She knew so much
more about her father’s parishioners
than he; for he, scholar, recluse and
parson, only lived on the fringe of
their lives, whereas she, in chatty vis-
its to the women who sat and knitted
at their cottage doors, had got into
real toueh with an inner life of which
he knew little. She knew, for instance,
that old Sally Trenair, whose death
less than a week ago had been a source
of such relief to her neighbors, was
universally held to be a witech, and
Sally was always muttering and mum-
bling round the wishing-well. None
who ecrossed her will prospered: their
cows went dry or threw still-born
calves; their sheep wilted; the atro-
;ious henbane, fatal to cattle, appeared
in their fields; so the prudent wished
Sally a polite good-day, and sent her
honey from their hives and a cut of
prime bacon when the pig was killed.
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But from some vein of secretiveness,
Judith did not tell her father of such
talk, whispered to her over the knit-
ting-needles, which would have in-
clined him to modify his views about
the surviving association of the wish-
ing-well with evil invocations. It was
idle gossip, perhaps, for if you had
challenged her to say whether she be-
lieved such tales of old Sally, she
would certainly have denied it. . . .
And yet something deep down in her
would have whispered: ‘‘I don’t only
believe, I know.”’

Today when luncheon was finished,
her father returned to his desk and
Judith started to walk a couple of
miles up the valley to the farm of
John Penarth, whose family from
time immemorial had owned those
acres. For the last eight years he
and his wife had lived there alone, for
their only son Steven had gone out to
America at the age of sixteen to seek
his fortune. But its coming had tar-
ried, and now, when his father was
growing old and his health declining,
Steven was coming home with the in-
tention of settling down here. Judith
remembered him well, a big handsome
boy with the blue of the sea in his
eyes and the sunshine in his hair, and
she wondered what sort of man he
would have grown into. She had
heard that he was already come, but
though she was curious to see him, the
motive for her visit was really the
same as that which so often drew her
to the Penarth farm, namely, to have
a talk with Steven’s mother. There
was no one, thought Judith, who was
so learned in what was truly worth
knowing as Mrs. Penarth. She could
not have pointed you India on the big
globe that stood in her parlor, have
answered the simplest buard-qchﬁnl
question about Queen Elizabeth,
have added five to four without eount-
ing on her fingers, but she had rarer
knowledge in the stead of such trivial-
ities. She had the healing touch for
man and beast: she stroked an ailing
cow and the next day it would be at

pasture again; she whispered in the
ear of a feverish child, plueking gent-
ly at its forehead, and pulled the
headache out so that the child slept.
And she, alone of all the village, had
paid no court to Sally Trenair nor
sought to propitiate her, One day as
she passed Sally’s cottage, Sally had
screamed curses on her, yelling, half-
way to the farm. Then suddenly Mrs.
Penarth had turned and shot out her
finger at her, ‘‘You silly, tipsy old
crone!’’ she had eried. ‘“‘Down on
your knees and erave my pardon, and
then get home and don’t eross my
path again.’”” Sure enough, Sally
knelt on the stones, and slunk off
home, and thereafter, if Mrs. Penarth
was down in the village, she would
make haste to get into her cottage,
and shut the door. Mrs. Penarth, it
seemed, knew more than Sally.

Judith swung her easy way up the
steep hill, hatless in spite of the hot
sun, and unbreathed by the aseent.
She was a tall woman, black-haired
and comely, her skin clear and healthy
with the blossom on it that only sun
and air can give. Her full-lipped
mouth hinted that passion smol-
dered there; her evebrows, fine and
level, nearly met across the base of
her forehead ; her eyes, big and black,
looked ever so slightly inward. So
small was the convergence that it was
no disfigurement : when she looked di-
rectly at you it was not perceptible,
but if she was immersed in her own
thoughts, then it was there. Most
noticeable was it when her father was
dictating to her some grim story of
malign magie or witcheraft. . .
But now she had ecome to the paved
path through the garden of the farm-
house, set with flowers and herbs in
front of the espaliered apple-trees,
and there was Mrs. Penarth, knitting
in the shade of the house during these
hot hours before she went out again
10 chicken-run and milking-shed.

““Eh, but you’re a welcome sight,
Miss Judith,’’ she said in the soft
(Cornish speech. ‘‘And you hatless in
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the sun, as ever, but .indeed you're
one of the wise who have made sun
and rain their friends, and ’tis far
you’d have to search ere you found
better. Come 1in, dear soul, and
have a glass of currant-water after
yvour walk, and tell me the doings
down to St. Gervase.”’

Judith always fell into their mode
of speech when she was with the na-
tive folk.

‘“Sure, there’s little to tell,”” she
said. ‘‘There was a grand catch of
mackerel two days agone, and yester-
day was the burying of old Sally
Trenair.’’

Mrs. Penarth poured out for her a
class of the clear ruby liquor for
which she was famous.

“‘Strange how the folk were scared
of that tipsy old poppet!’’ she said.
‘““She had nobbut a few rimes to
gabble and a foul tongue to flap at
them. A tale of curses she blew off
at me one day, and I doubt not she
hid my name in the wishing-well,
though I never troubled to look.”’

““Hid your name in the wishing-
well?’’ asked Judith, thinking of this
morning’s dictation.

Mrs. Penarth shot a swift, ﬂblique
olance at her. There were certain
things she had noticed about Judith,
and they interested her.

‘““ Aw, my dear, you’'ve sure got too
much sense and book-learning to heed
such tales,”” she said. ‘‘But when I
was a girl my mother used to talk of
them. Even now I scarce know what
to make of some of them.”’

““Oh, tell me of them,’’ said Judith.
““My father’s just set on the wishing-
wells and the lore of them. He was
dictating to me of them all the morn-
lng

‘““Eh, to think of that! Well, when
I was a girl there were a many queer
doings round the well. A maid would
tell an old crone like Sally if she fan-
cied a young man, and get some gabble
to con over as she sipped the water.
Or if a fellow had an ill-will toward
another he’d consult a witch-woman

and she’'d write the name of his enemy
for him, and bid him hide it in the
well. And then, sure as the coming
of morning, tribulations drove fast on
him as long as his name bided there.
His cows would go dry or his boat be
wrecked or his children get deadly
dwams or his wife break her mar-
riage vows. Or he himself would pine
and fail till he was scarce able to put
foot to floor, and presently the bell
would be tolling for him. Idle tales,
no doubt.”’

Judith had been drinking this in as
eagerly as the thirsty earth drinks the
rain after drought, or as a starving
man sets his teeth in food. Her mouth
smiled, her blood beat high and
strong; it was as if she was learning
some news of good fortune which was
hers by birthright. Just then there
came a step in the passage and the
door opened.

“Why, ’tis Steven,”” said Mus.
Penarth. ‘“‘Come, lad, and pay your
duty to Miss Judith; maybe she re-
members you.’’

Tall as she was, he towered over
her: he had a boy’s face still, and the
sea was 1n his eyes and the sun in his
hair., And on the instant Judith knew
that no magnet of man would avail
to draw her from St. Gervase.

HERE was dictation again for her

up till supper-time, and when
after that her father went back to his
books, she strolled out, as she often
did on hot nights like this, before go-
ing to bed. Never yvet had she felt so
strong an emotional excitement as that
afternoon when Mrs. Penarth, talking
of those old beliefs of her girlhood,
had somehow revealed Judith to her-
self. All that narration about the
wishing-well was already familiar to
some secret cell in her brain: she
needed only to be reminded of it to
make it her own. On the top of that
had come. Steven’s entry, and her
heart had leaped to him. Some mixed
brew of these two was at ferment
within her now: sometimes a bubble
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from one, sometimes from the other
rose luminous to the surface. She felt
restless and tingling with stored en-
ergy, and she paused for a moment at

the gate of the garden uncertain how
to spend it.

The night was thickly overcast, the
road that led down to the village a
riband of gray, scarcely visible, and
as she stood there she heard a step
brisk and active ecoming along it, and
there swung into view, recognizable
even in the deep dusk by his height
and gait, the figure of Steven on his
way to the village. Dearly would she
have loved to call to him and walk
with him, but that could not be; be-
sides, another desire tugged at her,
and when he was past she turned in
at the lich-gate to the churchyard. The
white tombstones glimmered faintly
in the dusk, and she looked up beyond
them toward the grave by which she
had stood two days ago at the bury-
ing of old Sally. Then her breath
caught in her throat, for she could see
the mound of new-turned earth gleam-
ing whitely. She made her way to it:
the dark earth certainly was luminous
with some wavering light, and on the
moment she was conscious that Sally
herself, not the mere bag of bones that
had been put away in the earth, was
close to her. So vivid was this im-
pression that she whispered, ‘‘Sally!
Are you here, Sally?’’ No audible
response came, but the answer tingled
in every nerve in her body, and she
knew that Sally was here, no pale
wandering spirit, but a power friend-
ly and sisterly and altogether evil. It
was trickling into her, growing warm
in her veins, as by some transfusion
of blood. She went to the wishing-
well, and kneeling on the curbstone of
it drank of its water from her cupped
hands.

Something stirred beside her, and
turning she saw at her side, illum-
inated by some pale gleam, a little
bent figure shrouded in clean grave
clothes, and the brown wizened face,
which she had last beheld in the com-

posure and dignity of death, was now
all alive with glee and with welcome.
Judith’s flesh was weak, for in a
spasm of terror she sprang to her
feet with arms flung out against the
specter, and lo! there was nothing
there but the quiet churchyard with
the headstones of those who slum-
bered there, and at her feet the black
invisible water of which she drank.

Despising herself for her fright, and
yvet winged with it, she ran stumbling
from the place, not halting till she was
back at the viecarage, where the light
shining from the library window
showed that her father was still pur-
suing his academiec researches into the
world of things oceult and terrible of
which the doors were now swinging
open to admit her in very truth.

For some days the horror of that
moment by the well was effective, and
she threw herself into the normal
ways of life which lured her with a
new brightness. She often saw Steven,
for it was he who brought the milk of
a morning from the farm, and she
would be out in the garden by the
time of his early arrival, eutting roses
for her vases or more strenuously en-
gaged in weeding the borders. At first
she gave him just a nodded ‘‘good
morning,’’ but soon they would stand
chatting there for five minutes. She
knew she made a fine, handsome fig-
ure: she saw he appreciated her
healthy splendor, he looked at her with
the involuntary tribute a man pays
to a good-looking woman. Fond wild
notions took root in her mind, spread-
ing their fibers beneath in the soil, and
anchoring there. . . . Another morn-
ing she heard him singing as he clat-
tered down the road in the milk-cart,
a big, rough, resonant voice, and of
high piteh for a man.

Judith played the organ in chureh,
condueting a choir-practise every Sat-
urday for the singers, and next week
Steven was sitting among the men
while she took them through the ean-
ticles and hymns. Women and girls
took alto and treble parts; the chief
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chorister was Nance Pascoe, a maid of
twenty, and she was like a folded
rosebud just bursting into full flower.,
By some blind instinet Judith began
to dislike her: she would stop in the
middle of a verse to tell the trebles
they were flat, which meant that
Nance was the culprit. Again she
would ask the tenors singly to sing
some line over which they had bun-
gled, and had a word of praise for
Steven. Or she would go to the farm
for a chat with Mrs, Penarth, and by
some casual question learn that Stev-
en was hedge-clipping near by in the
meadow. Then she would remember
she wanted a chicken for next day,
and go to tell him: it was but a step.
In a hundred infinitesimal ways she
betrayed herself.

Mixed with this growth of longing
which had so firmly rooted itself was
another of more poisonous breed.
There was a power eager to help her,
and like a frightened fool she had fled
from its manifestation. But she knew
she was making no way with Steven,
and now she bethought herself again
of it, and found that her terror had
withered, and that her thirst for com-
_Tmerce with those dark enchantments
“was keen not only for the help they
ecould give her, but for her own love
of them. Once more in the evening,
when her father was back at his books,
she set out for the wishing-well.

HER step was noiseless on the grass
of the churchyard, and she was
close to the wishing-well, still screened
by bushes that grew there, when she
heard from behind them a man’s ring-

ing laughter, and a girl’s voice joined
in.

4 Sure she’s terrible set on you,
Steven. It makes me bubble within
when she says at the choir-singing:
‘Yes, very nice, Mr. Penarth,” and
what the poor sbul means is ‘Aw,

_Stwen dm-ee come and give me a
hug e

Steven laughed again. ““I’'m fair
scared of her,”” he said, ‘‘though

Mother laughs fit to burst when she’s
come up to the farm to see and order
one egg or a sprig of mint, And
every morning when I take the milk,
the old girl’ll be weeding and hoemg.
shnwulg off like, as if she was the
strong man at the fair.”’

‘““Eh, I declare I’'m sorry for her,”’
said Nance, ‘‘for I know what it is to
love you. Poor empty heart!”’

‘““‘Nance, we must put our banns
up,’”’ said he. ‘‘I’m scared, but-give
your lad a kiss to strengthen him and
I’ll pluck up and ask Parson to read
us out next Sunday.”’

There was silence.

‘““Eh, Steven, don’t hug so tight,”’
whispered Nance. ““You’ll get your
fill of me ere long. Just a drink from
the well for us both, and then I must
get home.’

Judith stole back along the grasg,
and from behind the curtain in the
parior window saw the two, arm-en-
twined, pass down the road. No
thought was there now in her mind of"
any love-philtre; no longer did she
want the help of a friendly power to
get Steven. He had mocked at her,
he was scared of her, and soon he
would have good reason for that. Of
Nanee she hardly thought: it was not
for Nance that her heart was black
as the water in the wishing-well. She
felt no hysterical rage of longing or
revenge: it was a hellish glee that fed
her soul. Quaint and pleasant was it,
she thought, as she wrote on a slip of
paper the name ‘‘Steven Penarth,”’”’
that it should have been his mother
who had taught her that. And Mrs.
Penarth had ““‘laughed fit to burst’’ at
her, so Mrs. Penarth must learn not
to laugh so much.

She went forth again with the in-
seribed slip. The power she courted
was flooding into her, wave on wave.
Now she was back at the well again,
and there she knelt a moment drink-
ing in like a thirsty field the dew of
power with which the air was thick.
She felt in the darkmess for one of
those fern-fringed niches in the wall,
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and deep among its fronds she hid
the paper.
‘““Master of evil and of me,’’ she

muttered, ‘‘send sickness and death
on him whom I here dedicate.’’

Something stirred beside her: she
knew that the presence which had ter-
rified her before was manifest again.
She turned with hands of welcome,
and there beside her was the shroud-
wrapped figure and the wizened face,
but now the shroud was white no
longer but spotted with earth-mold,
and the flesh was rotting from the
face. Judith put her arms close round
the specter, and kissed the frayed lips
fretted with decay, and she felt it
melting into her. She shut her eyes
in the ecstacy of that union: when she
opened them she was clasping the
empty air.

HE was down early next morning,

full of youthful fire and fitness,
and presently the milk-cart clattered
up to the gate. But it was not Steven
who drove it, but Mrs. Penarth.

‘“'Tis I who’ve come with your
milk today, Miss Judith,’”’ she said;
“‘for Steven’s got a terrible bad head-
ache, and I bade him lie abed. But he
charged me to ask Parson to put up
his banns come Sunday.’’

““Oh, is Mr. Steven to be married ?’’
asked Judith. ‘“Who’s the maid?’’

““Just Nance Pascoe whom he’s
played with since he was a lad.”’

““Then he’s lucky,’’ said Judith,
‘““for she’s pretty as a pieture. 1’1l
tell my father about the banns. And
I’'m so sorry Mr. Steven’s not well.
But he’ll mend quick.”’

The days passed on, and soon it was
known that Steven lay stricken with
some sore fever to which neither his
mother’s healing hands nor the doe-
tor’s potions brought relief. Every
morning Judith learned from Mrs.
Penarth that he was no better, and
every morning she felt herself the
object of some keen, silent serutiny.
She was not one who prinked before
her glass, but one day, after Mrs. Pen-
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arth had gone, she ran upstairs and
questioned her face. It certainly had
it was sharper in outline,-
and that cast In her ‘eye was surely
more pronounced. But she liked that :

it seemed an outward and visible sign
of her power. Every night now she
sat by the wishing-well concentrating
on her desire. The news of Steven:
had been joyfully bad that day: his
fever burned more fiercely, consum-
ing the flesh on his bones and drink-
ing up his strength. Twice now had
his banns been called, and it was like-
ly that the next visit to church would
llﬁt be that of a bridegroom.

The moon was soon to rise as Ju- .
dith got up to go home: she faneied
she heard something stir in the bushes
by the well, and called ‘‘Sally, Sally,””
but no response .came. Her limbs
were light with joy; she danced along
the strip of turf, leaping high in the
air from the very exuberance of her
soul. As soon as she had turned
out of the lich-gate Mrs. Penarth stole
out of the bushes. She had a dark
lantern with her, and she searched the
walls of the wishing-well. She spied
the paper Judith had hidden there,
and she drew it out and read it. She
tore it in half, and on the blank piece
she wrote another name, and put it
back exactly where it had been. That
night Steven slept well and long, and
in the morning, even as Judith had
surmised, he was ‘‘mending quick.”’

UDITH was not in the garden at the
milk-hour to hear the favorable
report, and later in the day Dr. Addis
was called in: he found her suffering
from just such an attack of fever as
he had been attending for the past
fortnight. It puzzled him, but his
treatment of his other patient was
proving successful, and he assured her
father there was no cause for alarm:
fevers ran their eourse. And Judith’s
fever ran its course ever more fiercely.

She was lying in her bed facing the

- window some ten days after she had

(Continued on page 142)



“Its yellow fangs were bur-
ied in Yardley’s shoulder.”

HE devil is in Cape Horn for

men that sail, and if it can’t

get you one way, it will get
you just the same. It isn’t just the
wind, either.,

The wind had done enough. Six
times we beat into it, trying to make
into the Pacific before our cargo of
wheat molded. But six times we lost
headway on the starboard tack and
were drawn in toward the same
rounded eliff. Stormy petrelssecreamed
at us from their desolate perches. The
surf burst like ecannon shells. At a
vell from the lookout I sang out to
let go. We wore around for the sixth
time and legged it for the open sea.
There we hove flat aback and argued.

Ned Priest, my mate, voted for the
long road eastward. Give up, he said,
and market the wheat in Port Eliz-
abeth or Durban, with the following
westerlies fetching us across to Africa
in. half a gale. But a stubborn fever

was on me. I meant to win up onto
the Chilean coast if I had to float
ashore on a plank. And the crew
were for it, too. The days backing
and filling and banging about had
only made them madder. Priest was
right, but it’s too late to say so now.

We waited for a lull and tried it
the seventh time. Ten miles of sea-
room we put between us and the rocks
before we came up into the wind’s
eve and dug into the erests. The sun
went out in murk. The petrels de-
serted us. It began to snow. Ice
had formed on the rigging and
weighed us down by the head, so that
there was no steadiness in the wheel.

That is the only explanation I know
for getting off our course. Certainly
we made more southing than west-
ing. Some say that a strange current
sets toward the frozen lands. Priest
swore it had pulled Yardley’s Ram-

bler into the polar regions. Bl:n'33 51:11&1:
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was sailor talk., The Rambler had
disappeared most of a year ago, being
last sighted a goodish way south of
the Cape. Priest was merely playing
a shrewd hunch, as it turned out; for,
sure enough, we got trace of Yardley
VEry soom.

Whatever happened tc queer my
navigation, the first reckoning 1 was
able to get—which was on the third
day when the snow stopped falling—
showed us to be in latitude 64° south,
with loose ice floating about. Some-
thing devilish in that! Almost as if
the compass had quit. 1 watehed it
for an hour. It was jumpy, as if
something besides the magnetie pole
was pulling it.

Priest growled, ‘‘The wind’s drop-
ping. We’ll never get out of this.”’

I hauled around on a long tack, but
the wind died out completely, and
through that day and night we lay
becalmed in a cold sea, still drifting.

That brought back the talk of
Ralph Yardley. But the double look-
out I set was not for Yardley’s Ram-
bler; it was for ice. Good-sized bergs
loomed up out of eddying murk,
making plenty of distance while we
made none —or else our drift was
more rapid than I can believe. Those
bergs were thirty-foot walls of green
fire. Deathly cold or not, they blazed
with green light, and blue and yellow
flares played through them. The sheen
blinded us when we got too elose.
They ecracked like thunder. It was
for them I kept the loockout and wait-
ed for the crash that would finish us.

However, those same lookouts saw
the boat that settled things. A gig
it was, bobbing in the lee of a big ice-
berg. And when we rowed to investi-
gate, a man lay in the bottom. He
was far gone from exposure and died
the next day.

He was one of Ralph Yardley’s
crew ; he told us that much. Yardley
was fast in the ice of the Great Bar-
rier a few hundred miles southward.
He had found a big vein of pure iron
cropping out of the ground where a

split in the iee-barrier let him
through. Then the ice pack had
formed and sealed the Rambler
tight. If he could stave off starva-
tion, he was a rich man. This poor
fellow who mumbled the story and
pegged out seemed to have stolen the
boat in a dash for civilization.

We thought it over. If Yardley was
alive, we were murderers to run off
and leave him. But we were taking
the same chance of death that he took
if we tried to reach him. Priest said
only a fool would look.for another
fool such as Yardley was. I was
agreeing with that because I knew the
man, and I knew there was a streak of
craziness in him. But maybe I was
the fool that Priest meant. At least,
the dream of profit tempted me hard.
Under our hateches the wheat was
moldy and foul. We had shipped too
much water to save it. I faced a total
loss, whatever port I made.

Out of sympathy for the Ram-
bler’s desperate plight, the crew were
for making a try at the Barrier.
Maybe 1 talked up the money side of
it rather strong, too. We headed into
the south on the first fair wind we
had had. 1 thought that was a devil-
ish eircumstance—the sending of that
wind to blow us into the deadly
reaches of the frozen silence.

In a little while the compass ceased
its jumping and lay steady. We
steered squarely on the mark and
came to a sheer face of ice that ap-
peared to be hundreds of miles long.
It was the great Antarctic Barrier
on the rim of the polar continent.
For a day and a half we sailed along
it without finding a single break—
like the Wall of China. And then
suddenly it fell away, giving the pie-
ture of a Norwegian fiord, roek-
bound. It was a bay half a mile wide,
irozen over.

In the middle of it rose the masts
and yards of a windjammer badly
listed to port and partly thrust up
onto the humpy ice. We ran across
the ice and read the name on the
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counter: Rambler of Bosion. The
boys cheered and swarmed aboard.

One look sufficed. Her sticks were
sprung; her deck had buckled and
burst open; bulkheads were ripped.
She was a total wreck. Not a sign of
life remained. If her company was
not all drowned, they were dead of
cold somewhere. We had eome too
late. The picturesque, harum-
scarum Ralph Yardley was no more.

It gave us quite a shock to see this
hulk without a vestige of man on
her. It didn’t seem right that nature
had spirited away her vietims and
buried them. I think we all kept our
eyes open pretty wide as we fanned
out over the ice on the trail of food.
We had to have food, fresh food, and
the place was a storehouse of game.
We went after it. Gulls everywhere.
(Guillemots chirping, Clumsy, shape-
less seals staring at us with big round
eyves and not moving, half asleep.
Penguins approaching in a stately
procession, bowing and seraping, all
dressed up in their white shirt fronts.
They grew wary later. We were
walking right into their stone-nests.
We climbed the cliff to look for birds’
eggs. And because we were staring
so hard for something else, we found
it in a erevice.

It was the body of Ralph Yardley
frozen into the ice.

The spring of the year this was.
The ice on the bay was honeycombed,
and the snow was melting off the rock
ledges of the erevice. Otherwise we
never would have seen the body; the
snow would have concealed it. But
now the body was encased in a solid
block of ice as clear as erystal. There
was no recognizing it as Yardley
then. Still, it was a human figure,
the only one we saw. We began
hacking.

Priest came running and shook his
head. ‘‘Leave him,’’ he said. “‘It’s
a proud grave with a glass cover.
Clear out while we can. Don’t go
poking about.”’

above freezing.

I disagreed. ‘“‘There’s bound to be
some writing on him. Some facts.”’

““Facts that killed him,’’ Priest
barked. He was angry. ‘‘Greed’s
eating on you. Better not to know
too much. Yardley was always a
liar. Leave him be!”’

That was a hard way to talk of the
dead. I wanted to know about the
iron mine, I admit. So did most of
the others. I laughed at Priest.

‘“Scared of ghosts?’’ I asked him.
‘““Whittle away, boys. Have him
out!”’ -

The chopping took a long time.
The work raised a sweat. They say
it’s because the air is so dry. Devil-
ish funny, though! It wasn’t much
Coats and jackets
went flying. At 60° we would have
roasted.

Out came the block of ice with the
body of a man in it. We warped a
rope around it and hauled it out to
the ship, hoisted it aboard and slid it
into the ecabin where a fire was burn-
ing. We left it there and continued
after game. | |

That evening, officers and men
messed together in the foe’sle in order
not to eat in the presence of the dead.
Priest said he would be damned if he
went aft to sleep, and so did the sec-
ond officer. Priest talked a good deal
of Yardley’s heavy drinking and his
cold-bloodedness. He called him a
dope-fiend, I remember.

I turned in early, tired and gloomy
with what that day had brought.
Witnessing disaster and death leaves
a deep mark. Sleep is the only way
to cure 1it.

HEN I came into the cabin, the

block of ice was all but melted.
In a pool of water the figure was
nearly free. The whole body was
wrapped in sealskin. I stooped and
plucked away a corner of it which
covered the face, and brought the
lamp down to it. A greasy face
coated with seal fat running off from
the unsecraped hide. Ay, this was
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Ralph Yardley! What a sleeping-bag
he had made, I thought.

Slopping through water, I dropped
into my bunk and was soon dreaming.

Toward morning I woke with a
queer sound in my ears. Somebody
was grunting and spitting and
stumbling around the main cabin.

I sang out, ‘‘Priest—that you?’’
and knew while I sang out that it
was not the mate. He would be the
last man on earth to stumble about,
striking things. Like a eat on his
feet—that was Priest. And he de-
spised any man that spat.

For that matter, no normal man
needed to stumble about while the sun
was shining all night. 1 felt uneasy
as I listened to that thudding outside
the door. Something was prowling
there without sense or explanation,
like ghosts rapping on tables; some-
thing that didn’t answer. Besides, I
recalled somebody I had known who
was always spitting. That somebody
was now a cold corpse lying stiff and
stark and done for. He wouldn’t ever
spit again—unless his ghost had the
power to do it.

I got up, shivering like an igno-
rant sailor. Bang! a set of knuckles
struck the bulkhead. Shuffling boots
too heavy to lift! A choking cough!
I stood at the door, afraid to open
it, just because I couldn’t explain
a common noise. My memory was
frightening me. Too much talk
the night before! Others had the
same memory. Suddenly I laughed.
They were playing a joke on me,
knowing what I knew. 1 laughed,
and then I grew hot with anger. It
was no way to treat the dead.

I flung out into the eabin and stood
with my fists drawn up.

““Whoever’s doing that—I’ll teach
you to be decent! Bear around
here!’’ I bawled at the tall, bulky fig-
ure shambling toward the companion
steps.

It was hazy with smoke from the
stove, hazy and warm and close. A
smell hung in the air, a dank smell

that instinctively made me bristle.
Some smells belong in certain places,
and this was a faint odor that wilted
flowers give off—and moss that is
ripped from tree-roots. Not much of
a smell, but I think if a dog had been
there, it would have laid back its ears
and howled uncomfortably.

The figure had not turned around,
but was still lurching toward the
door. I started after it—and brought
up, searching for the body. The skin
of a seal I saw; it had nothing in it.
Like the shed hide of a musk-ox it
sprawled there. My teeth  chattered
when I saw that. And then the fig-
ure turned on me.

It was too big for Priest, and
Priest was the biggest man aboard.
The face glowed and gleamed ; so did
the hands that flapped as the crea-
ture walked.

“Rum—gi’ me rum!’’ came from
the leering mouth.

Closer—<closer the figure staggered.
It was but a yard from me. It was
dark, dirty grease that streaked that
face. It was seal-fat.

“Yardley! Yardley!’’ 1knew him.
I pushed him off. I snarled at him.

His knees gave way, and down he
went, mumbling. When he did that,
I got a bit of second wind, seeing him
motionless as he should have been. In
a daze I fetched a flask and stepped
up and stueck it between his teeth. His
fingers reached to cluteh it, and they
were as cold as icicles. He downed all
he could and let the flask fall. For
three minutes neither of us stirred.
Then he began to jerk in every musele,
the way one does in a eonvulsion. That
ended, he sighed.

‘““Feel better,”” he said. ‘‘Worst
spell I ever had.’”” He spoke as if his
mouth were full of porridge. ‘‘Must
have got frosted bad. Fingers and
toes numb.’’

I sat down at the table, weak as
water. ‘‘Yardley,”” I told him in a
wobbly voice, ‘I swear to God you
were dead! Frozen in a cake of ice!”’
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‘“Whisky heart,”” he answered.
‘‘Lays me out cold, days on end.’”

“Cold! Embalmed, I tell you!
Must have been weeks in that
ice——"’

My head went round and round.
He checked me. ‘“What day is this?’’

Vaguely I babbled something about
October. He glared at me.

‘““Not October. August. Don’t I
know? It’s August! Where am 1%’

I jumped up and circled around
him and spilied onto the deck. 1 let
out a roar for Priest, for anybody.
Half a dozen men came running. The
secuttle opened on the rest of them.
They crowded the door. I hauled
them in with all my strength. They
crowded back and stood jammed.
They were worse scared than I was.

Ralph Yardley rose to meet them.
He swept up the gingham table-cloth
and wiped his face and hands and
grinned and spat. His lips were blue;
his eyes were deep-sunk. He saw
Priest shouldering in. Priest at least
was not afraid.

They faced each other.
Ned! Don’t you know me?”’

““Ay,”” replied Priest slowly, “I’d
know you in hell. And that’s where
you’ve been. We should have left
you there. You’re a dead man, Ralph
Yardley.”’

“Many’s the time TI’ve been
dead,”” eroaked the other. ‘‘But
never so cold. Catalepsy is the name
they give it. Walking with angels—
beauties they were.’’

““How long?’’ asked Priest. ‘““You
never breathed through that ice.”’

“T'wo months,”” T said. ‘‘August
he thinks it is.”’

“You can’t do that,”” persisted
Priest. ‘‘It’s against nature. You’re
dead, I reckon. But you don’t scare
me, Yardley, miracle or not. Hold
hard, boys!”’

But they couldn’t hold hard. Some-
body got his breath and plunged for
the deck. Like bleating sheep the
rest plowed aftér him, tripping and

‘‘ Hello,

sprawling. The door rocked shut.
The three of us were left alone.

‘““Look here,”” said Yardley, “‘I'm
right enough. You mustn’t go saying
I'm dead. Suspended animation—
that’s happened before. It’s hap-
pened with me twice.”’

““Listen,”’ Priest objected. ‘‘The
ice sealed you in—four inehes thick
over your face. You couldn’t pos-
sibly breathe. That never happened
before.”’

Yardley laughed. ‘‘ They put bodies
in air-tight coffins in vaults, and later
on they find the clothes torn off ’em.
I’'m alive, Ned. Feel me!”’

““I don’t want to. Have it your
own way. What were you doing
here?’’

“Found a fortune underground.
Iron mine. I’ll tell you about it. Dis-
covered it by accident when I was
climbing over the tundra. The earth
fell in with me, and I slid through an
opening into a ecave. Say, where's
my crew gone to?’’

““You ought to know,’’ said Priest.
““You know everything,’’

I was staring so hard at Yardley
that T had no chance to miss the look
he gave the mate. He seemed to be
staring through a film and watching
Priest from a long way off. His ex-
pression was a sort of hard, impla-
cable curse. I almost looked for Priest
to shrink and dry up where he stood.
There was hate between them, but
Yardley’s hate curdled my blood. I
figured that there was not enough fire
in him to work him to rage, or else,
having been over the edge of the
Great Beyond, he knew how useless
and silly was human anger. His old
hate was nothing but a bad memory,
and in a caleulating graveyard fash-
ion he would make Priest pay for it.

““Well,”” he said, ‘‘this cave was
not deep to start with. 1 walked on
and on. It got deeper and warmer. I
saw a light reflected from above. That
was when I reached the main cham-
ber. The sun shone down off the ice
through an open shaft. Another shaft
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went below—an old volecano, maybe—
heating the place. Must be holes like
that all over the earth—breathing-
holes. Down in the chamber you
wouldn’t know any ice was around.
You’d say you were in the tropies.
Once the Antarctic was a warm coun-
try, anyway—a few million years ago.
Look at the seals. They used to be
bears. The bones in their flippers
prove that. And penguins—they
were badgers, I’'m told, that gradual-
ly took to the water when no more
food was left on the land. Besides,
I’ve seen fern-fossils in rocks, and
petrified tree trunks. You don’t
have to go so far back. How about
the mosquitoes here? Where do they
grow so big and sting so bad? T fig-
ure it, the floor of that cave dropped
in an earthquake and never got a
touch of this cold. Just went on
blooming.’’

““Are your men in the cave?”’
Priest snapped.

Again Yardley looked a hole in
him. ‘‘They stayed aboard the
Rambler and tried to break her out.
When I came back from exploring,
they were gone, and the boats were
gone. It looked like they deserted.
It was after I fell into the cavity that
I came back to find the ship cracked
open and nobody on her. I’'m cold,”’
he said suddenly. ‘‘Give me some
whisky, will you?”’ He seized the
bottle I passed him and drank it dry
—all of a pint. I gasped. He hadn’t
turned a hair.

‘““What about this iron mine?’’ I
found my voice. ‘‘“What’s your
proposition ?”’

““Half and half for you fellows and
me,’’ he replied. ‘“You’ll be rich.”’

““There’s a good many of us,”” 1
objected. ‘“We’d be doing the work.”’

““Maybe, but I discovered it. We
can pry it off in chunks. Dead easy.’’

Priest rumbled, ‘‘You don’t get me
down into that hole, Yardley. Likely
now, the mouth of hell is in that hole,
and you’ve sold your soul to the devil

for the poor boys you’d push into the
crater—or whatever it is. You never
were human, Yardley. I knew you in
Borneo where you played with voo-
dooism. I don’t get your game, but
it’s a deep one. I’ll gamble there’s
no iron at all.”’

YARDLEY got out of his chair and
‘made a motion to fasten his hand
on Priest’s shoulder. At once the
mate had him by the neck, shaking
him. I thought he would strangle
him, forgetting how weak Yardley
must be. It astonished me to see
Yardley close his awkward hand on
Priest’s hair and force Priest’s head
back. His other hand gripped Priest’s
throat. They stood a moment pitch-
ing off balance. But Yardley did not
fall. Instead, Priest squirmed and
coughed and went into a mnervous
gurry and fought loose and cowered
own.

“Don’t lay your hand on me!’’ he.
howled. “‘I’ll shoot you if you do!”’

Yardley laughed at the man’s in-
sane fear and without a glance at me
stalked out of the cabin, hauling
along the sealskin and throwing it
about him.

I stared at Priest. ‘‘His hands are
cold as ice,”” I said. ‘‘He can’t hurt
you with ’em. They’ve got no
strength. What are you afraid of?”’

““No strength? He burned me,
man! He burned me—like a hot
iron!”’

I confess there were blue marks on
Priest’s throat where those clumsy
fingers had pressed. But burn? How
could fingers numb with cold be able
to burn? Intense cold burns, I sup-
pose. That must be what Priest
meant.’’

But he wouldn’t have it so. He
felt it to his toes, he said. And be-
fore my eyes those blue spots grew
red as fire. While I looked, blisters
formed.

Priest put a wet towel to his hurt
and rocked back and forth. He ad-
mitted that he should not have gone
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at Yardley. He knew better. Ralph
Yardley was not like ahy other man,
he declared. He had fought him be-
fore. He had seen him kmifed in
Shanghai and left for dead. The man
had too much vitality to die. Priest
swore there were four bullets in his
body, one of them in his head.

““But how can his fingers burn?”’ 1
demanded. ‘‘Are you crazy, Priest?’’

‘‘Electricity burns,”” was the an-
swer, ‘‘He’s full of electricity.”’

‘““Oh, rot!’”’ I snorted. ‘‘You’re
dreaming, and I’'m dreaming! His
skin is rough, and he tore you; that’s
all. There was a hole in that cake of
ice!”’

‘““Vance, there wasn’t any hole in
that cake of ice. Yardley was dead.
What’s more, his heart is dead now.
He’ll live on and on, but he’s got no
feeling.”’

I stamped out onto the deck, sav-
age because I couldn’t understand.
And up forward Yardley was talking
to the crew. He was selling his iron
mine to them, arguing how rich he
could make them, offering to show
them how easy it was to pick up a
thousand dollars apiece by a few days
with a pickax.

They were afraid of him, but he
was overcoming the fear by plain talk,
and he had got out a pipe and was
filling it, as i1f to give further evidence
that he was no ghost. He struck a
match as he talked. It burned down
to his fingers before he put it to the
pipe. It burned befween his fingers,
and yet he didn’t seem to notice if.
Priest had maintained that this fel-
low had no feelings. So it appeared.

I was so shaken up by these things
that I remained rooted there while a
sort of mutiny was preached on my
own deck. Because that’s what it
was. Yardley, laughing recklessly, as
much as said that the officers hadn’t
the guts to tackle the fortune under-
ground, and if the men didn’t take it
themselves without regard to orders
from aft, they were sheep with no
minds of their own.

With that, he climbed over the rail
and down onto the ice and made off,
waving his hand for them to follow.
And sure enough they followed, the
lot of them, slowly, like sleep-walkers.
They stumped across the ice and up
the shore-hill and out of sight. It was
uncanny to see them go. Supersti-
tious fellows, every one; frightened
by a dead man come to life—but
dragging after him just the same.

I went below and got out my re-
volver and set to cleaning it. What
I wanted of it I don’t know. Self-
protection must have been in my
mind. Priest sat watching me and
drawing in his breath as he touched
those blisters of his. I had nothing to
say to him. The gun had got rusted
from long disuse. It took me a good
while to rub down the rust spots.
Then I loaded it, put it into my
pocket, drew on my coat and mittens
and cap, and pounded off across the
ice.

NOBODY was in sight at first. All I

followed was footsteps in the
sugar-ice, footsteps leading up over
the hill and through two gullies. At
the end of the second one I made out
three or four figures bunched in front
of an overhanging rock. In that mo-
ment one of them passed out of sight.
In a couple of minutes another disap-
peared. Yardley’s cave entrance was
narrow, I concluded, and he could
take only one man at a time. When
I arrived, the coast was clear. A warm
breath blew in my face, wafting out
of lt:}.le space underneath the basaltie
roc

A rope had been moored around a
big boulder at one side of the crevice
and led into the darkness. No guts
aft, eh? I set both hands on it and,
crouching, started in. I went slowly,
pausing half a dozen times to listen
and wonder. It was dark. I was on
a slippery skidway that might end in
nothing. By degrees it dropped off
through a succession of landings until
it reached a considerable depth. Then
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it straightened out into a gallery with
many turnings and twistings for two
hundred feet or more. The walls
were as smooth and cool as a dog’s
nose, but not cold. Indeed, the air

mild as milk as I groped in twi-
light. The rope had stopped at the
beginning of the gallery. I had noth-
ing ta follow after that.

The gallery stopped, also. It was
a blind alley. I went back to the foot
of the descent and tried another ave-
nue, but I had no better luck. Three
times the result was the same. Yet I
could hear a eonfused echo of talking
at no great distanee. I sang out. A
voice answered me. A second voice
blended with it. I stumbled onto two
men who like me had gone wrong and
failed to find the main body of the
erew. There was no use in chancing
the black passages any further, I
argued, when we had no light. It
was better to go back to the entrance
and wait for the others to come out.
So we struggled back to the light by
great good luck and went hand over
hand up the rope into the sunlight.

We waited there till the cold got
into our blood, but nobody appeared.
The men grouched because they were
losing a share in the iron.

I said, ‘I didn’t smell any iron.
But I smelled gas. I’ll be satisfied
to 'get those lads back safe and
sound.’”” And I headed for the ship.

I wanted Priest’s adviece, but he
was in no shape to help. He was
drunk. That was odd. Of all men,
Priest was the least likely to get
drunk, or even to take one drink. Yet
he was sprawling over the table with
a bottle at his elbow. He blinked

foolishly. When I stormed at him,
he began to shed tears.
“I'm siek,”” he  muttered.

““Strength’s gone out o’ me. Can’t
get warm. Did for me—thass what.
Dragged it out o’ me. Weak as @
baby—thass what T am.”’

No more than that cculd I extract
from him; it was all he knew and all
he would talk about. Yardley’s fin-

gers had drained him, he kept re-
peating. It sounded impossible but
for my own feeling when Yardley’s
cold hand had touched mine. Now I
was frightened in earnest and didn’t
stop to ask myself how he did it. 1
was frightened for the crew. Yard-
ley possessed some hypnotic power.

I bolted out and fled over the ice
and up the hill to the gulley. 1

serambled into the cave, yelling,
“Yardley! Yardley! Yardley!’’

Feet came scuffing from far off. 1
ecrouched in the dark and held my
gun in my hand. Grunting and spit-
ting, a figure loomed out of one of
the galleries and started past me up
the rope. 1 let him go part way,
thinking to follow him into the sun-
shine, for it was hard to see clearly in
this rat-hole. But he stopped before
he reached the top, as if he realized
that I was behind him.

Then something peculiar happened.
It was twilight in that entrance till
he came. Now the light rushed in,
stronger and stronger, and sur-
rounded him i bright rays of yellow
and red. They flowed over him,
danced on his head and shoulders, and
flowed out. Not sunlight, any of it,
but a sort of curtain of colored fire.
Many a time I’ve seen that curtain
dancing across the night sky on the
Norway coast. It was the aurora
borealis looking like lightning when
it struck Yardley.

I forgot everything in watching it.
It was so much like ligchtning that 1
wondered why it didn’t strike the
man down. As I thought about it, I
knew it was made of the same stuff as
hightning—a stream of electricity
rushing through the atmosphere from
the sun to the earth’s poles.

And Yardley attracted it. He was
magnetic. More than that, it had an
effect on him. He stood up straight
and threw back his shoulders and
drank it in greedily. He thumped
hig chest, swung his arms. Sparks
went from him to the walls. He was
a storage battery receiving a new
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charge. Here was the explanation ot
the burns on Priest’s neck. Yardley
had the enormous vitality and con-
dueting power of a bar of metal. It
must have kept him alive in the cake
of ice when other men would have
been congealed in five minutes.

From being {frightened for the
crew, I became filled with fear for
myself. He had turned and was com-
ing down. The rays grew dimmer as
he put the outer world behind him.
They flickered toward him but no
longer reached him.

““Who’s there?”’ he demanded.
‘““Who called me? Speak up!”’

I shrank back. ‘‘I took the wrong
turn,’’ I said. ‘‘Lead the way in.”’

““Oh, ho! Tt’s the captain. Give
me your hand. I’ll lead you.”’

An electric flashlight played on my
face. I stared into if.

““No,”” T said. ““You won’t touch
me. You see this gun? Put down
the light and start in where my men
are. I’ll pick it up and follow.”’

““You don’t need to be afraid,’”’ he
answered. ‘‘I won’t hurt you.”” And
he put down the light and walked
away.

I RAN and picked it up and played
- it on him. He nodded and strode
off into the gloom, which after a bit
thinned as if light was coming from
farther in. The gallery widened,
emptying into a broad chamber
almost as light as high noon. It was
warmer here than in the passages. In
the rock-ledges grew tufts of tall, pale
grass and little stunted trees with
half-grown, colorless leaves. I heard
a tinkling spring and saw a pool of
water at one side.

I saw more than this. On the edge
of the pool my men were sitting and
lying in attitudes of comfort. The
sight relieved me, and I sang out to
them.

Hardly a head turned. Not one
raised his voice. I bawled at them
again and went to one and clapped
him on the back. I got no response.

Heaving him around, I looked into his
face. It was the face of a sick man,
pallid, lost to all interest, without
much sense in it. I sprang to another
and gripped him by the arm. His
teeth were chattering.

Angrily T faced Yardley and ae-
cused him. He shook his head.

““You’ve been listening to Priest,”’
he protested. ‘‘Ned Priest never liked
me. But ask these Jacks if I hurt
them. Why should I? Who'll take
out the iron if they don’t? What’s
wrong with them ; tell me that.’’

‘“The same thing that’s wrong with
Priest,”” T barked. “‘The very touch
of you curdles the blood. You put
your hands on ’em. That was
enough.”’

““Yes, I put my hands on them, eas-
ing them down the rope. What of it?"’

“What of it? You’ve killed be-
fore. 1 know stories of you.”’

““Maybe I have. I get mad quick.
And don’t you bait me, if you're
wise. But these boys—I never struck
one, nor wanted to. 1 helped each one
down the rope, and something came
over them, and they slumped down
like you see them. Look here—what
[’'ve done in the past is over. There's
a fortune here, but two men can’t dig
it, and two men can’t sail a ship
through icebergs. That’s pure iron!”’

He pointed to a red streak inlaid
in the rock, a mammoth vein, and I
thought now that I could smell it.
But I was not concerned with iron.
The fate of a ship’s company ap-
peared to be settled. Life was play-
ing a horrible joke: burning men in
the frozen Antarctic. It could not be
doubted, for I examined the skin of
these apathetic faces, while weakened
arms tried to push me away, and
every face had tiny blue spots—or if
not the face, then the arms and the
hands.

I was afraid to give them first aid.
Artificial respiration might overtax
the heart and rupture it. Tn a
I confronted Yardley, who had



41 WEIRD TALES

dropped down on a boulder and was
staring at his hands doubtfully.

““I’'m going to the ship for brandy,
and you’ll come, too,”” I told him.

‘““Brandy—ay, let’s have brandy,’’
he growled.

““Not you. I'm taking you so you
can’t do any more harm here. Get
up!’’ '

““Go eareful! I get mad quick,’’ he
warned me. ‘‘I’ll have brandy, too.”’

“Will you? I’d be wasting it,”” 1
flung out harshly. ‘“You’re dead.”’

He gave me that blank look he had
given Priest. Suddenly I thought I
understood what that look meant. He
seemed to be wondering if 1 was
richt. It came to me with a funny
feeling that Priest might have been
nearer to the truth than he knew
when he said that Yardley was dead.
Wasn’t he as cold as ice? Wasn’t his
every movement automatic and ex-
pressionless? No man ecould live two
months in an ice-cake. But dead men
had been restored to life—at least for
a time—by modern science. One way
was to massage the heart, to stimu-
late it.

“It’s a lie,”” he stated, his fishy
eyes on mine. ‘‘I’m as much alive as
you are. You couldn’t do what I did
to those fellows there. See these
museles.’’

‘‘Neither could you do it by your-
self,”” I snapped him up. ‘‘Enough
electricity has flowed into you to kill
you—if you weren’t already dead.
Maybe it killed you. Maybe you froze
to death. - While you were lying
there, the electric current switched
from the North Pole to the South
Pole, and you were in the path of it.
In a moment it may switch back,
Yardley. This is only temporary.’’

It was a bold stroke to scare him
into submission. But it worked in the
opposite way. His pale face became
green. He choked and spat and
flung out his arms and ecame at me.
. He was still capable of violent anger.

‘““What do you know of physies?’’
he bellowed. And I knew 1 had

touched him on a raw spot. He was
admitting that he knew physies.

I threw up the revolver and checked
him. ‘‘You knew what you were do-
ing when you touched those men!’’ I
dared him. ‘‘You never wanted iron,
you crook! It was silver you wanted,
silver you could mine yourself! I see
it behind you—that dark strip—or
I’'m blind! Only one pick eould work
at a time. Share it? Not you!”’

A cunning, desperate distortion of
his features answered for him.

““Put down the gun! I wasn’t sure
it was silver, but you know—you’re
sure, are you? It’s all a lie about the
men there, but it can’t be helped
now &

I broke in: ‘‘ Why, rot you, they’re
not dead yet!’’ I glanced up into the
shaft that had grown dark all in a
minute. ‘‘Walk, Yardley! A storm’s
coming, and I’ll shoot you like a
snake to save these lads!’’

At that his filmy eyes woke up with
real passion. They flamed hot. His
lips worked. His nerves jerked. He
coughed and spat.

‘“Easy there!”” he sald in his
throat. ‘‘I’'m riled bad. Stop, I tell
you!’’

But he was talking to himself more
than to me. He was fighting down
his fury before it should make his
heart pump too fast. Ay, he had to
go softly to save that swollen heart
of his from giving way. He got con-
trol of himself.

“I’Il go with you,”” he agreed.
“Why not? You can’t find' this place
again. Say good-bye to your men
iwl;en you walk out. Just you and I

eft. 2

A lucky thought! I hunted around,
and my eyes fell on the tufts of yellow
ograss. I jumped to pluck handfuls of
it, an armload. I motioned him
ahead. Onece in the passageway, I be-
gan dropping bits of grass as I went,
to make a trail so that I might not be
lost when I returned. At last we
stood below the entrance.
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The light was poor above us. As
Yardley elimbed, no colored curtain
of polar rays drove in to surround
him. Something had happened to the
atmosphere, to the aurora borealis.
But all T could see when we arrived
outside was that the wind was blowing

strong and thick clouds blotted the
S

WE caME out of the gulley onto the
bare, rocky slopes. And with-
out warning, snow drove at us like a
fog full of stinging needles. It came
so quickly that in one gasp I was
blinded.

Close on Yardley’s heels I pressed
as he stumped over the ridge into the
next hollow for shelter. But the wind
roared the length of the hollow and
dazzled me with its white shrapnel.
In two minutes I could see nothing
but Yardley’s great body lurching in
front, his head bent forward. He
made little headway and presently
slued around to yell something and
point back from where we had come.
At once he charged the ridge. I
rushed after him, determined to halt
this retreat and keep on to the ship,
which would be in danger now.

But the broken rock tripped me.
Down I went on hands and knees and
tried to pull myself up the rise. My
eyes were half shut when a stone,
dislodged by Yardley’s boots, skipped
straight for me and elipped me on the
side of the head. I was dazed for an
instant and grabbing right and left
for support. The one thought was to
catch up with him, and I managed to
do it, although my brain was whirl-
ing. I reeled into him before I saw
him, and he leaped about, his face
close against mine.

‘““Warp about!’’ I bawled. T lifted
my right hand—then realized in a
cold sweat that the gun was not in it.
The gun was gone; I had dropped it!

Yardley was not slow to grasp the
situation. His teeth showed. His
great paw swept toward me. [ flung

to one side, aided by a furious gust
that pitched us apart and took the
breath out of my lungs. I slid off the
ridge backward and fumbled among
the stones while I deseended, search-
ing with my fingers for the lost re-
volver. My eyes were no good at all.
They were filled with fine dust sifting
with the snow.

Almost on top of me he came.
Frantically, hopelessly I seuttled to
avoid him, so anxious to find the gun
that he had me before I could gather
myself and run. Madly I lashed out,
filled with panic at the idea of his
touching me. But he was at my back,
eripping my coat and trousers and
partly lifting me.

““Tt’s the cave, fool!’’ he casped
above the sereaming blizzard. ‘‘My-
game! Up! Up!”’” He pushed me
toward the rocks again.

I left off struggling. He was not
touching me; it was the slack of my
clothes he held. He held on firmly,
too firmly for me to reach and un-
button the coat and slip out of it.
But not a finger on my flesh! He was
saving me from his poison touch, If
I behaved, I might escape the evil
that had overtaken the others.

We mounted the ridge without fall-
ing. There the blizzard tore us this
way and that as if we were empty
carments on a wash-line. It blew me
over, and him with me. When I
could stagger up, his face was eclose
to mine, and I saw a great gash in his
face where a stone with a razor ed oe
had eut deep into the flesh. He must
have seen me staring at it, for he put
his fingers to it.

“Why don’t you bleed?”’ 1 b]urted
wondering at the lack of gore.

He drew in his breath and let it out -
in a furious noise. Yet he nodded as
he yanked me after him by the
clothes, dragged me into the gulley
again with unerring instinet, although
I was completely lost, and found the
cave when any other man would have
missed it a mile, He ran, crawled,
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stumbled, fled to it, sniffing a scent
that I could not smell. I know now
that it was blood he smelled. Blood
his bloodless veins called for. He
gabbled while he tore on. At the bot-
tom of the slide we fell apart, but his
wild gabbling kept me plunging after
him in the black passage without the
need of the grass tufts to guide me by.

We were quickly spewed out of the
dark into the light central chamber
where the men still hunched about
the pool. He made straight for them,
charging like a bull. I had no idea
what he was up to, but I reasoned
that he meant them harm, and that
i8 why I yelled with all my might
and hurled myself at his legs.

He went down. The faces of the
men lifted and turned to us. Pale?
They were more than pale; they were
white as alabaster. They were faces
drained of life.. Lying there, grap-
pling Yardley’s legs and roaring for
help, I saw more than the pallor of
those faces; I saw a cheek, a neck, an
arm ripped as by a jagged weapon
and oozing dried, caked, blackish
stains. I raised my head and stared
harder. Each man wounded by the
same 1dentical means! And I knew!
There could be no mistake about what
had ripped that flesh. - Those were
the double marks of teeth—teeth that
had fastened on, a mouth that had
sucked the pulsing stuff of life.

Wild though this thought was, the
evidence convinced me. Yardley’s
frozen blood was water except for the
blood he could draw from others.
And he had drawn it. He had rushed
back for more when he found how
little he had left.

All this raced through my mind in
a few dreadful seconds. Then the
feet I was clutching began to double
up and Yardley’s upper body to
double down. In a moment he would
have me and put those killing hands
on me. There was probably enough
eleetric current in them even now to
sap my strength and make me like

these others. It would be my blood
first. He was too strong for me.

But these forms of men that had
been poor flies in his spider-web had
started to move. Dopy and anemie
though they were, they had heard an
officer roar, and they were briny
sailormen to the core. They appeared
to be In a dream, not knowing rightly
what it was all about, and some could
not stand but crawled. The best of
them tottered. Like the corpses in the
Ancient Mariner they came at the
pace of a crab, while I hauled at those
legs to keep out of reach of those
hands. And when that devil Yardley
did grasp at me, it was my hair he
seized and not my skin—as if he
would save me if he could. He pulled.
I bore the blinding pain as long as
possible before I gave up trying to
break his foot with a toe-hold.

His hand elamped on my back. His
voice snarled at my ear:

““Don’t get me mad, you bilge-rat!
I’'m saving you! The silver for us’
two that can work the ship! Avast
now! Leave ’em to me! Blood—
warm blood!”’ |

I cursed him and piteched about,
driving my knee for his groin, mak-
ing him keep his attention on me.
For those wobbling, flabby fellows
were dragging nearer and nearer.
Three yards—two yards—he let out a
terrible noise. He had seen them.
Letting go all caution, he went for me.
His left hand swept over my face to-
ward my throat. I yelled again—and
then they were on him—a slow-mov-
Ing wave. '

NOT a hand among them could have
squeezed juice out of a tomato.
Not a ray of hope lived in their gaunt
faces. But somewhere inside of them
was the call of vengeance. They
flopped aecross him and pinned him
down, and others flopped across them,
and still others clawed up onto the
human heap to sag like rag dolls.
Nothing but dead weight to fight with,
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yet I thought for a while they would
surely smother him. The touch of
him they never shrank from. They
were throwing themselves away—all
that was left of them; squaring ac-
counts with me for having deserted
the ship.

But they played into his hands. At
the bottom of the press he was surely
taking toll. I knew and shuddered
at the pieture of that beast in his in-
human appetite. I was right. The
pile began to sway. Man after man
fell off, powerless to eling. Not that
they weren’t an enormous load to
cast off. It took a giant’s strength
to do what Yardley did and to get
out from under. He made it at last
and got up, trembling from the ex-
ertion. He looked as haggard as
they did.

I erouched to spring. I had my
fists. If I could knock him out, the
job was done. He was looking to-
ward me, too. Was he? Past me,
rather. I chanced a glance behind
me. Ned Priest stood at the edge of
light—Ned Priest, drunk—drunk!

No doubt of it: he swayed and bare-
ly kept his feet; his eyes were red,
and the lids drooped. He had a can-
dle. The fellow I had found lost in
a blind passage was at his elbow. He
and the grass tufts had guided Priest
to us. But he was drunk. Priest
was drunk.

Just the same, the whisky served a
purpose. Past me he stumped and
reeled, ignoring me. 1 saw a knife in
his other hand, the cook’s carving-
knife. He had murder in his heart
along with the false courage of the
burning liquor.

‘“You Ralph Yardley!’’ he trum-
peted. ‘‘Dog me, you seum, you’ll an-
swer for plenty! Back to the grave,
you moldy ghost! You and your
Borneo witcheraft!”’ :

And Yardley stepped back. Out of
the welter of limp men he retreated
slowly. Priest lunged after him. T
gripped his arm and demanded the

knife and cursed him for a sot that
could mnot strike straight. But he
shook me off.

Into the pale shadows surrounding
the far margin of the pool Yardley
backed, into the darkness of another
antechamber leading God knew where.
Stuiddenly he was out of sight. Trip-
ping over his own feet, Priest was
after him and into the rift which,
when I reached it, I saw was not too
dark to make out shapes.

And if the chamber behind us was
decently warm, the p ahead was
all but hot. The air coming out of it
felt like a dank human breath.

““Stop!”’ I eried out to Priest. ‘‘The
place is foul! It’s a trap! Stop
here! He’s got to come out!’”’ But I
might have been talking to a wooden
post.

The fool! But I had to stay with
him. He was the only hope I had of
making out to sea again. We kept on,
wading through twilight to what?

We were wading through more than
that. The footing grew slimy and
soft, and I thought things crushed
when I took a step—things that
wriggled. A dull light shone at some
distance, with Yardley bulking
against it. Priest in his fury of im-
patience broke into a run. Before the
passage ended, he almost ran right
into Yardley, who had purpose in his
moment of waiting there. For when
in the nick of time he stepped aside
and avoided the thrust of the knife,
Priest was rushing off balance down a
fairly steep grade into a vast marsh
and could not stop himself.

I braced myself between the pas-
sage walls and blocked the hole so that
Yardley—who reasoned that Priest
was alone—banged into me as he
charged back from the hideous place
into which he had led us. I made an
instinetive thrust outward and sent
him back. He slipped on the mossy
edge and skittered down after Priest.

Ay, it was moss that grew here.
And beyond the moss was a steaming
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swamp out of which rose a veritable
jungle of spotted, leprous mangrove
trees and scaling palms whose
bleached leaves never rustled and
were yellow—iyellow.

In that swamp, fuming with humid-
ity, other trees had fallen to rot
away, as other things were rotting
away—the lost crew, I told myself, of
the Rambler. Its stench was horrible.
Not all vegetable matter—no; and all
the flesh in it was not dead. Some of
the logs moveqd. Black snake-eyes
lifted on a long neck. The subter-
ranean lake was alive with reptiles.

I had forgotten the blizzard of
short minutes before. This was the
stinking hinterland along the tropieal
Congo or deep in the tulgy equatorial
recesses of the fever-hot. Amazon
country. The sweat ran down into
my eyes. My clothes stuck to me.
Strength seeped out of me. It was the
most amazing thing in the world
when from a hundred feet overhead
a cold flurry that was snow drifted
down onto my head. I looked up and
saw a great opening whenece the light
came, reflected from huge blocks of
ice. The earth’s extremes of climate
prevailed here ome hundred feel
apart. 1 breathed deep of the gusts
of bracing air.

Then out of the mists below came
the baying voice of Priest. It was the
desperate voice of fear. He was bel-
lowing hollowly and slashing with the
knife. Something had got hold of
him. I inched down the slippery
siope, calling encouragement. It was
not Yardley he slashed at. There was
Yardley—Dbehind him—unseen—wad-
ing silently knee-deep toward Priest’s
hunched back and lifting his deadly
hands. They reached and touched
Priest. They clamped upon his bare
throat. I shouted—but the mischief
had been done. Those fearful fingers
were biting home!

Nevertheless, the mate did not
stiffen and drop. Instead he came
around like a figure on a pivot. He

S V)
giraffe’s.

whirled on the impulse of his nerves
and let drive. The knife took Yard-
ley on the ribs, bit deep—and broke
off. A mortal wound in the lung!
But Yardley was not mortal. I knew
it when he paid no attention to the
thrust and swarmed over Priest, wrap-
ping him in his arms. Priest’s broken
blade eut at him and ripped his eloth-
ing and his hide, so that I knew he
was not done for yet. All the same,
there was strength enough in Yardley
to put the mate under if he could not
be killed. Besides, Priest had slipped
and was down on one knee.

It was the saving of him, A frlght-
ful black head had risen out of the
dark water on a neck as long as a
It towered above the men,
its beady little eyes ablaze. Then it
whipped down with narrow jaws
agape. Its yellow fangs were buried
in Yardley’s shoulder. A jerk—and
Yardley was lifted into the air,
screaming. He released Priest and
flapped his arms and snatched at
nothing. A while he hung there, giv-
ing Priest his moment to splash
crazily shoreward and claw up the
mossy bank. I pulled the mate to
sa,fet and stared at the awful picture
below While I held my breath, those
venomous jaws bit .thraugh and
dropped the body of Yardley into the
mire. A chunk as big as my two fists
was torn from I:um He threshed
there—in a death flurry, I felt cer-
tain.

No! He was up and beating to-
ward the bank, his pasty face wild
with fear, the strange life in him
carrying him on. Slipping, clutching,
up he came, unquestionably mad with
terror. And he made it, made the
rock wall and the rift through which
he had ecome into this hellish place.
He was gone.

At his heels went Priest. 1 fol-
lowed, listening for a spent body to
drop. Yardley was running. He led
us out into the chamber where the

( Continued on page 143)
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“Around we swept in one great lightning “m-*-*-“ > ._.._A:_-v-ﬁ:#f_e; TR

curve, and then were rushing straight
back upon the three racing ships.”

1. The Swarm From Space

HE floor beneath me, slanting

swiftly downward, flung me

across the room and against
its metal wall as our whole ship sud-
denly spun erazily in mid-space. For
the moment following I had only a
swift vision of walls and floor and
ceiing gyrating insanely about me
while I cluteched in vain for some
hold upon them, and at the same mo-
ment I gllmpsed through the window
the other ships of my little squadron
plunging helplessly about behind us.
Then as our eraft’s wild whirling
slackened I stumbled to my feet, out
of the room and up the narrow stair
outside it, bursting into the trans-
parent-walled little pilot room where
my two strange lieutenants stood at
the ship’s eontrols.

“Korus Kan! Jhul Din!” I ex-
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claimed.
us all?”’

The two turned toward me,
saluting. Korus Kan, of Antares,
was of the metal-bodied races of that
star’s countless worlds, his brain and
heart and nervous system and vital
organs encased in an upright body
of cleaming metal whose puwertul
triple arms and triple legs were im-
mune from all fatigue, and from
whose ball-like upper brain-chamber
or head his triangle of three keen
eyes looked forth. Jhul Din, too,
was as patently of Spica, of the
crustacean peoples of that sun’s
planets, with his big, ereet body
armorod in hard black shell, his two
mighty upper arms and two lower
legs short and thick and stiff, while
from his shiny black econical head
protruded his twin round eyes.
Drawn as the members of our erews
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were, from every peopled star in the
galaxy, there were yet no stranger or
more dissimilar shapes among them
than these two, who confronted me
for a moment now in silence before
Korus Kan made answer.

““Sorry, sir,”’ he said; ‘‘it was an-
other uncharted ether ecurrent.”’

‘““ Another!”’ T repeated, and they
nodded.

““This squadron is supposed to
have the casiest section of the whole
Interstellar Patrol, out here along
the galaxy’s edge,’” said Jhul Din,
“but we're no sooner clear of one
cursed current than we’re into an-
other.”’ '

“Well, ecurrents or no currents,
we’ll have to hold our course,’ I
told them. ‘‘The Patrol has to be
kept up, even out here.’” And as
Korus Kan’s hands on the controls
brought our long, slender ship back
into its proper path I stepped over
beside him. Standing between the
Antarian and the Spican and glane-
ing back through our rear telescopie
distance-windows [ could make out
in a moment the other ships of our
squadron. falling again into forma-
tion far behind us. Then T had
turned, and with my two friends was
gazing forth into the great vista of
light and darkness that lay before us.

‘It was toward our left that the
light lay, for to the right and in
front and behind us the eye met only
blackness, the utter, unimaginable
blackness of outer space. Left of us,
though, there stretched along the
ebon heavens a colossal belt of count-
less brilliant stars, the gathered suns
of our galaxy. A stupendous, disk-
like mass of stars, it floated there in
the black void of space like a little
island of light, and hundreds of bil-
lions of miles outward from the
outermost suns of this island-uni-
verse our little squadron flashed
through space, parallel to its edge.
Looking toward the great galaxy
from that distance, its countless
thousands of glittering suns seemed

merged almost in one mighty flam-
ing mass; yet even among those .
thousands there burned out dis-
tinetly the clearer glory of the great-
er suns, the blue radiance of Vega,
or the yellow splendor of Altair, or
the white fire of great Canopus
itself. Here and there among the
fiery thousands, too, there glowed
the strange, misty luminescence of
the galaxy’s mighty comets, while at
the galaxy’s edge directly to our left
there flamed among the more loosely
scattered stars the great Cancer
cluster, a close-packed, ball-like mass
of hundreds of shining suns, gath-
ered together there like a great hive
of swarming stars.

On our right, though, sharply con-
trasted with the galaxy’s far-flung
splendor, there streteched only black-
ness, the deep, utter blackness of
that titanie void that lies outside our
universe. Black, deep black, it
stretched away in unthinkable
reaches of eternal emptiness and
night. Far away in that blackness -
the eye could in time make out,
hardly to be seen, a few faint little
patches of misty light, glowing
feebly to our eyes across the mighty
gloom of space; faint patches of
light that were, I knew, galaxies of
stars, island-universes like our own,
separated from our own by a titanie
void  of millions of light-years of
space, an immensity of emptiness
into which even the swiftest of our
ships could not venture, and beside
which the distances between our own
stars seemed tiny and insignificant.

In silence we gazed into that
mighty panorama of thronging stars
and cosmic void, standing there to-
gether as we three had stood for
many an hour, Antarian and Spican
and human. From the ship’s hull,
stretched beneath the little pilot-
room in which we stood, there came
dimly to our ears the strangely
differing voices of our crew. Over
these ocecasional voices, too, there
beat unceasingly the deep, droning

d
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hum of the great mechanisms whose
tremendously powerful force-vibra-
tions were propelling us on through
space at almost a thousand light-
speceds. Except for these familiar
half-heard sounds, though, there was
only silence in the pilot room, and in
silence we three gazed as our ship
and the ships behind it flashed on
and on. Then, abruptly, Korus Kan
uttered a sharp ery, pointing up-
ward.

“Look !’ he eried.
on the space-chart!’’

““That swarm

STARTLED, our eyes lifted to where
the Antarian pointed, toward the
big space-chart on the wall above the
window. A great rectangle of
smooth, burnished metal, upon its
flat surface were represented all in
the heavens immediately about us.
~ On the chart’s left side there shone
scores of little ecircles of glowing
light, extending outward from the
left edge for several inches, repre-
senting the outmost suns of the great
galaxy to our left. Inches outward
from the outermost of those glowing
circles there moved upon the blank
metal, ereeping upward in a course
parallel to the galaxy’s edge, a
formation of a dozen tiny black dots,
the dots that were our squadron of
ships, holding to our regular patrol
far out from the galaxy’s edge. And
inches outward from our ship-dots,
in turn, out in the blank metal at the
chart’s right, there moved inward
toward us and toward the galaxy a
great swarm of other black dots, a
close-massed cluster of thousands of
dots there on the chart that repre-
sented, we knew, a mighty swarm of
matter moving in out of the void of
outer- space toward our ships and
toward the galaxy to our left!

“A swarm of meteors!” I ex-
claimed. It could be nothing else,
I knew, that was approaching our
galaxy out of the unplumbed, awful

void. ‘‘A swarm of meteors from

outer space! And moving at un-
thinkable speed!”’

““A swarm of meteors from oute®
space,”” repeated Korus Kan,
thoughtfully. ‘‘It’s unprecedented
—aﬂd yet the space-chart doesn’t
lie. -

I glanced again at the big chart.
“The swarm’s heading almost
straight toward us,’’ I said, watch-
ing the close-massed dots creeping
across the big chart. ‘“‘But it’s
traveling at thousands of light-
speeds, and must be caught in an
ether-current of inconceivable veloe-
ity.”’

“Its speed seems to be steadily
slackening, though,’”’ said Jhul Din
as we gazed up at the space-chart in
silent awe.

I nodded. ‘‘Yes, but it ought to
reach us within a few more hours.
We’ll halt our ships here until it
reaches us, and as it passes we can
ascertain its extent and report to
General Patrol Headquarters at
Canopus. They can send out meteor-
sweeps then to destroy the swarm
before it can enter the galaxy and
menace interstellar navigation.’’

Even while I spoke Korus Kan
had swiftly shifted the levers in his
grasp, quickly reducing our craft’s
great speed, while the half-score of
ships behind us slowed their own
flight at the same moment in answer
to his signal. The humming drone
of our great propulsion-vibration
generators waned to a thin whine
and then died altogether as our
ships came to a halt, while at the
same moment the dozen ship-dots on
the space-chart ceased to move also,
hanging motionless on that chart as
we were hanging motionless in space.
Inches to the right of them, though,
the close-massed dots of the mighty
swarm were still ereeping steadily
across the chart, though now their
unheard-of speed was fast slacken-
ing. In silent awe we regarded
them. Out there in the awful void
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beside us, we knew, the great swarm
was rushing ever ecloser toward us
even as those thousands of eclose-
massed dots crept toward our own
ship-dots, and a strange tension held
us as we watehed them moving
nearer.

To any of our comrades in the
Interstellar Patrol it would have
seemed strange enough, no doubt,
the tense silenee in which we
watched the approach of the swarm,
for surely a meteor swarm more or
less was nothing new to us. We had
met with many a one in our patrols
inside the galaxy, and many a time
had aided in the work of the great
star-cruising meteor-sweeps which
keep free of them the space-lanes
between the galaxy’s suns. DBut this
swarm, rushing toward us out of the
mighty depths of outer space, was
different. Never in all our history
had any such mighty swarm of mat-
ter as this come toward our galaxy
from the unplumbed outer void, and
at such a speed as this one. For
though it was moving slower and
slower there on the space-chart, the
great swarm was still flashing
through space toward the galaxy at
more than a thousand light-speeds,
a velocity greater than that of any
of our ships.

Silently we watched, there in the
- pilot room, while the swarm of
close-massed dots crept across the
big space-chart, toward the galaxy
and toward the dozen dots that were
our ships. Slower and slower still
it was moving, its speed smoothly
and steadily decreasing as it swept
in toward the galaxy from outer
space. Such a decrease in speed was
strange enough, we knew, but knew
too that if the swarm was being
borne on toward us by a terrific
ether-current its speed would slack-
en as the speed of the current
slackened.

The minutes dragged past. form-
ing into an hour, and another, and
another, while we watched and

waited there, and steadily still the
swarm crept on toward us, moving
on now at a steady veloeity of five to
six hundred light-speeds. Our ships
hung silent and motionless still in
space, with away to our left the
flaming torches of the galaxy’s
thronging suns, and to our right the
great vault of blackness out of which
that mighty swarm of matter was
rushing toward us.

Straight toward us almost it was
heading on the space-chart, and now,
as 1t crept over the last half-ineh
that separated it on the chart from
our ships, I gave an order that sent
our ships and those behind it slant-
ing steeply upward. In swift, great
spirals our squadron climbed, and
within a moment more was hanging
thousands of miles higher in space
than before, our prows pointed now
toward the galaxy. Tensely I
watched the space-chart and then,
just as the great swarm of black
dots reached the dozen dots that
were our ships, I uttered a single
word, and instantly our squadron
was racing toward the galaxy at a
full five-hundred light-speeds, mov-
ing now at the same speed as the
great swarm and hanging thousands
of miles above it as it rushed on
through space toward the galaxy. It
was the familiar maneuver of the
Interstellar Patrol in reconnoitering
a meteor-swarm, to hang above it
and race at the same speed with it
through space, but never yet had we
essayed it on such a swarm as this
one, moving as it was at an inered-
ible speed for inanimate matter, and
without any signs about it of the
ether-current which we had thought
was the reason for that speed.

Now, as our ships hummed swiftly
on, I stood with Jhul Din at the
projecting distance-windows, gazing
down into the mighty abyss of space
that lay beneath us. Somewhere in
that abyss, I knew, the great swarm
was racing on at the same speed as
ourselves, but as we gazed tensely
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down our eyes met nothing but an
impenetrable darkness, the cold,
empty blackness of the infinite void.
I turned, signaled with my hand to
Korus Kan at the controls, and then
our ship began to drop smoothly to
a lower level as it raced on, follow-
ing a downward-slanting course now
with the ships of our squadron be-
hind close on our track. Down we
slanted, still racing onward at the
same terrific speed, while the Spican
and I searched the darkness beneath
with our eyes through the thick-
lensed propecting windows, yet still
was nothing visible in the tenebrous
void below. Lower, still lower, our
ships slanted, and then suddenly
Jhul Din gave utterance to a short
exclamation.

“Down there!’’ he eried, pointing
down through the little window.
““Those shining points — you see
them ?”’

I GAZED tensely down in the diree-

tion in which he pointed, and for
a time could see nothing still but the
infinite unlit blackness. Then sud-
denly my eyes too made out a few
gleaming little points of light in the
darkness far beneath us, points of
light far separated from each other
and driving on through space to-
ward the galaxy far ahead, at the
same speed as ourselves. And now,
as our ships slanted still down over
and toward them, they became more
and more numerous to my eyes, a
vast, far-flung swarm of fully five
thousand gleaming points, spaced a
thousand miles from one another,
and racing on through space in a
great triangular or wedge-shaped
formation, the triangle’s apex to-
ward the galaxy ahead. The light
with which each gleamed made the
whole vast swarm seem like a throng
of tiny ghosts of stars, driving
through the void, though I knew that
metallic meteors sometimes shone so
with light reflected from the stars.

Never yet, though, had I seen a
swarm gathered in such a precise
formation as this one, or one that
flashed onward at such vast and uni-
form speed. It was like a secene out
of some strange dream, lying there in
the black void beneath us, the
mighty, silent swarm of light-points
whirling on through space at that
awful speed toward the massed,
burning suns of the galaxy far
ahead, out of the mysteries of outer
space. Held still silent by the
strangeness of it we gazed down
upon it, as our ships slanted lower
still. Then, as our squadron drove
down at last to within a few hun-
dred miles of the great swarm, the
nature of those driving points of
light became suddenly visible, and
we gasped aloud.

For these were no meteors that
drove through space in that mighty
swarm beneath us! These were no
fragments of cosmic wreckage out of
the flotsam of smashed worlds and
stars! These were mighty, sym-
metrical shapes of smooth metal,
each an elongated oval in form and
with rounded ends, each a great ship
as large or larger than our own!
The front end of each of these great
oval ships glowed with white light,
the light-points we had glimpsed
from above, since the front end of
each was transparent-walled like our
own pilot room, and brilliantly lit
inside. In those white-lit pilot rooms
we could half glimpse, as we flashed
along, masses of strange machinery
and switehes, and stranger. beings
that seemed to move about them,
apparently directing the course and
speed of their great ships as the whole
mighty swarm of them rushed on
through space, toward the galaxy’s
suns ahead!

‘‘Space-ships My exclamation
held all the stunned amazement that
had gripped us all. ‘“‘Space-ships in
thousands from the outer void——-"’

Before I could complete the
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thought that was flashing across my
mind there was a cry from Jhul
Din, beside me, and I wheeled about
to find him pointing downward,
gazed swiftly down to see that a
score or more of the great, strange
ships beneath were suddenly slant-
ing up toward us, as we raced along
above them. With the swiftness of
thought they flashed up toward us,
and I had a lightning vision of the
white-lit pilot rooms at the nose of
each, rushing toward us like blurs of
brilliant light. Then, as I shouted
aloud, Korus Kan swung the con-
trols in his grasp with lightning
speed, and instantly our ship flashed
sidewise in a twisting turn.

Even as we swerved, though, there
leapt from the foremost of the up-
rushing craft a pale broad beam of
ghostly white light that stabbed up
toward and past us, grazing our ship,
and that struck the foremost of the
ships of our squadron behind us. 1
saw the broad beam strike that ship
squarely, saw it playing on and
through it, and for a moment could
see no effect apparent. Then, as the
great pale beam played across the
ship in a swift slicing sweep, 1 saw
that as it shone through that ship’s
pilot room the figures inside it sud-
denly vanished! The next moment
the ship had suddenly driven crazily
off into space, whirling blindly away
without occupant or crew, all life in
it wiped instantly from existence by
that terrible death-beam that had
played through it! Now the attack-
ing ships were leaping up toward
us, flashing up lightning-like with
ghostly beams of death whirling and
stabbing about and toward us, and
now, over the wild elamor of sudden
battle in the hull beneath, I heard
the great ery of Jhul Din, beside me.

““Space-ships in thousands, and
they’re attacking us! They’ve come
from somewhere toward our galaxy—
have come out of outer space itself to
attack our universe!’’

2. Chased Through the Void

HE moment of swift, terrific bat-

tle that followed was to me then
only a wild uproar of flashing action
and hoarse shouts, as the mighty
ships beneath leapt up toward us. It
was only another sudden twisting
turn of our ship by Korus Kan that
saved us from annihilation in that
wild first moment of combat, since
the seore or more of pale, deadly
beams from beneath, stabbing past
us as we twisted, struek the ships of
our squadron behind and in another
moment had sent half of them reel-
ing blindly and aimlessly out of
sight, driving haphazardly off into
space as the ghostly beams anni-
hilated all the life inside them. Then,
as we raced still through space above
the mighty swarm, the score of at-
tacking ships suddenly divided, a
dozen of them driving up toward the
ships behind us while the remainder
flashed toward wus, their great, pale
rays still stabbing and slicing as they
leapt on.

Even as our ship swerved from the
pale beams leaping up toward us,
though, I had shouted an order into
the tube beside me, and now from
our own craft there stabbed down
toward the upward-rushing ships a
half-dozen long, narrow rays of bril-
liant red light. Four of the ships
below were struck squarely by those
brilliant rays, and from our ecrew
came shouts of triumph as those four
vanished in blinding flares of crim-
son light. It was the deadly ray of
the Interstellar Patrol, destroving
all matter it touched by raising its
frequency of vibration, sinee matter
itself is but a certain frequency
vibration of the ether, and when that
frequency is raised to that of light-
vibrations the matter is changed in
that moment from solid matter to
light. ;

Even in the moment that the four
ships vanished beneath our rays,
though, I had glanced backward and
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‘had seen the last of the ships of our
sguadron behind vanishing in a wild
chaos of whirling death-beam and
crimson ray, since scores of other
ships were leaping up to attack us
from the mighty swarm far beneath.
Toward us now, it seemed, ships
were flashing from every direection,
and I heard the hissing of the ray-
tnbes below as our erimson rays
burned out to meet them, saw three
more of them flare and vanish,
ghimpsed a dozen shafts of the
death-beam graze past us as Korus
Kan twisted our ship in an erratie,
corkserew course. Not for moments
longer, though, T knew, could we
keep up this wild and unequal bat-
tle, since the mass of ships behind
that had annihilated our squadron
were now leaping after us. Our only
chanee was in flight.

I shouted to Korus Kan, and then,
as scores of the ghostly beams swept
through the void toward us, T saw
him swerve the control-levers in his
hands sharply sidewise, so that our
ship abruptly turned squarely to the
right, away from the great swarm
and the attacking ships about us. It
was a maneuver that caught those
ships off their guard, and traveling
as we were at the terrific velocity of
five hundred light-speeds, it put mil-
lions of miles of space between us
and the great swarm before the at-
tacking ships could realize what we
had done. In a split-second they
had vanished from sight about us
and we were again rushing on
through black and empty space,
turning now and again heading to-
ward the galaxy’s far-flung suns.
But, as I gazed anxiously at the big
space-chart, I saw that now the
great swarm of black dots upon it
had slanted from their former course
and was heading straight after the
single dot that was our ship. By
means of their own space-charts,
which I knew they must have, they
had discovered our trick and were in
pursuit !

““Let her out to full speed!”’ I
cried to Korus Kan. ‘‘They’re after
us and our only chance is to get to
the galaxy ahead of them!”

Instantly Korus Kan opened wide
the power-controls, and with a
mounting humming roar our great
ship went rapidly into its highest
speed, 1ts great generators flinging
it on through the ether at a thou-
sand times the velocity of light, pro-
pelling it headlong onward toward
the galaxy that lay still far ahead,
its mighty disklike mass of shining
suns stretched aeross the blackness
of space before us. And behind us
rushed the great swarm, too, racing
on after us and toward the galaxy
still. I knew that the speed of that
mighty swarm of ships must be in-
coneeivably greater than that of our
own, sinee we ourselves had seen
them on our charts racing in toward
the galaxy from outer space with
velocity unthinkable, a veloecity
which we had thought could only be
due to some great ether-current, and
which they had only slackened as
they drew near the galaxy. There
was a slender chance, though, that
we might yet eseape, and now as we
rushed on toward the galaxy im
headlong flight I turned quickly to
the speech-projection instrument be-
side me, pressing a button in its base.
A moment later there came from it
a clear, twanging voiece.

‘““General Patrol Headquarters at
Canopus,”’ it announced, and swiftly
I responded.

“Dur Nal, Captain of Patrol
Squadron 598-77, speaking,’’ I said.
““I desire to report the discovery of
a swarm of some five thousand
strange space-ships which have ap-
peared out of outer space, heading
toward the galaxy. These ships are
apparently capable of immense
speeds and are armed with a form of
death-beam unfamiliar to us, but
extremely deadly in operation. On
discovering these ships we were at-
tacked by them and all of my squad-
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ron except my own ship destroyed.
Our own ship is now being chased in-
ward toward the galaxy, heading in
the general direction of the Cancer
cluster, and though the swarm is
gradually overhauling us we may be
able to escape. From the size, num-
ber and deadly armament of these
alien ships it is apparent that they
contemplate a general attack upon
our universe.’’

There was a moment’s pause
when T had finished, and then from
the speech-instrument there came the
metallic voice again, as calm as
though I had made only a routine
report of position and progress.

“Order of Laeq Larus, Chief of
the Interstellar Patrol, to Dur Nal.
You will make every effort to elude
the pursuing swarm, and if you can
do so will endeavor to draw it into
the Cancer cluster. All the eruisers
of the Interstellar Patrol will be
assembled inside the cluster as swift-
ly as possible, and if you are sue-
cessful in drawing the pursuing
swarm inside it will be possible for
our fleet to fall upon it in an un-
expected attack, and destroy these
invaders, whatever their source or
purpose, before they can obtain a
foothold in the galaxy. You have
the order?”’

““T have the order,”” T replied, as
calmly as possible, and with a word
of acknowledgment the twanging
voice ceased.

I wheeled around to Korus Kan
and Jhul Din, a flame of excitement
leaping within me. ‘‘It’s a chance
to destroy them all!”’ T execlaimed.
““If we can hold out until we reach
the galaxy—ecan lead them into that
cluster £

Their own eyes were afire now as
they saw the chance, and now Korus
Kan tightened his grasp on the con-
trols, gazing grimly ahead with
power open to the last notch, while
Jhul Din strode swiftly out of the
pilot room and down to the ship’s
hull beneath, where, In a moment

more, [ heard his deep voice boom-
ing out orders to the crew as they
labored to wring from our throbbing
generators the last ounce of speed.
Yet now, too, looking up at the big
space-chart, I saw that the gap on
it between our single little ship-dot
and the great swarm of dots behind
was terrifyingly small, a gap of less
than a half-inch which represented
no more than a few billion miles of
space. And slowly, steadily, that gap
was closing, as the great swarm
slowly overhauled us. With their
immense potential speed they could
have flashed past us in a moment,
had they so desired, yet I knew too
that they dared not use such terrific
speed so near the galaxy, and that
even did they use it we would be
able to turn and double before they
could slow down enough to catch us.
Their plan, it was obvious, was
simply to overhaul us slowly until
they had just reached us, and then
sweep down on us with the death-
beams while we strove in wvain to
escape them.

So at our utmost speed we flashed
on through the void toward the
galaxy, a mighty belt of burning
suns across the blackness before us,
and toward the close-massed cluster
of suns at its edge that shone among
the scattered stars around it like a
solid ball of light, while there rushed
after us through space at the same
mighty speed the great swarm of
strange ecraft which we were at-
tempting to lead into that cluster.

URELY in all time was never so

strange a flight, a pursuit, as this
one—a flight inward through the
void with unimaginable beings from
the mysteries of infinite outer space
as our pursuers, flashing on in thou-
sands on our track, toward us and
toward the galaxy they meant to
attack.

Far ahead in that galaxy, too, I
knew, its forces would be preparing
to meet that attack, and from the
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central sun of Canopus the alarm
would be flashing out across our uni-
verse from star to star, from world
to whirling world, flashing in warn-
ing from end to end of the galaxy,
to all the stars and worlds and races
of the Federated Suns. And even
while that warning flashed, the great
star-cruisers of the Interstellar Patrol
would be gathering in answer, would
be rushing headlong between the
suns across the galaxy from every
quarter of it to mass in force inside
the Cancer cluster. Could we escape
the pursuing swarm and lead it into
that cluster it would still be hours,
I knew, before we reached it, even
at our tremendous speed, and in
those hours all the fighting-ships of
the galaxy would be racing toward
the rendezvous there and massing to
meet this mighty invading fleet.

Could we escape? The thought
beat monotonously through my brain
as I stood there with Korus Kan,
silent as the Antarian as we wateched
the great swarm of dots creep closer
and closer to us on the space-chart.
On and on our ship was racing, the
throbbing generators now making
the whole ship vibrate with their
vast power, and visibly the galaxy’s
shining suns were largening ahead
as we flashed on toward them ; yet as
the minutes passed, forming into an
hour, and then another, the great
swarm behind crept ever remorse-
lessly closer. Rocking and swaying
as we plunged through great ether-
currents, we held still straight to-
ward the ball of swarming suns that
was the Cancer cluster, at the gal-
axy’s edge ahead; yet still we had
covered no more than two-thirds of
the distance that had separated us
from 1t, and now the great swarm
was no more than a few million miles
behind, a mere fraction of an inch
on the space-chart.

It was as though our pursuers
were but playing with us, so calmly
and steadily did they overtake us,
and in despair I turned from the

galaxy’s mighty rampart of stars,
ahead, to the rear distance-windows.
A moment more, I knew, and the
thousands of ships behind would be
drawing into sight in those windows,
would be speeding down upon us
even as we sought to flee and would
annihilate us with an attack which
we could not hope to eseape a second
time. Hopelessly I gazed back into
the blackness of space behind, but
then wheeled back suddenly as there
came a sudden exclamation from
Korus Kan. He had swerved our
flying ship’s course a little and was
pointing up toward the space-chart
now, his strange eyes agleam with
excitement.

“If we can make it, it’s a chance
to throw them off our track,”” he
exclaimed, and as I gazed up toward
the space-chart I suddenly under-
stood.

On that chart our single ship-dot
was rushing on toward the glowing
circles of the galaxy’s suns, with the
mighty swarm of black dots that
were our pursuers close behind, and
now I saw that a little ahead of our
own ship-dot there hung stationary
on the chart another dot, one not of
black but of red. Instantly I reecog-
nized it as one of the great space-
buoys hung in space to mark the
positions of the mighty ether-mael-
stroms which were the most perilous
of all the menaces to interstellar
navigation. Formed by the meeting
of vast ether-currents, these mael-
stroms had been marked for all
space-navigators by placing near
each a special space-ship, or buoy,
which automatically and without
crew kept its position, showing as a
red dot on all space-charts to warn
passing ships of the maelstrom’s
position. The great maelstrom ahead,
I knew, was one of the mightiest of
all in and around our galaxy, and
now as our ship sped straight
through space toward it I saw Korus
Kan’s plan and caught my breath
with sudden hope.
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‘““We’ll head straight toward the
maelstrom, and then swerve aside
just before we reach it,”” he was
saying. ‘‘The swarm behind can
have no knowledge of its existence,
and if they run into it before they
can change their course it’ll delay
them, at least.”’

Tensely T watched now as our
ship raced on, the humming roar of
its generators rising a half-pitch still
higher as Jhul Din, beneath, drove
the crew to their last strength to win
another light-speed. A scant few
million miles ahead the great mael-
strom lay, marked only by the red
dot on the chart, and as we sped
straight on toward that dot our ship
already was rocking and bucking as
we drove through the mighty ether-
currents whose meeting formed the
maclstrom. Braced against the
room’s wall we stood, eyes straining
ahead through the darkness and
against the glare of the galaxy’s
suns in the distance, and then, as I
turned to glance back, I saw that be-
hind us now there gleamed in the
blackness points of shining light,
points that were swiftly largening
and nearing us, countless in number
and driving through space straight
on our track. With each fleeting
moment they were flashing nearer
toward us, and now were SO near
that through the distance-window I
could plainly make out their white-lit
pilot rooms as they drove after us.
A moment more, I knew, would see
them close enough to loose the death-
beams upon us, but at that moment
there was a half-breathed exclama-
tion from Korus Kan, and I turned
swiftly about.

He was gripping the controls
tensely, gazing forward into the
blackness that lay between us and
the galaxy, and even as I turned I
saw that our ship-dot had flashed
past the red danger-dot on the
space-chart. Instantly then Korus
Kan twisted the controls sharply
to the left, and immediately our

craft was flashing off in a great
curve from the path it had been fol-
lowing, veering suddenly toward the
left while the great swarm just be-
hind us raced still for the moment
straight ahead. Then, before they
could swerve aside to follow us, I
had a single flashing glimpse through
the window of the whole mighty
swarm suddenly disintegrating, shat-
tering, the thousands of ships that
made it up suddenly whirling away
in all directions in blind chaos of
aimless movement as they rushed
straight into the mighty ether-mael-
strom into which we had led them.
Then they had vanished, whirling
blindly about, as we flashed on ont
of sight, our own craft swaying
wildly as we drove on through the
great currents about the maelstrom.
On the space-chart, though, T saw
the great swarm’s pursuit for the
moment had ceased, the myriad dots
that made it up milling aimlessly
about in the mighty maelstrom’s
grip while our single ship-dot raced
straight on.

‘““A chance!’’ T ecried, as our ship
flashed on toward the galaxy’s sunms.
‘““A chance yet—if we can get to the
Cancer cluster before them!”’

OwW our cruiser was again flash-

ing on at its very highest speed,
straight toward that cluster, while
behind us the great swarm whirled
chaotically about. Before wus the
galaxy’s suns were burning out in
waxing splendor as we shot through
space toward them, 'the cluster of
closer-packed suns that was our goal
changing now from a ball of solid
light into a ball-like mass of throng-
ing, flaming stars as we drew nearer
it. But as Jhul Din ecame back into
the pilot room from beneath, as we
three contemplated the space-chart
and then the great wall of suns in
the blackness ahead, our faces set
again after our brief trinmph, for we
knew that billions of miles of spaca
lay still between us and those suns.
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And now, too, we saw on the chart
that the great swarm of ships behind
had escaped from the maelstrom’s
grip at last and was racing after us
once more in swift pursuit, a hun-
dred of their ships in the van now
of that pursuit with the main body
of the swarm behind.

““It’s the last streteh!”’ T ex-
claimed, as we gazed tensely at the
chart and into the wvoid ahead.
““Unless we get to the Cancer cluster
ahead of them now it’s the end.”’

Our ship was leaping forward still
at its uttermost speed, its strained
generators functioning nobly, but
the great swarm behind was again
picking up speed itself, the hundred
ships massed together a few million
miles ahead of the main swarm
hardly more than an inch behind
our own ship-dot on the space-chart.
On—on—straight toward the fiery
mass of the Cancer cluster we fled,
while behind us, in eruel repetition
of the first part of this wild chase
the pursuing ships slowly cut down
the gap between us, the hundred
foremost ones leaping every moment
closer toward us, while behind them
the main swarm came on more de-
liberately. Ahead now the galaxy
filled the heavens before us, myriads
of burning stars that gemmed the
infinite night with their flaming
brilliance, but of all in the stupen-
dous scene around and before us we
had eyes only for the thronging suns
of the Cancer cluster, and for the
space-chart above us.

On—on—the minutes of that mad
onward flight were passing each like
an eternity as we leapt forward,
tensely braced there in the pilot
room, peering forward, with behind
us the hundred pursuing ships close
on our track, remorselessly over-
taking wus, with behind them the
great swarm of thousands of ships
that were driving to attack our uni-
verse, Ahead of us, I knew, there
somewhere in the flaming cluster of
suns hefore us, the ecruisers of the

great Interstellar Patrol, the war-
ships of our universe, would be
gathering and massing to meet that
great invading fleet, but unless we
could escape and lead it into the
cluster where they waited they
would have no chance for a surprize
attack. Before us by now the great
cluster lay in waxing, flaming splen-
dor, only a scant few billion miles
ahead, its thronging, gathered suns
burning out in supreme glory amid
the galaxy’s looser-swarming suns,
but now the hundred foremost ships
of the mighty swarm behind were
almost upon us.

Even as I turned, now, toward the
distance-window behind me, I heard
a deep exclamation from Jhul Din,
who had turned to gaze back also,
and as I too gazed through that win-
dow a chill seemed to ereep through
my very blood, for light-points were
showing there in the blackness be-
hind, and drawing swiftly nearer.
It was the hundred foremost ships!
Ever closer they were racing toward
us, overtaking us again with every
moment, while far behind them the
main swarm raced on after them.
With each passing moment the light-
points behind were broadening,
brightening, as the ships eame closer,
but now the great cluster ahead
loomed full before us, its myriads of
flaming, thundering suns drenching
all in our pilot room in their fierce,
terrific glare. Straight ahead of us,
at the mighty cluster’s outmost edge,
flamed a great double star among all
the other thronging stars that made
it up, two giant white suns separated
only by a comparatively narrow
gap. And straight toward that nar-
row gap our fleeing ship was head-
ing!

Behind us now the hundred long
oval ships were drawing into plain
sight, their white-1lit pilot rooms
giving us brief glimpses inside of
massed machinery and slender be-
ings we could but half-glimpse that
moved inside. From the foremost of
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those shps, now, there stabbed out
toward us the broad, pale. ghostly
beam of death, but as yet the gap be-
tween us was too wide for the beam
to bridge, and we flashed onward
still, the gleaming shapes of our pur-
suers leaping still closer. Before us
now the whole firmament seemed a
wild chaos of gigantic suns, as we
raced straight in toward the mighty
cluster, with ahead the narrow gap
that separated the two giant white
suns toward which we were heading.

Jhul Din gripped my shoulder,
pointed ahead, shouted to me over
the roar of our generators. ‘‘Unless
we slacken speed we’ll never make
it through that gap without driving
into one of the suns.’’ he eried.

I shook my head. *‘‘It’s death
either way!”’ I yelled to him. “‘Our
only chance is to drive between them

at full speed!”’

Now before us the whole heavens
seemed a single vast sheet of boiling
white flame as we drove in toward
the two mighty thundering suns, the
gaps between them seeming no more
than a narrow black cleft at the ter-
rific velocity at which we were mov-
ing. At our topmost speed we
rushed toward that narrow gap, the
ships behind still leaping full upon
our track, closing swiftly down upon
us now. And now, as Korus Kan
braced himself and held our controls
- still steady, we were flashing square-
Iy in between the two gigantic suns.
On either side of us they towered,
thundering, boiling upright oceans
of devouring, brilliant white flame,
whose awful glare all but blinded us,
seeming to fill all the universe about
us with one great mass of raging
fires. Out toward our onward-flash-
ing ship there licked from the great
suns on either side titanic tongues
of flame bursting out toward us for
millions of miles, huge prominences
that could have licked up worlds like
midges, but straight on between the

walling fires our throbbing ship still
flashed.

Now the hundred ships behind,
still after us through that hell of
light and flame, were racing down
upon us even as we sped between
the giant flaming suns, and now from
behind shot shaft upon shaft of the
pale death-beams, hardly to be seen
in the awful blinding glare. As the
beams sprang toward us, though,
Korus Kan swerved to the left, and
for a moment it seemed that we had
swerved from death in one form only
to meet it in another, sinee at our
terrific speed we veered millions of
miles in that moment toward the left
gigantic sun. Its boiling fires were
all about us, seemed to encompass
us, and then just as it seemed that
we were racing into the mighty
glowing corona to our deaths Korus
Kan had swerved our ship backward
into the center of the narrow gap.
And now we were reaching that
gap’s end, were passing from be-
tween the giant suns, and out into
more open space inside the great
cluster, with the pursuing ships
again leaping forward to loose their
deadly beams.

Out from between the two great
suns we flashed, before us now the
interior of the mighty cluster, a
great swarm of flaming suns that
thronged space all about us, and
about many of which swung great
families of planets, dozens of whirl-
ing worlds. Even as we shot into
the interior of the great -cluster,
though, from between the two giant
suns, the hundred pursuing craft had
leaped forward upon us with one

great burst of sudden speed, were
behind us, on each side, all about
us. It was the end, we knew, and
there was an instant of sheer silence
as we waited for that end, waited for
the pale beams of death from the
ships about us. But before they
could loose those beams there flashed
suddenly upon them from each side
other ships, two mighty masses of
ships like our own, that burst sud-
denly out upon our pursuers from
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behind the two great suns between
which we had just ecome. Ships like
our own! Ships long and slender
and gleaming! Ships of the Inter-
stellar Patrol, striking at the van-
guard of the invaders in defense of
our universe !

3. Death-Beam and Crimson Roy

EVEN as the great masses of ships
on each side leapt out upon our
pursuers, Korus Kan had glimpsed
them, and had swung our own ship
instantly around in a great curve.
On each side of us, now, were the
thousands of cruisers of the great
patrol, and before us were the hun-
dred ships that had chased us in
toward the galaxy through space.
Before those ships could recover
from their surprize, before their oc-
cupants could realize the trap into
which they had ventured, our whole
vast fleet was leaping upon them
from both sides, flashing down upon
the hundred invading craft before

they could turn from their onward
flight.

Down with them swooped our own
ship now, and we shouted aloud as
we saw from all the swooping ships
about us, as from our own, myriad
brilliant shafts of the brilliant red
ray flashing down and striking the
enemy ships ahead and below. With-
in an instant, it seemed, half those
racing ships had flared and vanished
in brilliant bursts of erimson light,
while the rest had dipped and turned
in a wild effort to escape. Back to-
ward the two great white suns they
raced, seeking to escape between
them into outer space again, to re-
join the oncoming main swarm of
their great fleet, but down before
and ahead of them leapt our Patrol
cruisers, the red rays again whirling
and cutting in great circles of death.
And now as they vanished one by
one beneath those rays, struggling
still through space toward the two
great suns, the death beams of the

remaining ships sprang savagely up
toward us, and I saw ecruisers here
and there in our own fleet driving
aimlessly off, smashing into one an-
other and whirling blindly away as
the beams wiped out all life in them.

But now we were leaping after the
fleeing ships between the great suns
again, and as we shot after them
through those terrific walls of flame
our rays again took toll of them; so
that as we flashed out from between
the two mighty suns and into outer
space once more but a scant half-
dozen of them remained, and these
leapt instantly forward and out into
the blackness of outer space to re-
join the main body of their approach-
ing fleet, while we in turn sprang
after them in hot pursuit, though our
ships were not capable of the tre-
mendous speeds of those invading
ones.

““Score for us!’’ eried Jhul Din as
our ships flashed on. ‘“We’ve all but
wiped out those hundred!’’

“Wait!’’ I told him. ‘‘The main
body of their fleet’s coming on to-
ward ns——"’

Even as I spoke I saw the ship of
Laeq Larus, Chief of the Patrol, the
flag-ship of our fleet, slackening its
speed ahead of us, and a moment
later there ceame from the speech-
instrument beside me his clear, un-
ruffied voice.

‘“ All ships halt and mass in battle
formation!’’he ordered ; and at once,
in answer to that command, our
flashing ships slowed and stopped,
forming instantly into three thick,
short columns and hanging motion-
less in space.

On the space-chart above, now, we
could see the mass of thousands of
dots that was our fleet hanging mo-
tionless a little out from the galaxy’s
edge, and could see, too, a little out-
ward from that mass of dots, another
and equally large mass, that moved -
slowly in toward us, the great swarm
that was the invading fleet. Already
the few fleeing survivors of our hun-
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dred pursuers had raced back into
that main swarm, and now, moving
ever more slowly but coming steadily
forward, it was driving through
space toward us. The great swarm
was moving still in a triangular
formation, the triangle’s apex toward
us, and now at last, as we stared
forward into the blackness, we made
out light-points ahead, a vast swarm
of them in that steady triangular
formation, moving deliberately to-
ward us.

Slowly now those light-points were
largening, were changing into great,
gleaming ships as their fleet came on
toward us. Ever more slowly it
moved, now at but a fraction of a
light-speed, for it was evident that
they, like us, sought no fight-and-
run skirmish but a battle to the
finish. At last they had stopped, had
halted just out of ray-reach ahead
and were hanging motionless in space
like ourselves, facing us. And then,
for a moment, it seemed as though
about us was an unbroken stillness
and silence, as the two mighty fleets,
numbering each fully five thousand
ships, faced each other there in
space. -

I think that never in all space and
time could there have been a moment
- a8 strange as that one, when the
mighty fleet of our galaxy lay prow
to prow with this other mighty fleet
from the dark, unguessed mysteries
of outer space. All about us lay the
cold, lightless blackness of the eter-
nal void, with the great galaxy’s
colossal rampart of flaming suns
stretched across the heavens behind
us alone blazing in that blackness,
the great Cancer cluster at its edge,
just behind us, flaming with all the
glory of its mass of gathered suns.
A single instant that silence and still-
ness reigned in the stupendous scene
about us, an instant that to our
strained nerves seemed endless, and
then a sharp order rang from the
speech-instrument beside me, and as
one our great fleet leapt forward

while the opposing fleet sprang to
meet us. The battle was on.

I saw the enemy fleet flashing
straight toward us, the apex of its
triangle pointed full at our center,
and knew instinetively that it meant
to eut us into halves with the great
wedge that was itself. But as it
flashed straight toward us and upon
us there rang another order from the
instrument at my side, and instant- °
ly our three short columns of ships
veered to the right, changing in a
moment into one long column, which
instead of meeting the onrushing
triangle flashed along its side. As we
shot past thus I had a lightning
glimpse of the masses of countless
oval ships racing by, glimpsed too a
score or more of ships at the center
of their fleet that scemed not oval
but round and disklike in shape, and
then forgot all else as from all our
ships there burst the brilliant red
rays, raking the side of their fleet with
a deadly fire as we flashed past it.
Then scores upon scores of their
ships were vanishing in crimson
flares of light as those rays found
them, and though their death-beams
found our own ships here and there
as we flashed by, the great mass of
their ships dared not loose their
beams upon us lest they destroy their
own ships, so skilful had been our
maneuver,

Only a moment did it last, that
passing of the two fleets with red
ray and death-beam ecrossing, and
then we were past them, were turn-
ing and ecircling and racing back
upon them to deliver another blow.
Ahead we could see the enemy fleet
turning and racing back to meet us,
with beyond them the great suns of
the galaxy flaming in the blackness
of space, and again we leapt straight
toward them there in the abysmal
void ; but