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Are you interested in a g

Menn, here is a product
dedicated to the proposition that
shaving is a nuisance and a bore !

Sure, rhere is solace and cnmfﬂrt for shavers, in the
big sea-green and white tube of Listerine Shavmg
Cream. But »ot pleasure.

Pleasure 1s too much to ask of any shavinE cream
. because no matter how you slice 'em, whisking off
the whiskers is no fun.

That 1s why 2 man is entitled to all the help he can
get to relieve the tedium and to speed the razor across .
the finish line . . . Wthh 1S exactly where Listerine
Shaving Cream comes in.

It is a sensible shaving aid. In every fractional inch of
its quality cream, there is lots and lots of good, rich
lather. And every moist billow which you brush-up 1s
crammed with coolness, packed with what it takes to
make shaving as pamless as possible.

If all this sounds reasonable to you, we’d like you to
meet Listerine Shaving Cream face to face, Ask for it
at any drug counter. The price is low, the tube lasts
long; so it is just a$ smart to buy as it is smartless to use.

P. S. TO THE LADIES: For « gremr shampoo try friend
busband’s Listerine Sfrr;wr;? Cream . . . just a little makes

clouds of foamy, cleansing lather.

L]

 LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo.
. o ~ | ’ |
In every way wnrth}? cof the name,

because made to the Listerine
standard of quality
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Y will gsend you this FREE Lesson, “Getting ¢
Acqualnted With Receiver Servicing,” to show
you how practical it is to train for Radio in
gpare time. It’s a valuable lesson. Study it—
keep it—use it—without obligation! Tells how
 *Superhet” Receivers work, gives hints on
Receiver Servicing, Locating Defects, Repair
of Loudspeaker, 1. F. Transformer, Gang Tun-
ing Condenser, ete. 81 illustrations. And with
it I'l send my FREE 64-page book, “Win Rich
Rewards in Radio.” It describes many fasci-
nating jobs Radio offers, explains how N.R.I
trains you at home for gocd pay In Radio.

g
g
g

sand Elam big Ekits of real Radio partg
busy wartime fleld with a bright peacet You

. 3. E. S8MITH RN Radio fundamentals from my

:
2

Presldent
Matlonal Radlo
Institute
Established
29 Years

---------

SRR g

hese ken

Week Iin Spare Time

“1 repalred some Radlo sets when
on my tenth lesson. 1 really
gee how you can give so
for such & gmall amount of
money. 1 made $800 In a year
: and a half, and 1 have made an
average of $10 a week—just spare
time.” JOHN Y, 1337 Ealamath St.,
Danver, Colo, -
o

8200 a Month In Own Busimess i i
*For geveral years I have been in &Eiissis
siness for myself making around
200 2 month. Business has stead-
Increased. I have N.R.I. to

for my start In this field.””
ARLIE J. FROEHANER, 300 W,
Texas Ave,, Goose Creek, Texas,

Ist Lleutenant In Signal Corps
*“I cannot divulge any Information

geay that N,R.I’ training is cer-
tainly coming in mighty bandy
these days.”” RICHARD W. AN-
DERSON
military reasons).

YOU BUILD MANY CIRCUITS
WITH PARTS | SEND

a3 to my type of work, but I ecan

(address omitted for

ture! There 18 a real shortage today of trained
Radio Technicians and Operators. So mail
the Coupon for a FREE sample lesson and o
copy of my 64-page, 1Nustrated book, *“Win
Rich Rewards in Radlo.”’ It describes many
fascinating types of Radio fobs; tells how
- N.R.I, treins you ot home In spare time:;
how you get practical experience by buildi
real Radie Cireuits with S8IX BIG KITS O
BRADIO PARTS 1 gend! ' ) -

More Rodlo Yechniclans, Operators
Now Make $50 a YWoel Thas Ever Before

Fi:rl.uﬁ Radios payo better now than for
ars. ith new Radios out of production,

ye
fixing old sets, which were formerly traded
in, gdds. greatly to the normal number of
servicing jobs
Broadcasting stations, Aviastion and Poliece
Radio, and other Badio branches are scram-
bling for Operators and Technicians. Radio
Manufacturers, now working on Government
orders for Radio egquipment, employ trained
men. The Government, Loo, needs hundreds
. of campetent civillan and enlisted Radio men
and women. You may never tee a time again

when It will be 80 easy to get started in this
fascinating fleld. o

Many Beginners Scon Mahe $5, 310
a Week EXTRA in Spare Vime

The moment you enroll far Course I
start sending yoo EXTRA MONEY JOB
SHEETS that show how to earn EXTRA
money fixing Hadios. Many make $5, $10 a

week extra In spare time while learning, I

leasons—PRACTICE what you learn by build-
ing typleal clrcuito—PROVE what you learm
by interesting testa on the cireuits you build,

EXTRA PAY IN ARMY, MAVY, TOO

Men likely to go into military
garvice, soldiers, salloras, marines,
ghould mall the Coupon npowl
Learmning Radio belps Servic
men get extra rank, extro prao-
tige, more Interesting dutien,
.much higher pay, Also prepares foz good
Radio jobs afer gervice ends Over
1,700 Bervice men now enrolled '

" Bo Ready fo Cash s On Good Pay Jobo

Coming In Television, Electronics

Think of the NEW that Televisicn,
Frequency Modulation, Electronica, and other
Radio developments will open after the wari
You have a real opportunity. Get lnto Radio
NOW and be ready to cash ln when Victory
releases these amceing wartime Badlo do-
velopments for peacetime uses!

The opportunity the war has given begins
ners W get started in the fascinating field of
Radlo may never be repealed. So take tho
first atep al once. Get my FREE Lesson and
64-page. illusirated book. No obligation—
no saleaman will call Just mall Coupon I
an envelope or it on a penny postcard.
—J. B 8SMI President, Dept. SNM, No~
tional Radio lostitute, Washingten 9. D. Q.

TRAINING UER FOR VITAL BADIO 10BS
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_ ALL STORIES NEW —NO REPRINTS
January, 1944 ' Cover by Har_uid S. De Lay
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LONG NOVELETTE
BON VOYAGE, MICHELE .+ . « « « « o o o o &

/
Prom outside the ancient castle came the mund-:: how!l wild

as the rally-caﬂ of the fiends of hell! ; -

o o Seabury Quinn 6

N OVELETTES

DIMENSIONAL DOORS . .'+ « « + « « o « o s o o o Hannes Bok 38

Some doors lead to strange, incredible placu p:ctured
only in the-nightmares of a madman

THE MASTER OF COTSWOLD . . . + &« o« « « o o a Nelson Bond 72

What meant the unearthly piping, and the signs everywheve
of creatures not of this: nrurid?

SH ORT 'STORIES

THE GOLDEN GOBLINS. . . . . . ¢ o « Manly Wade Wellman_ 28

The gods had not told their children the nature of the bundie
that Iaaked to have come straight out of the Stone Age

HOUSE OF HATE . . . . . + « + « « « + + . Allison V. Harding - 55.

The house was a monster of dark evil in the countryside . . .
even those who watched from af.r.lr were dffected

HE CAME AT DUSK . . . « . « .« « « » . . Frank Belknap Long 64
When a man dlﬂ he doesn’t fall apart mui go clattering into oblivion! |

THE HIDDEN PLAYER ., . .. « . « « « « - « Roger S. Vreeland 92

Prince Henry is a mystery, for the three who knew him are dead . . .
bq_:! tonight we will meet him

THE SEA SHELL : . . . « v « « + + o « « « o s s Ray Bradbury 100

 Yesterday is nothing and tomorrow’s so far away, said the
little boy; now is the only time we can ever have

SUPERSTITIONS AND TABOOS . « « s s o s o o o« « Irwin J Weill 70

THE EYRIE ANDWEIRD TALESCLUB . o ¢ o o o« o o o § « o o 107
Except for personal experiences ihe 'chnteﬁts of this magazine is fiction. Any use
of the name of any living person or reference to actual events is purely coincidental.
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Published bi-monthly by Weird Tales, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. Reentered as second-class matter
January 26, 1940, at the Post Office at™ New York, N. Y.. under the act of March 3. 1879. Single Copies, 15 cents.
Subacﬂ:ntwn ratea: One year in the United States and possessions, 90¢.’ Foreign and Canadian postage extra,
English Office: Charles Lavell, Limited, 4 Clements Inn, Strand, London, W.C.2, England. The publishers ara not
responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuseripts althuugh every care will be taken of such material whﬂe m —t.heir
possession. _ Copyright, 1943, by Weird Tales. Copyrighted in Great Britain. - 173
| Title registered in U. 8. Patent Office.
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Teuths That #dve Leen
Denied S)ftaiylfny #umaﬂftg

FOR every woid that has left the lips of bishops or states-
men to enlighten man, a thousand have been withheld,
For every book pubhcly exposed to the inquiring mind, one
hundred more have been suppressed=——damned to oblivion. Each
iair of progress has been wilfully delayed centuries. Wisdom

had to filter through biased, secret sessions or ecclesiastical
council meetings, wh:re high c'h itaries of state and church
&lone proclaimed what man ahuuld know.

Are you prepared to demand the hidden facts of life? Will
you continue to believe that you are not capable of weighing
the worth of knowledge that concerns your personal freedom
@and happiness? Realize that much that can make your life
more understandable and livable has been left unexplained or
intentionally destroyed. At first by word of muuth only, and
now by private discourses, are revealed those truths which
secret brotherhoods preserved in ancient témples and hidden
sanctuaries, from those who sought to selfishly deprive hu-
manity of them.

THIS jree BOOK OF EXPLANATION

Let the Rosicrucians, one of these ancient brotherhoods of
learning, tell you about these amazing truths, and explain
bow you, too, like thousands of others, may now use them
to enjoy the fullness of life. The Rosicrucians, (not a re-
ligious organization) invite you to use the coupon opposite
and receive the FREE copy of the fascinating, Scaled Book,
with its startling tale of self help.

9he ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U.S. A.
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Scribe Y. C. K,
THE ROSICRUCIANS (AMGRC)
Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California, U.S.A.

Please send me your FREE Sealed Book. X
am sincerely interested in learning how I may
receive these long-concealed facts of life.
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£\ ‘E,.@mg Novelette By ﬁ.ugws& Derieth

A tale of the Deep Ones ... those great, dread beings who
forever walk in the watery places under the earth!

SV o

FROM THE
HOUSE OF THE
RAT CATCHER

- Bedﬁwd-.ﬂo&pes
-+

THE UNBELIEVER

Seabury Quimmn

~  to accept notions of
‘the cosmos, and of his own
place in the seething vortex
of time, whose merest men-
tion is paralyzing. He must,
foo, be placed orn guard
against a specific, lurking
peril which may impose
monstrous and unguessable
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3 ° \ horrors upon certain ven-

f‘ > furesome members of the
$ ROOFS >  human race.
l| Manly Wade Wellman [ |
) | . G s

These are a few of the top- ,,
notch stories in your
March issue.
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%The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” the author says, “All the Mysteries of Life
from the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond.. It tells you the particular day and hour to
‘do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”

He claims, “The power to get what you waunt revealed at marvely were almost beyond bellef. You, too, can leamn to do
Jast, for the first time aince the dawn of creation. The very them all with the instructions written in this Book,”” Lewis
pame power which the anclent Chaldeans, Cuthio, Priests, de Claremont claims, *7It would be a shame 1If H:ue things
malm“il;i" Babylonians, and Bumerians used 1s at our dis~ , could all be yours and you failed to grasp them,

Ay."" -

He psays, “Follow the selmple directions, and you ean do He claims, *It is every man’s birthright to have these thinge
anything you desire. No one can tell how these Master of life: MONEY! GOOD HEALTH! HAPPINESS| If you lack
Yorces are used without knowing about this book, bui with 16 . ony of -these, then this book has an important message for
Fou can mold anyone to your wilL"™ : you. No matter what you pDeed, there exists o spiritual power

From this book, He says, ““You can learn the orts of an which 1s sbundantly able to bring you Whatever things yow
cd Bclonce as practiced by the Ancient Priestly Orders. Thelr need.”™ .
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OV ERCOMELCHENEMIESTOESTACUESENHIDDEN FEARS;
- ARE YOU CROSSED [N ANY WAY?
fche Seven EKeys to Power, Lewis de Claremont says, showa yot
how to remove and ecast it back,

Mhe Book Purports to Tell You How {0

QGuin the love of the opposite sex, Get any job you wanf
Unite people rg marriages. Cﬁlﬂwtﬂn“:ﬂrmmw
Obtain propertly,
Maoke people do your bidding, Get people out of law oultoy
Make any person love you, . courts, or prison.
- Make peopla bring back gtolen Banish all misery. "- |
cods Gain the mastery of all thingo,

4 ;
IMake anyone lucky. in any games, Begain your youth and vigor.
Cure any kind of sickness with- Chooss words according to o=

Thio 10 the Power, He gays, from which the old masteso guined thely
Imowledge and from which thsy sold limitless portions' to certaln favored _
Kings, and others at high prices, but never to bo revealed undon
0 vow, the violation of which entalled severe punishment,

THE VOW HAS MOW BEEN BROKEW

This book, he claims, ghows you the secrets of old which when
erly applied makes you able to control the will of all without their -
ing it If you have a problem and you wish to solve it, he gays, don'g
besitate. Advertisements cannot describe mor do this wonderful book juse
mﬂmrmmuﬂnldltud digest its meaning, 10 really appreciate itn

t GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED

) Only a limited number available for eale, so don’t wait.
It 1s worth many times {ts price. If you are Wise, you will
gush your order for this book NOW.
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MA LUCK'S CURIO CO,, D ‘708

90 207 WN. Michigan Avenue, !;ﬂt- ! 2
oy Chloago i, Ilinois. -
E]  This coupon i3 worth $1.00 to youw Attach a Money Order for $1 0

E 0 te this coupon and we will send you your copy of The Beven Eeys to
) FPower—Begularly $2 for only $L 8
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(. 7 OU lugs can stick around if yon
want to; I'm goin’ back to quar-
ters and get drunk,” "Fontenoy

apKern nodded a morose farewell to Am-

berson and me. “Of all the—"
“What's biting. you?” grinned Amber-
son. “The Old Man did us proud with
~ the eats, didn’t he? And even you can’t
pe e oiiaadagtt  kick about the quantity and quality of the

g ] champagoe— -

e “That’s just what gripes me so,” apKern
eyioan broke in.  “Music—food—champagne—it
%ai makes me so dam’ homesick. We've beat
the Heinies to a pulp an’ fixed "em so they'll
_never dare to break the peace again, haven’t
we? We've set the Frogs up in business at
-the old stand, haven’t me? All right, then,
‘'why don’t they ship us home? I joined the
-army for a scrap, not to police a country
~that’s as calm an’ law-abidin’ as a village

on Long Island. I'm honin’ for a sight o'

Broadway an’ the lights o’ Herald Square.

If I don’t get” home toot sweet I'll—for

Gawd’s sake, fellers—Jook!” -

+ The regimental band commandeered fog

the general’s party at the Bickensdorffer-

schloss was swinging into a one-step riotous
with rhythm and nostalgically reminiscent
of America:




On cold, snowy nights in ceriain sections of the world it is move
the surprise not lo meet a werewolf than otherwise,
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W ait'l] you see me with my-y-y sweetie,
Showin’ him off to the crowd.
He makes a specialty of lookin’ good to
ME « 4 « '

The castle hall had been transformed
into a ballroom, its oak floors polished to
a satin fnish, flowers and green branches
festooned round the walls. Beneath-the
- spiral of the grand staircase the musicians
were ensconced in a bower of green, and
about the great baronial apartment danc-
_ing couples glided. The men, of course,
were in their olive drab, but the girls—

Red Cross workers, U. S. O. aides and 2
few civilian Signal Corps employees—had
welcomed the occasion to put oft working
clothes and blossom out in formal evening
frocks. It was amazing how much the
change did for them. - Most women are not
built to wear men’s clothes or even “man-
nish” garments. The jackets put undue and
unkind emphasis on hips; if they wore
breeches we were unhappily aware that na-
ture had designed feminine knees with a
tendency to exchange greetings at each step
and that the percentage of nonparallel shins
is depressingly high. But swathed in flat-
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tering folds of evening dresses, highlighted
voutly than profanely.

by the brilliance of bright colors and a-twit-
ter with the novelty of going utterly, com-
pletely feminine after months of masquer-
ading in semi-masculine attire, the girls
were-as alluring as a garden of fresh flow-
ers. Those who had scemed plain and com-
monplace in everyday uniform looked posi-
tively pretty 1n their party dresses, the
merely pretty ones seemed beautiful, and
those few who had more than their share
~of good looks were positively ravishing.
~ Then in an instant, as if at the wave of a
wizard's wand, all the glamor dissolved,
and as a flock of sparrows becomes dull and
. lack-luster at the advent of a cardinal or
~ tanager, every flush-faced, starry-eyed girl
In the ballroom seemed to sink into 2 dull
mauve background to accentuate the ex-
quisiteness of the woman on the;stairs, -

SHE. stood at the top platform of the

grand staircase, a vision in matte white-
—a white crépe evening gown without the
slightest trace of ornament was drawn
glove-tight about her almost incredibly slim
waist, moulding shapely hips and falling in
~ a soft curve to her silver-slippered feet.
Across her shoulders draped a cloak of
platinum-gray fur hiding one arm in its
folds. Her other hand put back the cape
and we caught the gleam of a great car
touche emerald set in green gold against
the white perfection of her forefinger.
But if her form and costume were ar-
- resting her face was absolutely breath-tak-
ing. Without a touch of color save for the
bright rouge upon her lips, it had delicate
hollows beneath high cheekbones, eyes
smoky-gray and _holding a far-off vision as
i she seemed to see.the sufferings of the
hidden places of the world in retrospect,
and over all a wealth of bright hair piled
~high upon her head like an imperial crown., e
In the glow of the tall candles burning in
tall standards each side of the stairway it
shone like minted silver,

"My Gawd!” repeated apKern more de-
“Who is she?”
“Michele Mikhailovitch,” I answered,
adding quite gratuitously, ‘she’s Russian.”
For once apKern had no acid rejoinder
to my banality. “You know hf:r?' he asked

almost tremulously.

“U’h-h'm. Slightly. She’s a White Rus-
sian refugee, an M. D. from the University
of St. Petersburg who transferred from the
British to our Red Cross in Paris and just
came up from Treves. Like to meet her?”

"Wi——will you introduce me?” he asked

- almost bashfully.

I glanced at him in surprise, His boil-
ing point was always low where women
were concerned, but the Russian girl’s
blond beauty had not so much dazzled as
consumed him. Amberson winked at me.

“Hooked,” he whispered.: “Throw him
up on the bank and light 2 fire.”

She came slowly down the winding stair-
Wa.}r as if making a triumphal entrance,
svelte, ‘amazingly graceful, mysteriously

beauntiful with that thin white face and scar-
let lips so like a mask,

- The band swung into the Missouri Waltz
as we dodged through the dancers to the
stairway where Michele Mikhailovitch
stood poised, a figure such as the Greeks
loved to think of. .

A little smile of recognition kindled in
her smoke-gray eyes as 1 bowed before her.
“Tiens, cher collégue,” she greeted, "cest
véritablement vous?” -

The slender hand she held out to me was
almost colorlessly white as if carved out of
ivory, and the great emerald in its green
gold frame was even more vivid by con-
trast. As I raised her fingers to my lips I
caught the Perfume of wild carnation on
ber skin.

“May I present Mzajor Amberson—=Cap-.
tain apKern?” I asked as I stepped back

and nodded to my companions.
“"How d'ye do?” asked Amberson coolly.

Ambetsm did not like Russians.
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But apKern! “Enchanté, Mademoiselle,”

he assured her as he bent above the hand
she gave him and deliberately turned it over
to press his lips against its palm. He did

not ask her to dance, just held his arms .

out, and she melted naturally into his em-
brace as a bird settles in its nest,

“Humph. Looks like our young friend’s
got hit hard—again,” said Amberson as
they glided away from us. In cvil life he’d
been a police lieutenant in New York and
had brought the cynicism of his calling into
the army with him. He was apKern's supe-
rior in police administration and the fre-
quent and deplorably thorough love affairs
of his young assistant drove him almost to
the verge of suicide, or mayhem. “I s’pose
I'll have a steady diet of Michele Mikhailo-
vitch for the next month-—or till the next
one comes along,” he added gloomily.
“Can’t you fix the young pup up with a
dose of something, Doc?”

“I don't think there's much need,” I
grinned back. “They say the only cure for
love is matrimony, and it looks to me as if
apKern's about to take the treatiment.”

“Good Lord, you don’t thirk the young

fool's going to marry her? Why, he’s only-

just met her, and—"

“It looks to me as if it’s the real thing
this time, and I'd say she's got it, too.
Neither of them knows there's another per-
son in the castle right now.”

EY were dancing cheek to cheek,
which in those days was considered
about the last word in abandon. The gitl’s
eyes were closed and her long lashes traced
crescents of shadow on' her pale cheeks,
Her lips were slightly parted and her mouth
was soft and tender. apKern wore that pe-
culiarly imbecile expression seen only.on
the faces of congenital idiots and young
men in love. I had a feeling they were
drawing out the moment as long as they
could because they knew instinctively there
might never be another like it in their

whole lives—none so tenuously clothed in
ecstasy. | .

The waltz came to an end and in the
silence following the spatter of applause
there came from outside the castle a mourn-
ing, vibrant call: Q-w-0—0-#-00—0-%-0! It
rose against the stillness of the smow-car-
peted night, crescendoed to a wail, from a
wail to a howl, despairing, pleading, long-
ing as the cry of a damned spirit, fierce and
wild as the rally-call of the fiends of hell.

“Sounds like a starvin’ hound,” said Am-
berson. “Why doesn't someone shoot the
thing an’ put it out of its misery—what
the devil!” |

The Biickensdorfferschloss was far from

modern, candles and a few oil lamps were
its sole source of illumination, and as the
doleful wail rose quaveringly a party of
departing guests swung the great entrance
door open, letting in a sudden draft of
snow-chilled wind that snuffed the candles
of the ballroom out as if a multiple ex-
tinguisher had been clapped on them.
Ensuing darkness was utter, abysmal.

.The logs that blazed in the huge fireplace

lashed whips of yellow light across the flag-
stone hearth, but the gloom that gathered
just beyond the wavering edge of firelight
seemed all the blacker by contrast,
“Lights! For God's sake, someone strike
a light!” I heard apKern’s frenzied plea.
A dozen matches scratched and sputtered

and as the relit candles blossomed once

more into orange flame we saw him tn the
center of the hall supporting Michele Mik-
hailovitch. She lay senseless in his arms
with the flacidity of a rag doll, her head
dropped back, her arms trailed limply to-
ward the floor, her silver-gilt hair like a
pale flame round her absolutely bloodless
face. N
“Take over, will you, Major?” he asked
as he bore her to the stairs, “She fainted
in my arms just as that dog howled, and—"
“Go on,” I motioned him to precede me.
“Take her to the first bedroom you come to
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and run and fetch some brandy. I'll see to
her.” N -
Her pulse was racing like an airplane
engine and when I folded back her lids I
saw her eyes were turned so sharply up

the irises —were hidden. "Now, just what

happened?” I asked as he came back with
the cognac.

"I don’t quite know, sir. She was waltz-
in’ like an angel out ¢" heaven when that
dam’ dog howled and she began to tremble
and went cold as if she’d had a sudden chill
—or died. She whispered something like
‘mon réve,’ then somethmg else that
sounded like ‘Gborten.’ What d'ye s'pose
she meant?” ¢ ,

“What does anything we say when we’re
~ about to lose consciousness mean?” I coun-
tered. “Réve is French for dream, but—"

“Le réve, le réve terrible!” the girl on
the bed moaned. “Mon Dien, le véve des
Joups!”

She clutched my blouse hke a drowning

woman grasping at a rope,  Has it gone?”.
she besought pztemxsly “The volkod-
Zalz—”

“Everything’s all right,”" 1 scothed,as I

put one hand behind her and held the
brandy to her lips with the other. “You're
at the general’s ball in the Biickensdorffer
castle, the house is full of officers, and
there are soldiers all aruund. There’s noth-
-ing here to hurt you.”

Her tense hold on my. tunic slackened
“It was so ‘stupld of me to swoon,” she

‘gaily. °
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get back to quarters and rest,” he advised.
“I'll have a staff' car for you in half a
moment, and see that you get safely

home—" _

“It will not be too great a trouble?™ her
great eyes turned on him, begging pardon
for the imposition. .

-“Trouble? Ha!” His short laugh was a
reproof. "If ridin’ with you is trouble,
Mademoiselle, I'd like nothin’ better than
a lifetime of it.”

"La, la, flattenr méchant!” she censured
‘Come, Monsieur le Capitaine, your
arm, - if you will be so gallaat to a sllly

-_ mﬁrme -

general’s ball had celebrated Wash-
ington's Birthday and -six days later

. March came in like the proverbial lion with

an influenza epidemic and an almost epi-

‘demic incidence of gastric and intestinal -

disorders as its unholy attendants. ‘The
wind howled like a banshee day and night

and drove a lash-sharp cloud of sleet before

it, the cold gnawed at our bones like 2

starved dog. I was working sixteen, some-
times eighteen hours a day; the ambulances

- stalled with their loads of the stricken, hos-

prtals bulged with fresh cases till we set
cots in the halls and cellars and still re-
quired room for more beds.

Michele Mikhailovitch worked like a
Trojan with the women and sometimes lent
a hand with the men, and through it all,
through sickness, surgery and death, she

apologized, "but that dreadful howling—
comme un loup moﬂrmt de farm—and the
sudden. darkness .
“It was a gmesnme sound,” I agreed,
“ ‘like a starved wolf;’ as you say.” Rather
gave me the horrors, t0o.”

A little laugh, forced, but a tolerable
imitation of the real thing, answered me.
“"Michele Mikhailovitch 1s a great fool,
cher Majenr. She begs your pardon for
the trouble she has caused.” |

apKern held a hand out to her, °

kept her calm, assured poise astf sustained
by something greater than her natural
strength., -

apKern and Amberson I saw occasion-
ally and the younger man’s changed man-
ner struck me forcibly. He seemed older
somehow, as if he had grown suddenly to
full maturity from adolescence. “Yep, he's
a changed man, and all for the better,” his
chief told me during one of my rare inter-
vals.of leisure. “That Roosian gal’s worked

‘Better wonders for him, Wish I could import a
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dozen more like her to take cate of those
Iame-brains they've given me fot officers.
I take back everything I ever thought about
her. Only”—he drew the corners of his
mouth down in serio-comic prophecy—I'm
afraid it’s too dam’ good to last. If he
gives her the go-by I'll—I'll massacree the
‘young -pup, and I don’t mean maybe.”

Three weeks later 1 ran into him in the
lobby of the Metropole, scowling poison-
ously and gnawing at his cigar as if he had
a grudge against it. “What's the matter,
Major?™ I asked.

He favored me with a black look. Its
that young fool apKern.”

"Good Lord, what's he been up to now?
Got another girl—"

“I told you nothing good would come
of his ph:landenn with that Roosian dame.
She’s given him the bum’'s rush, and he
can't take it. Sulks in the office all day and
gets pickled every night. He's in the bar
right now, drinkin’ himself into 2 case o'
D. T.s. Go in and see what you can do
with him, will you? If I go in I'll slug
him, sure as God made little apples.”

“You're his commanding officer. If you'd
give him a straight talking to—"

“What the fat-head does off duty is none
of my official business. Besides, I haven't
the heart to get rough with him.” The som-
ber, concerned look he gave me told more
than his words. “The poor kid's got a
broken heart, and what he needs is a phy-
sician—I hope.” Go in and try to talk some
sense into him, will you, Doc?”

11

“Just one,” I agreed. “A glass of Gert-
willer, Then let's go home. You're drink-
ing too much, son, and—" "

His eyes challenged me. "I like-licker.
Why shouldn’t I? A man can love his licker
an’ be sensible sometimes; but if he loves
a woman—hic—never! |

“Hey, Fritz, or whatéver your dam’ name
is”"—he hailed a waiter hurrying past with-
a snap of his fingers—"zwei wein und
branntwein, and make it fast, you bow-

legged son of a sea-cook!”
“Ist gut, Herr Hauptmann,” the waiter -

answered with an obsequious smirk, but
the hatred in-his eyes was like a suddenly
bared knife.

That was miy chance. “See here”—I laid
my hand on his elbow—"general orders
forbid fratemizing with the enemy, but
they also forbid giving offense to the popu-
lation. °You're drunk and insulting Ger-
man avdims Get up and go to your

quatters.”
He drew his hand down his face. from

brow to chin and looked at me with lack-

“Staff officess can’'t
” he reminded. “I'm
Got no jurisdic-

luster, rebellious eyes.
command line soldiers,
Infantry, .y{}u’re Medical.

tion over me.
“Precisely,” I agreed “I'm in the Med-

ical Corps, and you 're a psychopathic case
if ever I saw one.’

He shook my hand off his arm. “I'm go-
in’ to stay here an’ get drunk, «n* you of
anybody else can’t stop me. Tum me in

for insubordination if you want.”
“If you

“All right.” 1 got to my feet.
want to stay here and make a fool of your-
self—disgrace the American uniform be-
fore enemy civilians—I can't stop you.
But—" ' |

“Get out!” he snarled. " Get the hell out

_of here, I'm sick of bein’ preached at!”

L]

apKern sat at a little table in the bar, a
tall glass of wein und branntwein before
him. Wein und branntwein, equal parts
of sherry and cognac, is'a mixture beside
which the "botler, maker” of our Prohibi-
tion days is as milk compared to whiskey,
and there was ample evidence that this was
not his first drink of the evening,

“Hullo,” he greeted listlessly as he tossed
off the final inch of potent mixture in his
glass at a gulp. “Have a drink?”

WAS sometime after midnight when

T
E the clamorous knocking at my doos
roused me. “Go away!” I called sleepily.
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“Go. back to the hﬂspltal a.nd tell ‘'em I
said—""

"It's apKern, Major,” came e the answer
from beyond the panels. “May I come in?”

There was no one in all Germany I
wanted to see less than F{)ntenoy apKern
right then. “If you’re looking for trouble
you've come to the right shop,” I assured
him as I undid the bolts. “As if it weren't
enough for you to make a spectacle of your-
self at the Metropole—"

"I know, sir. I was a dam”
I've come to apologize—"

“And had to knock me up from the ﬁrst
decent sleep I've had in two weeks,” I in-
terrupted tartly. “Couldn’t it have waited
till tomorrow—" .

“Please, sir,” there was real contrition
in his voice and face, “it wasn’t just to beg
your pardon I came. I'd like to have a talk
with someone and you're the only one I -
could think of.” -

‘YThis was a sick man, I realized. Heart-
sick, nerve-sick and on the verge of break-
down. "“Al right,” I agreed grudgingly.
“Come in and spin your yarn, son, Have a
shot of -brandy?” 1 added as he eyed the
decanter thirstily “Just one, though.

“Now,” as-he took a gulp of cognac and
-set the glass down unsteadily, “just what’s
gnawing at you?”

The diffidence in his manner was for- .

eign to his character as I knew it.as ri-
baldcy would have been to a 'chaplain
“What do you know about me, 311'? he
asked at length.

"Um.” I stuffed my p:pe dehberately,
not so much that I wanted to smoke as that
I wanted time to organize my answer, “I
know you were wounded at Catigny, - I
fished enough slugs to sink a rowboat out
of you at the base hospital.. You have the
Croix de Guerre with palms . and the
Médaille Militaire., It’s a good record. -I
hate to see you spoil it.”

He waved my compliments aside with a
cymical grin, "I wasn’t speaking of my

fool, an’

L

tasted.
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army record, sir. What d’ye know about
mer”
- "Well, since you put it that way, noth-
ing. You speak like a New Yorker with
an overlie of Harvard—-"
. “Yale,” he corrected. “And Phillips
Andover before that. 1 was born with a
diamond horseshoe round my neck—"
“Indeed?” I. rejoined ironically. “I've
delivered several hundred infants in my
medical career, but never one with jew-
elry—-- .
“Oh, please, sir! I meant I was the son
of wealthy parents — apKern's Apple
Aperient, you know—and never saw either
of them. My father was killed in a motor
wreck three months before } was born, my
mother died two hours after, and as far as
I know I haven't a relative in the world.

‘Guardians and servants brought me up, saw

I knew the right people, went to the right
schools, did the right thing. They wouldn’t
let me go to a training camp and finally T
was drafted. Luckiest break I ever had. Till-

T was just a plain buck private in the army

I'd known only two kinds of people, those.

who did things for me because they got

paid for it, and those who expected to be

paid. But I was just another rookie at -

Camp Upton, and, thank God, I got my
‘commission the hard way, instead of having
it handed to me because I was the heir of
Morgan and Fiona apKern.”

HE REACHED for his glass, half raised
it to his lips, and set it down un- -
“I know you and Amberson and
the rest of 'em think T'm -nutty as a fruit- -
cake, takin’ up with one ]ane after another,
buy:n ‘em extravagant presenls, an’ ravin’
over 'em. You think I'm a fat-head or a
weak, susceptible fool. Man, can’t you real-
ize 1-was Ionrf:ly, that I r:raved love as a
plant does rain an’ sunshine, and was as
grateful for a lttle disinterested kindness
as a stray dog is for a pat on the head?
"But it never lasted, did 1t? In love, out
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- of love, in love again—that was old soft-
headed apKern, wasn’t it? Sure, it was. And
d'ye-know why? Because sooner or later,
and generally sooner, the girls found out
I was the heir to apKern’s Apple Apetient
an’ started in to do some plain an’ fancy
gold-diggin’. I didn’t want to buy love—
I could have all that T wanted from the
cocottes of Montmartre. Love ain’t worth
a tinker's dam unless it's given; given
freely, with no strings on it; d’ye under-
stand?” -

I looked at him with renewed interest. I
could vision' the long vista of his loveless,
empty childhood and his young manhood
served by mercenaries. INo wonder he was
cymca.l

“Then I met Michele.” The expression
on his face was like a breaking dawn after
a night of storm. “She was a refugee from
the revolution. Everything she’d had was
gone, home, parents, fortune—all. I'd
never known a mother’s love or father’s
confidence. We were like two people wan-
dering in a dark wood. It was lonely and
- terrifying. And then we met and sud-
denly we weren't lonely any more, ot
afraid. I didn’t let her know who I was 1n
civil life—not that apKern's Apple Aperi-
ent would mean anything to her anyway—
and .she took me on faith; just Fontenoy
apKern, Captain of Infantry, U. 8. A., and
with no prospect of a job when he gets out
of service, Man, I'd found it at last, what
I'd been searchmg for since I was just a
little tyke crying himself -to sleep for lone-
liness in a2 dark nursery, or waking up
afraid of the dark and knowing there was
no one he, could call to for comfort.”

"1 see,” I nodded. |

"And then”—the eyes were sick and des-
perate in his drawn face—~"she sent me
this just ten days ago.”

He reached into his blouse pocket and
drew out a slip of folded paper.

by dear friend [it read |—I think it bet-

ter that we do not see each other any °
more. Please do not think that I am an-
gry with you or that you are in any way
to blame, but it would be better if we
did not let our intimacy ripen.

Sincerely,
Michele Mikhaﬂﬂvrtch

I read and reread the brief missive.
There was a note of finality about it as
definitely and unanswerably conclusive as
the act of drawing the sheet over a corpse’s
face.

“That’s that.” He broke ‘through my
perusal of -the message. “She won’t see
me or talk to me. Won't answer my letters,
She’s just dropped me like a cold potato,

and there’s no explanation.”
“There must be,” I protested.. “I know

her only slightly, but she’s no flirct. If

“she's decided to break off your friend-

ship—" |
“Friendship be hanged! It’s lJove. And

‘on her side, too. My God, man, if you'd

felt her lips part slowly under your kiss, -
felt her body trembling against yours—"
“Maybe that’s it. Perhaps you were too
ardent—"
“Ardent, ha”—his short laugh was like
a bark—"nobody brought up at a loose end
as I was can fail to get about among the
girls, and I'm here to tell you that never
in my life have I experienced 'a kiss like
hers—it shakes me clear through just to
think of~it.”
“Then see here—I'm a fool to take thlS

John Alden réle on, but I'll see her at the

hospital tomorrow or the day aftet, and try
to find out just what's wrong. She’s not
the sort of girl into whose privacy you can
pry, but perhaps she’ll tell a fellow doctor
things she wouldn't tell a lover. Besides,
I'm almost old enough to be her father.”
"Will you, sir?” Hope ‘came to life in
his dull eyes again. “That’ll make two un-
cancelable debts I owe you. One for in-
¢roducin’ me to het, the other for—"
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“"Never mind the thanks in advance, son.
She’ll probably freeze up like the snow-
drifts of her native steppes, or slap my face
for my impertinence. You may have another

drink. Just one finger, mlnd you. Then
off and to bed with you.”

$rTYHERE'S a2 memo for you, Major Car-

michael,” sald Tillary, the ground
floor supervisor, as 1 got into my white
jacket and prepared to start my rounds next

morning. “Captain apKern wants to see
you. He's in' G wing.”

- G wing was emergency. “What's he
doing there?” I demanded. “He seemed

well enough when I—" 1 broke off
abruptly. Perhaps it might be just as well

if no one knew about our midnight confab

at my quarters, - ' -
"I don't know, sir.” Tillary consulted
‘her docket, “They brought him 1n at one-
ten suffering from multiple incised wounds
of face and hands. Dog bite, it seems to
be. Blood specimens have been taken and
the-first Pasteur inoculation given—"

“Good Lord, I'm off!” I mterrupted

“Call me m G wmg if anythmg urgent.

comes up.”

"But I tell you that's exactly what hap-
pened,” I heard apKern's voice raised ar-
gumentatively as 1 pushed back the door to
his room, and Weinberg's sarcastic re-
jmnder

Little Red‘ Riding Hood-—" =

"Major!” apKern appealed to me as I
returned Weinberg’s salute. “Was I drunk
when I left you last night?” .

“No-0,” I answered. “You'd been
drinking earlier in the evening, but you
were sober—at least’ appmxumtely SO—
when we said good night.”

“Then he was just plain coocoo,” Wein-
berg announced. “I've had my doubts about
him for a long time”—-he tapped his brow
significantly. "Now—tell Carmichael just
what you've told me, apKern.”

. and then the big bad wolf said to

“Just what “happened?” ] asked “Your
face—"

“Yeah, I know. My dearest maiden aunt,
if T had one, wouldn't know me through
these bandages A dog bﬂ: me; dam’ neaf
finished me, too.

“I'd walked about four blocks dawn the
Kommandanten-Strasse. when I heard some-
thing behind me,-and just as I turned round
to see what it was a great police dog
jumped on me, It hadn’t barked or growled
or gtven any sort of warning. Just leaped at
me and slashed at my throat. I flung my
hands up to protect my neck, and it fastened
on my sleeve, but luckily I was wearing my
sheepskin and # was tough enough to keep
the brutez teeth from tearing my wrist.

“I never saw such 2 beast, sit.” I've had
a tusslé or two with savage dogs before,
and they always jumped away and rushed
in again each time I beat 'em off, but this
thing stood on its hind legs and tought
me, like a man, clawing at my face with
his forepaws—that’s where I got most of
my mauling. It never backed away or sank

“down to its all-fours once.

"I was still a little woozy”—he grinned
apologetically—"and the brute was big and

heavy as a man, so it wasn't long before.

it had me down. Every time it snapped
at me I managed to get my arms in its way,
so it really did more damage to my coat
than me with its teeth, but I was beginning
to tire when—"

“"Here it ‘comes!” grmned Weinberg.
““This doesn’t take the .cake; it cops the
whole dam’ bakery!” e

“Another dog came rushingup,” apKern
went on, heedless of the interruption. "It
wasn't more than half as big as the brute
that attacked me, and was the loveliest sil-
ver-gray shade you've ever seen. Must have
been a collie, 1 think. But what it lacked
in size and weight it made up-in ferocity,
for it jumped on the beast worrying me
like a fury. It sank its teeth in the brute's
stifle-joint and growled and dragged at it



BON VOYAGE, MICHELE - 15

like 2 pup dragging at a root. The other
one turned from me for an instant and
slashed at the collie, but she held on like
grim death, growling all the time, and just
- then I heard someone coming and let out a
yelp for help.

"It was a provost patrol, and as they
pounded up both dogs made off- into the
darkness. AWhew! 1 th{)ught [ was due
for harp-lessons, I tell you.’

“Tell the nice major what the big dog
sard to you,” Weinberg urged, and winked
at me, - .
"I didn't say it talked to me,” apKem
defended. "I said it seemed as if its snarls
were words while it was worrying at my
throat,”
- "All right, sonny boy, have it your way.
What did it reem to say?”.

apKern gazed stubbornly before him,

and I could see a flush of resentment

mounting to his cheeks between the
bandages. “It seemed as if it kept snari-
. ing, "Amerikander schuwesn’!” N

“What'd I tell you?” chuckled Wein-
berg. “If you say this guy wasn't drunk

you must have been ian a deplorable condi-
tton yourself, Carmichael.”

HE call ‘bell in the corridor outside
rang six times, my signal. “Take the

lnatter up with the General Board,” 1

grinned. “' gotta see a man about a dog
My jest came nearer truth than I reai-
ized. It was not a man, -but Michele

Mikhailovitch who had just been taken to
the dressing room, her shoulder blue and

swollen from four perforated wounds

which any layman could have recognized
as the bite of a large dog. The nurse had
applied potassium permanganate, but, the
matter of cautery puzzled her. “Should
we use silver nitrate or the. electric hot-

point, Major?” she asked.
“When did this happen?” I asked

Michele.
- “Shortly after midnight in the Komman-

.clearly impossible.

danten-Strasse. I couldn’t sleep and had
gone for a walk—"
“Was it a police dog?”

“Yes. Very large.”

“The deuce it was! Captain apKern was
attacked by just such a beast —in the Kom-
mandanten-Strasse about the same time.”

“Yes, I know—] mean I'd heard so”—
she corrected herself hastily., “Perhaps it
was the same animal.”

“Um. I'm afraid so. This doesn’t look
too good. It's possible the beast was rabid,
Nurse,” I turned to the assistant, “take a
blood specimen and send it to the labora-
tory, then prepare the Pasteur serum.”

“Yes, Major. Shall I also—o0bh!” She
broke off on a sharp. exclamation, for
Michele had fallen from her chair in a
dead faint,

“Easy on,” I ordered as I laid her on the
examination table, elevating her feet
slightly. She was breathing stertorously, but
even as I bent over her the deep, rapid
respirations became shallow and less fre-
quent, finally seemed to stop altogether. I
took hér wrist. Her pulse was almost im-
perceptible, but in a moment she drew a
short, shuddering breath and gradually
commenced to breathe more deeply.
Cheyne-Stokes respiration might mean a
grave heart or lung affection, 1ntoxication
or badly shocked nerves. Involvement of
the heart or lungs to such an extent was
I knew a rigid physical
examination had preceded her acceptance
for duty. Certainly she was not drunk,
and that left only nervous shock as a dispos-

ing cause.
"“What?” I asked as she gasped some-

thing between labored breaths.

“Je suis perdue—mon réve affrenx—
volkodlik—""

The French I understood: I am lost—
my frightful dream—".But the Russian, if
it were Russian, was meaningless to me,

And why should she say-—I brought up
with a start. She’d said almost the same

1,
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thing the night she fainted in apKern'’s
arms while dancing at the general’s party.

Something festered like a septic splinter
in her subconscious; probably it had some
bearing on her dismissal of apKern. It was
a case for a psychiatrist, and 2 good one.
Well, I was no psychiatrist, but 1 meant
to get at the bottom of this, - “This patient
is more gravely ill than we'd thought,” I
told the nurse. “Have her put to bed and
see that she is not disturbed. See I'm noti-
fied immediately if she asks for me.”

O YOU speak Russtan?” 1 asked
Weinberg at luncheon. “I've heard
you say your father came from Kiev.”

"A little.” He snapped back the pewter
cap of his seidel and took a long, apprecia-
tive ' draught of the rich, frothy &ier.
“What d'ye want me to translate?”
"What

mean?”

" The smile left his mtelhgent dark eyes |

and his lids narrowed. “Where'd you hear
‘'em?”

"I've heard the terms twice lately, both
times from Michele Mikhailovitch.
‘Briefly I told him of her exclamation when

-hard to translate iliterally.

- prowl.

do dborten and volkodldk

It signifies a
change, as of form or shape or nature.
Volkodlak is more simple. It means were-
wolf, That’s what makes it so interestin’.”
“Interesting?” |
“Precisely. I think we've stufibled right

- into the middle of a psychiatrist's dream,

Carmichael. - What have we got?” ~He
spread his ﬁngers fanwise and checked the
items off: "First, a dog howls on a cold
and snﬂwy'nigh-t, precisely the sort 0" night
on which werewolves are supposed to
A girl-—a Russian, remember, and
belief in werewolves is as widespread and

implicit in Russia as faith in the banshee
is m Ireland—faints at the sound of it, and
mumbles something about a bad dream and
werewolves. Next we have a police dog,
which is first cousin to a wolf, attacking a-
man in a dark street, and the man declares
it talked to him. Werewolves are supposed
to be able to talk as well as bark and growl,

you know. Finally we have the same girl
bitten by a dog, probably the same one that -

-attacked the man, and again she raves about

a terrifying dream and werewolves.  The
set-up seems tdeal. Made to order.”
I looked at him in_frank_bewilderment.

— g B oS W

“she fainted ‘at the general’s party and when
she’d swooned in the hospital that morn-
ing. ,-
“The devil! And apKern swore the
thing talked to him while it attacked him."
“What the hell're you drivin’ at?” 1 de-
manded testily. "I ask you what a pair o’
Russtan words mean _and you go wander-
ing off—"
© He outlined his chin with thumb and
forefinger, frowning as if trying to see
something just beyond his viston, “It could
be,” he murmured. “Conditions today sim-
ulate those of the Thirty Years War suffi-
aently——-

“Will you stop maundenng and tell me

what those words mean?” I demanded,
"Eh?" He seemed emerging from a
brown study. “Oh, yes; dborten is a little

"You may know what you're taikmg about,
but__l’ -

He shook his head impatiently. ™ I't not
so sure I do, old feller, but I'm tryin" to
see light through the fog. Russia, even'
more than the Hartz Mountain district, is
the native heath of werewolves. They're
as common thete as panhandlets on the

‘Bowery. Everyone believes in "em, whether

he admits it or not. That means Michele
Mikhailovitch has the infection in a latent
or unrecognized form, so to speak. Some-

where, sometime, in her childhood, prob-
ably, she was frightened by a wolf, or pet-

- haps by territying stories about werewolves.
“That’s given her a psychic trauma—caused

the growth of scar tissue in her subcon-
scious mind, '

“Her duty has been onerous; she’s al-
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most at the physical and nervous snapping
point when the general throws his brawl.
You know how it is: A man can work all
day and night and not be conscious of
fatigue, but the moment he sits down his
muscles start to stiffen, and he falls into
a sleep like 2 coma. It’s that way with out
nerves, too. The let-down caused by being
off duty, gelting into party clothes and in
general reverting to cvilian life was all
she needed to push her over the edge. When
that dog howled in the castle court it struck
vibrations that shocked her memoty; threw
ber mentally off balance temporarily, and—
well, you saw her faint and apKern told
. you what she said.” . g
“Yes, but—" |
“I'm comin’ to that. She and apKern
have been that way about each other.: Un-
doubtedly she’s told him something of her
childhood and the phobia she has for
wolves—or howling dogs. When a man's
in love his senses are abnormally alert. The
slightest word from his inamorata is um-
portant as the Law and Prophets to him.
He's stored up and treasured everything
she's said, whether he remembers it con-
sciously ot not. So"—he nodded solemnly
as a china mandarin on a mantelpiece—
“when the dog attacks apKern the memory
of the story of her frightening dream—
her réve affrenx, as she called it—boils up
from his subconscious and he’s sure the
thing talks to him as it tries to tear his
throat.

“It’s onie of those amazing things f_hat
happen sometimes, not often, happily. A
sort of mental contagion like the mass
w1tchcraft delusion that swept Salemn in
1692 or the epidemic of hysteria that cn-
guifed all Europe during the Thirty Years
War when people psychically and phys-
ically tired to exhaustion believed they saw
werewolves behind every bush. There was
a perfect plague of lycanthropy in the late

fifteenth and early sixteenth centuties.

Looks like we’ve_mn into the same thing

sart of loveliness,

ofi 2 small scale hete. Want to follow it

through?™

Weinberg and I had dinnet with Michele
in ner reom that mgl'vt It was a rather fes-
tive mem brought in from the nearby Café
zur Nekke: pickled oysters, salt rolls, sal-
mon en gelee, chicken and dumphngs
small frosted cakes and, to top it all,
bottle of Roederer.

SI—IE clapped her hands like a delighted

child on Christmas morning when the
waiter spread the cloth and brought forth
item after item from his hamper. Now,
the meal done, we lighted cigarettes and
I watched her covertly while Weinberg
poured a half-inch of Meukow brandy into
tall bell-shaped glasses. Despite her ex-
treme slenderness—she was as slight as al-
most fleshless bones could make her-—she
was lovely with a fragile Dresden-china
She wore a negligée of
ivory crépe with long sleeves gathered at
the wrists like bishops’ cuffs but cut suffr-
ciently low at the front to show the shad-
owed hollow at the base of her throat and
the slight concavities beneath her. clavicies.
Her gorgeous hair was looscly gathered to
lie in a thick coil at the back of her neck
and looped up to disclose her beautifully
formed ears in which a pair of aquamarine
studs were set. The gems seemed to affect
the color of her eyes so that instead of
smoky-gray they showed a violet-green like
the shailower parts of the sea. Yet thete
was something more to het appeal than
mere fragility and beauty.. Innately she
possessed that strange and undefinable se-
ductiveness which Eleanor Glynn was later
to call “It” and a still younger generation
refer to as “oomph.” ,

The brandy put the faintest trace of color
in her palc cheeks and added luminane= to
her strange Slavic eyes. "I think that I am
almost happy now, mes amis,” she told us
with a soft-lipped smile as she leant back

on her pﬂlows
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"Almost?” repeated Weinberg softly.
“Why not entirely, Mademoiselle la Doc-
treuse? You have youth and—ao compli-
ment is intended, I am merely saying what
you know already—a great deal of beauty,
and the devoted love of a brave, good
mag—

“Hélas!” The smile. drained from her
face like a wave sliding off the bedich, and
as if a quick shadow had fallen the violet
circles reappeared beneath her eyes. “It is
not so, my friend. I am one of those
doomed to braid Saint Catherine’s tresses.
Marriage 1s denied me, and what use is love
if not to give oncself wholly and take
wholly—"

Weinberg shook his head impatiently.
He was more the doctor than the man right
then, and dispensed with ceremony. “Why
shouldn’t you be married? apKern's madly
in love with you and anyone can see that
5!011 re 1n love with him. You're no snow
image, no femme glacial—"

Her exclamation was like the cry of a
‘hurt animal, T cold—frigid? Bon Diea,
would that I were!” She struck her breast
draratically with clenched fists. "I love—
I am consumed with love of him. Can't
you see how this denial crucifies me—sce

how my palms are torn by the cruel nails
of love abjured?” She held her trembling

hand.s out to us as if she would exhibit
bleedlng wounds.  But what have I to do

with love and marriage, I whom am mad?”
Her voice grated on the word as though
there wete gtit.in her throat. -
Wemberg looked at me with raised
“brows, nodding briefly. To her he said
sofﬂy “Tell us what it is that troubles you.
Perhaps we can help.” - |
Nobody can help me,” she sobbed mis-
erably. "I didn’t study medicine for noth-
ing. I recognize dementia praecox when
I see it, either in another or myself VYisual
ha!luﬂnaimns, voices—
Weinberg caunght. her up abruptly.
“Major Carmichael and I ate also doctoss,

and know more of your case than you think.
The line between hallucination and induced
fantasy is often a fine one, but it’s there
nevertheless, and sometimes only an expert
can say on which side of it a patient stands.
“You have been working very hard. You
are very tired, almost in a state of 'semi-
anesthesia at times. And at such timés the
subconscious takes the upper hand-—makes
us dreamn with our eyes open, and you
know how real and vivid dreams can be.
There ate strange and dreadful skeletons
locked in the closet of our subconscious,
memories of frights in childhood, psychic
scars we think time has obliterated, even
memories of horrifying dreams. We shut

- the door on them and deny thEII' existence,

but sometimes they break down the locked

door. Sometimes they are too strong. . . ."
“Could. it"—hope struggled with des-
peration in her voice—"could it be "that

-what I thought hallucinations were just

dfﬂﬂms?”
“It could, indeed. And very pmbably
it is. Teﬂ s abcut them, won’t you;'

¢TT COMMENCED on the night of the

gencral's ball,” she began, speaking
with that slow perfection of pronunciation
and absence of accent which alone pro-
claimed that English was not her mother
tongue. I had bought an evening gown
but had no wrap to go with it. You know
where my billet is in the Breitauer-Strasse.
The house belongs to the von Kechele fam-
ily, a mother and het two sons, both of
whom were Prussian Guards officers. Gus-
tav is a waiter at the Metropole, Rudi stays
home with his mother, and all of them have
been most courteous to me. Too courteous,
I'think sometimes. It isn’t natural for con-
quered people to treat their conquerors that

- Way.

“But as I was saying, I was standing be-

. fore the imrrpr debating whether to weat

my uniform overcoat over my frock when
Frau von Kechele came ap the stairs with
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a beautiful fur cape on her arm. ‘Schon
gut'n Abend, gnidiges Fraulein,’ she said
with'a smile. “You are going dancing at
the Bickensdorfferschloss tonight, nich?
waby? And you have no-fitting overwrap?’
| * “That is right,*and I hate to wear my

uniform coat,’ I began when she intet-
rupted with another smile. ‘Natdrizch.
And why should you when this you may
wear, and welcome?’ She held the beautiful
~fur cape out to me.

"It was a lovely garment and fitted as if
(t had been made for me. As I draped it
round my shoulders I conld have sworn
it tightened about me, almost as if it had
life.

" "You should'wear it with good heaith,’
Frau von Kechele told me and as 1 looked
at myself in the cheval glass the mirror
scemed to grow transparent, like a thin
cascade of water, and suddenly, though I
had no idea how it happened, I was through
it

“Through 1t?”
tioningly.

“Yes, just Itke little Alice in that charm-
ingly droll book by Lewis Carroll. I had
walked—or floated—out into a brilliant
moonlit might, and I was iying on the snow,
pressed into it. I had no sensation of chill,
though, for I was wrapped from head to
foot in fur.

“From far away a sound came to me
faintly, not a human voice, but the deep,
belling bay that only two kinds of beasts
makc——hounds and wolves—and as it
struck my ears a quecr, uncanny feeling
crept through me. I seemed somehow to
be identified with that sound; to be losing
my personality—my mze, if that means any-
thing to you—and with the feeling came a
surge of bitter, blinding hatred, a dread-
ful, crushing, killing hatred for all human-
ity. ~
t?"""I'hm'l suddenly I was up and running
ovet the snow. INot on my hands and feet,
although I was not upright, but skimming

Weinberg echoed ques-

1n my nostrils,
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along on the crusted surface with the speed
of the wind and the smell of the new snow
I wanted to sing, to shout
for very joy, and without thinking I threw
back my head and gave a wild cry of de-
light.

“The sound of it was like a dash of
water 1n a fainting perscnn s face, for it was

‘pot a human shout I'd given, but a long

drawn, quavering wolf’s bay.

"As I stood there trembling three great
wolves came trotting toward me from a2

copse of pine trees, and though they seemed
like natural beasts 1n every way I knew—
don’t ask me how, I can't tell, but I knew

—that they were Gustav and Rudi von
‘Kechele and their mother.

“The largest of the wolves—that would
be Gustav—came up to me and nuzzled me
and licked me. Som‘ehow it seemed like a

caress. I liked it.
“Then he trotted off, looking over his

shoulder at me, and 1 followed till we

. rested by a p&thway through the woods.

We lay down on the pine ncedles and 1

was taut and nervous, pot exactly angry,

but horribly elated somehow, with a feel-
ing of fierce, exultant anticipation. Then I
saw them coming toward us.

“They were two peasants, farm Jaborers,
and as they plodded through the snow their
breath came from their nostrils in little
puffs like cigarette smoke. At almost every
other step they paused and looked round

fearfully, and suddenly I knew what they

feared. Us! The man-things were afraid
of us, and with 2 wild, fierce feeling of
cxhilaration I sprang at them just as my
companion beast gave tongue and. leaped.

“Tl never forget the squeaking scream
the nearer man gave as I sprang on him
and fixed my teeth in his throat. He was
a puny thing. I overbore him easily as if
he’d been a babe, and when I felt the blood
from his torn veins well up in my mouth
I went absolutely wild. I bit and tore and
worried him, and scored him with the claws
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of my forefeet, and ﬁnally when he ceased
to struggle I took him in my teeth and
shook him as a terrier shakes a rat. And all
the time I kept sounding that wild, eerie
hunting cry. The sound of it roused me to
fresh savagery as a bugle’s notes stir a
soldier’s blood.

“Then suddenly the wmd began to rise.
It blew the spow in a fine smoky cloud
about me, shutting off the trees and under-

growth and my companion beast and even.

the poor lad I'd mauled to death. And
there 1 was before the mirror with the
cape of baby wolfskin draped around my
shoulders and Frau von Kechele smiling
at me. Only now she scemed to smile with
a sort of knowing smirk, as if to say, "We
know what we know, don't we, liebes Fraz-
lein?’

"That evening at the General's ball I
heard the wolf howl again, and realized
- with horror that it called to me and I was
- powerless to resist it as the rats and chil-
dren of Hamlin were to resist the tune the
Pied Piper played.

"I half-pushed Captain apKern away,
but -just as I turned to. obey the summons
woman's oldest defensive mechanism came
~ to 'my rescue. I fainted.” |

Her gray-green eyes met mine and flick-
ered for a second. "Do you believe in such
a thing as love at first sight, Major?”

"I-do, my dear,” I nodded. “I have ex-
perienced 1t.” |

“Then you will understand. The wvery,
first touch of his fingers seemed to drain.

me of:resistance. When he turned my hand
over and kissed my palm I felt myself go
weéak and dizzy, almost faint with the thrill

of it. Before we'd waltzed atound the hall

once I knew he had it too. It wasn’t what
we otdinarily call love. It was more power-
ful, almost terrible. I'd never scen him
before, until that evening he'd never seen
or heard’ of me, yect there we were, twa
strangers born the whole width of the

world apatt, who suddenly yearned for

each other, longed for the pressure of each
other’s hps and arms with a yeanung old
as creation itself, -

“I' didn't encourage him. There wasn't
any need. He could no more resist my lure
than T could his; we were drawn together
like the iton and the lodestone, and na
power on earth could keep us apart.

“Then two nights later T bad that ap-

. palling dream again. I was lying. in bed,

half asleep, half waking, when the wolf's
howl sounded underneath my window, and
I had to rise and answer it. And despite
my struggle against it I felt that awful,
seating hatred of humanity flow through
me as I climbed out of my window and
dropped down to the snow.

It came again next night, and the next:
and the next. Every night I dreamed 1
ranged the hills and woods and snowhelds
with Gustav and Rudi Kechele and their
mother until at last I was like the priest 1n

- Gautier’s the Amounrense who dreamed

each night he was lover of the ‘courtesan
Clarimonde until he did not know if it

were the pnest who drcamed himself a gay

-gallant every night, or the wastrel de-

bauchee who dreamed each night that he
was 2 poor parish priest. I'd gotten to the
point where I did not know if I were 4
woman who dreamed herself a wolf or a
bitch-wolf who dreamed herself a woman.

“Tell me,” she asked with seeming
irrelevance, "*do not the regulations require -
that all cases of gunshot wounds be te-
ported to the Military Police?”

“That’s mght I answered, slightly puz-
zled.

"And do you remember Rudi  vom
Kechele was reported suffering from a rifle-
shot in the Jeft shoulder?”

I thought 2 moment, then: “Yes, that's
s0,” I agreed. I remember seeing the re-
port, but I didn’t examine him.”

“And”"—the pupils of her eyes spread
till they nearly covered the irises—"do you °
remember that a sentry at the foot of
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Ehrenbreitstein was attacked by wolves one
night last month?” |

"I recall Major Amberson’s saying some-
thing about such an incident, only he said
they were police dogs, probably poor own-
erless brutes made savage by hun ger—"

THE laugh that mterrupted me was like
a scream of pain.

they were no dogs' They were not even
wolves. They were wvolkodliki—were-
wolves.

I know, for I was one 0f them! They
would have pulled him down and killed
him, but just as the'y made ready for the
spring I howled and gave him warming.
When we got home that night they mauled
and pummelled me with their paws and
almost shook the life out of me in punish-
ment for having warned the scotry.”

Woeinberg broke in sharply. “Stop it.
You're letting yourself go. You know you
were not there that night. You've just
connected the two things. You knew that
Rudi had been shot and heard about the
sentry having been altacked by dogs.”

"That's what I thought, perhaps that's
what I really think,” she agreed with a
sigh, “but any way you make it, I am gmng

mad, 1f I am aot already so. .
"How could I dream these dreams con-

tinually, imagine myself a werewolf, with
a power of imagining that puts fact to

shame, and still be sane? |
“Alors”—she raised her narrow shoul-
ders in a fatalistic shrug—"1 wrote a letter
to my lover dismissing him. If you could
know what writing that note cost me! It
seemed the pen was dipped in my heart’s
blood, mair que vouslez-voms? We love
with heart and soul and spirit, we Russians.
I wished to give him children, brave sons
and lovely danghtets who would be called
by his name and call him Father. Could
I-—dared I-—bring them into the world
tainted with the curse of madness?
“Nichevo—it 1s no matter.

“Oh, no, my friend,

Women

have loved before and had their hearl's
desire turn ashes. I shall have the touch
of his hand, the memory of his kisses and
his voice, tr.} take with me into the ni ght of
madness.”

Weinberg wiped his eyes and I was very
near to tears as she finished. It's hard to
see men die, but it is infinitely worse to
sec the life go out of hope. "These
dreams,” 1 began, and stopped in mid-
word at the desperate, enmeshed look in
her eyes. |

“Last night,” she whispered in a voice
so low and sharp it seemed to cut our ears,

“it was no dream. I was—I am—truly
volkodlik! '

. “It was after midnight when the howl-
ing began underneath my window. ‘I will
not apswer it,” 1 told myself. ‘I will fight
1gamst it, conquer it—' Then presently I

~ found myself out in the snow, running

down the Kommandanten-Strasse, and in
a moment caught the sound of growling
and a man's voice swearing. I could feel
the long hzirs on my back and shoulders
rising and that wild, insensate hatred for
humanity swell through me. "That 15 a
man, you arc a wolf. Leap on him, rend
and tear him with your teeth and claws!
a voice seemed screaming in my ears, but
thtough it came another voice: "Wolf or
no wolf, that is Fodtenoy apKern whom
you have held in your arms and loved——
whom you still love. Save him!’

“] seized the stifle-joint of the other wolf
in my teeth and held on cven when
turnied on me and bit me through the shoul-
der, and, grace 4 Dieu, iny strength was

| great enough to hold it off until the provost

guardsmen came.
"When I woke this morning my night

" dress and the bedclothes were sopping with

blood and my shoulder hurt so terribly that
I had to come here for treatment.
"Now, gentlemen, what do yeu say to

that?”
Weinberg looked at me with creased
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forehead and raised brows,
bet to you, Major.”

"It all boils down to what we've said
already,” I contended. “The piper may be
slow in, presenting his bill, but eventually
it must be paid, and with interest. Michele
1s almost literally tired to death, Her un-
remitting work af the hospital was f:nmgh
to break a stronger. person down, anu
though she’s never spoken of it; her ﬂlg‘ht
from Russia and the deadly périls she es-
caped so narrowly must have made an
indelible mark on her subconscous.
has been frightened by recurrent dreams
of wolves, It all adds up. Flying from the
revc:lutionists she led a hunted life. She is

“I check the

days is still 'mth heI_' Her dﬂ:ams have de.

veloped a revenge motif, a sort of substi--

tutive symbolism. She has been the hunted,
now she will be the huntress. It’s merely
psychic overcompensation, like the weak-

ling dreaming himself a prize-fighter orthe

cripple dreaming he’s an athlete.”

“But my wounded shoulder—"

I had an answer for that too. One that
satisfied me, .at least. “Undoubtedly you
- were bitten by a dog while sleep-walking.
But you were so completely anesthesized
by your dream—or wolf fantasy—that even
the pain of the bite failed to bring you to
complete consclousness, and it was trans-
lated into a wolf-bite by your dream. These
drea.ms of yours have been extraordinarily .
vivid “and ~ convincin g. That's why you
thought that you had fought with a wolf
to save apKern. A few days’ absolute bed
rest and careful feeding—and Fontenoy

apKem—are all you need to be restored
to perfect hea.lth

‘ E HAD our final rounds to make and

' just as I was signing out they called
me for an emergency appendectomy. Wein-
berg was waiting for me when 1 left the
operating room. “What say we take a look
at her?” he suggested. “If the dose of

She

on its clean white surface.

WEIRD TALES

somnal I gave her did its work she should

be sleepin’ like a baby now.”’

- A flustered, frightened nurse met us as

we turned into the corridor from which

Michele’s room opened. “Major Car-

michael, Captain Weinberg,” she ex-
claimed, “Dr. Mikhailovitch is gone'

“Gone?” we chorused blankly. “Where?”

"I don’t know. I can't imagine.” She

- was sleeping peacefully all evening, but

when I looked in her room about five min-
utes ago she wasn't there.” The worried
look on her face gave way to an expression
of blank wonder. “Her night dress lay by
the window, so did her slippers. Her neg-
ligée is on the chair and all her daytime
clothes are hanging in the closet.”
Without much hope we searched the
room. As the nurse said, Michele’s clothes
appeared to be intact, even to Her slippers
and nightrobe. “Good Lord, she must
have gone out in this klllmg cold with-
" began Weinberg, but I broke in:
T,I:us may be some sort of clue, She'd

‘evidently been writirig just before she left,

for the inkwell is open and the pen still
wet, The blotter’s white. Perhaps—— 1
held the blotter to the mirror, strmmng
my eyes to make out the faint impressions °
“Vitally i 11np01'—
tant . . . search . . . Brettauer-Strasse.

“Wnat the dewl does it mean?” I won-
dered. |
 “Dam' if I know; dam’ 1f I care,” Wein-
berg shot back. The main thing is to find
her before she gets her death with pneu-
monia. Come on.” He flung a leg across
the window sill and dropped down to the .
snowy street. - “See there?” As he knelt
and struck a match we saw traced in the
fresh snow marks of narrow unshod féet.
“She came this way all right. Running,
too. Notice how much heavier the heel
impressions are than those -:a_f the toes—
what the devil?”

We had reached an angle of the build-
ing where the wind deflected from the jut-
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ting wall had swept the pavement clear of
snow for a space of ten \feet'or so. The
footprints halted at the edge of the cleared

area and nowhere, though we circled round
like hounds at fault, could we find where
they recommenced,

“Her toc-prints all po:nt the same way,
she didn’t turn around or veer to one side
ot the other,” I muttered.
she’d sprouted wings or something here.”
- "Yeah, Wings—or something,” he con-

ceded. “Take a look at this, will you?” He
knelt and struck another match, shielding
its flame with his cupped hands.

I looked across his shoulder. “Dog
tracks,” I decided.  “Pretty big dog, too.
A collie or police- dog I'd say.”

“Yeah. You would say that.”

“"Well, what do you say?” I didn’t like
the hard, flat tone of his voice.

“I wish to God I knew,” he answered
in a weary tone. "I know it can’t be true;

but lots o' things we know ain’t so are so,
- just the same.”

“HEY, what’re you guys doin’, playin’
marbles?” With a screech of brakes

a squad car drew up to the curb and Am-
berson leaned from his seat beside the

driver. In the body of the vehicle was a .

detail of M. P.’s armed with Thompson

sub-machine-guns, rifles , and tear gas
bombs. o
“Uh, hullo, Major,” Weinberg rose

and brushed the snow from his knees. “No,
we weren't playin’ marbles; just lookin’ for
something.”

. “So'm I. Got a hot tip Fritz is cookin’
something. Want to come along? We
might find a2 couple o’ sawbones handy
fore we're through.”

“Damndest thing,” he confided as I

crowded in beside him and Weinberg |

wedged himself into the tonneau. "I was
gettin’ ready to turn in when I heard a
scratching at my door, At first I didn't pay
attention, but it kept up, and presently T

“"Looks as if
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heard a dog whimpering outside. When I
opened the door there was a big white
collie shivering and trembling oa the land-
ing She had a note in her mouth.”
“A note?”

“Xep. Shp 0 paper addressed to me.
Here it is.” By the faint glow of the dash-
board light I read:

Major Amberson—

It 1s vitally important that you search
735 Breitauer-Strasse at once. The Get-
mans plan a coup tomorrow morning
just beforé sunrise and have stored the
arms for the nprising at that address.

“I don’t know whether someone’s tryin’
to sell me a pup or not,” he-admitted, “but
you can't afford to take chances.”

“U'm?” I answered absently. There was
something vaguely familiar about the writ-
ing. That immature yet oddly imperious
script . . . my memory clicked with a snap
like a rific breech being closed. The fare-
well note Michele had sent apKern—the
half-obliterated writing on the blotter in
the room from which she'd vanished——and
her billet was at 735 DBreitauer-Strasse!
“You say a dog brought this?”

“A big white collie. She had the saddest
eyes—

“It was a female—"

“Yes,and she carried the note so daintily
you'd have thought she'd been tratned for
it, holding it with her lips drawn back so
the ink Wouldn t get wet.

“Draw up,” he turned to the chauffeur,
then, to the men in the topneau: “All out,
boys. This is the end of the line. Tossou-
rian, take three men and circle round the
house. You've got’-—he glanced at his
watch——"just seven minutes to get set. If
anyone attempts to leave or enter you know
what to do. When you hear my whistle, or
if you hear a shot, close in. The rest of
you come with me.’

As we swarmed out of the car and
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stretched our legs on the snow-covered
pavement I looked down the block. At the
cross street there was a patch of shadow
just beyond the zone of light cast by the
street lamp, and in the shadow I saw darker
shades, and a beam of light struck a faint
glint from a hayonet Amberson nodded
approvingly. Everythmgs set. I've got a
detail posted at each crossing "and patrols
stationed in each side street, If Fritz is
really getting ready to start something he’ll
get a bellyful of hot lead and cold steel.”

“D’ye think all this precauti'cm’s neces-
saty?” 1 asked dubiously, “Everything’s so
quiet, the Jetries are so well behavedwso
fnf:ndly———

“This kamerad stuft’s a lot of bushwazh,”

he cut in. "They hate our guts and there’s |

not one of 'em who wouldn’t put arsenic
in our coffee or stick a knife in our backs.

We're just a handful, an’ surrounded by.

a vengeful, treacherous civil population and

the veterans of an army that’s demobilized.

but not disbanded. We stopped this war a
year too soon—we should’a beat "em clear
down to the bricks, fixed 'em so they'd
never dare start anything again. They'll.
be ripe for hell-raisin’ in another ten or
twenty years the way things are, and our
sons will have to take the job up where we
stopped. Corpe on, let’s go.”

HE sinuster stone-fronted house was

silent as a mausoleum. It looked un-
occupied, as if no one had temanted it for
a long time. \
. Yet for all its darkened loneliness there
was a threatening, expectant quality about
it, as though it waited breathlessly for
something, something arbrupt and tragic
and: violent.

“Stand by to break the door in they

dr:}nt open,” Amberson commanded and
struck an echoing blow with his gun-butt

swung back and we stated into a hallway
da.rkandﬂntyasatunnel -

“Careful with your ﬂaihhght Sergeant
Amberson cautioned.  "Hold it at arm’s
length, so if they shoot at it they’ll cnly
hit your hand or miss you altogether
Aloud he called: “Come out with. your

hands up, whertever you are. We're the
Military Police!”

HE babel of wild howls and yelps that

came from the basement was like an
answer to his summons. Snarls, savage
growls and yaps of pain-and fury sounded
from below stairs as if 2 dog fAght to a
finish were in progress. |

“What the blazin’ hell—" began Am-
berson, but Wemberg br{}ke in almost hys-
terically:

“Quick! Down there! They're ganging
up on her!” Shoving Amberson aside he
rushed to the basement stairs, turned to
motion us to follow him and plunged into
the inky blackness of the stairwell.

- We followed, and as our ﬂas'hhghts
whipped back the shadows saw three great
brutes setting on a fourth, a smaller white-
furred beast that stood at bay against the

‘wall and fought them off with fierce, de-

flant growls, slashing with needle-pointed

teeth, dodging nimbly when they closed

with her, sometimes rising on her hind
lcgs to beat at them with her forefeet.

As we stormed into the basement the
three beasts paused in their attack, wheeled
deftantly on us and then Iike whipped curs
slunk out the far door. |

“Lend me your. gun!” Weinberg
snatched the sergeant’s Colt and rushed out
to the dark hall Ieading to the stair. “They
mustn’t get away—" The roar of his shots
echoed like reverberating thunder in the

low-ceiled passageway and the smoke stung
our nostrils like acid,

on the panels.
The latch must have been left off, for at
the impact of his pistol grip the door

“"How dare you waste shots on a pack
o' damned dogs?” Amberson demanded

furiously as Weinberg handed back the
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sergeant’s pistol. “"D’ye know you may
have warned ‘em—"

“I don't think so,” Weinberg broke in.
“Go take a look out there,” he nodded to-
ward the hallway and walked across the

room to the white beast.

- The thing seemed tecrified of him,
crouching till its furred stomach brushed
- the floor, shaking its head from side to
side, whining with a soft, deprecating
whine, He put his hand out as if to pat
its head, withdrew it and bent till his face
was level with the animal’s. “Want to go
back?” he asked sc:-ftl}r “The way's clear
now, and tomorrow—"

The beast gave a low cry, half anunal
‘half human; dodged underneath his hand
and fled up the dark stairs.

“"Well, I'll be a stewed monkey!” we
heard Amberson exclzim. “What d'ye
know about this?”

On the stairway a body showed against
the darkness. Naked, gaunt, already stifi-
ening, it sprawled on the steps, and as they
played their flashlights on it we recognized
the waiter at the Metropole who had looked
at apKern with such deadly hatred.

“Goed Lord, how'd he get here?” de-
manded Am.berscrn - YIt's Gustav von
Kechele. He was lieutenant in a guards
regiment and—what’s that up yonder?”
He pointed to an object’showing dimly at
the head of the stairs. .

“Unless I miss my guess it's Rudi
Kechele,” said Weinberg. E

It was. Like his brother he had been shot
through the back, and had crawled almost
to the stairhead before dying.

“There’ll be another—the she-one,”
Weinberg added confidently.
have gotten far. I fired point-blank,
and—"

“You fired?” Amberson broke in. “You
haven't shot at anything but a pack o
mangy cufs.”

“Maybe pot,” Weinberg's grin was
loaded with sarcasm, “but five'll get you

“She can't ¢
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ten you find the she-one 'up there some-

where.”

We did. . Stretched in the hali, blood
oozing from a wound that penetrated back:
and breast, we found the body of a woman.

- She was no longer young, but she had been

well tended, and was still attractive. in 3
buxom, bovine way, with flax-blond hair
and smooth, fair skin and well-kept nails.

“It's Kriemhild Kechele, all right,”
agreed Amberson. “That accounts for the
whole family, but how the devil—"

“Never mind the puzzles, old-timer,”
Weinberg broke in. “We've bagged ‘em
all. That's all that matters. Go look for
guns and ammunition. Catmichael and
['ve got something important to do.” He
grabbed my arm and fairly dragged me to-
ward the door.

A shot ripped through the quiet as we
came out of the house. "What's that?”
demanded Weinberg.

“I just shot at a dog, sir,” the M‘ P.
standing guard in the street answered. ™It
come runnin’ out th’ house [ike a bat outa
heil, an’ I know th’ Jerries sometimes usc
‘em to carry messages—'

“D’je hit it?”

“I'm afraid not, sit. Leastwise, it didn’t
stop—" | |

“Bless God for that. Come on, Car-
michael. W’ve got to” get there before
she does.”

“Who?” I panted, struggling to keep up
with him.

“Save your breath and run,” he panted
back. “Ill tell you all about it when we

get there.”

IR,” the nurse met us as wec rushed
down the hall toward Michele's
room, ~Dr. Mikhailovitch i1s back in her
room. She’s been shot, sir. Hurt bad. T

" shouldn’t wonder if—"

“Neither should I,” he interrupted.
“"Have 'em get the surgery ready right
away. We must operate at once.”
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It was a nasty wound. The bullet had
gone tljxrqugh her back at the scapula and
traveled in an npward oblique course to
emerge just beneath the left clavicle. The
shoulder blade was shattered by the missile
and the wound at exit showed extensive
laceration where the bonme splinters had
been forced fthrough. There was little
blood upon the skin, but a trickle of fed
fluid from the corners of her mouth told
of internal hemorrhage.

“Habet,” Weinberg shrugged his shoul-
ders resignedly. "No use operatin’. What
d'ye say, ergot and dlgn’cahs or morphine
and aconite?”

“Try the digitalis and f:rgot first,” 1 an-
swered hﬂPelessly as I propped the pﬂlows
behind her. "There isn’t much we can do.”

“Fontenoy,” she murmured half deliri-
ously as the stimulants took effect. “You'll
bring him to me, won’t you?” |

“You're dam’ right, we will,” Wein-
betg promised as he pressed the call bell.

“Have Captain ‘II}KEIIJ. brought here, right
away, please, nurse,” he ordered, “and
have the pharmaast prepare a hypo with a
quarter grain of morphlnr: and a three-six
mixture of zconite.” ~

Sam’c Nicholas be thanked, you were in
time,” she whispered as the nurse left.
- “Tonight after you'd gone I heard a

scratching at my window and when I
looked 1 saw it was Gustav. He hadn’t
quite completed changing to wolf shape;
his body was still human, but covered with
long- hair, and his face and head were
wholly lupine. He grinned at me and told
me I should thanhk my name-saint that I'd
been taken by them into their wolf-com-
pa.ny, fcrr by tomorrow's sunrise not 2 man
or woman of the Army of Occupation
would be left alive in Coblenz. They'd
stored the arms for the uprising in theur
house, and—"

A fit of coughing stopped her, but pres-
ently she found strength to continue, “The
Kecheles have been wolf-folk for genera-

tions, and when 1 let them put that wolf

skin Cape on me I gave myself into their

power. But 1t was not until Gustav bit
me when I kept im from destroying my
lover that I became a true wolf-woman.

- After that bite my casc was hopeless. Noth-

ing could cure my infection.

“I had to warn the Army, but hﬂw? It
I told you about Gustav’s having come to
me you'd say it was a dream or hallucina-
tion. Major Amberson was my sole hope,
but how could I get to him? Then sud-
denly I had the answer, If I willed myself
to turn into 2 wolf I could run to his quar-
ters with a note. So I scratched off 2 warn-
ing, then lay back on my bed and let the
wolf-force flow through me—just made :my
mind a blank and kept repeating to myself,
‘You are a wolf, not a woman—Michele
Mikhailovitch, you are no woman, but a
wolf. Take your natural shape, Mchelc
Mikhailovitch.’

“Then I began to feel the prickling itch-
ing of my skin which always camc before
the actual change, and in 2 momeat I had
snatched the note up and gone out -the
window. When the change was complete
I took the message in my mouth and ran
to Major Amberson’s.

“I'd just delivered it when I saw Gustav
running toward me through the snow. He'd
changed completely to his wolf shape by
that time, but I recognized him, and his
mother and brother, too. They didn't at-
tack me right away, just closed around me
and forced me to go with them to theu:
house. Then—-"

"Don’t talk any more,” Weinberg of-
dered softly. “Save your. strength apKern
will be here in-a moment.”

§¢ GET =both feet on the ground and dig

in for a toc-hold, feller,” he whis-
pered to apKern as the ordetly wheeled
him to Michele's doos, “She's desperately
wounded. Two to three hours is about all
we can promise you.”
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They didn't talk much. There was no
need of words between them as they sat
with cdasped hands and looked into each
othet’s eyes, sharing that mystic, sweet com-
muznion that only lovers know. Occasion-
‘ally one of us would tiptoe into the room,

take her pulse and administer a hypodermic -

stimulant. When these interruptions came
they took no more notice of us than if we
had been shadows on the wall. Each was
wrapped up in the other, oblivious of
everything in the world as if they had been
the last man and woman on a dying planet.
- The pre-dawn chill stole through the
open ‘window like a spirit walking. The
world was colder now, the light a litle
grayer. The.ghost of a tired smile crept
over her death-shadowed lips. “Good-by,
_da:;cb}m—darliﬂg-—“ she whispered.

“Thank you S0 much for your love—for
everything. .

In the darkness of t*he eastern sky there
showed a streak of brightness as if the
fabric of the'heavens slowly ripped apart.
The world lay quiet with a sort of breath-
less hush beneath its coverlet of snaw, but
in the hospital room two sounds blended:
Fontenoy apKern sobbing out his heart
with the hard, dry, ugly sobs of a man un-
used to tears, and Nathan Weinberg with
his ¢ap pulled low upon his brow softly
chanting the Jewish prayer for the dying.

ET TOOK a bit of doing, but we finally
got an army casket from the Quarter-
master for her. "It would be a profanation
to let her go to her grave in a Jerry cofin,”
Weinberg insisted. An embalmer from the

Graves Registration Service prepared her,
driving back the stark, cold look of death

and replacing it with an appearance of
light, natural sleep. Then they dressed her

in her Red Cross uniform and laid her be-
fore the altar of the hospital chapel with a

tall, pale lily in- her hand and the flag
draped over her.
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Midnight came, then onc o'dock. We
heard the tramping of the guard as sen-
tries were relieved, and somewhere in the
distance a cock crowed eerily. "Come on,”
said Weinberg as he ground the fire from
his cigarette. “We promised apKern we'd
look in on her and”—he smiled half
shamefacedly, half defiantly— *T want to
give her this. She rates it.” From his
pocket he drew the Croix de Guerre
awarded him for gallantry under fire at
Catigny.

It was so quiet In the chapel we could
hear the ticking of our watches, almost the
beating of our hearts, as we stepped to-
ward the altar where the casket lay. A pace
or two ahead of me, Weinberg paused to lift
the flag, undo the fastenings of the casket
lid and bend dbove her to attach the medal
to her blouse. “Lord God of Israel!” I
heard him exclaim softly.

“What is it?” I looked past him,
then: “Who dared do this? Call out the
guard' ’ ¥

“For God’s sake, Carmichael, be quiet,”
he begged “Don’t rouse the guard!”

“But this 1s desecratmn-—sacrdege' |
stormed.

In the casket where they’d laid Michele
Mikhailovitch there lay, head couched upon

the tufted pillow, a beautiful white beast,
a snow-white wolf, setene and calm as if

asleep.
“"Be qu.iet‘ he repeated in an urgent
whisper. Whatever formishe wears she’s

still the same, a gallant Jady, W:thhy of our
homage."

He laid the medal on the wolf’s white
fur and drew himself up stiffly at attention,
raising his hand in salute as to the flag.

“Bon wvoyage, Michele Mikhailovitch,”
~ he murmured in a trembling voice, “wolf
or woman, you were hero’s mettle. May
the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob have
you in His keeping and be gracious unto
you.”

e
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member of 2 goad fraternity and captain

sat in Thunstone’s drawing room, he cud-
~ dled most prayerfully an object thaf: looked
to have come straight out of the Stone Age.

Thunstone, big and reposcful and hos-"
pitable, lolled in an easy chair opposite.
He puffed at the pip~ful of fragrant to-
batco Long Spear had givew .. n—tobacco
mixed, Indian fashion, with kinickinick

and red willow batk-—and eyed the tlitng
that Long Spear had brought into the room..

It "was shaped like a smallish, compact
. bolster, snugly wrapped in some kind of
‘ancient rawhide, on which dark hair still
temamned. ‘Tight-shrunk leather thongs
held that wrapping in place. In Long
dpear's hands it seemed to have some
solidity and weight,

"1 wapnt you to keep it for me, my.

friend,” said Long Spear. “Your trail to

Those Above is different from the In-

dian’s; but you know and respect the faith
of my people.”

“I respect all true worships,” t@ﬁdded
' Thunstone, “Yet I know very little of
what your tribe believes. If you care to
tell- me, I would care to hear.”

"We Tsichah were living on the West-
ern Plains when the first Spaniards came
under Coronado,\ Long Spear told him,
and his voice shifted to a proud, deep
register. “Before that, we had lived~—who
knows-where? The name of the land can-
not be traced today, and perhaps it is
legendary. But the old men say that we
came from there to the plains country.

When the Tsichah made ready to migrate,

~ their guardians-——Those Above—descended

from the Shining Lodge and walked like
- men to advise and help them. To each

warrior who headed a family was given a
sacted bundle, to keep in his home and to

pass on in reverence to his oldest son.

This,” and he lifted the rawhide bolster, -

“is one such, given to the man who
fathered my clan of the Tsichah. I, as

29

hereditar;' chief, have chatge of it. When

of a successful basketball team. But, as he I came East, for the purpose of conferring

with the government, I felt I must bring

it aiong

“For worship, ot for safe keeping?”
asked Thunstone. |

“For both.” Long Spear spoke almost
defiantly. “I have learned white men’s
ways, learned them so well that I think I
shall defeat thc warped arguments that
now threaten us: But I hold to my fathet’s
belief, as a true son should. Do you ob-

- ject7‘

“Not in the least, becanse you don’t ob-
ject to mine.” Thunstone leaned forward.,
“Will you permit me to touch the bundle?”

. Long Spear passed it to him, as gently as
though it were an infant prince asleep.
As Thunstone had judged, it was compact
and quite weighty. He examined the raw-

hide with a soft pressure of his long,

strong forefinger. His eyes were studious

on etther side of his big dented nose.
- “Buffalo hide, I judge. But 15 it as old .

as you seem to think"'

LONG SPEAR smiled, quite beautifully.

‘Not the hide, That was put on by my
gtandfather when he was no older than J,
say sixty years ago. When the outer cover-

‘ing of the bundle becomes worn or dam-

aged, we wrap it in fresh hide. It is not
permitted to open the bundle. That is,
the Tsichah say, bad medicine.”

“Of such bundles I've heard,” nodded
Thunstone, “Yet I’ve never seen one, even
in the museums.”

“You won't find the Ark of the Cove-
nant in a2 museum, either,” reminded Long
Spear. “A Tsichah would as soon sell the
bones of his father. And don’t ask me
what's at the center of the bundle. I do
not know, and I do not think any other
Itving man konows. [ do not think that
anyone had better find out.”

Thunstone handed the bundle back.

“Well, you want me to keep it for you,
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But why? What makes you hesitate to
keep it yourself?”

"Someone’s after it,” said Long Spear,
in a voice that suddenly grew taut and
deadly. “Someone who calls himself a re-
former, who protests against the old
Tsichah worship. He knows it makes out
tribe solid on its reservation. And he wants
to disrupt, so as to rob the Tsichah as othet
tribes have been robbed.”

Thuanstone lighted his pipe again. “Let
me guess, Long Spear. Might the name
be Rowley Thorne?" .

The blue-black head shook. "No. I've
heard a little of him, he causes trouble and
evil for trouble and evil's sakes. You've
met him and defeated him, havent you?

. . Rowley Thorne is washing dishes in a
restaurant where 1 would not care to cat,
This is someone else.”

“T've heatd of Roy Bulger

Again a head-shake. "No. The Reverend
M. Bulger opposes our wotship, callmg it
heathen—but he’s an honest, narrow mis-
sionary. He isn't in it for profit.”

“You Indians Iike to put rddies, don’t
you? The man must be Barton Siddons.”

"Yes.” Long Spear’s brown fist clenched
on top of his bundle. “He's interested
several Congressmen who know no‘thing
about Indians. Convinces them that we’re
banded together in ancient warrior belief,

and may cause trouble, even an uprising.
Wants restrictions placed on out worship.

Well,”. and the otheér fist ‘clenched, “I'm
here i in. the. East to argue with certain Con-
gressmen myself. If they don't listen, I'll
talk to the President. And I can ﬁmsh up
with the Supreme Court. There’s such a
thing as freedom of wotship.”

*And I'm to protect your sacred bundle
from Siddons?” 3

“If you will. He told me that he'd
destmy it, as a symbol of wickedness. Nice
apeing of the fanatic reformer style-—but
what he really wants to do is shame me

before my people. I wouldn'’t dare go back

to them without the bundle, even if 1
gained a victory in the t:.’us]_:mi:e:+ ch un-
derstand?”

“Perfectly,” said Thnnstone.

He rose, towering mightily, and crossed
the room to where hung a painting of
autumn trees. He pushed it aside and re-
vealed a wall safe, which he opcﬂed Will
it go in here?”

Long Spear brought it, and' it went in

easily. Thunstone closed hzs safe and spun
the dial.
. "Now, my friend, they say that no In-
dian will refuse a drink. How about one
here, and some lunch in the grill down-
stairs?”

Those who understand John Thunstone,
and they are not many, say that he has two
passions—defeat of ill-magic, and service
of the lovely Sharon, Countess Monteseco.
This does not mean that he is otherwise
cold or distant. His friends include all
sorts of persons, not all of them canny,
but all of them pmﬁtable He likes to set
himself apart from others who study oc-
cultism in that he does not belicve himself
to be psychic. If he were asked the wish of
his heart, he might say that it was the re-
turn of honesty and good manners.

HE AND Long Spear had a good lunch,

for they both liked excellent food and
plenty of it. At the end of it, Long Spear
excuseéd himself, promising to come Jater
in the evening. Thunstone remained alone
at the table, sipping a green liqueur and
thinking about whatever Thunstone®is apt
to think about. - His reverie was broken by
a voice beside him,

“Pardon me, but aren’t you ]ﬂhﬂ Thun-—
stone? The anthor of those articles in the
Literary Review about modern witch be-
liefs, I read them—enjoyed them a lot.
Mind if I sit down? Siddons is my name.”

The speaker was narrow-bodied, tall,
with hair growing to a point on his fore-
head and a cleft dumple in his chin. He
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might be distinguished-looking except fot
too shifty, greedy eyes. He dropped into
| the chair that Long Spear bad vacated.
“Mr, Thunstone, to ]udge by your writ-
ings and your looks, you're a civilized
‘gentleman with a sense of spiritual rights
and wmngs.”
“Thanks,” nodded Thunstone.
“"Do you know that Indian you were
eatmg with?”
-~ "I seldom eat with people 1 don't know,
Mr. Siddons.” |
"I mean, do you know his character?
Mr. Thunstone, I'll be blunt. He’s a dan-

getous barbarian,”
F‘EHUNSTONE sipped. *'Barbarian is a
hard wotd for Long Spear. He's well

educated, and has profited by . Do ]
understand that you and he are enemutes?”

Siddons nodded emphatically. “We are,
I'm proud to say. I know these aboriginal
mtellecmals Mr, Thunstone. Yapping for
- special nghts and prerogatives; on the
gmunds of being here first. And planning,
sit, to bite the hand that feeds them—bite
it clear off, if they get teeth. _..agh!”

And Siddons showed his own teeth.

Thunstone made his voice lazy as he
satd, "I never saw Long Spear bite any-
thing savagely, except perhaps a filet mig-
non. Suppose, Mr. Siddons, you tell me
what faualt you find with him, and why you
seek to impress me with it.”

. "Fault? Plenty of that. The man’s a
heathen. His tribe—the Tsichah—believes
in human sacrifice.” Again Siddons grim-
aced furiously. “A captive girl, consecrated
to whatever devil they worship, shot to

death with arrows and chopped to bits—"
" “The Tsichah haven’t done that for a
century or so,”
smoothly. “It's an interesting study, that
sacrifice rite. Done for crop fertility, and
suggests some rélationship to the Aztecs.
The Tsichah were considerably cultured for
plains Indians—lived in earth houses in-

reminded ‘Thunstone

stead of teepees, grew maize and beans and
potatoes, were well advanced in pamtmg
and c:a.rvmg, and had a hereditary aris-
tocracy.”

“That's what I'm gelting at,” rejoined
Siddons warmly. “Hereditary aristocracy.
Because a copper-colored tramp is born of

- the old chieftain stock, he swanks around

like a grand duke. Not American.”

“Not American?” repeated Thunstone.
“The Tsichah were here well befote us.
And it's American to let them keep to

their own ways.”

“INot the ways of the Tsichah, Not when
they're dangerous. Sir, I've been there to
their reservation. They stick together like
a secret society, with their scowling brown
faces and maybe knives and pistols under
their shirts. It's their clinging to old cus-
toms and worships, and obedience to their
hereditary chiefs, that makes them a men-
ace. I'm one who wants to stop them

Thunstone considered. “It seems,” he
said slowly, “that twice before white men
tampered with the Indian religions. There
were uprisings each time, brutal and bloody
~—the Smohalla Rebellion in the ’eighties,

.and the Ghost Dance War in 1891. If the
- Tsichah worship 1s tampered with .

. . but
why should it be?”

“A religion that advocates human sacri-
fice?”

"I know that it hasa't been practiced
for years. The Tsichah worship the Shin-
ing Lodge and Those Above, quietly and
sincerely. And they credit their gods with -
being kind—giving them, for instance,
mineral wealth, mines of cinnabar and some

oil property.”

SIDDONS started violently, and licked
his lips. “Well, it's still heathen and -
barbaric, and as a non-white organization
it's dangerous.- Now to answer the second
patt of your question. Why should T tell
you these things, you ask. It ties up to yout
friend, Long Spear.”
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"A avilized American citizen,”
Thunstone. |

“Suppose,” said Siddons craftily, “I was
to prove that he wasn't?” |

| said

Thunstone’s black brows lifted, and he-

said nothing. ¥
Suppose I should tell you,” went on
" Siddons, “that he carries a savage talisman
with h1rn and places his fmth and sense
of power ih it? An ancient fetish—""
“A sacred bundle of the Tsichah re-
ligion?” suggested Thunstone. ' |
“Exactly. You know about sacred bun-
dles?” ;
“A little. Go on with what you say,”
“Well, Long Spear has one. His whole
" NAarrow Indza.n mind is obsessed with how

holy and mighty that thing is. I mentioned °

the possibility of destroying it, and hé said
quite frankly that he’d kill me for that.”

Again Thunstone said nothing. His eye-
brows came down agaln, his eyes narrowed

a trifle,
© "You, Mr. Thunstone, have a reputation
for crushing evil beliefs. And I have in
mind that you might be persuaded to

hf:lp—
“I know that Long Spear has the bundle,

I've seen 1it.”

Siddons leaned forward excitedly.
you know where it is?”

“T do,” said Thunstone, still smoothly.
“It’s in a safe place of my lending, and

“Do

it will stay there. Mr. Siddons, you'd better

leave it alone, or I feel sure that L{}ng
Spear’s prophecy of death will come true.”

Thunstone got up. He was always im-
mense when he did that,

“I'd heard about your real purpose in
wanting to disorganize the Tsichah, I made
sure by mentioning their mineral wealth,
and saw you start. You want to get your
hands on it, don’t you, Siddons? Well,
. I'm not going to help you. T'll help Long
Spear, because he's a sound, honorable

pagan gentleman, and a credit to any race.
Good day.”

Siddons rose in turn. His face twi;t&d,
his eyes rolled a little.
"I might have known. You hokus-pokus

\birds are all alike, crackpots. But don’t try

to buck me, Thunstone. I might cut you
down to a dwarf.”

He strutted out, like a rooster whose dig-
mty has been oﬁ‘ended Thunstone sat back

1n his chair.

“Waiter,” he sald “another liqueur.”

ATER in the afternoon Thunstone was
alone in his drawing rcom. On 1m-
pulse he took the sacred bundle from his
safe, and sat in the armchair with it on his
lap. .Long he studied -it, and with truc
reverent attention,

He tapped the outer envelop of raw hide.
Under it was what? Another layer. Under
that, another. Another beneath the third—
and so on for many layers, each represent-
ing a generation or more of time. Finally,
if one flouted ritual and peeled them all
away, would come ‘into view the original
sacted bundle, the gift that Long Speat
said had come from Those Above. And
inside that—what? Nobody knew. The
gods had not told her children, the
ancestril Tsichah. And no man had

looked.

Thunstone took it in his arms, carefully.
He had seen Long Spear do that. His con-
stant yearning for knowledge of the un-

\ s
‘seen and unknown was strong in him; but

evidently not strong enough, He was not
psychic, he thought once again. His was
not the gift of priesthood or prophecy. He
had a sense of solemnity, no more.

Long Spear came in. I had lunch with
you,” he greeted, "How about dinner with

.. .. I'see you're looking at the bundle.”

“1 didn’'t think you'd mind, Long
Spear ;

“I'don’t. T trust you full with it. What

do you think of it?”

Thunstone shook his head. “I was try-
ing to find what to think, by holding it.
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Iﬂ: should do sc:methmg to me,- but it
doesn’t.”

"Because you're not a priest, a medicing

man. But I am. That's hereditary among
the Tsichah, too, the chief is also the
prophet. Shall I try for you?”
- “"Why not?” said Thunstone, holding
out the bundle, but Loag Spear did not
take it at once. Instcad he produced from
his pocket a pipe, not his usual briar, but
a stubby one with a bowl of black stone,
old and polished as jet. This he filled most
carefully. Facing around so that-he looked
teward the east, he lighted it. Then, with-
out inhaling, he faced north, and emitted
2 puff of smoke. Continuing his facing; he
puffcd on—to west, to south, to east.
Finally he observed.the "two directions,”
with final puffs up at the ceiling and down
at the floor.

“Give me the bundle now,” he said
deeply, “and take the pipe. Keep it lighted
and smolqng You must sit t_here and be
the council.” b
~ Pipe and bundle changed hands. Thun-
stone drew a luncrful of the fragrant mixed
vapors and breathcd it ouf. Through the
veil of blue fog he saw Long Spear lay the
bundle in the hollow of his left arm, almost
like a Iyre. His right hand, with fingers
slightly bent, rested upon it. The heel of
the right hand became a fulcrum and the
fingers moved slowly and rhythmically.
The old dry hide gave forth a scratching
tempo, like that evoked by Latin-American
musicians from gourds. Long Spear began
to chant, monotonously and softly:

" Abkidab, ai-ee, ai-ee!
Abkidab, ai-eel”

Over and over he chanted the little hymn
in his own tongue, and then began slowly
to turn. His feet moved and toek NEW po-
sitions softly as though he WOLE MOCCasins.
His brown face turned upward, his eyes
sought the ceiling as though they could
pieece it to the sky above,

“Abkidab, ai-ee!”

Now it seemed to Thunstone that the
smoke began to drift and eddy, though
there was no draft in the room. A little
wreath swirled momentarily around Long
Spear’s head, something like 2 halo. And
a hint 'of other voices, softer than echoes,
softer even than the memory of voices long
dead, became suggestible, as if they joined
in the chant of the Tsichah chief. Raptly
Long Speat sang, and prayerfully. More
smoke drifted from the pipe in Thun-
stone’s mouth, but. the room contained
some sort of radiance . .. as if a2 hand held
a lamp to them, not at doors or windows
but at some opening from annther place,
not easily discernible, . . .

Long Spear sat~down, and laid the bun
dle on his knees.

“Put out the pipe,” he said. “"You've
just heard a real prayer-song. We have
other stuff, more showmanlike, for tourists
and scholars. Not everybody—indeed,
hardly anybody——is of the right mind or
mood to join with us iu our Wership I

- trust you with that, too.”

"I'm flattered, and I did get samethmg,
Long Spear. I felt that your prayer, what-
ever it was, got an answer.’ \

"All my prayers are answered. All of
them. I don’t mean that all are granted,
but I know that they are heard, and that
judgment is made on them. Just now I
prayed to know what would happen to me,
as 2 man of my people striving for their
freedom and good. What I got -was a
warning of danger—no more.”

He was silent, and carefully touched the
bundle and its Iashiﬁgs,

“The buffalo hide is old, it may crack
soon. I know where a new piece of tanned
buckskin may be got, and sinew to sew it
on securely. Keep it for me again, will
you? I'll bring back the new covering, and
make all soug. Then we'll have dinner,
eh?”

"Of course.”
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Long Spéa_t faid the bundle carefully on Long Spear gave that beathen exhibition.”

a center table of rubbed mahogany. Thun-

stone saw him to the door, and teturned

to the table for the bundle, He carried it
to his safe, put out his hand to open the
door.

At that moment something struck him
slashingly on the head behind the ear,
struck him with such savage force that not
even his big body could stand up under
the blow., Down he went on his knees,
with darkness rushing over him like water.
He could not see, and his ears rang. Some-

body was trying to tug the bundle out of
his hands.
Thunstone fought to keep it, and an-

other blow drove mhat was left of his wits
clear out of him.

E WAKENED to find' himself in an
armchair of wood, where he seldom

sat. His ears still hummed, and his first
openmg of eyes filled his brain with glar-
ing lights. He tried to get up, and felt
himself held back by cutting pressure at
wrists and ankles and across the chest.
Shaking his big head to clear it, he looked
down, and saw that lengths of insulated
electric wire bound his, arms to the arms
of the chair, his feet to the front legs.

More strands encircled his body, and one .

loop passed under his chin.
ached furiously..

“You're all right, Mr. Thunstone?”

He knew 'that voice. 1t was Barton
Siddons’s. The gaunt man bent down
anxiously, looking at him.

“(Get me out of this,” said Thunstone.
. Why should I,” asked Siddons airily,

“when 1 took suc:h trouble to drag you to
that chair and tie you?”

Thunstone said nothing else, but stared
at his captor.

“I've been in_this room for more than
an hour,” went on Siddons. “Hiding be-
hind those hangings. I hoped for a chance
to get the bundle—twice as much after

His head

He glanced toward the center table, whete
the bundle was lying. “I've been 'W:lltiﬂl?

for you to wake up.”

"Why?” demanded Thunstone. He won-
dered how strong his bonds were, but made
no exhibition of tugging and struggling.

“Because you shall witness its"destruc-
tion.” Siddons licked his lips. “T intend

to discredit Long Spear with his people—

and you with Long Spear.: He entrusted
his treasure to you, You weren’t able to
keep it safe from him.”
Thunstone again kept silent, and stared.
His eyes made Siddons uncomfortable.
“From yout own lips I heard words of
tespect for that savage Tsichah belief, Mr.

" Thunstone. 1 don’t despair of showing you

its fallacy. Watch.”

Siddons went to the table, Something
gleamed in his hand. A knife—he slit one

of the binding thongs, another and another.

- He pulled the ancient buffalo-hide wrap-

ping open. It came away stiffty, with a dry -
rattle,

“ Another layer,” observed Siddons, grin-
ning briefly at Thunstone. “Whatever is
inside; those Tsichah believed 1n keeping
it well muffled.” Another stiff layer of
rawhide was pulled away. ‘It adhered, and
needed force to detach it. "Now for the
third—hello, what’s this, tucked in be-
tween wrappings?” 'f

He picked it up, a dangling pale tassel

V"Human scalp,” he diagnosed. “White
man’s hair, quite fair. Wrapped in there
to signalize a victory, perhaps. But there
weren’t enough victories. The white man
won 1n the end.” .

Siddons slit away- another hide wrap-
ping. Another. The next broke at his

. touch, into 1rregu1a£ flakes like old paper.

“Old and rotten,” pronounced Siddons.
“Now the fifth layer—it must be two hun-
dred years old. And here’s something that
isn’t rawhide.”

- From the last swaddhng he hfted a
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stmnge thing like a rectangular brick, as
large as a commercial cement block.

“It was cushioned inside the rawhide by
something—perhaps leaves” or grass ot
herbs, all rotted to powder,” explained
Siddons, as though lecturing amiably to a
class. "Look, it's hollow.
of baked clay for a lid—comes off easily.
Inside, another smaller hollow brick. You
may he right, Mr. Thunstone. The Tsichah
must have had an ancent history of some-
thing close to civilization to do this sort of
brickwork. Inside the second, a third—

each nested in old leafy dust. And here—

we must be at the heart of the thing.”

HE HELD up a vase of pottery, so old
that the red of the clay was darkened

to a mahogany brown. It was no larger
than a man’s fist, and shaped like an egg

with a flattened end to stand on. Siddons .

poked and twisted.

“Look, the top comes off—unscrews!
Who'd have thought that Indians under-
stood the screw principle and would apply
it to pottery? I'm leaving these things and
you, Mr Thuastone, for Long Spear to
find.” -

His grin grew wider. “Why d{}n’t
~ you take notes, Mr, Thunstone? You're
sitting in on a notable event, the opening
of an inviolable sacred bundle of a heathen
people. And the notes might be lmpori:ant
—Long Spear may be so disappointed in
you that he’d destroy you before *you had
a chance to tell verbally what you saw.”

“If Long Spear destroys anyone, it will
be you,” predicted Thunstone,

“Oh, he’ll try—and I'll be preparcd, and
forestall him, and land him in jail. That's
‘where he belongs, and all who head that

Tsichah bmtherhmd But let’s have a final

look.”
He unscrewed the top of the  vase,
peeped 1n with eyes that squinted, then

widened.

I-“choz Take a lock at that!”

Got a little slab-

He thrust the open vessel under Thun-
stone’'s nose.

-Light struck into the dark imtetior ‘of
the wvase, and evoked a yellow gleam.
Thunstone had a brief impression of eyes,
or something like eyes. Then Siddons was
fumbling in the vase with his fingers. He

took something out and held it up.

“Tin soldier, eh? But it's not tin—it’s
gold!” .

The little figure was no lﬁnger than
Siddons" thumb. Its yellow body was
lizard-gaunt, and set upon brief, bandy legs
with great flat feet. It had arms, too, that
held a wire-like spear shaft at an angle
across the chest. And the head, crowned
with -golden plumes, was tilted back and
the face turned upward. That face was
human only as a grotesque Hallowe'en
mask is human—with a blob of nose, a
gaping mouth from which a tiny tongue
lolled, no forehead and no chin., The eyes

- were tiny blue stones, probably turquoise.

Siddons weighed the thing in his palm,
turned it over and over.

“Gold,” he repeated. “A lLttle golden
goblin. The Indians weren't. metallurgist
enough to make brass or anything like it.
This is probably virgin, and worth plenty
as a nugget—-—warth more as an archaealogz

cal find.”
He set it upright on the table, pushing

back the heap of rifled hide wrappings. It

‘balanced solidly on those wide flat feet.

Siddons smiled down upon it. o

“Aztec influence, you suggested? Or
maybe Maya or Inca, from farther-south.
I think we'll just keep that little souvenir.
As for this pottery container—" .-

He poised it as if for a smashmg down-
ward throw., But then he hesitated, Jooked
inside again. "Well, well! The little gen-
tleman has a brother!”

He drew out another tigy figure. “A
duplicate!” he crowed. "Same size, same
shape, same attitude! Same spear, same
little crumbs of turquoise for eyes.” He
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set down the vase and picked up the first
figurine, “Even the same little scratches
and markings, as if the carver duplicated
those—what do those Indians think of,
Mr. Thunstone?” | |
Siddons put the two golden goblins side
by side on the table. “Cute, eh? How did
they both fit in this vase?” He stooped
and peered 1n, then straightened and
scowled. He put in a forefinger, drew it
out again. “Yes,” he said, in 2 lcm ef voice.

. Another of them

E BROUGHT it into view and set it

by the first pair. It was exactly like

them. And Siddons, again at the vase, took

out yet another with his left hand, 'and a
fifth with his rlght hand.

“I don’t quite undcrstand,” he said, and
he was spea'king to himself now, not to
his prisoner. “There isn't— There doesn’t
seem to be an end to them.” ‘

He set down the fourth and: fifth little

warriors, took out a sixth. A seventh: An -
eighth. These, too, he set down. Now his”

hands trembled. He "drew back without

fishing ia the vase for more. "‘
“Thunstone,” he §31d "I was wrong
about that bundle. It chcl——-—ﬂ: doe&——have
something beyond pature to it.”
- "It’s like that purse in the myth. For-
tuna’s purse. You took out the gold 1in it,
and more came. And,” his voice grew
strong again, but with a fierce, semi-hysteri-
cal note, "I kﬂﬂw where I 5tand' Thun-
stone, I'll be ri

He almost spr:mg back to the table.
"Don't you see? All these generations, no-
body dared open these tabooed bundles!
But inside were riches! Riches, that is, for
whoever dared come after them!”

He was taking more ﬁgu:&s out of the
vase, a little golden procession of them.
Each he set on the table. Now thete were
ten—ecleven—twelve-—fifteen—

“All alike,”. gurgled Siddons.

gold, all of them!”

“All of

He had made a row of them, like toy
soldiers, clear across the table-top. He
turned and faced Thunstone exultantly.

“You can give a message o Long
Spear,” he said in a sort of whooping
quaver. “Tell him that T ruined his bun-
dle, but that I'm not going to fight him or
the Tsichah. They can have their land and
whatever riches it contains. 'I'hunstmﬂc'

What are you staring at?-”

THUNSTONE’S eyes werc not on Sid-
dons, but on: the row of figutes. '
“For 2 moment,” he replied, "it seemed
that on¢ or two of those figures moved.”
Siddons swivelled around and studfed .
them. “Rot! They only shook o quivered.
Maybe I .joggled the table.”

*You didn’t touch it,” said Thunston.
“There, Siddons; they moved agam Al-
most next to your hand.”

Siddons turncd away from his treasure
again, and walked to Thunstone. With

the hr.:t:l of his hand hc slapped Thun- -

stone’s jowl. ; |
"Don’t try to make me nervous,” he

growled. ' "It won’t work, Thunstone.”
“T'll say no more about it,” promised
Thunstone, watchmg the table beyond Sid-

dons.

Qut of the vase was coming anothet gold
figure, without waiting to be lifted out.:

Thunstone saw a tiny fleck of radiance
first—a clutching hand on the lip of the
vase, a hand no Iarger than a little frog 5
forefoot. Then the head came into view,
with open mouth and plumes and staring
turquoise eyes. Then a leg hooked over,
then the whole gleaming yellow body was
in view, erect and balancing on the vase’s
rim, 'I'he thing moved nimbly, knowingly,
lively as a sparrow. It pointed with its
spear—pointed at the back of Siddons.

The others sticred into motion, bunched .
like a tiny war party

Siddons was moving back toward the
table, and at first glance did not khow, or
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did not accept, what was happening. Then
he shaddered and cried out, but too late.

His hand had rested for a moment on
the table. The warrior that had come last
from the vase made a sort of grasshopper
leap, striking with his tiny gold-wire speat.
Thunstone " could not make out plainly
what happened, but he saw Siddons tug-
ging wretchedly and meﬁ'cctua.lly to Iift
his hand from where it had touched the
table. A moment later the other tiny
golden bodies had charged, were leaping
and scrambling upon Siddons, up his
sleeves, up the front of his coat. One
thrust a spear at his eye. Another was.
appatently trying to climb into his ear. Sid-
dons cried out again, but his voice was
muffled—Thunstone could not see what
was at his mouth, - ‘

There was a moving, gleaming cloud and
crawling about Siddons’ face and head, as
if brilliant, venomous insects wete swatm-
ing there. Siddons dabbed at them once,
with his frce hand, but very feebly.
began to totter, to buckle at the knees. He
sank slowly. floorward. The golden war-
riors receded from him in 2 wave, as though
in disciplined retreat. They were back on
the table-top away from him, and the last-
to leave, their leader, paused to free his
little spear from Siddons’ hand. Released,
Siddons settled prone on the ca.rpet |

The leader of the tiny warriors dropped
Iightl}r to the floor. Looking down, Thun-
stone saw the golden morsel scamper to-
ward him, felt it scale his trouser leg like
a monkey on a great tree trunk. The thing
came into view upon his chest, fixing him
with searching, turquoise eyes, poising a
spear calculatingly. The spear-point moved
forward—touched a strand of the wire that
bound Thunstone. He felt his bonds relax,
His feet and hands were free. . The golden
figurine scrambled down again, retraced

its hasty progress to the table, and nimbly -

hopped up again. It fell into line with

the others.

.those little spears wounded him..

He -
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Thunstone sat-where he was until lOﬁg
Spear returned.,’

“TT IS all easy_tﬁ interpret,” pronounced

Long Spear when Thunstone had fin-
ished his story. “Siddons desecrated a
sacred object, and that object contained the
power to punish him. But you were not
ﬁnly spared, but freed 'of your bonds. There
is no reproach to you.” -

He'looked toward the silent form of Sid-
dons. "I find no marks upon him, not
even a pin-prick, to show where or how
What
explanation need -be given of his death?”

"No explanation,” teplied Thunstonc,
“because none would be believed. It hap-
pens that I know certain men who owe me-
great favors, and who can easily take this
body away and dispose of it unknown to
the law.”

“That is good.” Long Spear moved to
the table with its discarded bundle-wrap-
pings and the pottery boxes, and the row
of little golden warriors. “T have brought

~ back the buckskin sheathing fot my bundle. -

I shall restore it as it was before Siddons
meddled.”

For a2 moment he glanced upward his
lips moving soundlessly in prayer to the
gods of his tribe. Then he carefully.lifted
one of the figures, put it in the vase. "An-
other he put inside, another, another, an-

other. One by one he slid thern' "ﬁut“ of

: Slght

When the Jast had br;-':en Put 10, thf:
vase, Long Spear lifted the Iid to screw
on top; then he paused, turned to. Thun-
stone, and silently held the vase so that l:us
friend could see inside. *

Only a single golden goblm could be
seen, a tiny carven unage with bandy legs,
a spear held slantwise, and upturned gro-
tesque face. Yet~—though it may have been
a trick of the light—the turquoise eyes
caught and held Thunstone’s, and one of
them seemed to close for a.brief instant.

T ———_ e e O ——————
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By HANNES BOK

AHE bar was crowded, so Danny
Roberts tipped the jigger of rum

W into the glass of ginger ale, picked
up a swizzle-stick, and looked for a table.
The Hurry Inn was overflowing with cus-
tomers—they were so packed at the tables,
bar, and floor. that they formed a mobile
wall, blotting out the tavern’ 5 hack murals,
the dim tube-lights which mﬂ}r feebly illu-
minated the place. Danny found a small
table with room for only two, and sat
down. He stirred his drink.

But as he rajsed his glass to his lips, his
eyes turned toward the door. Taking a
sip, he set the glass down and looked
wonderingly at the young fellow who was
just eatering—a tall and husky lad who

was of the football-hero type, but who -

seemed terribly. afraid of something—of
what? Something outside, for he glanced
anxiously over his shoulder at the door.
Then his eyes swept the room, studying
the chattering people as though he were
searching ! for someone he knew, He
looked at Danny twice, then went to the
bar, ordered a drink, and 2 few seconds
later was heading for Danny’s table.

He asked, ;Mind .if I sit with you?” = against Danny’s hanid on the table-top.

His hand with the glass hovered over the
cloth. “The rest of the place seems full
up.” His voice Shﬂﬂk as though he were
unable to control it, and his hand shook
too: drops of whatever he was drinking
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Would you itke a world of your own, to do with as you wish?
Think of 1! A complete world, of wb:cb you will be sole master!
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splashed over the edge of the glass, ran
over his fingers, dripped on the table.

. “Sure, go ahead.” Danny waved to-
ward the other seat; the husky fellow sat
down. Danny took a swallow of his rum.
The stranger lifted his own glass, but it
clicked against his teeth as he sipped from
it. ‘The red jewel of a massive ring glinted
on his hand as he put the drink down on
the table agam He observed Danny look-
ing at thé ring, and slowly pushed his
hand forward.

“It 75 a strange ring, isn’t it?” he asked.
Danny ‘mumbled a monosyllable by way
of polite reply. ‘The stranger mused over
the brilliant gem,.smiling -wryly. Sud-
denly he looked up at Danny. |

“Here, you take this.” He took off fhe
ring, held it out on an upraised palm.

Danny looked from the nng to the
stranger’s face. ~But—I] mean— '

The other man jerked his hand impa-
tiently. *“Go on. Take it. At least, look
at it.” His own eyes reverted to the flash-
ing red stone.  “Tell me what you think
of it. I'd like to see if you can guess—can
guess—" Breaking off, he thrust the ring

Danny accepted the ornament; its weight
sucprised him. “Golly, that’s certainly one

brg lump of gold!” he marveled.
“Yes,
jewel—"

isn’t it? But the jewel—the
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DA‘NNY peered at the flashing red
facets. Odd how the reflected light
seemed to twinkle, as though there were
actual churning flames, however miniature,
-within the stone.
nary enough—just another man’s ring of
- the usual type—but the bezel was ribbed
norizontally, as if made of wires soldered
parallel to each other. “What's it—ruby?”
he asked. AL

“I don't know its namc——{ml}r that it’s
no earthly jewel. It came from—" the
stranger shook his head sheepishly, and
51ghed He gulped his drink. “God, this
is good. I'm going to have another.” He
snapped. 'his fingers at an unresponsive
waiter.. ~Youd like to have the ring?
Take it—it won’t do me any good any

more.” His voice was defiant.
Danany scanned the gem admu:mgl}r, but
handed it back. “I can’t take it,” he said.

"It looks too expensive for me to consider

buying. You keep it-—you might feel dif-
fereutly about it tomorrow.”

"You think I'm drunk? Well, I'm not.
And if T gave you that rmg, it wouldn’t be
outright for nothing. No.’ |

Suddenly he leaned very far across the
table.

“I need help,” he said. “Desperately.
~ 'This is the only.chance I've managed to
get to ask for help.
every place I go. I can't talk to a2 cop—
nobody who's cold sober will believe my
story. The safest place to come is here—
here, because if someone will believe me,
will take this ring and promise to help me,
the things that are following me won't
know about it—won't have any definite
proof that I've made a contact. Supposing
I was seen to enter some one’s house? The
house could be watched—and whoever
lived in it wouldn’t be living long. 1 tell
you, I'm afraid—afraid—"

His wide eyes were appealing: uncon-
scrously his hand shot across the table,
gripped Danny’s in terror. Danny was tm

‘Danny, composed himself.
‘The setting was ordi-

I've been followed

tionless, puzzled. The fellow meant what
he was: saying. .

The stranger reluctantl}' drew back from
"Will you let
me tell you my story? Please? Ot should
I say that I'm sorry I've bothered you, and
move on—and look for somebody else,
somebody who can help me?”  He glanced
down at his broad ghest, his powerful arms,
then at Danny. "Oh, I know what you'rc
thinking—you’re saying to yourself, "That
ouy looks strong. If he can’t take care of
himself, what can I do?’ But it’s not that
kind of 2 problem. And you can be of
help. , Well—shall T go? Or will you take
this"—he proffered the rmg again— m re-
turn for hearing me out?” *

Danny pushed the ring back to him.
“You keep it. But go on and tell your tale
of woe, if it'll make you any happler.” He
tasted his drink indifferently. .

The stranget’s eyes brightened; he
smiled eagerl}r, gratefully

“Thanks,” he said, “that’s swell. I won-
der . . . whete I should begin? From .the
start, I suppose.” He puthis hand over the
table for Danﬂy to shake. "My .name’s
Eddic Foster.” |

“I'm Danny Roberts.”

“Pleascd to meet you, Danny.” Eddie's
eyes were turned on the man, but they were
introspective. “My—my story really starts
several years back—to my running away
from home. Stepmother trouble. We just
didn’t see eye to eye-—but she was 2 good
woman, and I felt like a dog when I
sneaked away. Ihadn’t finished school yet;
I didn’t know the value of a thorough edu-
cation. Oh, I found work all right, had
several different jobs. Then—just a year
ago—I was sick, and when I came from the
hos.pltal there wasn't 2 job to be had. No-
where.” '

He frowned at memories. “Yes—it was
just onc of those tough breaks that happens
to everybody, I figured. H'mph! If only
I'd known! My clothes kept getting shab-
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bier and shabbier 2s I drifted from one
cheap hotel to another—then one of those
fifteen-cent flop-houses. Then—I had no
place at all, But I couldn’t bring myself to
moach anyone for a dime, I'd always been
independent. God, I'll not soon fﬁrget one

night!”

He twitched, stung by \the recollection. |

“There 1 was . poundm g the pavement
. weak . .. Everybhmg had become light
and swimmy-—"

YES. Everything had become light and

swimmy, the way things look on a hot
day, when waves of warm air ripple up
from the ground and make the landscape
shimmer. But it was not 2 warm day. It
was night in late autumn, and briskly cold.
Eddie had reason for feeling dizzy—he had
not eaten for three days.

He limped a little as he plodded along
the dark streets, his hands thrust for
warmth into the pockets of his threadbare
suit-coat.. He trudged, discouraged, tired,
his shoulders hunched and his head droop-
ing, his glance occasionally flicking up to
the passersby, resenting their complacent
comfort, their well-fed looks and dressy
clothes.

He stopped at the window of a cafeteria

and peered in through the green mist of a

neon sign, envying the crowd around the
counters, stocking up on food. There was
a wonderful odor of good things to eat—

a blend of savory meat, coffee, the sweet.

dampness of fresh bread,

He was ravenous! He gazed, sick with
envy, until the chill wind whisked dead
leaves past him with a papery rustling like
the voices of discontented ghosts. He
turned away——and- saw that there was a
patk across the street, with benches lined
under the nearly naked trees., Well, there
at least was a place where he might sit
without having to pay for the privilege.

He crossed the road, picked a bench in
the shadows and seated himself with a

. world all his own.

sigh. Fog was rolling in from the Bay;
people grew fewer and fewer. Eddie be-
gan to shiver his teeth to chatter; he bit on
a lip to control his shaking. -

The fog thickened, ?eﬂmg ‘the street,
dwindling the street-hghts into mere blurs.

Eddie feit as though he were in a private
Hours seemed to pass.

- And then—Aslanvik came. Eddie heard
him ‘before he saw him: the mist seemed
to amplify sounds. There was a thud of
feet on the pavement, forecasting the giant
which Aslanvik turned out to be. Uncon-
scioisly Eddie faced the approaching
tread. -After a few seconds, a black bulk
broke from the gray folds of fog, and Eddie
saw the man—saw Aslanvik.

He was a monster of 2 man. Eddie was
six-feet-one, and thought himsclf tall, but
the newcomer was huge even to him.
Around six fect, eight inches, he was
shrouded in a dark coat that hung down
almost to his heels, and his hat was pulled
far over his eyes. His entrance was theatrt-
cal, melodramatic—like the scenes where
the devil appears to the young hera and
offers to buy his soul.

Aslaavik peeped from right to left, craa-
ing out his head as though expecting to.
find somecone he knew awaiting hirh, but
nobody was around except for Eddie. Then
the giant glimpsed the young man and
went over to him, a tall black blur in 2
universe of ‘mist. Eddie looked him over
as he sat down on the bench. 4

Aslanvik took a cigarctte casc from his
coat, snapped the lid open, and held it to-
ward Eddie. - EI

“Have a smoke?” he offered. e

Just those few words told Eddie.that the
man was a foreigner, but he could not place
the accent. Later, he found that it was not
so much Aslanvik's accent that gave him
that alien touch; it was the curious expres-
ston of his voice, and his odd mannerisms.,

The cigarette case glinted faintly; it was
a beautifully wrought golden one, and
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looked vety expensive. Eddie thought,
"This fellow ought to have money. I
ought to ask him for something., I-—I'm
_hungry.” He was almost tearful at the
idea of food. | ’

FHe went so far as to open his month,
but he could not speak. Damn it, he
couldn’t beg!
pendent. Now he had nothing—except his
pride. If he let that go, he wouldn't have

a thing at all. No, he wouldn’t ask.
But—?

‘No, he wouldn't ask!

He did accept a cigarette, though; but
his fingers shook to such an extent that the
slip of tobacco dropped between his

numbed fingers and fell to the walk. He
reached down for it, but Aslanvik caught
- his arm.

“Let it go. " Take another.”

In the flare of Aslanvik's lighter, their
eyes mutually searched each other: Eddie
saw a long bony face like that of a Gothic
statue—almost out of proportion. Equine
in length, but not in character. Catlike,
rather. - The pupils of the eyes were so
dilated that Eddie imagined the eyes to be
gypsy-black: they were deép-set and caver-
nous. Unfathomable. His expression was
—well, enigmatic~—Eddie couldn’t quite
riddle it.

A poker-face, masklike. And then Eddie

had typed it. A dead face in which only
the eyes lived.

THE lightez's flame winked out; Aslan-
vik put the little box away and the two
men drew-on their cigarettes. The fragrant

smoke was s0 pleasant that Eddie momently

relaxed—and promptly fell to trembling
again. Aslanvik glanced at hlm ie
“Well,” the giant said, “you ought
tc be wearmg a coat in this kind of
weather.”
Eddie mvmted a laugh at least he meant

it for one, but it sounded like dried bread
peing crunched through a meat.grinder,

He'd always been inde-

a blown flame,

“I would—if T had a job,” he said.
"Don’t let's talk about it, or I'll wind up
telling you a hard-luck story.” He took

another drag upon his smoke and tried to
smile.

Aslanvik askcd “Onut Df work?”
Eddie nodded. -

“You've really tried tD find something
to do?”

That touched a, sore spot. 'Eddie asked
vehemently, “Do you think I /7ke sleeping

out 1n the open?”

“Sotry. DBot I should think a young man
like you wouldn’t have difficulty in obtain-
ing some sort of a position.”

Eddie smiled crookedly. “Wait until
you've tried!” )
Aslanvik seemed to ponder. “Welll". .

Have you . . . a place to sleep tonight?”
Eddie shook his head. He didn’t like
thinking about it. Somechow, it made the

night twice as cold. i
Abruptly, Aslanvik arose. He touched
Eddie’s shoulder. "Here, you'd better come

along with me. I've an extra room in my
place, and you may turn out to be the very
man I'm lc:-akjng for.” Edﬁe stared up
incredulously. “Come on,” Aslanvik urged

cheerfully, his hand agam tapping Eddie’s
shoulder.

Eddie warmed wn‘;h the dawnmg,
thoughts of a meal and a warm, soft bed.
And ' then—the vision snapped out like
Was this man a plain-
clothesman, about to lead him smck to a

jail? |

! Eddie drew himself upright slowly, feel-
ing as though he were about to be hung.
Jail! That would be the last strawl. It
wasn't his fault that he was broke and hun-
gry. God knew he’d tried—!

Aslanvik understood. “Don't worty. I'm
not a policeman,” He patted Eddie’s back,
starting the lad down the walk. - As they

, went aJong, he -asked, “Where are your

people?”
"My folks are dead, I guess

]
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The giant smiled—ever so slightly.
“Good,” he said, and again, “Good!”

T WAS like being in a world of their
own as they moved along—not a soul
to be seen or heard, only a few indistinct
noises of distant traffic. Eddie had not the
slightest idea as to which way they were
taking, but Aslanvik did not act like a lost
man. Finally they arrived at a little side
door opening on a lightless alley. It was pad-
locked; Aslanvik unbuttoned his long coat,
pulled out a chain of keys, and opened the
padlock, then a tumbler lock. He pushed
the door inward, and waved Eddie ahead.
“Here we are. You go first,
on the light.”

It was an old building, but very clean.
The paint was flaking from the cracked
plaster of the walls, and the air reeked of
cheap incense. The steps creaked as the
two climbed them.

At the landing was a second doot, also
‘double-locked. Aslanvik opened it, pre-
ceded Eddie inside. Lights blazed as Eddie
crossed the threshold, and he halted,
stunned. It was as though he had stepped
into the Arabian Nights.

It was inconceivable—all that splendor.
The mmmonplace stairway had disarmed
him from expecting anything like this.

First he saw the blaze of scarlet-and-
gold tapestries that hid the walls. They
hung from a point not quite in the center
of. the ceiling, and spread out like a tent.
The floor was three-deep with moss-soft
rugs glowering with rich color. There
were cabinets, tables and chairs carved from
glossy black wood—carved in the strangest
shapes imaginable-—tangled monsters,
 dragons, looping snakes, weird feathered

beasts which Eddie could not recognize.
On the tables were carelessly strewn rain-
bow scarves, ponderous books whose metal

covers were encrusted with jewels, curious

little statues of fantastic monsters and
oddly distorted humans more like the peo-

I'lIl switch- from one of the cabinets; he

ple of another world than of this. The
lights glated from gemmed chandeliers
whose distorted lines suggested fire pat-
terns for the construction of my'thica.l won-
dets.

Aslaavik somberly watched Ed die’s re-
actions. " You like it?” '

Eddie bent his head in acquiescence.

Aslanvik shed his coat and bung it up,
motioning for Eddie to sit down. Eddie

- lowered himself to a chair that was a scaly

tiger-shape, a little frightened of . For it
looked so alive!  As if at his touch it would
turn upon him!’

Aslanvik took a decanter and two glasses
poured out two
drinks, stoppered the flask, and handed
Eddie a glass. The liqiuid was clear, and
gray in color; it had a piercing spicy odor.
Aslanvik tossed his down m a swallow;
Eddie cautiously tasted his own. It was
aromatic, like congh medicine, but going
down it felt wonderful.

“And now,” Aslanvik said, "we’ll repair
to the kitchen and see what we can find to
eat.” Eddie was heartened by the liquor,
and followed him with a bounce in his
feet.

The kitchen was pretty much of a dis
appointment, after that sumptuous room;
just the ordinary kind of 2 kitchen to be
seen anywhere, with a linoleum on the
floor, an untidy stove, a greasy sink, and

‘packages of cereals spilling out of the cup-

boards. -
"I'm a bachelor. Haven't time to-elean
the place,” Aslanvik apologized. -

He opened two cans of food, dumped
their contents into pots and set them on
the stove to heat. Then he drew. Eddie
through a hall to a door which he unlocked.

Beyond was an immense room.. Eddie
caw then that Aslanvik did not live in an
apartment house or tenement; he lived in a
business building, and his rooms were re-

‘modeled offices. Thete was not,a stick of

furniture in ¢his particular chamber. Blank
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white panels in heavily ornamented frames
hung all around the walls, as in a picture
gallery

“So you're an artist,” Eddie said.
- Aslanvik eyed him without expression.

“Yes—but not in the way you're thinking,”

he acceded.

He locked the door, and they returned to
the kitchen. He indicated that Eddie was
- to sit, and while he set the table and dished
out the food, he questioned, “What do you
think about life? Have you any ambl

tions?”

"I just want to have a nice hc}mt and a
good job.”

“And your home life? . What was it
like?” .

DDIE did not realize then that Aslan-
vik merely wanted to make sure that

no one would inquire after him in case he

should drop out of sight. He answered
dutifully, At last the grant thrust forth a
hand to be shaken. Eddic took it. “Yes,
you'll do,” the big man said.
Rhude Aslanvik,”
“I'm Eddie Foster.” | .
' "Eddie Foster,” Aslanvik - repeated
thoughtfully. * “Well, Eddie, I could tell
that you are an adventurous
be plenty of adventure for you—even ac-
tiqn if you can stand it—later on, when

you've proven your wotth to me by care-

fully atten&ng to the tasks with w,hu.h 1
intend starting youo.”

As they ate, he furthered, ° YDu will find
that I'm not like other people. I have a
profession of a sort—you mlght call it
bartering-—but my markets ate not like the
prosaic things. No, with me”—his eyes
lighted exultantly—"with me you will find

yourself surrounded by incredible romance

——beauty, mystery, wealth.” His voice
dropped a note lower as he added, “And
danger. Perhaps, death.” His eyes became
bleak. "I can trust you?”

“Oh, sure,” Eddie said easily, figuring

- sFect it carefully,”

"My name 15

type. There'll

T OOKING again

TALES

that he could back out of anything unrea-
sonable or. dishonest. This stranger and
his talk—they didn't sound just right. Mys-
tery and wealth—danger, perhaps death
Was this Aslanvik a Nazi spy? .
Aslanvik scanned Eddie’s emptied platr':
“Had enough?” -
“Thanks. Yes."
The giant stood. "“Come along then.”
He conducted Eddic back to the room

~ where the white panels hung. Unlocking
‘the door, he said,
Entrances.”

“I call this my Hall of

“Why all the Jocks? You'd think that
you had a treasure in there instead of bare

canvases.’

“Ah, but there is a treasute in herc—
and ‘they are not canvases—nor are they

bare.”

.The door opened; they went WIthm Lo
one of the frames. Aslanvik ordered, “In-
It was an amazmg bit
of carving: there were intricate squirmy
forms of dragons, interlaced flowers and
strange abstractions. .

Eddic said, “Swell job of carving. An
anu-que?

“Oh, very,’ " Aslanvik answered, mockery
and impatience in his tone. “But what
about the jeweled eyes of the dragons?

Haven't you noticed them?”

]"dd.le discovered

the inlaid smoky crysta.ﬁ Aslanvik
touched one of the reptilian heads.

“See, there i5 no eye in this socket,” hc
said, slipping off a ring and handing it to
]:ddle who had noticed it, but had not
thought anything of it. If Aslanvik wanted

to wear a ring big as a moon, that was
Aslanvik’s business. -

All right—it was a r1ng--—-—-but what had
it to do with the frames? Eddie gazed up
from the circlet to Aslanvik, who took the
trinket from him. The giant thrust the
ring, red gem foremost, into the dragous
eye-socket, thsted it; and it remained in
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place. The ring’s bezel was threaded like
a screw, Eddie realized.

Aslanvik explained, "The ;ewel Is &
key.” Eddie did not understand, but nod-
ded sagely all the same, and later on, Aslan-
vik clucidated.

" But as Aslanvik uttered those words and
stuck the ring into the eye-cavity of the

dragon, Eddie heard 2 soft sighing sound, .

then a snap. The white panel had disap-
peared from the frame—vanished iato
nothingness.
before the two men, and now suddenly—
it was as though it had never been there:

They should have been able to sec blank
wall-space behind the empty frame, but no.
Stretching before them, on the opposite
side of the frame, was an endless landscape

of drifted sand. INot a picture, but reality.

Why, it was like standing at a window!

T JUST didn’t seem possible! Eddie
tutned to Aslanvik, then back where
the panel had been. He put his hand for-
ward, touched npothing, and withdrew it
rather quickly. Aslanvik, untwisting his
ring from the dragon’s head, laughed at
him. Eddie heard another fleeting gasp,
another snap, and the panel was in its place
agamn, a blank white surface in a black
frame. It had appeared out of the air.
Aslanvik nonchalantly slipped his ring
back on his hand and motioned for Eddie
to follow him from the room. DBut Eddie
could not.
mouth hanging' open, trying to convince
himself that Aslanvik had either doped ot
hypnotized him. The big man gestured
again, starting away, and somehow Eddie
ma,naged to trail after him.

“What was it,” he asked, “another room

full of sand doctored up by false perspec-

tives to look like the whole Sahara? What

do you .use it for?”

Aslanvik said nothing just then, only
shook his'keys and cocked his head mysteri-
ously. They went to the overdressed living-

A minute earlier it had been

He stood stone-legged, his .

room; he waved Eddie to a chair, poured
them both another swallow of that gray
wine of his, and passed the glass to Edd:e.
He sat down.

He said, “Every ope of those white
panels you've seen—every one of them
opens on worlds such as that sandy one I
showed you. Not rooms filled with sand,
as you seemed to think, but worlds—
worlds like our own. Bul they are con-
structed from forces alien to ours, bridged
to ours by intermediate forces. The smoky
crystals which 1 pointed out to you 1n- the
frames all radiate a vibration; spaced as
they are, the vibrations neutrahze each
other.”

" He sipped his wine. “What are these
vibrations? Light, of course. But light
and heat and sound-—they are all the same
thing, basically. And when this key, this
ring”’—he held up his hand, and the red
gem smouldered—"1s fitted into the cavity
in the frame, 1ts radiattons affect those of
the others, creating a forceless gap between
the alien worlds and ours. Then it is possi-
ble to cross the 8ap from here to—there.
You follow me?”

Eddic was not quite sure whether ot not
he did, but Aslanvik was obviously sincere
cnough—-and after all, the thing had hap-
pened. Why try to account for facts? Eddie
was no scientist. He shrugged, taking it all
for granted. If it rained fire, he told -him-
self, people might loﬂk at it for a few min-
utes, asking “Why?” “How?” but as
soon as they were burnc—:d they’ d have
proof enough.

Aslanvik drained his glass put it Gown,
and leaned forward. “Now -that:you've
seen,” he said, “will you stay and help me
here—if I pay you by giving you-a world
of your own, to do with as you wish? Think
of itl—a compietc world, of which you wﬂ}
be sole master—" |

Eddie said, “I can't see aﬂy Pomt in be:
ing master of a desert.”

‘The giant frowned. “Only one -of_ rﬂy
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doorways opens on a desert. Why, I have
forest worlds, metal worlds—places of fire,
of water, of pure light. You who were so
astounded—yes astounded-—by the open-
ing of the door, how could such as you
possibly dream of the infinite variety of my
worlds?” His face was without character,
but his voice sneered. “Well!
stay?”

Eddie ternponzed “Let me think 1t over
for 2 while."

There was a silence while the big man
studied him. At last Aslanvik arose. “It’s
late. - You'd better get some sleep. I'll

show you to a bedrmm—you can tell me -

your decision in the m{)rmng

Eddie lagged after him into a small bed-
room, evidently set apart for guests. There
was thick dust on the dresser-top, on the
window-stll, as though the room had not
been i use for a Jong petiod.:

He unhitched his necktie,
standing at the door.

“There’s an adjoining bathroom, so you
won't have to step out into the hall during
the night.”

-Aslanvik

inside the room—-that he did not trust Ed-
die -with his frames, locked away though
they were? He pointed out the door to
Eddie. "This other is a closet,” he said.
“And so—good night. See you in-the
morning. I'll wake you at eight.” He
went out, closing the door behind him.
~ Eddie dragged off his clothes. He was

too groggy to hang his things in the closct,

and threw them over the back of the chair
by the bed. He washed in the bathroom,
turned off the light, and slid under the bed-
COVEIS. \

Weary as he was, he could m::t sleep; he
lay puzzling over what he had seen. Then
something was walking back and forth-in
the hall outside his door—back and forth,
the feet thudding softly. Not Aslanvik:
by now Eddic knew the giant’s trcad. No,
this was someone—something-—else. From

will you

There was 2 secret meaning to
his words. Was he warning Eddic to keep

{ |
the sound of it, the thing must be a2 Great..

Dane.' So that was the reason that Eddie
must not step out’ L?t{} the hall. Aslanvik
had a2 dog, and presumably not a vety
friendly one.

DDIE slid out of bed with as little
sound as he could help, and crept over

to the door to listen with an eaij pressing

against the wood. Pad . . . . pad.
He knelt and squinted thrcm gh thf: L.E}FthC

but the hall was dark, and he could not dis-

cern what was making the noise. Thete
was 010 key in the lock, no bolt on the door.
Evidently the walking thing could not twist
a2 door-knob, as some dogs can—or could
it? Would the chair propped against the:
door keep that thing out?

. Eddie sniffed. As[amuk must be burn-
ing incense: there was that sharply sweet
odor which he hzd noticed on the stairway.

He returned to the bed, but still could
not sleep, lay rigid, cold shudders rippling
through him at the slightcst deviation of
that rhythmic pad . . . pad . ... out in the
hall. ;

Eddie tossed restively, worried. Aslaﬂ

-vik—incense—frames that were -doors—

that thing outside. He didn't like it!
Well, wasn’t there the window? Maybe
he could drop down out of it and get the-
devil away from this place—and not come
back again!
But when he tried the wmdow ‘it would
not open, and no wonder! It had been

‘nailed shut. Its glass was pebble-surfaced:

he could not see through it.

Still, he did go to sleep at last. Aslan-
vik's knock on the door woke him in the
morning, though there was no light at the
window.

- “Get _dressed!”
“Breakfast is ready!”

Eddie yawned himself awake and got up,
washed, and started putting on his clothing,.
Out of curiosity he opened the closet door
and glanced within. There was a hat on a

Aslanvik bellowed.
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shelf, an old coat on 2 hook, and a pair of
neckties, in bad shape, on the floor. They
were not Aslanvik’'s—+the coat and hat were
~ too small- for him. Eddie shut the door,
finished dressing, and cauntiously stepped
out into the hall. The animal, or whatever
it had been, was no longer on sentry duty.
Aslanvik called genially from the kitchen,
"Eddie! Aren’t you dressed yet) The
cereal’s getting cold!”™

Eddie ambled into the kttchﬂm - The
table was set, Aslanvik seated. Eddie joined

Pouring the coffee, Aslanvik asked,
“Well, have you made up your mind?”

Eddie’s eyes were restless. He was suare
now that if he decided to go, that Aslanvik
would not allow it. He'd have to try 2
~ ruse.
- "T'd bke to stay

The coffee-pot had been pmsed in mid-

air while the giant awaited the answer;
Aslanvik set down the percolator. "Good.”

"Only-—I'll have to go out and notify
my fricnds of a change of address.”

Ashanvik did not like that. “Can't you
mail them this address? Must you go in
person?”

"No, I think I ought to see them.”

“"Nonsense!” Aslanvik said, with finality.
“T'll find you a postcard, and you write
them; I'll mail it for you next time I go
out.” He fished ioto a pocket. “Yes,
here’s a card. A little soiled.” He proffered
a pen. "I thiok there’s ink in this. Go
a.head,' write whatever you like. This ad-
dress 15" —he hfted his gaze to the ceiling

in thought — “six-twenty-nine Oaklcy-

Street. Yes. Six-twenty-nine Oakley Street.”
He stared at Eddie, who uncomfortably
wrote on the card. Aslanvik took back the
pen, scanned the card, and smileéd unctu-
ously. “There. Simple as that! But now,
eat your breakfast. We've things to do.”

AFI'ER dining, they stacked the dishes
in the sink, Aslanvik said, “Your

each frame.
. Doorways for just a second, then ¢losed
- them and moved along.
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chief duty herc will be hmusekeeper 1

haven't time for that.”

“The place could stand a little going-
over,” Eddie agreed. He was certain that
Aslaavik did not intend to mail the card.
The giant would take po risks with his
multiple locked-away secret. But how to
feel the man out? “The bedroom was
pretty dusty. There were some old clt}thes
in the closet that ought to be thrown out—"

“Clothes? Ah, yes,” Aslaovik said
smoothly. “'They belonged to—your pre-
decessor.” His face was blank, but his eyes
ptobed Eddie’s. "I had to—ah, dismiss
him—not long ago. He wasn’t competent.
Or trustworthy. But yo#'ll be competent,
won't you?” His tone mmoplied, "You will,
if you know what's good for you!”

I11 at ease, Eddie choked as he answered,
“Sure, I will!”

The dishes were all stacked. “Come
along,” Aslanvik satd. "Tutm out that
light after you.” He went to the room of
the frames, ushering Eddie from frame to
frame, unlocking each of them in the same
fashion with the ring which hecalled a key.
None of the frames was alike; some bore

" human ﬁgures, others animal forms, but

there weré so many of them that Eddie
never really did get the chance to study
them.

The ring went into a different socket on
Aslanvik snapped open the

Eddie had-the
opportunity for the merest glimpse of what
lay beyond: he saw placés which resembled
the frost-forests of a winter window-pane.
There were mountains of glittering 'metal
—he could not help of thinking, “Bring in
your scrap! Beat the Jap!”—stormy oceans
where little froglike sea-folk played. . . .
Once he saw a crowd of grinning faces-top-

' ping repti]jﬂn bodies, faces which beamed

recognition on Aslanvik, as though await-
ing him. . . . It was as unbelievable as it
was horrible, but there it was, happening.
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Why didn’t Eddie wake if it were nnly 2
dream?

Aslanvik gave him the ring, and pro-
duced another for himself.
he said, "is merely to lock each Doorway
after I have passed through it. The Doors
cannot be locked from the inside—unfor-
tunately—and 1f I were to wander far from
the entrance, things”—he savored the word
—"things might escape out iinto our own
world.” He did not state their natures,

but Eddie gathered from his tone that they .

were not very friendly.

Aslanvik pointed to a frame. '] 'm going
to enter this one now. Use your key.”

Eddie tock off his ring, pushed the stone
into the proper opening, and.gave it a turn.
The white panel disappeared. Before him
was a lush jungle, 2 splash of green. Ferns
popped sprmgllke over the f rame’s edges, |
and hung swaying.

Aslanvik climbed over the frame's sill
as naturally as if crawling through 2 win-
dow. Eddie heard a weird, loud scream
from the thicket—!ike a woman’s cry. It
echoed through the room. He looked at
Aslanvik, 'who smiled very faintly.

was standing among the ferns. “Come back
at three o'clock—on the dot—and let me
out. It'sten, now.” He pulled up a sleeve
to show Eddie his wrist-watch,

Eddie jerked the ring from the frame; -

the white panel reappcared, sealing Aslan-
vik behind it. Was he really in another
world? Eddie tugged at the frame, and it
slipped off its hook. Tt had been hangmg
hke an ordinary picture. He replaced it
on the wall.

- Now: was his time to get out of this
place. He made a dash for the entrance
beyond the living-room, and stopped still.
Why? Because when he reached the door,
he heard sounds - outside—unpleasant
snufling noises, and the sudden scrape of
claws on the porEL Whatever was outside
had heard him ' approaching—and the

“Your duty,”
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racket which it was making did not imply
that it wanted to make friends. Eddie
drew back from the door . . . then sidled
back to it; he stooped to peer through the
keyhole, his nostrils dilating at the fra-
grance of incense,
- He saw a flash of scaly green hide, the
dull glint of a piggish eye. As the crea-
ture fretted before the door, he noticed
short sharp horns—also green—and long
yellow fangs in a crocodilian maw.

No chance of getting out—not this way.
But what about the windows? |

Well, there wete no windows, he dis-
covered—only the one nailed shut in his
bedroom. He searched the kitchen draw-

ers for a hammer and pried up the long

spikes, then raised the window to—black-
ness. An airshaft, Only blank cement
wall and brickwork on all sides, 1ising up,

‘ )a15q113._m well three feet wide, to a tiny hole

of sky. There was a possibility that he
could climb-the airshaft, nudging his back
upward an inch at a time with his feet
braced on the walls. - But if he fell. © ..
No, there might be a chance to escape latcr.

_ - Something less drastic than this.
“Lock me in,” the big man.said. He °

He shut the window and hammered back
the nails. Aslanvik mustn’t suspect that
he had trted to get out. He returned the
hammer to its place, profoundly depressed.

He was marooned in Aslanvik's house.

T THREE, he touched his ring to the
proper spot on the frame, and Aslan-

vik wedged out, his arms laden with ‘bun-
dles wrapped 1n colorful cloths. "Quick!
‘Lock the door!” he said. '

Eddie took away his ring, seahng the
jungle-world. Aslanvik handed him some
of the packages to carry; they were heavy,
as if made of metal, and irregular in shape.,
They went to the kitchen; Aslanvik put
down his bundles on the table, ran back
to lock the door, then returned to unw::ap

“his findings.
There were things made mostly of gold
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little 1dols, gém-studded combs, books with
golden covers.

“I'll sell these to a museum,” Aslanvik
said.  “Though I think that the combs
might go to a jeweler.”

- And so that was the way things were.
- Weeks passed. Eddie "acted as house-
" keeper and—gatekeeper to Aslanvik’s
worlds., In all that time he did not set
[oot out of doors. At last he asked the
gtant, “Don’t you trust me? Can’t I go out
even to see 3 movie? I'm just about going
nuts in here. I've got to get some air.”
The big man mulled over the question.
“Yes, I imagine that I can trust you—now.
You may go out when you like.” Eddie
smiled appreciatively.  “But not alone,”
Aslanvik amended. "One of my-——<call
them dogs—will follow you. Strange-
looking, my dogs.

favorable attention if you were to take them

.out strolling during the day. So of course,”

he added smoothly, “you will have to con-
hine yout outings to the night.” :

Eddie was curious.about the “dog.” So
far, he had not really seen 1t. Perhaps it
might be tamer than it had seemed.
muld befriend it, sfip past it. . . .. He asked,

“Well, may 1 go out now?"

Ashnﬂk bared his wrist and scanned his
strap-watch, “No, not for a while,” hc
decided. * “Too early. There will be peo-
ple on the streets—something you don't
want to risk. Wait a while. T'll let you
know when it's time.”

Eddie sat down and thumbed an out-of-
date magazine.

~ of that in his alien worlds—fresh news-
papers were not always on hand.

- Aslanvik cared nothing abouf current
events. Why should he? Why should this
world's news interest bim, the master of
many worlds? Why, he was in command
of this very world-—Eddie undesstood it
now—with his legions from thosc other

They might attract un-

He

He took a drink, then
looked through an old newspapet—since .
Aslanvik did all the marketing, and much
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places, Aslanvik could tear this world to

- bits if he were minded. But the giant

would not want to, no. Because in all his
ﬂther wotlds, he was not. trusted. He was
an Outs:der Here in this world he was
safe in anonymity.

At last the giant :eturﬂed to let Eddie
go out. As he stepped into the room, the

young man perceived that he held a leash,
the other end of which- was rot in sight. .

“Here you are,” he said, advancing to
Eddie, tugging on the leash. Tnto the room
came—that thing which Eddie had heard
prowling the hall, and glxmpscd through a
keyhole—his dog, he called it. His dog?
Morc like a, giant lizard! But that was not
the worst of it, no! |

No, the hellish thing was that the animal
was—transparent!

Well, after all, what was so peculiar
about'a transparent animal? Oncé you get

over the shock of it, of course. He had

[eft his chair and was standing at attentlon,
blinking. The————degﬁcmuched close to
Aslanvik, snarling most unpleasantly. Ed-
dic was glad that the giant was there. -

"Now, Chalik!” Aslanvik chided the
beast. “That's.no way to behave!” His
eyes glittered malignantly, “Really, it's a
shame, but Chalik doesn’t seem to like you.
I'm afraid to leave you alope with him.
And so—I fear you won't 80 out fo: your
walk tonight!” .

Eddie asked, “But what is it? How can

I see through itg "

Oh, it wasn't like glass: bhe could look
into it and discern sh'mrﬂering trails,
phosphorescent fumps that were its bones,
organs and entrails. Even perceive three
scparately beating hearts. .

Aslanvik turned and led “the creature
away. With it went a whiff of the strange
incense which Eddie had noted———the odot
of the thing.

Coming back, Aslanvik said, “'It’s called
a kyi: Not a native of this world, as
you've probably guessed, but from one
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of those frames—never mind which. And

s for its translucence, what is so pecu-
liar about that? Are not certain crea-
tures here translucent? What about
taHpoles. And some insects?—whose
names I cannot at present recall.. This kyi
of mine is the satne phenemenon, but on 2
larger scale. It's not a native to this world,
50 why need it conform to this world's
laws?”

And so Eddie dld not get outside after
all,

There is an old saying that, “The devil
finds work for idle hands.” And Eddie's
hands were idle most of the time. There
s a story of a sorcerer’s apprentice who got
in trouble by using his master’s magic
- spells.
Nights, who was not supposed to unlock
one special door of the palace from which
~ his forty fair ladies had depatted. And

there was Bluebeard’s wife who opened a -

door which had been better left shut.
And there was Eddie .

All the panels were ceated wﬂh a

splotched silver sheen. To all effects, they
were white. Eddie could not tell by look-
ing at them what really lay beyond them.
He could guess . but what seemed
vaguely like a garden mtght turn out to be
a misty lake.

Eddie had just sealed Aslanwk into one
of the panels, He had the ring—the
“key”—in his hands; he turned it over and
over thoughtfully. Then he studied’ the
frames, the walls crowded with them. He
did not know what was within half of
them. " He wanted to see what they held,
and—did not dare. He appmached one,
ran his fingers over its carvings until he
found the place where the rmg was meant
to be inserted; he lifted his rmg to it—
~ and dropped his hand.

Suppose he encountered one of Aslan-
vik’s kyis—his dogs? Or one of those "un-
friendly” things? 'He moved: to another
frame, found its keyhole, and fidgeted

And a prince, Agib, in the Arabian °

with the" ring. But eventually, almost
against his will, his hand lifted, set the
ring in the proper spot, and—twisted it.
Fire gushed out! Eddie lost his {ront
hair, eychbrows and eyelashes as he stag-
gered back, a hand thrown protectively over
his face. It was not ordinary fire; it was 1n-
tensely green, like the colored fire obtain-
able for Independence Day pysotechnics.

- Within it, wrapped by if-as though wearing

a blazing cloak, was a shape of brighter
fire, something like a candle’s flame magni-
fied thousands of times until"it was about
nine feet in height and two in width. It
trembled in the center of the green radi-
ance, which rolled out of the frame and up-
ward over the ceiling like an upside-down
view of spilled liquid. Its motion was slow
and oily. ‘The heat was terrific. It made
very little noise; none, in fact. All that
Eddie could hear was a snapping from the
walls as the green streamed up them, bls-
tering the paint. Then he ducked low,
scuttled forward, and jerked the ring from
the, frame. The circlet was very hot, and
burned -his fingers; he dropped it. |
The green flame spread lazily over the

ceiling, the huge oval of brighter fire still

in its middle. The green began to dim and
vanish. It died away, leaving a trail of
charred and blistered paint where it had
climbed the wall. Leaving, too, the nine-
foot candle-flame image, which suddenly
lifted upward, it seemed into the very ceil-

ing itself—and did not appear again.

‘There was no way of repairing‘the dam-
aged wall, Aslanvik was due back soon.
Maybe, Eddie thought in panic, maybe he
could sneak ouiside. But could he get past
the kyi? Could he? |

HE instant that hlS hand touched the

knob of the living-room door, the thing
in the hallway was restless. Eddie unlocked
the door, opened it a crack, and looked out.
The kyt hadn’t moved an inch on the night
that Aslanvik had brought it in on 2 leash.
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It was intelligent——more so than a dog. 1If H

only it had more brains, Aslanvik would
probably have -used it for an assistant in-
stead of Eddie. But perhaps he could.not
. trust it with that sort of a job, though its
claws were more like hands than paws.

The kyi pushed at the crack of the door
as though it meant to shove itself into the
room; it panted a seties of short snaky
hisses.. Eddie pressed his weight against
the door, which gave inward now to the
beast, and outward again to Eddie.

It wasenip and tuck—see-saw—the beast
unable to force itself inside, and the man
unable to slam.the portal on it. Oane of the
sharp-clawed hands shot around the door
and swiped Ed-d"
sets-cloth away ..a furrowing the flesh be-
neath, Warm blood ran down Eddie’s shin,
and the kyi must have smelled it. It howled
—raucously! horriblyl-—like a human being
in the process of being mangled. . . . It
made Eddie so ill that he forgot himself
for 2 moment and almost permitted the
thing to get inside.

As he shoved against the door, he real-
1zed that if the thing really wanted. to get

inside, he could take a chance, fling the-

door wide and step aside, letting the kyi
tush past him—then pelt outside and bang
the door. So he tried it. Welll

It did not work. The kyi came bound-
ing in, and Eddie went bounding out. But
the creature had whirled and caught Ed-

die’s wrist in its mouth as he pulled on the

door to close it. *~ |
" A transparent gray dog-lizard . . . look-
ing like a curdled shadow . . . and it

dragged Eddie back, back into the splenchcl ;

living-room, then down the hall and into
the chamber of the frames. It stood guard
at the entrance, grumbling at every move
that Eddie made. There was nothing for
the young man to do but stand and wait
until it was time to let Aslanvik out,

He opened the frame, shaking with ner-
vousness. The giant was burdened with

leg, ripping the trou-

“explained.

silk-swathed treasures, as usual. "I brought
you a present,” he said amiably to Eddie—
and then he saw the kyi at the door,’ the
trail left on the wall by the green fire.

He dropped his packages—they thudded
and crashed tinkling on the floor as his
huge hands gripped Eddie’s shoulders and
he shook the youth back and forth as if he
were a baby. The kyi leaped to the two;
its hands on Eddie’s back, awaiting a com-
mand to rip the young man apart. Aslan-
vik shook and shook and shook-him—and
when he let go, Eddie hurtled across the
room, tripped as he went, and spra,wlcd on
the floor.

The giant towered over him, his face no
longer a mask. It was distorted with fury.
“You fool! You utter, utter foolt I ought
to have known that you'd do this! he
shouted, and bending, smashed his fist on
Eddie’s face. The pain sent Eddie to his
feet, his fists ready-—weak fists, but at least
he was willing to fight. He aimed a blow
at the big man, but the kyi pounced upon
him, pulled him back to“the floor; man
and beast rolled over and over, stmgglmg
The thing’s teeth met thmugh the skin of
Eddie’s arm: Eddie could not repress a'cry
of terrot. 'The smell of the beast-—like ten-
cent perfume—was an anaesthetic, and he
fell back unconscious.

When he recovered, he was in bed,
Aslanvik tying a knot on 4he bandage on
Eddic’s arm. He was his old self, hlS face
without expression, but his cyes were not
very reassuring. . |

"It doesn’t hurt any more, does i#?” he
asked, gently enough. Eddie shook his
head to show that no, it didn't. ™I put.
some salve on i1t—salve from Tharoia,” he
"It soothes and heals—it will
His mouth
“I think you've learned yout
lesson now. You won't ity ¢bat again!”

But ever after that . . . Eddte knew that
he was being watched. He would be clean-
ing the kitchen, straightening up the living-

not leave much of a scar.”

slipped awry.



52 WEIRD TALES

room, ot merely reading to kill time—and
looking up, he would find Aslanvik’s eyes
fixed on him.
him, by locking up suddenly, the giant an-
t1<:1pated him.: -

But Eddie knew that he was on proba-
tion. Sometunes he thought that it would

. be best to wait until Aslanvik was outside

shopping, then run into the Hall of En-

trances, open a frame, and dash as far as he

could within—-—so far that Aslanvik would
never find him. But what kind of a world
would he find himself inside? Would he
be able to get along in it? Or would he
die there?

Worse still—Aslanvik had only to seal

Eddic into a frame, and there Eddie would

be, imprisoned for life. Ah, there it was!

Hadn't Aslanvik promised Eddie a2 world

all his own? What had happened to Ed-

die's predecessor the man whﬂm Aslan-
vik had * dISIHISSEd 2 | .

THE next time that Aslanvik was away,
Eddie Pl'lEd open the bedroom window,
then. clipped the nails off close "to their
heads and hammered them back in. The
window looked as if it were still nailed
shut, but it would open readily. Now he

could climb the airshaft, as soon as he had /

locked Aslanvik into a picture,

All well and good. Only—the giant
was taking no chances. So that Eddie had
to try making his escape by night.

That was no easy trick, getting up the
airshaft. Eddie sat on the window-sill, his
feet just touching the wall opposite; he
bfaced himself with his hands and
shrugged to the masonry beside the win-
dow. And slowly up .
tremble; he rested by digging his fingers
into the brickwotk and gulping deep
breaths. It was black, underneath him; he
wondered how far he would fall, and
whether the drop would kill .him. He
mustn't fall! Aslanvik mustn’t hear him!

Up,and up, and up. . Hours, years, cen-

If Eddie tried surprising  -close to the top.

- paused, whispering fiercely,

.. his legs began to

" note of the address.

turies. The sky was still very far away.
But now the air was fresher. . . . He was
Andl now he was there;
now ‘on the roof, under a clear sky’s star-
light. |

Perhaps he had made more noise than he
thought, ‘He’d better get ‘away—but
pronto! He hurried over the roof, clam-
bered over a low wall to another roof,
searched ‘around for a fire-escape. He
found one, poised on its rungs, looking
down. He was in the business section of

-the city. The streets were dark. But he

knew where he was. There was little traffic
down below—a few trucks, then a taxi,
then a private car. Then—nothing.

Had he heard 2 movement on the roof? -
He peered through- the murk. Aslanvik -

was coming! The giant must have missed

him, or heard him... , , He started down the
rungs to the iron gnlle stairway that Zig-
zagped down the building.

And Aslanvik followed. "Once the giant
“Come back!
” But Eddie scrambled

He was on-the stair

Come back, you!
down regard]ess.

- now. The giant paused, began to climb.
‘upward again. Was he going to meet Eddie

down in the street? With the kyi?
Someone was down on the fire-escape.
Someone smoking a cigarette. Eddie could

_see the tiny red glow. He stopped, but

had to go on. Aslanvik!

And then, reaching the level {:-f the
smoker, he found that no one was on the
fire-escape after all! The small point of
red light hung in the air, a red firefly. He
passed it and hurried down, and-—it fol-
lowed him. That was no glow-bug, surely.

- It was something sent by Aslanvik!

Eddie had to unhook an iron ladder and
lower it to the sidewalk, He made special
The giant had not
reached the street yet. Eddie fled over the
walk without any definite Ob]ECtIVE All
that he wanted just then was to get away
from the glant. ~
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There wete no shops open. No restau-
fants. Everything in that sector was closed
for the night. Farther on, pethaps, where
there were theatres and hotels, there rmght
be some place of refuge.

*And always the red light followed him.

It followed him. And did it cast off
sound-vibrations too high in pitch for Eddic

tohear? Did it communicate telepathmally

with Aslanvik, informing him ‘where Eddie
was?

For Eddie detected a thythmic pad .
pad .
cat were 5talking him.
back—-

It was the kyi!

He turned, glanced

If only-the streets were not deserted! If |

_only there was someone to whom Eddie
could shout for help!" And then he real-
ized that others could not save him. Why,
the beast could kill him in front of a dozen
witnesses, and after hearing their story, the
listener would exclaim, “Aw, g'wan, there
ain't no such animal!” *

If the kyi left any thnesses |

It was dmwmg closer, its teeth perpetu-
ally grinning behind the transparent lips.
It growled, but did not fly at its prey. It
kept pace with Eddie.

Or perhaps Aslanvik had otdeted it not
to kill, nnly to capture!-—to herd Eddie
back to the giant's quarters. Yes, that was
it! For now it was at his heels, and now
was loping around in front of him, stop-
ping in his path. Its fanged jaws menacec'l
him when warily he tried to pass it.

NSPIRATION came to Eddiﬂ' at the
sight ofj a parked car by the curb. He
angled over to it, praying that its door
would open. The door, however, was
locked. But the window was partly down.
The kyi halted beside Eddie, sniffing. Eddie
crammed a hand through the ﬂpemng,
squeezed his arm through, felt down. .
His finger just touched the catch which un-
locked the door. He pulled it open.

. of feet behind him. As if a large'

~was crowded. Safety in numbers. .

The unexpected happened. Eddie had
intended getting into the car, slamming the
door, and waiting for help. But the kyi-
bounded in ahead of him. If Eddie wanted

~ to get into the vehicle, the kyi had no ob-
jecttons,

It would simply get inside with
him. Cat and mouse.

So Eddie simply slammed thr.: door, im- -
prmﬂnmg the beast. But judging from the
vigor with which it banged against the car’s
window, it was not imprisoned for very
long.” Eddie had better start moving.

He had forgotten the red glow, but as
he looked up, he saw 1it, ilovering over him,
keeping measure with him. |

There was a loud crackling. The kyi
had injured the window! IEddie ran, his
feet tick-tacking briskly. He turned a cor-

- ner, and -observed a glow of light from a

plate-glass window. A beer parlor!

He stopped at its door, stared within. It
; He
pushed against the door, and weat in. _The
red gleam hung in the air outside, awaiting
his return. .,

And then he had seen Danny And that
was alil, .

“Yes,” he told Danﬂy “That’s all.
And now—do you believe me? Well,
never mind. Don't answer. Only promise:
me this—that you'll keep the ring and that
some day you’ll Jook up Aslanvik’s address
and go there with a bunch of cops.”

Danny threw up a demurring hand.
“Wait! You sound as if you're going back
to Aslanvik!”

“Yes, I am. There's nathmg clse to -
do.”

“If you're serious abaut this whole busi-
ness, you could telephone the police.
They'll escort you out of danger.”

Eddie Jaughed. “You think so? Sup-
pose the kyi becomes impatient—and

breaks into here? Think of the hell it would

raise! Because it's out thete, waiting for

me. It's gotten loose by now. I know it.”
He glanced toward the door. “If it should
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be impatient, and come in—what would
you have?. A dead Eddie and a lot of wild
stories of some big beast that bfoke in and
then ran away. :

“You ought t0 try it. You-’d be safe in
jail.  Aslanvik couldn’t reach you there.”

Eddie raised his brows. Was this Danny
humoring him? "I told you about the red
- light, didn’t 12 And the fire that gushed
~ from the frame? Aslanvik could reach me
| anywhere Fire can pass through iron
bars. . . .” He twitched, foretasting death.

“No. I m safest back with Aslanvik. He'll .

banish me into one of his worlds. And
then I'll be freed when you come with the
police and open the frame with that ring.

A few tear-gas bombs ought to keep Aslan--

vik too busy to put up much of a defense.”
- Danny pc-mted to the door.” “Those
people coming in. They don’t seem to
‘have noticed anything waiting outside.”
“No, you fool! Are they expecting to,
see anything hiding out there? Do you

‘think that Aslanvik’s creatures are sitting -
in bright. light where anyone can: see

them?” Eddie tipped his glass, finishing
his drink.
haven't tried. You think this over. No,
I don’t want the ring back. You keep it.”

“You'te not going to phone for help,
then?”

“I've been in here too long as it is. I
can't take a chance of having the thing |

break in here. . . , My fault, anyway .
use endangermg others. . .

E AROSE.. “You think I'm drunk.
| Listen, if you keep the ring and it
bothers your conscience, you'll remember

"me and the address-&xty-one Broome

Street, a side door in the alley. Thanks

for llstenmg, and -good-night—and I'll be .

seeing you, I hope.” He stood up, swayed
shghtly, and eyed his feet in surprise.
“Gosh, I guess I am drunk at that!
fect feel a little queer!”

~ number. :

“Well, you can’t say that I

My

TALES

He nodded an extra farewell at Danny
and started out, Danny, ring in hand,
half-arose, haunted by the:look in the fel-
low’s eyes. But Eddie went straight out;
Danny shrugged and sat down again.

Suddenly he jumped up, hurried to the
door past the indifferent gantlet of drink-
ers; and stepped outsidé. There was no
trace of Eddie Foster—no man -dwindling
in the distance, faintly limned by street
hghts And no kyt. . .

“Oh, well,” Danny said, going back in.
But he was uneasy. . . . If only he had not
accepted the ring! - At every sight of i, 11 .
the days following, he remembered Eddie.”
- Finally he did go to the Broome Street
Yes, there was an alley doorway,
and on the door was a sign, “Loft to let.

Will remodel to suit”—and thetr the real-

tor’s office address.

At the rental agency, a mousey .girl

looked listlessly through a grubby caed--

index. Yes, the loft had been rented re-
cently, but the name was not Aslanvik: it
was Thomas. She could-show Danny the
place, if he liked. And he liked.. Her un-
tidy superior gave her leave from the office,
and so they visited the loft. T

There was the odor of cheap incense in
the-hall, But upstairs there was only a vast -
single room. There had been partitions,
the agency-girl said, but they had been
ripped away. The last tenant had even
walled up the windows, imagine! No, she
didn't know of a forwarding address—
she’d only seen the tenant once: he paid his
rent by mail . . . he was'a big blond man.

Well—there Danny was. It might have
been a true story at that, He still had the
ring. Here was the place where Aslanvik
had been living. . But that was all.

What in the name of hezwen could
Danny do? *

Except get a drink . . . he Stﬁpped in at
the first-bar he saw and had several.

What would you have done?

_—MW

< 4
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An evil house begét;- evil dwellers—and J::Ierztly revels in the black deeds
- - perpetrated within its walls |

-=

MBROSE TIMOTHY was seem-
ingly 2 man of meekness who sel-
dom found the courage to satisfy

even that sort of curiosity that is neither
feminine nor morbid, but natural. Take

Heading by A. R. TILBURNE

the house next door, for instance.
fenced-in secretiveness; its very appearance
and influence on the surrounding country-
side—and especially on Mr. Timothy’s ad-
joining bungalow were enough to make a

33
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~ peace-loving man become quite inquisitive..

But none of this seemed to bother Mr.
Timothy as he limped around puttering in
his neat beds of larkspur, roses, snap-
dragons, and zinnias. Timothy confided
to the real estate agent that he had worked
long and hard for retirement and 2 modest
sum of money. Now these wete his, with
all the peacefulness their attainment im-
plied.

His bungalow was as newl}r his as his
garden beds. There was no use maklng
trouble over the habits, however eccentric,
of next-door neighbors.

Besides, what could he complain about?
Of the way they treated the little golden-
haired boy? Or the noises at night? He
couldn’t tell a local magistrate that he just
didn’t /zée that woman in black or her

coarse. male companion, Anyway, they

wete probably people of influence and
power. Timothy reflected that he would
keep up the grounds better if they - were
his—but perhaps they were not fond of
flowers and a nice lawn. (This last as
though Mr, Timothy could not conceive of
anybody being so indifferent.) All this, of
course, was before he found the red-diary
half buried in the soft earth of his flower
bed.

‘Three months ago when Tlr.'m::rﬂ'zpr had
come here he recalled that the enterprising
young real estate lady had steered him away
from the side of his prospective property
that bordered the strange Paquin house,

its forbidding aloofness protected by a

high 1ron fence. Ambrose Timothy, fresh
from the city, admitted that he was infatu-
ated with the bungalow and the sutround-
ing flower beds and had only 2 casual fook
beyond the one acre.and one-half that com-
pnsed his heaven.

"Oh, them;"’ the young real estate agent
had ex-plained airily in answer to his ques-
tion about the neighbaors, *Just the Paquin
house. They keep to themselves, A
woman and a young boy who is not very

well, and some sort of companion, I think.
I don’t believe they'll bother you.

“The woman i$ a chemist, her husband
was a famous doctor, we hear—he died
long before they came here. They have to
keep pretty-close watch on the young boy,
but,” she added hastily, “that’s why the
fence. You won’t be annoyed.”

Mt. Timothy remarked absently that the
Paquin house looked something like a huge
dragon——waiting to devour something or
somebody.. ‘

. After which remark, the young real £s-

_tatc girl laughed and tat‘tfully led him away

to the flower beds again remarking, “Oh,
Mr. Timothy, you're -amusing. Nﬂw, iS.
everything all right?” f -

And Ambrose Timothy, after comment-
ing that forget-me-nots would look nice
outside the porch, signed up. |

IS first run-in with the Paquin house-
hold came one warm afternoon when

he was startled by a sudden eruption of

earth near a bush on his side of the iton

fence that circumferenced the next-door

grounds.,

“Ah,” said Mr. Timothy, dropping his
trowel. e

Then before his eyes a hand appeared,
then an arm and finally a sharp head and
face,

"My word,” _said M. Timothy hurr}f-
ing forward toward. the sunny-—haired boy
who had vutually erupted in his front
yard. ‘

Shaking himself like a cocket spaniel
just from a water chase, the boy raised his_
finger to his lips and shmk his head sig-
mﬁcantly .

" "Yes, by all means,” murmured Mr.
Timothy,' “Er, that was very interesting
the way you came through there, young

man.” -

- The boy was blond with dack shadows
under intelligent eyes. His body was thin

~and small-boned. He was, Mr. Timothy
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calculated; about sixteen years of dge! "Lhis
must be the young man from next door—
the young man who was not so well. ‘Timo-
thy’s eyes narrowed as he noticed the angry
red and putple bruises on the slim fore-

arms.
The boy came near to Timothy and stood

looking at him, his sharp, peaked features
appeali.ng.
"Well, well,” :;MdTﬂnothy, *1 gucss we

are neighbors, young man.’
The boy continued to eye him appra:s

ingly.
Timothy said hastily, “Well, now. Don’t
~ be afraid of me, young man.”

Then, “Here, what are you domng?” The -

boy had gone over to one of thc flower .
beds and was sketching something with 2
pointed stick he had picked up. Timothy
came over and looked down at the words
rudely marked in the soft earth., |

Pencil—papet.

Mr, Timothy Icaned over and looked
again.
house with a look of apprehension and fur-
tiveness that impressed Mr. Timothy. It
was obvious the lad was a mute,

“All right, youngster. I don't know
what the game is, but I'll get you what you
want.,” Timothy trundled into his bunga-

low and came out with a pad and the stub

of 2 pencil. “These the'boy took and began
to write feverishly.

he handed the note to Mr. Tiﬂ]ﬂlh}"

“Ah,” Timothy accepted the picce of pa- '

per much in the manner of a man receiving
a young child’s first poem

He looked at the note and his eyes shaxp
ened as he read.

- “Get wiriting book and pendils, please.
[ am dumb. Must have right away, Stick.

them in hole under garden fence.”
“But—Dbut—" Ambrose Timothy stut-
tered as the boy, still carrying the pencil
and pad obtained for him by Timothy was
scuttling away. Before Timothy could find
any words, the boy had burrowed under the

The boy looked back toward the

When he had finished,

fence and was busily engaged on the other
side smmthing over the ground.

AS TIMOTHY watched, the young boy
barely finished this and turned toward

the house with the pad and pencil now con-
cealed behind his back, when a tall woman
swept around the corner of the old house
and-spied him.

“Ah, there you are, Martin. Up to your
old tricks, eh.”” The woman came closet
as the boy slunk along like a dog antici-
pating 4 beating, Lvidently, she hadn’t
spotted Timothy peering through the iron-
- grilled fence.

The woman stopped. Martin stﬂpped
too, his hands behind his back. “Martin,”
the woman screeched, “Martin, what 15 1t
you have behind, your back?" |

The boy's ﬂnly answer was a hopeless
shrug.

As the woman advanced oa him, the oy
cdged away.

Then the woman called at the top (}f her
voice. “Rippick, eh, Rippick, here!”

There was a harsh male answering call
and then from the house'came a man who

.at first look appeared to be a servant. He

had on clothes that appeared too small for
him. His atms crept down from the sleeves

-of his coat and hung, almost self-con-

sciously, down b}' his knees.”. His chest and
shoulders were immense..

“Yedh?” Mr, Timothy hcard him an-
swer, Cerlainly, this was not at all the way
country estate servants should reply to their
mistresses.

“Rippick, the bﬂy here has something
behind his back. He's up to his old tricks,

Rippick.”

“Yeah,” was the laconic answer,

Timothy edged nearer the fence as the
two elders closed in on the young boy.
Finally the man, with a quick jump,
grabbed the boy and forced his arm into
sight with a cruel wrench. The pad and
penci came to view.
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It seemed a pretty brutal way to treat a
sick boy, Timothy reflected as he watched,
edging further forward until his face was
nearly pressed against the railing separat-
ing the two properties, but it was no more
than he would expect from these two.

“Paper and a pencil ya got, e¢h,” said
Rippick in his longest specch to date. Then
with an effortless cuff he sent the boy reel-

ing to the ground. The woman had the.

pencil and pad, after scrutinizing them,
and was stuffing them into her dress when

she noticed Timothy watching on the other

side of the fence.

She satd something in a low voice to the
man and he turned like a cat to also stare
at their spectator, |

Somewhat embarrassedly Ambrose
Timothy pulled” himself to his feet and
stood there grinning sheepishly

He cleared his throat.

The woman came over toward him, her
tace sharp and questioning. -

“I am Mrs. Paquin. You live next doot
now?”

“Yes, Ma'am,’ T:mnthy bowed.

“1 guess you gave Martin the paper and

pencil.” It was a statement rather than
a questlcrn

“Yes, Ma am, I did.” I'm sorry if ihat
Was wmng

The woman looked back to where the
boy was now picking himself off the
ground from Rippick’s blow. The barrel-

- chested man was standing over the lad with -
one huge hand clutdung the boy’s slender .

arm.

She turned back to Timothy and smiled
i0 a manner meant to be reassuring and
ne:gfﬂaorly

“Timothy,”
“Mr. Timothy, the boy is not very 1 well.
In fact I'm sorry to say he is, well, you
know—" and she tapped her head sig-
mﬁcantl}r S
_ Timothy nodded gravely.
"I'm sorry,” he said simply.

“Hello,” he said. -

“Well, you see Mister, ep—-"_

“They don’t like him to have certain
things. It, er, excites him to write, so we

“have to keep all sorts of writing materials

away from him on their orders.”

Timothy nodded again.

"So please don't ever let him have any-
thing of that nature again. Although I am
sure he will beseech with his cyes—and
Martin has beseeching eyes.” The woman
turned with a smile on her face. The boy
still held' by Rippick was standing there
just looking at them. -

She called. “Bring Marttin over here,

Rippick.”

The man responded and led the lad over
to the fence.

“The young lad was born speechless I
adopted him,” the woman Explamed “This
man is Rippick, he helps me,” she said the
'last almost as an afterthought,

Timothy nodded acknowledgment.

“So then, Mr. Timothy, never, nevet,
- put anythmg through the fence for the bc-y
again.

Ah, so she d1dnt know the youngster
had faund a way of burrowing under the
fence. Well, he certainly wouldn't tell on
the poor young fellow. That would prob-
ably call for another cuff from Rippick.

THE woman surveyed Timothy closely
and then said again, “"Remember, noth-
ing through the fence, eh?” She smiled as
though sealing the pact.

All the while they had been tall«:mg, the
boy's eyes had never once left Timothy's
face. Never once—and, as the woman her-
self had said, Martin had such beseeching
eyes, |
Trying to get the conversation on a
pleasanter subject, Timothy launched out

‘enthusiastically,

“You know, Mrs. Paquin, you've got
splendid grounds for flowers. 1 should
think you’d want to experiment a bit with
them.”

“Flowers? Experiment with flowers?”
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She threw back her head and {aughed and
laughed.

“Well, I meant,” said Timothy lamely,
“that it’s such fun to create things. Iknow

I'm just hete from the city and'] find that

it is really splendid to get out into a garden
and putter around, I should think you'd
want to in your place.” He pointed proudly
at his own neat beds. Then amazed at his
own boldness, Tnnc}thy stopped.

“We keep busy, said Mrs. Paquin after
2 look at his garden,-and bowing stiffly,
she turncd away, an amused smile on her
face. A

As the -three walked away from the
fence, Timothy noticed that on one occa-
sion they looked back and he could hear
Rippick’s voice contemptuously say some-
thing about "flowers.”

That had been Timothy's first and only

run-in with the people next door. Remem-
bering the boy’s beseeching look though, he
had, on that same day when he went to
town for provisions, bought 'a red-bound
diary, and placed it with a bunch of lead
pencils in'the hole under the fence. And
the following morning when he had
looked, the diary and pencils were gone.
For a time; he feared that Mrs. Paquin ot
the coarse Rippick had found them, but
a few days later the boy had appeared and
had waved a hand in appreciation.

It was several weeks later that Timothy

ad been gardening and had ‘come on the
red-bound diary, Evidently it had been
thrown over the fence. It was the same
one he had put under the rail for the boy.
It was half buried in the soft earth of his
garden and now there was writing in it.

Timothy had opened up the book and
had begun to read.

Finally he retired ms1de the house, and
his fingers drummed nervously as he re-
read the words scribbled there.

It was plain; as he had suspected, that
the boy was a virtual prisoner in the house
and that horrible things were about to hap-

- sound. -

pen—ot were happening! Timothy's eyes
glinted. Now was the time for action—
he would go next door. "It was the only
thing to do.

T WAS latc afternoon as Timothy went
out on the road and pushed the bell
button on the huge old-fashioned gate that
guarded the frontage of the property. He
rang several times, and then when there
was no answer, he shouldered at the grille.
It was open and Timothy slowly went in
and ‘walked hesitantly toward ithe house.

'He rcached the front door and let out

a loud halloo. There was no answering

Despite the warm air, a chill struck
Timothy as he 'raised the great brass

- knocker. ,a

Finally in abswer to his pciunding, Mrs.
Paguin came to the door. She was, as al-
ways when ‘he had seen her, dressed in
severe black.

She looked distr:mght hcr face a tableau
of evil.

She stood for a moment regardmg him.
“Well?”

"Mrs. Paqum there's something wrong
I'm afraid I've done,” Timothy blurted out.
“It’s about the young fellow, Martin.”
Mrs. Paquin Stﬂpped asuie and said,
“You'd better come in, I can’t wait out
here with you.” As Timothy followed her
into the dark old house, he noticed for the
first time that over the darkness of her dress
she wore what looked like a tourniquet
onher arm. He followed her down a stone
stairway into a cavernous cellar.

As soon as she reached this room she
sank down on a pallet in the corner and
said again. “"What is it Mr. Timothy, what
about Martin?”

Ambrose Timothy noticed that Rippick

" was in the corner too, grinning wolfishly

at him.” His Powetful forearm was bare,
md just over the elbow was the black band
of a tourniquet twisted tight. ‘I'he room
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smelled strangely from must and chemicals
and the wood- bummg ﬁrePlace back of
Rlpplck o

Mrs. Paquin noticed Tlrmthy s eyes and
spoke up.

“We've had a little accident. We do
some of our work in this cellar and its

infested with spiders, some of them of a-

poisonous nature. You're not familiar with
medical methods of treating spider bites,
ah, well, of course not. However, we have
adequate equipment here, I think.”

Rippick grinned wolfishly from the cor-
ner in which he sat; “"How's de flowers?”
A thin trickle of saliva ran from the corner
of the man’s mouth. ;

Timo
you.” Then he turned back to Mrs: Paquin
who was filling-a hypodermlc needle.

“Maybe I should not have come just now.
You people are ill.”

Mirs. Paqum shook her head and looked
up at him. “INo, Mr. Timothy, if it’s about
Martin, I want to hear what you have to

3

say.

Ambrose Timothy went on. “Some time
I know

ago I got a diary for the boy.
after you told me what you did that I

shouldn’t have done so—but, well:
He wanted one so.’

Fear came into Mrs. Paquin’s eyes at

that. She shook her head. Rippick made

an angry noise in the corner.
“What's become of 1!:"’
Paquin.

“I don’t know,” Tmothy lied. :
“"We found no diary here,” the woman

r_ﬂpped Mrs.

in black snarled with a lonk at Rippick who

nodded back.

“Well then~—what daes 1t matter? The
boy evidently misplaced it,” and Timothy
- spread his hands,

“You cursed fool, you . Rippmk got
labﬂrmusly to his feet. Tunothy noted that
the man’s face bore signs of some deep
physiological upheaval. Despite this, the
heavy man came forward menacingly.

~ feeling like a reprieved man.
hy answered, “Doing nicely, thank -

I did.-

Timothy started backward.
But Mrs. Paquin was still mistress of the

-SLtuatmn ﬂ.nd her house.

“Stop . . . Rippick! Go back, 1d10t‘
- Then she turned to Timothy. ._
“Of course it doesn’'t matter, Mr.
Timothy. Martin is utterly mad—he ca7’t
write.” Mrs. Paquin bowed to Timathy
He could see that she too-was in a pet-
turbed state of mind and body, for, as he
went up the stairs from the basement
laboratory, he heard her begin to laugh—
crazy idiotic laughter that Rippick joined in.
Timothy went up the stairway two at a
time and then outside into the light again:
'He moved
hastily to the gate and through it and’then
around to his own place,

MBROSE TIMOTHY did not sleep
well that night, There was a lot to
think about. And then there were noises
from the house next door. Noises of bump-
ing and thumping, cries and yells, and un-
holy bursts of laughter. Mrs. Paquin was
up as was Rippick, for on several occasiofis
when the noise drove him to the windows

of the bungalow, he could sce them stand- -

ing- silhouetted against the bare windows
of the old house next door. . From the dis-
tance they looked as though they were
fighting or dancing insanely. Once he
thought he heard Martin’s voice raised In

terror but he might have been mistaken.

As soon as it was light, Timothy went
over to the” fence and- peered through.
There was nothing to be seen. Everything
was as quict as if the house were unoccu-
pied. It was that afternoon that a grocer’s
dglivery truck stopped outside and a boy
went in. Timothy watched as he walked
to the gate and rang the bell. Then he
walked up to.the house. He dlsappeated

within and reappeared a few minutes later
running.

Timothy yelled. “What's up, there?”
The boy redoubled his speed at the voice,
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looking startled "and . s1deway5 “Some-
thing’s awful wrong in there, Mister. I
don’t know just what, but something ter-

rible is the matter. I'm getting the sheriff.”

And with a smashing of gears and a
burst of speed, the vehicle went roaring
down the road as fast as the terrified deliv-
cry boy could make it go. Timothy watched
until the car disappeared down the desolate
highway. . £ |

He thought of the diary and dropped it
back of his pillow. He puttered around
absently in his garden until the delivery
truck, leading a large official car, drew up

to the Paqum house a few minutes later -

Out jumped the groces boy, all importance
now, and a large florid-faced man., They
disappeared up the path to the house, The
delivery boy came out a few minutes later
and spotted Timothy.

Heh Mister, the shenif wants to talk
to you.’ -

Timothy walked over obediently.

The sheriff was standing at the foot of
the stairs looking up, and in his hand was
a long-barreled revolver.
Timothy stood inside the front door.

“Delivery boy said you were next-door
neighbor. Wanted to know what you made
of all this. ‘We've got a couple of com-
pletely mad people upstairs. I can’t even
go near ‘'em, I'll have to call the county
home and get some of those boys to come
over.' t

“I don't know muda Sheriff,” Timothy
- said shaking his head. As his cyes grew
accustomed to ‘the light, he noticed blood
stains on the floor on all sides and going up
the stairs. It was these unmistakable red
smears everywhere that must have startled
the delivery boy, Timothy surmised.

The sheriff hummed and then went to
the phone. He called the county home.
Timothy looked furtively around while he
was calling. The question was, where was
the young boy? The delivery boy stared
fascinatedly at the blood stains.

He turned as.

O suddenly that the three ;umped came

a burst of sudden noise from upstairs

. 2 screech of voices so outré and terrible

in qua.ht}r that it sounded like the laughter
of demons in some horrible, feverish night-

mare. .
The sheriff, who now introduced him-

self as Ethan Hodgins, mopped his tace,
“Don't like it, but I guess I'l] have to go

upstairs again.” Crazy people 15 mor€

“trouble than they’ re worth, I've always

said. Well, let’s go.”
‘The delivery boy looked eager but un-

certain. ‘Timothy hesitated.
“You mecan you want us to come up

‘with you?”

“Just a bit of the way,” Hodgins urged.
His smile was forced.

“If they start throwing things, ynu can
back me up.”

Timothy started up the stairs brzhmd the
sheriff with the young delivery boy last.
They went up slowly, and with each step, it
sounded to Timothy as if they were ap-.
proaching the mad convolutions of another
world. The sheriff had tip-toed to the
landing now and was nearing a door that
stood at the end of a hall. He paused
outside for a second and then gently
turned the knob, allowing the door to
swing silently open aIIawmg a vicw of
what was within.

The delivery boy had Pushed ahead of
Hodgins now and was just behind the
sheriff when the door slid open. The three
looked in., Tunﬂthy, with his image of the
two clearly in his mind, was the onc-most
shocked. The two creatures in the room

. were sutely not human, They were pawing

and playing over certain objects in the
center of the room-—they themselves were
disheveled. Their clothes torn and mgged
Mrs. Paquin’s black dress was hanging in
strips from her and Rippick was as ragged.
As the three watched, Mrs. Paquin lashed
out at Rippick with, something, and the
curses and screams started again. He re-
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taliated with a yell of anger and hit heavily
at the woman.

Just at the moment Sherif Hodgins
stepped into the room with his long-bar-
reled gun pointed, Timothy made out the
identity of those objects. They were, God
torbid, the dismembered parts of 2 human
body. The golden hair on one tound glob
of matter that lay on the floor like an out-
of- -shape soccer ball was too much for the
delwery boy at Timothy's side. His knees
gave way beneath him. |

ET WAS not hard to get rid of his bunga-

low, It was so nice and cozy and
Timothy had worked so hard on the flower
gardens! And so Timothy moved away
with all his®belongings . . . and the red-
bound diary. |

The diary was very precious, Timothy,

although not a curious or 1nqu131t1v:: man,
used to read it over nights. It was inter-

esting,* as anything written by an idiot =
And Ambrose Timothy would

would be.,
smile sadly at this thought. For the author
had certainly not been an idiot.

Not that he didn’t remember it almost
by heart now.

It started out with this erdtry:

“I know now that the black lady means

to kill me. I don’t know how or when,
At least I don’t know for sure. I am able
to write because 2 man has moved in next
door who has been kind enough to me to
get this book and some pencils.
hole under the fence into his property and
the'lady and Rippick haven’t found it yet.”

‘The next entry read: “I think that I am .

going to be used the way they used animals.

_ Something goes on in the cellar that they

have never let me see. I have known since

they brought me here from the school that

they were interested in some form of
sctence. But I never have been-sure just
what type. - I have seen 'books around on
the glands. I think they experiment with
glands. And I have heard them whisper-

I had a2

‘with such .2 medicine.

- buy him out.

ing and laughing about me. I think the
man next door is my only chance. I tried
to escape several times Jong ago but I can’t
get far. I am always returned here and
Rippick beats me. It is true I cannot speak,
but T was educated well at the school-—I am

. not crazy as they tell-everybody.

“I suppose all of this is silly . . . that
I am counting so much on this tmghbor
He is a little fellow with a limp and a
funny wrinkled face like 2 mask and seems
only interested in his gardening. ‘The first
day I burrowed through into his grounds
he looked so startled. . But he finally gave
me 2 pad and some pencils. Rippick and
Mrs. Paquin caught me as I got back in the
grounds and Rippick hit me and took the
stuft away. Then the lady took me over to
the wall and make me stand in front of this’
man who does so much gardening. He
said his nam= was Ambtose Timothy,

‘HAVE found out something very in-
~teresting.” The lady took me down-
stairs today and told me that I was to have
a part in a very wondetful experiment. She
said it was so important that she hoped I
realized that whether I lost my life or not,
it didn’t matter.- She laughed then and
said that she was telling me this because
she knew I couldn’t talk and tattle on them.
Then she said that her husband had been
a very famous doctotr- who had been per-
fecting a spectacular glandular substance
that would revolutionize medicine. He
realized he had discovered the true secret
of insanity caused by glandular imbalance
. . . that’s just what she said. But he was
such an old dote, she said, that he hadn’t

had the sense to realize what could be done
Rippick, this crea-
ture who cuffs me around, had also been
a chemist. - (I’ll bet he wasn’t much good.)
But he and Mrs. Paquin had got along very
well. She had approached her husband
and said that she and Rippick wanted to
‘That they had great ideas
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for the medicine. Mrs. Paquin has told me
that they found out a good deal about the
doctor’s formula but not quite enough.

They would be everlastingly rich if they

could find the missing link, though,

“There was an argument and Rippick
had nearly killed Dr. Paquin trying to get
certain facts out of him. They put acid
on his face and legs. Then they seated him
in an old car, she smiles as she tells m
this, and let it roll off a-bridge. That was
the end of Dr. Paquin, she says. Nobody
ever found out and she got his money.

“And she keeps repeating that'after all
I don’t matter because I can never tell any-
body what I know. And that is true. They
keep'all writing materials away from mc.
I know that Rippick wanted to beat up that
man next door who was kind enough to
give me the writing materials. But I have
been able to get “this and that is what
Cﬂuﬂ.ts "

Another entry: '

“A strange thing happencd today. I
kanow that Rippick and Mrs. Paquin are
about to try their latest gland experiment
on me. But I was out 1 the garden near

the fence when this maa, Timothy, came

over to me. He said smnethmg to me. -1

don’t quite understand, but I toﬂk what he

gave me. It was a bottle. It was all very
strange, but I think he means to help me.

"It was easy to get hold of one of the
empty hypodermic syringes, fill it, and hide
it. Then when Mrs. Paquin was sleeping
one time, I stole over to her and plunged
the needle deep into the muscle of her

alrm,

~will go insane—worse than death,

I ran as she woke up. There was
;ust enough in the bottle for me to fill the
syringe again. I'd just finished when Rip-
pick came running in answer to her calls.
I was able to jab the needle into his arm:
and push down the plunger befﬂm he

" cufted me to the floor.

“Rippick and Mrs. Paquin w-h,ispcred to
cach other and then went downstairs after
cufing me again. They screamed at me to

tell them what I had had in the syringe; but

I wagged my head absently. Then they
locked me up. At the first chance T am
going to throw this out the window/over
the wall into Mr. Timothy's place. He wil!
find it and will read what I have written.

“Rippick and Mrs. Paquin are slowly

going mad. They have put tourniquets on

their arms and they cut and probe their
own flesh! I have written because I hope
somebody will find this. I know they ate
going to kiil me, but I know now that they
I did
what Mr. Timothy said.”

It was fascinating to read this, thought
the man called Ambrose Timothy as he lay
on the bed and fﬂndled the book. Timothy
sighed

Finally he limped to the corner and
burned the diary carefully as he had a
paper-with minute figures and equations
on it. Back in bed he turned his wrin-
kled, scarred’ face to the wall. It was too
bad about the boy—but then his own

“accident” long ago had been too bad.

And for the first time in nine years Dr.
Paquin slept-peacefully.
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By FRANK BELKNAP LONG

"ESTON felt like weeping. He seemed to increase, so that he had to keep
Y wanted to sit alone in a chair by the  reminding himself that Tom George had
window, where he could contem- approved of the experiment. With that
plate what he bad done, and indulge his awful prescience so typical of robots Tom
grief without let or hindrance. -~ George had foreseen his own dissolution.
When he shut his eyes he could still see ~ “You're using me as a stepping stone,
Tom George standing in the garden, his aren’t you, Jim?” had been Tom George’s
squate, gleaming head as still as the long last words, spoken without reproach or
shadow of his body. Not only had Tom . rancor. '. |
George a faculty for doing the most un- There had been no reproach in Tom
usual things but there had been something George’s photo-electric stare either. Only
gentle and sad about him which could sympathy, compassion, understanding—for
never be recaptured. . - Tom George was no ordinary. robot. He
With every heartbeat Reston’s grief was a person with whom Reston was able
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There can be nothing more final than the death of a robot—
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to shate his closest thoughts, for he pos-
sessed what in a2 human being would have
been called characier. He—

- Reston shiddered. Why was he think-
ing of Tom George in the present tense
when the robot’s tall, angular body had
been completely dismantled, his pitiful re-
mains scattered the full length of the

laboratory.

Sometimes it seemed to Rest{m as if there

could bg nothing more fizal than the death
of a>robot. Death in any guise was, of
course, a tezrminal phenomenon, but when
a man died he didn't fly apart and go c/a-
tering nto oblivion. Indeed, his destiny
seemried by compatison rich in promise, for
when he shuffled off his mortal coil some-
thing of his_essence lingered like a nebu-
lous wraith on the Peacefui bosom of
Mother Nature.

Groaning, Reston stooped and picked up
a small, lead-acid battery. The battery had
reposed inside Tom George and was just as
surely Tom George as the Braun tubes, in-
‘ductance coils, magnetic transformers and
argon rectifiers Wthh had made Tom
George great.

For Tom George had been a truly greas
robot. Being a robot-maker by profession
Reston carried about with him a' precise
mental yardstick which he applied to all
robots everywhere. *

He had cxamined thousands of robots—
in factories, in mines and on assembly lines
—and without going into details it can be
assumed that his professional pride hadn't

been shaken. Would your vanity have been -

shaken if, after examining a robot capable
of muttering only a few unintelligible
wotds you had been greeted by Tom
George with a: “Jim, you’ve been working
much too hard. It would be a splendid
thing for you to chuck all this and breathe
a different atmosphere. I mean, for a few
days, Jim.”

Well, Tom George was gone now. Res-
ton’s eyes felt gritty, as though little grains

of grief had wedged themselves under his
lashes, and were beginning to revolve,

In a few short hours he could reassem-
ble Tom George’s scattered remains. He
could consttuct another robot with an even
more temartkable brain, for his experiment
had been a success. The fact that the ex-
periment had caused Tom George to fly
apart was all the proof he needed to con-
vince him he'd been working on an im-
provement. which would have far-reaching
results. The new robot would look exactly
like Tom George, but he’d be able to think
more constuctively and—

Oh, damn, damn~—there'd never be an-
other Tom George. He coiild put Tom
George together again, but that clusive, in-
définable something which was, 2 robot’s
personality could never be recaptured. Even
if he stippled in exactly the same memory
impressions on the sensitive brain plate of
the new rabot he’d have a lot of explain-
ing to do.

It was disturbing how even his grief was
beginning to flow in channels which were
the opposite of contemplative. He'd have
a lot ﬂf explalmng to do when his wile
identified the remains. A lot of explain-
ing— ,

THE more Reston thought about it the
more alarmed he became. For though
his wife prided herself on her self-control
she could, on oc¢casion, become almost un-
controllably emotional. And she had been
vety fond of Tom George. Something
about Tom George—his childlike candor
perhaps-—had appea.led to her maternal in-
stincts. .

It was conceivable that she would accept
what had happened with the Rembrandt-
esque grief of an old Dutch painting, But
more probably a fury impossible to deter-
mine in advance would well up in her, a
fury which might well put a gulf between
them which couldn’t be spanned this side

of eternity,
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UDDENLY Reston felt a coldness on

the nape of his neck, and wondered

at it, for he hadn't heard the door open and
wasn't aware that his wife had entered the
laboratory
“Darling, where is Tom Georgﬂ

suddenly from behind him. “T've a llttle
surprise for him—"

In the intense hush that followed Reston
could hear the ticking of his wrist-watch,

and the drowsy hum of insects from beyond
the window.

He turned slowly, wishing that he could
risk his life for his wife, tey to kill some-
thing that was threatening her or do a deed
that would so dazzle her that she wouldn't
be able to see into the shadows behind
him. f foo

“Darling, where—""

Reston swallowed hard.
here, Louise,” he blurted.

“He isn't here. But I thought—" .

Louise Reston broke off abruptly, her
pupils dilating and her face turning so pale
that her husband leapt toward her w:th a
startled cry.

“Louise, [—"

Slowly, without uttering a word, she
backed away from him, a convulsive loath-
ing in her stare. Her eyes said as plain as
words: “You promised me you wouldn't—
ever. Not with Tom George.” :

“I couldn’t help it,” ‘Reston almost
sobbed. “He flew apart. But he isn’t lost
to us darling. I'm going to put him to-
gether agam.”

Louise moved close to him suddenly, her
nostrils quivering. -Quite as suddenly—
“her nails raked his chin.

“Murderer!” she choked, and turned and

“He—hq isn’t

ran out of the laboratory, slamming the

door with such violence that Reston bégan
to tremble. It was typical of him that he

at once sensed the awful finality of his

wife’s departure.
He felt certain that she would leave him

and he'd have no'one to keep house for

 big mechanical doll.

* the
long-armed robot body stood before him,
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him, and look after him. He could not
imagine her changing her mind even if he
succeeded in .convincing her that Tom
George had approved of the experiment.
He coxld imagine her saying in his pres-
enice what she had implied with her stare,
that there were any number of men she

~ would rather have as a husband, after what

he had done.

But Reston was not a man whno. suf-
rendered easily to despair. Shaken though
he was thereé was one vital part of himself
that refused to be dismayed. He was still
an accomplished robot maker. No one
could excel him in that respect and when he

.put Tom George together again Louise

would come to realize she should have ex-
ercised a little more imagination.

When' she saw the new Tom George
she’d forget all about the loss of her first
All Louwse really
wanted was a big metal giant to take undet
her wing, for a grown woman could be
quite as sentimental in that respect as a lit-
tle girl.

Reconstructing Tom George was a
frightfully unnerving ordeal, for Reston
had mislaid the robot’s micro-equivalent,
and had to be guided by instinct. Indeed,
it did something to the rhythms of his be-
ing, so that he felt as limp as a2 rag when
broad-shouldered, long-legged and

lacking only an added foot of face and
brain to become—

RESTON- wiped sweat from his fore-
head with the inside of his sleeve, and
stared out the window. Outside the cottage
it was not quite dark, and through the win-
dow he could see a row. of petunias stand-
ing straight and still in the garden.

Tom George had liked flowers. In some

respects Tom Gemge had had the sensitive

perceptions of an artist. Reston wondered
if the new robot would like the smell of
damp earth after rain, and the pattern of
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loveliness traced by-the red harvest moon
on a sheen of starlit water,

He had to admit therc was a real risk of
failure. Endowmg a robot ‘with aesthetic

perceptions hadn’t been easy. And though
it gave the lie to robot makers who claimed

that emotions couldn't be stippled into a
robot, something deep inside him whis-
pered that if he failed to duplicate the
achievement his triumph would be a hﬂllow
one.

Tom George might have been a freak of

carcumstance, a robot whose sensitive
photo-electric mechanism had absorbed

emotions like a sponge through some acci-

dental collocation of atoms. .
Well, he'd know in 2 moment. He must
now replace the massive brain box on the
tall, -angular robot body.
- Clamping it into place took him longer
than he had antictpated. He could scarcely
control the trembling of his hands, and for
an instant he felt as though he had parted
company with his sanity, and was busily en-
gaged in disinterring a zombie. Having
allowed hus imagination to go bounding on
~ ahead of him, it now seemed to be seeking
an epportumty to g]are at him with red-
rimmed eyes from caverns measureless to
man. "

A prickling took hold of his neck hairs

when he pried open the brain-box, raised
the burnt out brain-plate which was now
literally a mortuary relic, and inserted 2
new plate under it,

He knew of course ‘that'the acid-sharp
impressions on the old plate would trans-
fer themselves to the new plate the instant
he turned on the current.
stippling in process didn’t in itself terrify
him he dreaded the awful finality of re-
moving the old plate afterward.

He had to stand very still for a moment
to nerve himself for the ordeal ahead of
him. Why, he wondered suddenly, had he
ignored the flexible beryllium face of Tom
George, which was still lying in a crumpled

But though the.
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heap on ‘the floor. Why had he put off
what bad to be done’?

Grimacing oddly he bent, picked up ;he
flexible countenance, and attached it with
fingefs that trembled a little to the electro-
skeletal projections on the darkly yawning
brain case.

Instantly he felt calmer, more sure of
himself. The face of Tom George was
utterly impassive. ‘The eyes were closed,
the long nose granite-stil], the tight, firm
lips—

'PNO, not guite unsmiling. There was the

faintest suggestion of a smile on them, as

though Tom George had flown apart while
bestowing a silent benediction on his
maker.

Save for the iridescent sheen of the fea-
tuces, the face of Tom George resembled
an old-fashioned death mask.: The death
mask of a man incapable of animosity, who
had met life’ s vicissitudes w:th unfaltering
courage,

Reston’s heatt seemed to be beating
steadily enough, but he couldn’t help won-
dering if it hadn’t begun to bruise the sur-
rounding tissues a little, It was beating
steadily, but with such vigor that he no
longer felt calm or sure of himself.

His fear was greater than evér now, but
he found that he could keep it at bay by
holding tight to one comforting reassur-
ance. When he turned on the current Tom
George wouldn't #mmediately stir or open
his eyes. He'd have to remove the old
brain-plate first.

For 2 moment as he contemplated the -
still and impassive robot a strange fantasy
flitted across his mind. He saw himself as/
a little boy alone in the dark, putting a
brave face on everything, but wishing he
had the warm, reassuring arms of his nurse
about him and could hear her saying over

" and over that there was nc:thmg to fear.

Nothing, nothing to fear.
He turhed on the curtent abruptly, rest-

ing his hand for.the barest fraction of an
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instant on the robot’s cold, unmoving
shoulder. With bursting temples he heard
the vibrant dronc of the cutrent as the
spark of life flitted evanescently about the
two plates, one virginal and awaiting ‘1m-
pressions and the other a maze of burnt-out
memories, emotions and desires.

The spatk of life! Surely it was ridicu-
lous to assume that only protoplasm held
the secret of intelligence and desire and
that a robot was incapable of emotion.

He had proven otherwise. Thought was
-simply the mundane crackling of tortured
electronic orbits in any fortuitously condi-
tioned thermodynamic medinm with suffi-
cient plasticity to receive and retain— .

Reston shuddered, like a man awakening
from an unpleasant dream to an utterly in-
tolerable reality. He had now to turn off

the cur.rent raise the brain-box and remove

the old plate.

He did so almost autc}ma.ttcally, although
when he carried the old plate across: the
laboratory, and steeped it in an acid bath so

that its tortuous memory-patterns ' would be.
“one with yesterday's ten thousand years”.

a great, convulsive grief welled up in him.
Hec had clicked on the current again,
after removing the old plate, but he did not

turn immediately. There . was something -

he owed to the memory of Tom George—a
moment of absolute silence before the tray
where a now scoured and shining plate
spoke more eloquently of mortality than a
sheeted body could have done,

As he stared down at it through 'thm
film of vapor he didn’t hear the clump of a

metal foot behind him or see the shadow g
« [ n:ught have been: “What have I not

over his shoulder.

UT he did see the book. It seemed to
float down toward him from above his
right shoulder. . So lightly it came to rest
on the table before him that for an instant
be stood as though turned to stone, unable
to believe that a hand could have placed it
there.

And then he saw the metal fingers tutn-
ing over the pages slowly, thumbing

_thmugh a book which now seemed.famil-

iar, which he did indeed recognize.
Reston blinked and tried hard to swal-

low. . He knew without tutning that the

book had been ripped down from a shelf

. behind him. He kdew too that it was a

book which Tom ‘George had read from

cover to cover.
It was, a book Wthh had been written

by a half-mad visionary far back in the

htwentiem—-ﬂﬁ the late nineteenth century,

It was 2 book ,with specks of white froth

-on every page, an ufterly rabid book, a

book which glorified something which
ought never to have come to pass.
The-book was called “The Overman”
and its .author was—TFriedrich Nietzsche.
‘The metal finger had singled-out a para-
gra.ph in quotation marks just beneath a

chapter head and was rising and falling as

though it wanted to draw Reston’s atten-
tion to the thoughts recorded there..
“Tap, tap, tap," went the metal finger.
“Tap, tap, tap—tap, tap—tap, tap, tap.”
Sweat poured out over Reston’s now sud-
denly gray face and his eyes walled back
in their sockets, so that for an instant he
seemed to be gazmg down at the book

“with glazed, unsecing eyes.

“Tap, tap, tap—tap, tap, tap.”
The passagc read: Thus spake Zara-

thustra: “"Now we will that Overm&ﬁ live,
for man is a bridge and not a goal. Man
is a something that shall be ‘surpassed.
What have ye done to surpass him?”
Could Reston have screamed an answer

done!” But Reston could.not scream.
His vocal chords simply would not func-
tion, and even the shuffling sounds which
his feet made seemed lost and smothered
in the silence which was gathering about

He never even saw the twisting, cruel
mouth of the new robot, or the look of
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fiendish triumph in its starc, for its two
metal hands had fastened on his throat
and were beanng him implacably back-
ward. '

For an instant he struggled, his blood-
shot eyes protruding, his breath coming

in lung-choking sobs. Something inside
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him screamed that if he could only break
free and turn off the current he’d have the

robot at his rercy.

He'd be able to breathe again.

If he

could just squifm about, ﬂﬂd free him-

self—e
But he never did.
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Colswold-cum-leigh

N March 14th
RRANNOCK was right. Completely,
» perfectly, absurdly right. I shall
i have to write and tell him so. When
he first suggested Gloucestershire, I pooh-
poohed the idea. T thought that the Eng-
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lish countryside, like everything else, hiad
given way to the onslaught of modern civi-
lization; that it had been swallowed in the

- greedy maw of this' damned Machine Age.

I said; “Country, Brannock? <You're
crazy! There is no ‘country’ any mote.
The towns ape the cities, the hamlets try



to Iook like towns, even rural cross-roads the dishes and cleans the house. A farm-
are just small-scale reproductions of Fifth er's wife who uses Squecjums Lotion to
Avenue and Forty-sccond Street. Show me  keep her hands lily-white, and wears a
a small farm, and I'll show you a Broad- Schiaparelli reproduction distributed by a
way annex with a radio blaring the Jatest mail-order house for $14.95.”

hot dance tune, power lines pumping in Brannock yawned, “In America—yes.
the electricity that milks the cows, washes You see, Peter, this great nation of yours

Mmy_ strange ithings b;:pj
pen when darkness steals over
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the land.. .. 1the least of these is death! o
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is not really a nation at'all. It is 2an homo-
logical atavism. A throwback to the city-

state of the ancient Greeks., Peel the rind

off a New Yorker, and find a Kansan or a
Swede from Minnesota. Under the me-
teorological boastings of a Californian the
quick ear can detect an accent originating

in Towa. America is too large; too spa-

cious. It arouses the wanderlust in its in-
habitants. Their ceaselessly moving feet
have turned it into one, huge city, whose
core is New York, whose suburbs are as

far apart as Was.hmgtou, Texas and

Florida."

“If you don't like it over here,” 1 be-
gan pettishly, “Why don’t you 8O back
‘where you came'from? There's—""" -

- "Don’t get me wrong, Peter. ' I do like
it over here, Tremendously. That is'why
I have forsworn my allegiance to-a sister
land, and made America my home. But
you want rest and quict. Peace and soli-

tude. . I'say you cannot find it here in

America—but you can still find 1t in Eng-
land.”

“Where in England”’

“A number of places. Dorsetshire.
' The Chilterns or West Riding, ‘The Cots-
wolds-——" He paused reflectively, then
nodded. “Yes, I know the very place. A
little section known as Cotswold-'r:um*leigh.
Here, I'll show you—"

He lifted the atlas from my. buokcase
We studied it together; he ﬁﬂally put his
ﬁnger on a tiny dot,

“This is it. Fourteen miles from the
nearest train.  When Jast I was there, the
connecting road was still unpaved. But

I think you’ll have no trouble reaching

it. You can hire a car, or find a hack.”

SAID, ruminatively, “It sounds like the
answer, [ like the sound of it. And
I do need peace and qmet I have 2 novel
in mind, but I can't write* it here in New

York with 4 telephone rmgmg at my elbow

every fifteen minutes.”

Braunudc laughed.

“You'll not be botheted with telephone
calls in zhat neck of the woods, Peter. The
people .who live there waste no words.
Sometimes I think they must communicate.
by telepathy. But, seriously, it is a won-
derful place, except. for—"

He hesitated. ,

“Well?” 1 challenged. |

Brannock looked embarrassed. “Oh,
nothing. I guness I was being a bit silly,
that's all.” '

“Go on. Except for what? Don't tell
me you've just remembered the place 1s a

_ leper colony?"

“No. Nothing like that. But you see—

B Cotswnld-cum leighis mmored to be a bit-
,—well, shall T say sintster?’

I said, “What do you mean—sinister?”
“Well, there’s*a bit of a legend. Some-
thing about a-race of elder gods, or some
such bosh. The villagers believe 1n it

'whalehearted_l}r Of course there’s nothing

to it.”
Ignnmrd. .
“Of course not. But congratulations,

Brannock. You are an excellent salesman!”
He looked startled. “Eh?” he said. |
“The mystic overtones,” I said. “De-

. cide the question for me. Cotswold-cum-

leigh without a spook sounded drab, but
with an evil force lurking in the back-
ground—well, how soon can I get a boat?”

Brannock said anxiously, “Now see here,

| Peter, don't be so fi ppant about 1t. 1 knaw

that most of these old tales are the bunk,

“but at the same time, for all we know there

may be strange forces, strange creatures—"
But I was already on.the phone.” The
Isle Royale, a sleepy-voiced clerk was tell--
ing me, sailed on Tuesday next.
. So here I am, in the hostelry at the
tiny village of Cotswold-cum-leigh. The
crossing took but five days, my trip by rail
from London but one more. Yet sitting

“here before an open fireplace, scribbling

in my notebook, I feel as though I had
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stepped backward through the tunnel of
Time three or four centuries. My landlord
(s a character out of Tristram Shandy—
plump, dogmatic solicitous. Perhaps a
trifle SUSPICI{}HS too, of this crack-brained
American - “"arthor” Wh(} is staying at his
inn,
But I do not-care about that. I am rev-
elling in the feeling of antiquity that surges
about me, through me, touching me with
‘hngers almost tangible. A feeling that
seems to emanate from the crusty, rough-
hewn rafters of this delicious oak ceiling;
from the blown-glass window-panes that
shake now before the gusty breath of the
harsh March wind; from the old floors and
wheezing, chimney-flue, the dull-gleaming
pewter on the mantelpiece, the very odor
of life, death and hatred—of love, growth,
and decay that is so strangely mingled
here. 1 have an odd feeling of prescience.
I fecl that here, in this very room, men
once fled screaming from some frightful
horror——or cowered abjectly in the most
shadowy corners, hoping to escape that
horror’s obscene vision. , . .

But that is ridiculous, of course, - I am
succumbing, as Brahnock prophesied I
would, to the mystic overtones of an in-
credibly ancient demesne. Demesne? I
wonder whose?

Tomorrow I must look for a rental agent.
There must be some cottage around here
that I can lease. |

Cotswold-cam-leigh
| March 17th
ELL, I am in luck! -

When.I wrote in my' notebook,
three days ago, that it was my hope to find
some cottage for rent, I had no idea what
a task confronted me.

These Cotswolders—would you call.
them Cc::-tswoldmns'f‘—-ewdently do not be-.

lieve in real estate booms. 'They build
their homes for themselves, for their chil-
- dren, and “for their children’s children’s

know, but it 1s that kind of house,

75

children, forever and cver, amen! When 1
asked around for a place of my own, I was
met with gazes of shocked stupefaction,

~as if T had asked onc of them to let me open

his gra.ndfathers crypt and dig up the
bones for ivory.
For three days my scatch was fruitless.

. Then, today fortune smiled on me. I

found a place, just three miles from the
center of town. And whaf a place!

Did I say I was seeking a cottage?
Anston Hollow is far from being a mere
cottage. It is a manor house, the kind of
rambling house in which lived the descend-
ants of the feudal lords when their castles
had been reft from them. A thuge old
frame structure with pillared porch and a
rococo cupola. Raw windows that stare
at you with the unwinking persistence of a
lidless monster. It is drab and unsightly
now; badly in need of a coat of paint, new
shutters and door, some patch work on the
roof. 9 |
I don’t paint.a pretty picture of it, I
So ugly
that it is aimost beautiful. Hogarth would
have loved it. 1do, alrcady. It 1s the exact
antithesis of everything I've ever known
before in my'life.

It has grounds, too— voluminous
grounds! Sprawling acres of lawn that
cascade from the house itself ¢o the road.
A grove of larches, elms, aspen, and some
other trees I can’t identify lying to the
right of the house as you face it. The
grove, like the lawn itself, is now scraggly,
unkempt.

But I shall hire someone to repair this
shortly. Beneath the weeds and mat of
dead, scabrous foliage will be soft, tender,
green grass, |

The notth side of my estate—see, I am
beginning to take a lordly pride in it al-
ready?——is the least attractivé. -There is a
stratum of chalk in this neighborhood, and
at one time, the white stuff was quarried
here. As a result, I have become thée not-
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too-proud possessor of an abandoned lime-
stone quarry. ‘ |

It is very unsightly. I should say some-
what dangerous, too,- since thete exists

only about two hundred yards of lawn . |
" I'm gone, you send the carpenters and

between the side of the house and a steep,
hundred-foot cliff. + The quarry itself i1s
smeary, mottled; pocketed at the base with
sluggish pools of water. I think I shall
have someone run a guard rail around the
edge. A worm fence would be at once
protective and amusingly rustic. Later on,
perhaps I will plant shrubbery along the
fence, blocking the quarry off from, the
estate. ‘

. 1 was overjoyed with my discovery. The

reluctance I had-met with on the partof the™

renting agent was typical of this quaint
community, He did not seem to want me
to lease Anston -Hollow. Imagine!

I said, “See here, Mr. Peabody—" He
pronounces it “Pibbity,” and.somehow
contrives to say it as if it were just one
syllable. “Why didn’t you show me this
place before? If I hadn’t chanced-to go
walking; if I hadn’t noticed, myself, that
it 'was unoccupied, I might still be looking
for a home.” _ ‘

He said apologetically, “Well, now, you
see you were askin’ after a cottage, Mr.
. Chandler—" -

“But the rental fee you have quoted
me,” I said, “i1s no more than I should
have expected to pay for a small place.

Ninety shillings a month! Why, that’s not

unreasonable.” - o
Unreasonable, indeed! It was a steal at

that figure—and I knew.it. So did he.

His face reddened. | |

“It's not whut mought call an up-to-

date place,” he insinuated. “They’s no

barth-room, an" it's in bad state of repair.”

“Then we’ll install a bath,™ I laughed,

“and put the place into habitable shape.

If I'm willing to meet my share, will you
split the costs with me fifty-fifty?"
“I suppose so,” he said ruefully. He

seemed on the verge of telling me some-
thing that wouldn’t come out. But he

nodded, finally. “Yus. Fifty-fifty.”

“Very good,” I said. “I'll run up to
London and get some furniture. While

plambers around. ‘Will a fortnight be
long enough for them?” o

He said, “I expect s0. Tben, "mlser-
ably, “‘Very good, sir. A fortnight. .

That was all I could get out of him. The
repairmen are-to begin work on the place
tomorrow. I am taking the ten o'clock to
London. This will be my first experience
at Home-furnishing. I.am feeling as eager
and skittish as. a colt.

London Arms

- March 27th

UST four more days of this hotel life;
then I shall return to my own home, my..
own manor, in Cotswold.  The dealer from

whom I bought my furnitire has vanned
it down, and tells me it has been installed

safely. '

As usual, I left Cotswold 'without‘. think-
ing of everything. It dawned on me last.
week that I had forgotten to get some help.
A housekeeper-cook, and a man to help me
around the estate. I wrote to Peabody, but
he replied rather cuttly that he could not

‘find anyone .in Cotswold-cum-leigh. I

guess I was wrong about Peabody. Essen-
tially, he is just like any American realtor.
His interest in the property and ‘in my-
self ended abruptly when I became lessec.

T shall have to look up help: for myself

while I am here in Foggytown-on-the-
Thames,

London Arms

h March 30tk

MY LUCK is holding out. |
"At an employment agency, - this
morning, I found just what I was looking
for—a family of three, who will serve as

' my servants at Anston Hollow.
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Their name is Dolphin The father,
Josh Dolphin, was a top-sergeant in the
B. E. F. during the World War. Once an
ostler, he has been down on his luck since
the Deptession put the era of expensive
stables to an end. He is strong, ruddy,
" and able. He'll make an excellent gar-
dener and handy man if I know anything
about human nature—and I think I do.

His wife, Martha, s a plump, pretty,

fortyish woman with a quick wit and.

quicker tongue. She will be housekeeper
and cook, while the daughter, Belle, will
act as maid. Belle may prove 2 bit of a
problem. She is a pretty girl and, I am
afraid, rather too lively for the rural life.
She is fond of dancing and music-halls,
and protested strenuously against her
father’s decision to move to the country

with me. But he is very much the head of

his house, and silenced her with one sharp
word and a raised arm.

They are going down on the train to-
night to open the house and get it ready.
[ bave scveral things to do yet. If I can
swing it, I want to get a dictaphone. Then
there are a few things I want to look up at
the London Library before the country
closes outside sovirces of information to
me, and 1 am immured within the circle
of my own thoughts.

Anston Hollow

March 315t

AM amazed! Amazed and charmed
-and pleased. From the beginning, I

knew that Anston Hollow was the ansiwer

to my desires, but it was not until I ar-

rived here this morning and saw it in its

refreshened guise that I realized how per-

fectly wonderful it was!

The roof has. been reshingled and
painted deep forest green; a green that
blends superbly with the copse adjoining.
Doors and shutters have been pamted to
match, while the body of the house is 2
bright, cheery white,

A small guestroom was torn out, and
modern plumbing installed. I have a 20th
Century shower in a room that still bears
echoes of the splashing of kettlesful of
hot water being poured into a wooden
cask. |

Another smaller bath has been instalied
in the rooms set aside for Dolphin and
his family, I could afford to be prodigal
with space. There are eight huge rooms
on the ground floor of the manor house;

six bedrooms and two baths upstairs, and

a spacious attic. 1 have given Dolphin
complete run of a three-room suite at the
back of the house. My.only demand of
him is that he serve me well, keep the
grounds in condition, and do not distutb
me when I am working.

As to working——well, If T ever get over
the novelty of being “landed gentry,” I
shall work in the library. There are wide,
airy casement windows 1n there; opening
out to the green patch which 1s my own
private “woods.” \ |

When I reached the house, I fﬂund a
throng gathered. A thost unusual sight
in this placid, incurious neighborhood.
Dolphin, making himself at home swiftly,
was already at work on the lawn with
grass-cutter and trowel. I could see Martha
pinning up curtains at an upstairs window.
After paying off the cabby who had driven
me from the statmn I started up to- the
house.

The crowd was making strange, mum-
bling little sounds. Not threats, or any-
thing like that. Just incoherent sounds of
disapproval. I thought I knew why. They

resented the fact of an American—a for-

eigner—having taken over one of their
old landmarks. I decided to assure them,
immediately, that everything was all right;
that the place was in good hands; that I
would maké no further efforts to modern-
ize the place. I said, tuming to them:

“My name is Peter Chandler, We are
now neighbors; I hope we will also become
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friends. I want you to believe that I am
as proud of Anston Hollow-as you are, and

will do &verythmg in my power to Pre-'

serve it as'a part of a lovely community.”

- It was a rather stilted, Vicar-of-Wake-
fieldish thing to say, and I felt silly saying
t.. But I knew that, speaking to these

people, I would have to speak their lans

guage.

My words mpressedw them. Several
nodded approvingly, and a little hum ran
through the assemblage. Then the leader
of the group, an old gaffer of unguessable
age, hobbled forward on his crutches and

' p1ped

“We ain't worrit aboot that, Mr, Chan-- '

‘dler.” Whut we wants t knaow is—be-ye
of a ‘quisitive nat're?”

I smothered a smile. It seemed that the

old gaﬁer was of a somewhat “inquisitive.

nature” himself. 'But I said, quietly.

“Not unduly so, sir, At least, I hope
n{::t ] |

“Very good then,” he said, mollified.

“It don’t do f't’'t" be too quisitive at

“Anston Holler. Ye’ll dc: well £ remembetr
that, young man.” |
And with this cryptic utterance he

stepped back to join his friends. One by.

one, they drifted away. I watched the
last of them trudgé down the road toward
town; thenh went on up to the house. My
house. *

So that was my “official welcome” to

Anston Hollow. A warning against curi-

osity. ‘I wonder what it meant? Why, of
all things my new neighbors mZght have
asked me, did they want to know if I wete
of a
be well to write and ask Brannock. He
understands the 1nmlved psychology of
these natives. . . «
| | Amtaﬂ Hollow
April 3ra
GUESS I won't have to write Brannock,
;after all. I am beginning to realize,
without his help, why anyone with an in-

rounded, instead of straight.

. marked thel

‘quisitive nat’re”? Perhaps it would ..

kind, " It mtngues me.
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quisitive nature would be a nuisance to
the good people of Cotswold-cum-leigh.
Possibly not only a nuisance, but an out-
and-out menace! -

 Brannock's warning was right. ‘There
is a sinister atmosphere about Anston Hol- .
low. 'And 1 think I know why! = The

house in which I Iive has been the scene of

~ violent death!"

The signs are unnustakable. In the fiv-
ing hall, Jos Dolphin and I were sand.mg
down the painted oak flooring, It is
marvelous floor, incidentally. Puucheﬂn
boards, skewer-pegged. I have seen lesser
examples of Seventeenth Century carpentry
go under the auction hammer in America
for hundreds of dollars. Well, just be-
fore the fireplace—-a massive gash of block .
limestone—we found, carefully painted
over, stains that could be ﬂnly one thing.

- Dried blood!.

Not ‘only that, but stamped or ham-
mered into 'the wood beneath thé -ugly
blotches were a series of overlapping, in-
terlocking symbols! A stamping of the
letter M—only the edges of the letter were
A sort of
a monogram, so to speak.

I wonder if these things are coincidental,:
or if the former master of Anston Hollow
was a sadistic murderer, who, after killing,

scene of his Cfime with his
initial? -

It is an eerie question. The sight of the
stain set my.nerves quite on'edge. I have
not been able to work tﬂday I have felt
again that strange, creeping scnsation of
hortors unseen that I felt before in the
Cotswold inn. I must try to win the con-
fidence of the townsfolk; get them to tell
me what happened here at Anston Hollow
years ago. There is a mystery of some

Ansion Hollow

= 4 April 5ih
Well, 1 am at work at last. I have
sketclied out the rough outline for my new
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novel, and it Jooks good. This is 2 fine
place for creative work. Bright, sunny,
cheerful. When I look out my study
window, I see that the saplings are fresh

with tender green bud. Spring is coming

in. I know now the meaning of Brown-
ing’s panegyric, “Ah, to be in England!
Now that April’'s here—"

I have set Dolphin to clearing the un-
derbrush out of the copse. The rank
growth must not be permitted to throttle
the young spring flowers.

Anston Hollow
April Gth

BLESS us, I.am going back to the days
of my elders!

INo more of this soft, chemically treatecl
town water for me—if the chemist’s re-
port 1s good. While cdlearing the copse,
yesterday, Dolphin discovered a well! A
real, honest-to-goodness, old-fashioned
well, —

How long ago it was dug, heaven only
knows. Dolphin thought, at first, it was
a_qairn—or perhaps even a dolmen. He

came racing 1o to my study, excited, to tell

me about it. .

“If it's a dolmen, Mr. Chandler,” he
puffed, “it’s a valyble thing! Them archy
—arky-something puﬁessors at the Moo-
seum study dolmens.”

I shared his excitement, and slung m}r
Leica about my neck before going out to
see his disc«:wery But it was not a dol-
men.

The rocks were pﬂed too irregularly;
too haphazardly. And there were too

many of them. They covered more than

ten square yards.

I snapped a few pictures of it; then we
began to excavate carefully. That was
when we Jearned we had a well. A fine,
deep one, too. The parapet had been
broken down, and a sheet-metal casing,
rusty with age, was held flat over the top
by the ummense pile of rocks—but after

‘ment Gypsies favor.

9

we got these off we looked down to a
bubbling, black expanse of water.

That is, I looked down. The sun was
almost directly overhead. T could see my
own face—or a distorted parody of it—
peering back at me from the turgid depths.
I smiled and the mirrored image shim-

mered and grimaced back. I furned to
Dolphin delightedly. v
“Dolmens be damned!” 1 said. “This

is better yet; a2 well! Just what we needed
to put the rustic touch to Anston. Do we
have a bucket in the house, Dolphin?”

Dolphin said yes, we had, but advised
against drinking from the well. “They
must of been some reason for boardin’ it
hup,” he said. “Could be the water’s not
good.” " . |

He was obviously right. However, we
did get a pail, and did take a sample of
the water. "I have sent it to London for
analysis. I hope it proves pure.

| Later
I have given Dolphin a shotgun and
sent him out to order the trespassers off my
property. As we were returning to the
house, after opening the well, T heatd the
sound of music from the woods. Gypsies,
no doubt. I recognized their peculiar
sharp-and-flat piping airs. I will not have
my estate trampled by vagabonds.

Anston Hollow
April 7th

I did not sleep well last nmight. ‘Those
Gypsies must be having one of their fes-
tivals. They kept the entire night alive
with their damned music. Perhaps lack
of sleep had put me in a hypercritical state
of mind. It really is good music I sup-
pose. - But so confoundedly, everlastingly
melancholy!

In the evemng, it was not so bad. Just
this single  piper, blowing softly on his
flute, or whatever derivation of that instru-
But after dark, it
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became increasingly annofing. More in-
sttuments joined in, and more and more,
until it sounded like a whole, damned off-

key symphony. The most pleading, most
sorrowful, weudest music that I ever
- heard..

Even the amma]s were disturbed by it.
From the cottage of Matthews, my nearest
neighbor, half a mile down toward" town,
[ heard dogs barking. - Howling, rather.
Along about the dawn, thete was one
final, triumphant burst of melody. On
the crest of a single, sobbing, wretched
note that sounded like a lost-soul wailing
in torment, the music stopped." I -finally
got to sleep.

It 1s annoying, but I fear there is noth-
ing 1 can do. The Gypsies are not on my
cstate.. Dolphin combed the grounds
thoroughly yestcrday afternoon, and saw
neither hide nor hair of them,

2 P.M.

, mmf:bud}r seemed to like last
| night’s concert, At lunch, Belle,

who was serving me, asked:
“"Were you listenin’ to the wireless last
night, Mr. Peter?”
I said, "Why? Did you hear the music?”
Her eyes lighted ecstatically. She said,
AGW, yes! Wasn't it wunderful, sur?”

“If you llke that kind of music, I sup-
pose it was,” I told het. "It wasn't the
. wireless, though. lt was Gypsies camped
somewhere around.”

She said, “Gypsies—aaouw!” Then,
staunchly, “'Just the same, it was thuril-
lin' music!”

Nevertheless, 1 don't intend to spend
another sleepless night, just for the sake
of entertaining my maid. Maybe the
Gypsies, are camped on Matthews’ cstate?

No report from London yet

Anston Hollow
April 8th
{ am lving next to a madman.

WEIRD TALES

I made a neighborly call on Matthews
last night. It was my intention to ask if he
had permitted the Gypsies the use of his
grounds, but I ‘had" scarcely made the

opening ‘gambit 1n our conversation when

he said: =
"Gypsies, Mr. Chandler’ Whut do y’

mean?’

[ said, "The music last mght Certainly

you heard it?"”

His rheumy old eyes w1dened gllttered

yellowly. He said, “Moosic?”

“Yes. Like flutes. Or fifes.
founded wind instrument.”

He squealed ltke a stricken plg He
shrilled,

“Flutes! Pipes, you mean' You feol
you been peekin’ beyond!”

I said, gruffly, “Talk scénse, man! What
do’ you mean———peekm beyond3 I just
asked you about the—" |

-He started to crowd.me, st1ﬁ"-armed to-

Some con-

-ward the door.

"Go away!” he squealed. "Go away,
before you bring it here! Go!”

He shoved me, still ‘too confused to do
anything but retreat, PfGtESt ng, out the
door. |

I heard the key twrn in the lﬂcL then
the jar of wood on wood as he rammed the
heavy super-brace into plate. 1 turned
and strode home angrily.

The piping—now that I tth of it, it
does sound more like pipes than fAutes—
had started. 1 heard it in the woods
around me as'1 walked home. It.did not
seem to originate from any one ditection.
The wind was light; almost still. I sup-
pose-that is why it seemed that the music
sprang from all about; from the woods,

from the darkened pasLurelands from the

very. tops of the trees. .

It was louder tonight; louder, shriller;
more persmtent[}r callmg Therefore mote
annoying.

Tomorrow I will go into town and ask
someone what it all means.
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Anston Hollow

April 9th

?-ETHIS is becaming unbearable. Last

night, once again, I tossed restlessly,

unable to sleep because of that blasted

cacaphony of woodwinds. This morning

1 awoke, red-eyed, still weary, to discover

that during the night some fool had et his

flock break its barriers and-overrun my
beautiful lawn.

My carefully nurtured sward is chopped
and gnarled a hundred times with the
hoofprints of sheep Damn it! After
breakfast 1 am going to town and raise
a bit of hell!

Later

Whﬂt Is the matter in Cotswold-cum-
leigh? Matthews has preceded me, has
spread some deceitful lie which has made
me an outcast and a pariah,

There are never many people on the
main thoroughfare of the tiny village, But
today there was no one at all. Not even a
housewife, shopping. Not even a cartér,
flogging his reluctant nag along the rough
cobbles. Not even a youngster; and Cots-
wold is, if nothing else, prolific in the
creation of offspring.

Everywherc 1 went in town, I found
closed doors and shuttered windows, from
behind which pallid faces peered out at
me anxiously. The tradesmen’s shops
were muted beehives, into which stole fur-
tive customers. Only the Inn retained a
vestige of its former activity, but here, too,
I found that ait of frozen speculation;
fearful anticipation. -

I dropped into the public room for a
glass of beer; asked the innkeeper if he
had seen Matthews. He hadn’t. I then
asked if anyone in town had complained
about the Gypsy music. For some strange
teason, my question seemed to throw him
into a spell of mortal terror. He thrust
my beer at me with shaking hands, turned
without waiting for my tuppence, and ran
from the room.

Only one other was in the room beside
myself. The old gaffer who had accosted
me with that odd query the first day I

moved into. my new home.

I shifted my questioning to him, but got
only vague answers. Yus, he had heard
_the moosic. Aye, he kenned its nat’re—
didn’t 1?7 Naw, there was no need o' his
tellin’ me who or whut caused it. Who -
should know better than I?

I said, angrily, “Now, see here, ﬂld
man, this is a bit too thick! I swear I
know nothing. about that music; not as
much as yox seem to. There’s no rea-
son for malﬂng me—"

“I warnt ¥e, " he cackled,
tiveness.” |

“But, good Lord!” I raged, "I think I
have a right to be inquisitive now. My
sleep is disturbed by music. And no one
will tell me who's responsible for it. My
estate has been overrun with sheep; my
lawn clawed up—"

“Sheep?'” he interrupted.

“Yeas
He rose to his feet: hobbled to the doar.

He looked back over his shoulder.

"Ye might look again, stranger,” he
said, “Could be them ain’t sheep-prints.
Maybe—goats?”" |

“There are no goat herds in Cotswold!™
I stormed. I was talkmg to thm air. He
was gone.

"aginst 'quisi-

Now I am back at ‘my desk, trying to
coricentrate on my novel. ~I am halfway
through Chapter One. The writing is the
worst I have ever done. And no wonder.
I can’t even hear myself think, It is still
daylight, lacking some hours to dusk, yet
already the piping has begun. It sounds
distant; haunting, There is something
eerie about the Romany themes. They seem
to promise something; something which is
indefinable; far away, yet shudderingly
near, The music swells and fades with
the soft swirlings of the wind. It beckons,
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yet at the same time repels. It makes me

think of things in my past that would be

better unremembered. Of exotic delights

once tasted, never forgotten. Of frag- -~

ments of dreams, lingering on in the soft
melancholy of semi-wakefulness.

I do not like it. It disturbs me. -

Anston Hollow

Aprid 10th

| THE sheep, or goats, or whatever they

are, trampled my lawn again last night.

I know they did, because poor old Dolphin

worked like a dog all day yesterday re-

pairing the damage done on their first visit.

It is a shame,.
crime! |
It must not happen agmn

a wire fence around the sward.

Dolphin ‘is worried. He is afraid Belle

is not very well.

bitterly at being incarcerated here in the

country; far from the press and bustle of -

London crowds. Now she has become
moody, self-contained, sensitive. He is
afraid she will do somethm g rash; run
away from here.

Martha is nervous, too. There are cir-
cles under her eyes. I fear this nocturnal
music is turning us all into neurotics.

Why do I complain like this, when all

Worse than that; it is a,

I will put

!
¥

At first she complained

the world outside is. wakening with spring?

The early flowers are bursting into bloom,;
the trees are now freshly garbed, and deli-
cately, in. their first, yellow-green finery.
The soft winds whisper that spring has
come at last; that the slumber of dull win-
ter has come to an end. There is an added
warmth to the kiss of the sun; new sparkle

to the morning dew; dainty fragrance in~

the scent of grﬂwmg things. "Even the

distant piping seems a part of the loveli-

€SS,

I feel an almost pagan desire to go
native, To strip off my garments; go roll
myself on the green grass; ‘tossing, tum-
bling, kissing the verdant earth,

. was too great for her,

WEIRD TALES

Anston Hollow
| April 12th
TH]S is a-day of dmappomtments
| This morning’s mail brought a com-
munication from the London analyst. The
water sample from my well, he tells me,
is pure enough—but not drinkable. It is
high in sulphur content. I am sorry about
this.

But I have not given up all hope..
There must be a mistake somewhere; 1

. never heard of any sulphur deposits in this

part of England. My encyclopedia is an
ally in this belief. -1 am taking a fresh
sample, and shall -send it to anothet.
chemist.

.Dolphin and Martha have suffered a dis- |
couragement of even- greater scope than
my own. For the past few days, Belle has
been acting. moodily. This morning we
woke to find that she has left us—gone,
presumably, back to London. .

When or how she left, we have no way
of knowing. It must have been sometime
during the night. The lure of London life
She 'did not even
take her wardrobe; merely the clothes she
was wearing, Dolphin thinks she plans to

stay with her Aunt Cora, in Kensington. I

wrote the aunt, at his request, this morn-
ing, asking her to communicate with us as
soon as Belle arrives, |

Dolphin is quite broken up 3bﬂut it, and
apologetic, too. I'have told him not to be
concerned.

We can ma.nage all right without Belle,
and if she is happier in the city, that is the
place for her.

Disappointment uumber three is the fail--
ure of that new fence to keep out the
night-roving herds. My once prized lawn
is a disgrace. Sheep or goats, I shall put
an end to it soon. Beginning tomorrow
night, Dolphin and I shall begin to take
turns guarding the estate, A few well-

placed shot would discourage that grazing
herd, I think. |
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Anston Hollow
April 13tn
HE nocturnal music seems to be closer

- to the house.
to see whether the intruders have, by any
chance, moved onto our property.

No news from London regarding Belle.

Anston Hollow
o April 14th
E HAVE found Belle!

She did not go to London, after
all. She did not go for a very good reason.
Because the poor girl is dead!

Let me begin at the beginning, Last
night, Dolphin and I kept watch over the
estate, so we might frighten off the herds

that have been using our lawn as a grazing -

pasture, It was agreed that I should keep
the first watch, from 10 to 1, and Dolphin
was to spell me at one o clock

Nothing happened during my “watch.”

I sat with shotgun across my knees, flash:
light ready, almost hoping to get a crack at
that wandering herd. The night was pleas-
antly warm. The music from the woods
—strange that one cannot tell just which
direction. it comes from!—was louder,

more giddy, than I have ever heard it be-

fore.
It enraged me, yet at the same time
cast a spell over me: a weird enticement,
But nothing happened. And at one
o'clock, Dolphin relieved me, and I went

in to bed.
It was three hours later that I was rudely

awakened. The sound of a shotgun’s belch-
ing exploston hammered me into conscious-
ness; Dolphin’s angry cry from the porch.
I leaped into dressing gown and bwuiraches
and ran out. Jos was racing across the
lawn in futile pursuit of a dim, blackish
shape I could barely determine.

I ran after him, only half aware; in my
excitement, that the everlasting piping had
ceased; that a brooding stillness hovered
over Anston Hollow. I am faster on my

Dolphin and I are going

the eastern horizon.
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He has cause to be

grateful for that. I caught him at the
very brink of the chalk-pit. Another step
or two, and he would have plunged head-
long into the depths of the rubble-strewn
pit! |

I clutched his shoulder ard swung him

around, _
“Look out, you 1d10t' I yelled. "Do

you see where you were golng?"
He saw; then, and shuddered. The' ex-

pression of eager intensity faded from his

feet than Dol phin.

‘face; was replaced with one of sudden fear.

“Gorblimee!” he muttered. “Gorbli-
mee! 1 didn't see it, Mr. Peter, Thankee
kindly.” Then, wrathfully, “1 didn't even
touch the thing, did I?”

“Evidently not,” I said. "The thing?
What was it? A sheep? A gi::-,fslt?’I Was
there only one of them?”

“Nay, zur. . They was more than just the
one, but the one I was a-chasin’ was the
bellwether o' the lot. It—" He looked
at me half fearfully. “It looked a bit like
a booman, Mr. Peter!” =

“Ridiculous!” I snapped. “You couldn’t
see it very plainly in the darkness. But
where did it go It must have fallen down

here somewhere—"
I flashed my four-celled light into the

" pit; swung it from side to side. Nothing

stirred. Then— |

“Back there, zur!” cried Dolphin, “Left
a bit more! There—what's that?” -

I knew all too well. I snapped off the
light swiftly and said, “Dolphin, perhaps
you'd better go back to—"

But he, too, had seen that crumpled fig-
ure sprawling at the base of the cliff. He
clutched my arm agonizedly.

"Belle!” he choked. "My God, zur!
Belle!” And his voice broke.

I could not console him with words. A
fine, salmon-edged sliver of light creased
The dawn. 1 said,
slowly, “I'm going down. Do you want
to come?”
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PICKED our way down the decliv-

ity; careful not to share the fate of

the unfortunate girl. I had tormenting

visions of her lying there for minutes . . .

hours, maybe . . . screaming hopelessly to

- ears that heard not. But when we reached
her side, this added reproachment faded.

“She did not suffer, Dolphin,” I said.
"Death struck instantly.”

It was small consolation, but it was all
I could say. Het body was bruised,
crushed, broken in a hundred places. An
arm was glued stiffly before her eyes, as if
in that last, dreadful moment, when she
had felt herself hurtling downward, she
had tried to screen from her sight those
jagged shards.

Her body lay half in, half out, of one
of those slaty puddles of stagnant.water.
Had she not been killed instantly, she
would have drowned, anyway. But there
had been' no time for that. There was
a mask of frozen horror on her face; the
foreknowledge of approaching death. Not
the patient resignation carven on the vis-
age of a drowned person.

Dolphin collapsed, whimpering, ovet
her body. Heartbroken, he ‘keened, over

and over again, "My daughter! Belle!
An’ I was angered at her. -God, forgive
me—"

Gently, I drew him away. “'Come,” I
said. "We must leave her here till we
call the authorities,” |

He came to his feet brokenly. As we

started back up the incline, he looked back
once more.

“Aye, leave her so. She loved ﬂowers
It is a fitting grave for her.”

I had hardly noticed it before, Now I
saw that where she had fallen, the bot-
tom of the chalk quarry was a jungle of
riotous blossom. Great, creamy white
flowers with crimson hearts; lilting, danc-
ing, swaying in the dawn breeze. Some-

how they reminded me of Belle herself.

Her soft, white skin was the colot of their

WEIRD TALES

petals; her sfniling lips the color of their
hearts. Their impudent dancmg was her
own impertinent little walk
o Later .
"HAVE never seen a woman so bowed
with grief as the mother of Belle. Dol-
phin could not summon the courage to .
tell his wife of the girl’s death, so asked me
to do it. I broke the sad news as gently
is possible. Her eyes widened, but she
said not a word. For a moment she stared
at me, through me, as if she was listen-
ing to someone speak from miles away.
A glazed look crept into her eyes. She

tutned, and without a single word, left me.
I hope time will assuage her grief, - She

_is a young and attractive: woman herself.

Pretty, too, in a comfortable, buxom way. -
Her life lies before her, if this grief does

'not destroy it of all meaning. .

-my library. .
not work—not after what 1 had seen.

s

‘ Later

IT IS not enough that my. work should

be disturbed by a tragedy. I must also

listen to zany prattling from one who

should, by virtue of his training and his
cloth, know better!

The constable came, mspected Belle’s
body, and certified death by accident. She
had been brought to the house. An hour
ago, the priest came from town to admin-
ister the last rites of the Church.

When he had fintshed, he sought me in
I welcomed him. I could

“My son,” he said as soon as we were

. -alﬂne, "I come to give you a grave warn-

.ing.”

‘“Yes, Father?” |

"It is my advice,” he said weightily,
“that you pack and’ leave Anston Hollow
immediately.”
The only logic I could find in his words
was incomprehensible,
“But surely,” I said, “you don't think
the townsfolk will hold me responsible for
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Belle Dolphin’s death?
understand you.”

"Sometimes I don’t quite understand
myself, my son. No—you are not re-
sponsible for the girl’s death. Not in the
usual sense. But in a deeper sense—per-
haps you are.”

“What do you mean?”

He paused between sentences, choosing
his_ words with extreme care. The sun-
- light, slanting through the casement,
Iimned his face with strange light. As if
musing, he said:

“This is not a good house to live in, my
son. There are sinister forces at work In
Anston Hollow,"” ‘_

Sinister forces. His words were reminjs-
cent of the warning of Brannock; of the
cackling of the old gaffer at the inn. I re-
membered that which 1 had discovered
earlier,

“There is some truth to what you say,
Father, If old sins can cause a house to
become evil, there may be evildess here.

Father, I don’t

I found evidences of a murder in the living-

hall. -Tell me about it. Who did it, and
when did it happen?”

“It happened many, many years ago.
Before you were born, and before your
father was born. But the town has oot
‘forgotten.” He looked at me oddly. "I
was not alive myself when it happened,
my son. But I have read the—accounts.
And they say it was not done by a person,
but ‘by—something from Outside!”

“Something from—" 1 stopped, frown-
ing. “Excuse me, Father, but I am aston-
ished at yox, a man of the Church, even
daring to recognize the existence of super-
natural forces. You who believe in a su-
preme, kindly God!”

“A kindly God, yes. But that man is a
fool . who does not recognize, also, that
there were other gods, less kindly, who

" ruled the earth before—"

I know 1 looked shocked.
“Father!” -

"I said,

‘ways.'
drive me out”of Cotswold, just because 1

"I am an old-man, my son. 1 do not
profess to a great knowledge. Soon, per-
haps I shall learn the truth of these mys-
teries. But this I -do know—that even
God has his enemies, Faith and truth and
light have banished many of them from
the earth. But there are still Gateways—"

_He looked af me with sombre eyes.

“Gateways through which they may pass,
if these Gateways are opened.

"Once before, years ago, a Gateway was
opened here at ‘Anston Hollow. A god,
an evil god whose very name would defile
my lips, came through to claim his de-
voirs. And I fear that now, once agam
the Gateway has been opened for him,”

I sprang to my feet.

“This is 2 madman’s conversation!” [
stormed. “There were no barred doors or
locked windows at Anston Hollow when
I moved in. 1 .have opened no ‘Gate-
This is all part of a conspiracy to

A foreigner. 1 blush
Because you have be-

am an American,

for you, Father.

trayed your cloth. And now, I bid you

good day!”

He rose resignedly. “Very well, my
son. Peacel”

He left. And a good thing, too. Iam

writing this in a storm of indignation.
For tuppence, I'd write a snappy note to
the Bishop; tell him the kind of subtleties
to which this two-bit parish priest has de-
scended. Men like him are a disgrace to
the Church, . .

Anston Hollow

Midnight

E HAVE ta.ken two sleeping powders,
and am waltmg for them to take effect.

Until they do, I will write for a while. -

It is midnight, and outside the moon is
overcast with scudding clouds that drift
across its sullen face like ghostly fingets.
The still night air is sodden with mystery;.
a sense of indefinable terror, I suppose
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this is because I, civilized being though
[ am, cannot help remembering there lies
in th1s house a corpse. .

Why is it that we, the living, have so
great fear of the harmless dead? So thin
2 barrier lies between Being and Non-
being. One moment we kiss, and laugh,
and talk; love and are loved. Then a mo-
ment of sharp pain—a wrench—a break-
ing of the silver cord. The face of the
loved one pales; the body stiffens. Some-
thing steals from the clammy flesh—and

something new and strange and hotrible

creeps- into that grim habitation. . . .

Good! I yawned! 1 will sleep soon.
I will sleep, and forget all about that ac-
cursed piping that skirls across the woods
and lawns with such interminable per-
sistence,

Thete is a new, strange sound to that
piping tonight. A sound . that is almost
like a human voice, raised in mingled an-
guish and -ecstasy. The death of poor
Belle has affected me more than 1 real-
ized. It is as though the pipes had stolen
her voice . . . as though it were she who
sang that melanchol}r tune that fills the
night. ,

Too t1rec1 to write any more.
- sleep now. . ..

Must

'._.—'r

Anston Hollow
' - April 16th

WAS afraid of this!

Martha has become deranged by het
daughters iragic death. At least, that is
our fear. Dolphin came in to wake me
- this'morning, petrified with despair. Dur-
ing the night he had heard nothing, but
this morning Martha was gone.

We searched for her. She is nowhere
to be found—but we found evidence of
one_place she had been. The quarry in
which Belle's broken body lay.
kerchief and her shoes were there, Marks
of her feet and hands. And—

Those flowers; those lovely, unusual

Martha’s

blossoms which nature had generously
strewn upon poor Belle's untimely tomb,
were broken! Their withered heads lay
curling on the ground. Their dried stalks
drooped. Those firm, slender, dancing

~stems that had borne. the blossoms so

proudly, had been hacked OE and carried
away.

This 1s dreadful, A rnad woman; shoe-
less, and half-naked (we found her skist
at the base of the chalk-pit) must be wan-
dering somewhere about the countryside,
clutching a pitiful handful of withered
stems, 1 have asked the police to look for

her; to treat her with all gentleness when
they find her.

Anston Hollow

April 16th

HEY have found Martha. Her body,

rather. For poor Martha's soul has

gone to join that of her daughter in the
the world beyond.-

A search party found her lying in the
woods beyond our house. Perhaps it 1s
better, after all, that she was dead—for she
was clearly insane. She had stripped off
the last vestige of her clothing, and when
found, was lying face downward in a fra-
grant patch of sweet spring flowers, as
thou gh trying to crush the loveliness to her
breast in her last, sad farewell.

‘The cause of death is uncertain. There

_were bruises on her throat and breasts, and

a fixed stare of torment on her lips. There-
was a loose, rolling bit of rotten wood
near one foot; a blue contusion on her
forehead, The coroner suggests that in

‘her delirnim she may have slipped on this

piece of wood, fallen, and caused internal
injuries.

We do not know. They ate going to
perform an autopsy to find out. Mean-
while, I have suggested to Dolphin that

. he go back to London; try to forget these

horrible events. His grief is dreadful %o
behold. - He pulled away angrily when I
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suggested London to him, swore he would
not go, shook his fist at the trees, at the

woods, at the sky.
“It was the Thing that killed them!” he

raged. “Now I see it all. The music. ..
the prints . . . the flowers, ., .”

I soothed his babbling as well as I could.
I know how he feels. That everlasting mu-
sic is becoming unendurable. And those
sheep—or goats. But he should not blame
his woes on unavoidable things like—

The flowers? It is strange that both
women should be found lying amidst flow-
ers, isn't 1t7 But no! It is sheerly co-
incidental. The flowers were not the same
kind. - Those in which we found poor
Martha were fleshier, golden-tinted, full-
blossomed. Mature, robust-looking plaats.

Like Martha herself,

Anston Hollow

7 P. M.

JOS has taken my shotgun and gone into

the woods. I do not know what he
means to do. I fear for him.

Later -

TF 1 COULD only do something! I sit

here, wondering and waiting. . The

piping is stronger now. - It always becomes
more heady, more intoxicating, as dusk
" gives way to darkness, and the false shad-
ows of twilight are replaced by the silver-
tendriled ekings of the moon.

I wonder if Jos—

What was that? Was it a shot?

I must seel If anything happened to
Jos—

Anston Hollow

April 17th

E AI\'I beginning -to see it all now. Jos
was right. I did not understand what he
-meant when he said that all things tied
together, the music, the prints, the flow-
ers—

Those Gypsies! Wherever they are—

87

I have never been able to locate their camp
—they are the ones responsible for the
deaths of Belle and Martha. And now-—
osl

‘ It was a shot I heard last night. I ran
out in the direction whence it had sounded,

carrying a revolver, In the woods, not.
fifty feet from where we had found Mar-
tha’s body, I found Jos. Or what re-

mained of him.
It was dreadful! He had been beaten

to death; literally clubbed to a pulp. As
if some huge, demoniac monster had de-
liberately trampled him under horrendous
hooves. Even his face was mashed to a
bloody, unrecognizable mask. But in one
crushed hand he still clutched my shot-
gun—from which a single shell had been
fired!

Fa

UT it was no monster, It was those
Gypsies. I know I am right. Who

else would play, play, play that sad, heart-
piercing music all evening and all n1ght7’
Who else owns herds unregstered in the
neighborhood stock farms? Who else
would choose the final, sadistic mockery of
throwing the bodies of the women they

" had ravaged; the man they had brutally

slain, into lovely swells of- beauty? For
Dolphin’s body, too, lay amongst flowers.
Stiff, bristling fern; staunch and unyield-
ing as a rulittaman—

Militiaman?

Enough of this! T know now. I am
going into- town; insist that these mur-
deters be tracked down; their dastardly
deeds be avenged.

Later
HAT is this? Am I the only person
in a deserted wvillage?

Shortly after making my last entry, T
walked into Cotswold-cum-leigh. And—
there is no one there! The hamlet is a
ghost town. ~ Doors are locked; shutters
are up and barred; the very cobbles echoed
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hollowly to my footsteps. There was not
a living human in sight. Only a few stray
dogs and cats that shifted away from me
restively, uneasily, as 1 went by them,
No birds are singing in the larches; no
cattle low in the pasture lands. There are
signs of a hasty exodus from the town.
Tire marks on the side lancs, bits of drap-

ery and linen scuffed in the dust as though-

kicked there and forgotten by people flee-
ing in haste.

I tried to find a phone.
breaking into someone'’s house forcibly, I -
could not do so . -So I am back at Anston
Hollow, wondering . . . wondering, . . .

There is something strange going on.
I know why I saw no animals in Cotswold.

They are all here, on my grounds. Cows,

sheep, cocks. . .

. even the normally wild

denizens of the forests seem to have chosen

this as a meeting place for some mad
ritual of their own!

On the way home I passed at arm’s
length by a fawn, a soft-eyed, light-footed

creature of beautifully mottled dun and -
He

brown., He did not flinch from me,
did not even seem to notice me. He- was
walking slowly, as though hypnotized, as
~ though transfixed by wonderment, toward
the woods that abut my estate,

There was a weasel, toa. Rabbits, squj.r-‘

rels, chipmunks. All bound, as though
magnetically attracted, to the same spot.
To some secret Sabbath of the beasts. . . .

I hear footsteps outside! I almost cried
aloud my joy to hear them. It is the priest,
head bowed, plodding up my gravel walk.
Then I am not alone . . . not alone, .

I must get .control of my emutwns be-
- fore he arrives.. This music . . . this ever-

lastmg, piercing-sweet, allurmg damn mu-

SIC . has been thrc:bbmg 1n my bram
with' the soft, caressing fingers of ‘a siren.
And—] confess it now—I have been
afraid. Horribly afeaid.

But short of

He knocks on the dmr I must let him

in-'ll'

Later-

MUST not write this! |

1If ever it is found, it will hang me.
Later on, when all this madness is for-
gotten, my own words will destroy me—
Destroy me? I am already destroyed. It
does not make any difference, now, whether
I write or not. I might as well make my

narrative complete. .

THE priest came with a warning. But

this time, also, he came with Prmfs
With letters. Wlth records. With the
faded remnants of a journal not unlike that
which I am keeping now. After his greet-
ing, -he handed these to me s:lently He
said only, “Read, my son.’

I read. And learned the explanation,
the reason, for all that which has been.
I turned to him at last with frightened
eyes. |

“Can—can this be true?” I choked.

He nodded slowly.

“All too true, my .son.. This is evil we
combat; fearful evil from ages long past.
You have opened the Gateway to free that
— Certain One—" He crossed himself
piously. “INow it must be closed again,
before the shire falls beneath the thunder-

ous-hooves of the Evil One.”

I cried, "But there was no Gatéway,
Father! I swear to you, I opened no—"

Then my eyes jolted wide. My nervous
fingers plucked at a letter on my desk.” I
saw it, and gasped. The letter was from
my London chemist. I said: ,

“No! I see, now! There #s a Gate-
way! Dalphm and I -did open it! The
well!”

“The well?” |

“In the woods. Come—"

Together we left the house, crossed the
level patch of sward, entered the cool
serenity of the woods. It was still broad
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daylight, but the sun was beginning to
glow more redly in the ‘last, ruby riposte
that pierces the canvas of the sky ere night
darkens all. The trees above us soughed
and lamented. Soft footsteps sounded
about us. There were curious flutterings
in the patchwork of the boughs, A mon-
grel cur brushed blindly by us, unseeing;
beckoned beyond by the endless piping
now distant in the woods.

We reached the well. 1 point at it.

“Here!” I cried. “Here is the Gateway.
We opened it in all innocence, Dolphin
and I. And now it has allowed Him to
come through. He—"

“Say not His name!” The father barked
the words. Then, more gently, “Men in
common circumstance may call upon His
name, my son, and fear no reprisal. But
here, in His very sanctuary.” He shook
his head. ™. . . it were better to refuse
bim entirely. Come, let us work.”

He bent to the task. He was an old
man, white with age, but strong in the love
of good. He helped me tug the iron plat-
ing back over the mouth of the Gateway,
We got it halfway over; stopped for a

breath. .

I do not know what madness seized me
then. I know, only, that the sun was be-
ginning to fade behind the hills and that
darkness stole into the tiny grove on
ghostly feet. And that the piping, which
had been far away, grew closer. Grew
closer and ever closer: until its madness

was smgmg in my brain; churnmg through

my veins like tiny bubbles of j joy.

I felt an overwhelming desire to stop
work; not just for now, but for all time.
A gloating, hideous little voice within me
.seemed to bid, "Rest. Rest and play.
Civilization is false. Only the woods and
the trees and the flowers are true. Play.
Play shamelessly, endlessly, Ike the ani-
mals 'and birds. Strip off your stifling
clothes, and—"

. the Gateway.

_from about his throat.

. My work faltered; then stopped entirely.
The holy father noticed me. He, too,
stopped work. Looked up at me, a fur-
row of perplexity and fear in his eyes. Not
fear af me; for me! He said gently, “My
son—"

'H, BUT I was clever then, With an

effort, I forced a smile to my lips. I
said, “It’s all right, Father. Just a giddy
spell—" I bent over, watching him sur-
reptitiously.

He, too, returned to hls work; tugged
at the shield which should once more bar
I bent over and got a huge
stone. He didn’t notice as I started tQ
bring it down upon his head. . . .

" But I could not! It was as though a
force withheld my hand, Tiny bells rang
in my ears; that daemon voice whispered,

**The cross!” -

Ah, but I was clever! I laid down the
stone, begged the priest to turn around.
When he turned, I was kneeling before
him, - * -
" “I canngt do this with unclean hands,”
I told him. “Father, I have sinned. Ab-
solve me, that I may better help to still this
evil peril forever.”

“Let us make haste, my son,” he pleaded.
“The darkness falls, We must finish our
task before—"

“Forgive me first!” I cried, “Forgive
me, kneeling here before you. Give me
the cross to hold in my hands—"

He smiled patiently; slipped the crucifix

“Very well, my son. In the Name
of —" -

There was nathing to it. The crucifix
still clenched in one fist, I raised the stone;
brought it down. Again. And again.
His eyes found mine once before he died.
There was no reproach in them. No
blame. Only sorrow and ineffable pity—

Something burned my palm; seared it
with the fires of hell. I dropped the cross
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to the ground, howling. There was no
scar on my hand. The piping grew nearer
and nearer; seemed to swell over and about
me; through me. Become a part of me,
I laughed wildly . . . deliriously. . , ._

Eight hours ago! That was eight hours
ago. DBut 1t seems as though it had been
eight centuries, or eight aeons.

I have lived how many lives since then?
I have been gifted of all mortals, 1 have

been companion of the grasses, f r1end and

confidant of the trees.

I have roamed the garden walks, the
forest glades, garmentless as the day that
gave me birth. I have listened to the
singing of the brooks, and understood its
message.

I have conversed with the l:urds heard

giddy laughter in the language of the
fawns, the foxes, and the-mole.

All Nature has Eeen_ mine to know, and
love, and .be 2 part of, and understand. I

have lain with my panting body pressed,

to the bosom of the earth, have felt its cool,
green lips answer the passion of my own.

All this and more. I have heard the mystic

meaning of his pipes; have danced to the
bittersweet music of his .devising. . . .
But there is a price to pay. -

-I AM waiting here, now, in the living hall
of Anston Hollow manor. There is a
price to pay.

An inescapable price.”
price, and I am waltmg to pay it.

I know who he is, now. 1 know who

it was who came through, when Dolphin .-
and I—how many ages ago>—opened the

sealed Gateway,
And I know. his ways. Thete is but one
payment for those who serve him. A single

night of knuwledge and of ]ny supernal.
And then—

There was Syrinx, centuries ago.

he might blow to lure his next love. There
was Belle, Those stemless lowess . | . the

" dry sweetness of autumn,

I know that

Yet
she, too, supplied the living reeds on which

WEIRD TALES

fresh, new tone of the pipes the following
night. -

For the wemen——immortahty in his
blinding-sweet piping. For the men who

look upon his face—death. Dolphin

looked upon him,.and died. Centuries ago,
another . master of Anston Hollow looked
upon_his face. Aﬂd the floor bears the
stains of—

Stay, 1s that fmtsteps? Itis. Itis. He
comes! I-can feel his very presence singing
in my bones, in my veins, in my blood!
The haunting music of his endless piping
draws nearer. I tremble, whether with joy
or fear I cannot tell. I wait here suppliant;
bowed and ready. The clatter of his plung-
ing hooves comes nearer,

The air is intoxicating wﬂ:h the scent of
a million blossoming flowers. The green
odor of spring, the fleshly allure of full-
breasted summer, the parched and dessicate -
Yet through it
all, the musty reek of the beast. The coarse,
the hairy scent of the goat.

- Nearer, now. Nearer.

The pipes spio

- a maddening reel in my brain. - My Pulses

leap, my heart throbs like the jetting foun-
tain; thrills: like’ the curveting mountain
brook. The great oaken door swings open.
A vast breeze from outside tingles the
fibers of my flesh, brings weird horripila-
tions to my naked, crouching body. My

- head lifts. 1 look up slowly, fearfully. .

It is he! 1 see the cloven hoofs; the
grotesque, black; incredibly thin shfmks
the matted thighs. My hands tremble.
can write no longer. He is here! My e}res
seek upward to his belly, to-his chest, to
that impossible, elfin- face puckered end-
lessly over the reeds of madness. . . .

That scrawny beard! Those hands! That
hornéd gargoyle face and dancing eyes.
My master—Pan! . Pan!

He comes! The goat-feet lift, Their
hooves are as a steely M—with edges
rounded. No, master—no! A, culpe mea—

Pan!
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AMERICAN CONSULATE, LONDON
Aprl 30th
David Brannock, Esq.,
C/o Authors’ Club,
New York, N. Y.
Dear Mr. Brannock:

We enclose herewith the notebook of Peter
Chandler, whose strange death you asked us to
{nvestigate.

. After perusal of this abnormal manuscript you
will readily agree that Mr, Chandler was, as the
inquest decided, hopelessly insane. Police au-
thotities are convinced that it was he who, during
seizures of homicidal mania, murdered not only
Father Jeremy of Cotswold, as is herein confessed,
but also the three servants of his household.

91

A confusing facet of the case is the fact that
Mr. Chandler could not have perpetrated upon
his own body the outrages responsible for his
demnise. Not only was his body borribly crushed
and mangled, but scores of tiny imprints m the
form of a curved letter “M” were found upon
the body and the flooring beneath.

Police, - urged by the terrified -Cotswold wil-
[agers, have closed the “well” which wag such an
obsession to Chandlet’s deranged mind, The in-
vestigation, too, is closed, but if further informa.

tion is later available we shall communicate with
VOlL

Yours very truly,
: T. R. Ellios,
Under-Secretary, U. S. Consulate.

SAYS
POWER

A strange man in Los Angeles, knuwnaa
“The Voice nf Two Worlds,” reveals the story
‘of a remarkable system that often leads to
almost uvnbelievable improvement in power of
mind, achievement of brilliant business and
professional success and new happiness. Many
report improvement in health. Others tell of
increased bodily Etrength, magnetic person-
ality, courage and poise.

The man, a well-known explorer and geog-
rapher, tells how he found these strange
methods in far-off and mysterious Tibet, often
called the land of miracles by the few travelers
permitted to visit it. He discloses how Le
learned rare wisdom and long hidden practices,
closely guarded for three thousand years by the
sages, which enabled many to perform amazing
feats. He maintains that these immense powers
are latent in all of us, and that methods for
using them are now sunphﬁed so they can be
used by almost any person with ordinary m—-
talligence,

He maintains that man, instead of bemg
fimited by a one-man-power mind, has within
him the mind power of a thousand men oF

AN CAR
OF 100C

NOW USE
0 WAIRIDE

more as well as the energy power of the
universe which can be used in his daily af-
fairs. He states that this sleeping giant of
mind power, when awakened, can make' him
capable of surprising accomplishments, from
the prolonging of youth, to success in many
fields.

The author states
the time has come for
this long hidden system
to be disclosed to the
Western world, and of-
fers fo send his amaz-
ing 9000-word treatise
—which reveals many
startling results—to
sincere readers of this
publication, free of cost
or obligation. FKor your
free’ copy, address the
fInEtltute of Mentalphysics, 213 South’ Hobart
Blvd.,, Dept. 522-F, Los Angeles 4, Calif,
Readers are urged to write prumptly, as only
a limited number of the free treatises have

been printed.
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By ROGER S. VREELAND

“The chessboard is the world; the pieces nature, THE PLAYER ON THE OTHER
are the phenomena of the universe; the rules SIDE IS HIDDEN FROM US."—Thomas
of the game are what we call the laws of Henry Huxley.

| Heading b} A. R. TILBURNE

[

The next time you sit before a chessboard, remember . . . your opponent

o | i5 a mystevious being of the occult
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stood 1n complete darkness—all but

one corner of the drawing-room. Here
a low lamp lighted the top of a small table,
over which were inclined two shadowy
faces.

The light was selfish, d6prwmg the sur-
rounding darkness of the smallest ray,
sceming even loath to divulge details of the
impassive countenances. But the squares
of alternate ebony and mother-of-pearl and
the pieces and pawns of chess shone clearly.
Most of the chessmen were lined on the
margins. Evidence of heavy battle.

A single spot of dull red in a nearby
hearth was the sole surviving ember of a
fite which had been roaring but a few hours
eatlier. - A cold meerschaum and remnants
of cigarettes were other evidences of the
late hour, |
- Latent, however, in this quietness, a

great battle raged to its climax. A battle

of brains. Twenty minutes had passed
since the last move was made, Both men
were tense. The long silence was not dis-
turbed even when Justin, the younger
player, stole a nervous glance at Ivan, his
superior, and thought he had never seen
Ivan’s face look so strained. |

At last the venerable Ivan raised his head
slowly. “I concede,” he said deeply, and
did oot smile. Anxiety vanished from Jus-
tin's eyes, and with an impulsive smile he
held up his five spread fingers, inquiringly.

“Yes, five moves,” rumbled Ivan. “Yon
have beaten me! The fifth move will mate
me!”  Only men who really knew the
‘game could calculate like this.

"So, I have beaten my master,” Justin
breathed humbly. It was a significant vic-
tory. Ivan was a great man to Justin.
There was an affection between them.

“You surprised me,” said Ivan.
played the most masterly game I have ever
known of you.” His dark eyes, and silver
hair brushed straight back from the tem-
ples, and his small gray mustache, suddenly

——

E T WAS late at night. ‘The big house

E1 Yﬂu

shone in the darkness as he lighted hls
PIPE

“No,” replied the modest Justin, |
think that I was merély more patient than
usual, I .tned a slight alteration of my old
attack, using the knights sooner, and letting

you take my queen’s b15h0p |
“You realize, of course,” said Ivan,

“now that you've beaten me, you are eligi-

ble to the Prince Henry Chess Club?”
Justin nodded, and thought he noticed

a- queer smile settle upon his host’s face.

~ But the match went out and he couldn’t

analyze it. -
“There was no one to witness,”
said. |
Ivan frowned. “The members of the
Prince Henry Chess Club trust one
another,” he answered.

Justin

EVERAL days later, and after an hour's

journey, the two men arrived at a
strtange low. building at the end of 2 moun-
tain road. Justin read weather-dimmed
words over a rustic doorway: “The Prince
Heary Chess Club.” His curiosity was
high. Often he had heard of this legendary
place, chiefly from Ivan, but had hardly
dared hope that he ever would be admit-
ted, A servant in uniform bowed almost
reverently to Ivan and led them from the
carrtage. He was a curtously wizened in-
dividual, who spoke with French accent.
He whispered to Justin, as they went
through the door: “Ah; so Monsieur will
meet the Prince too!” |

Justin resepted-the liberty, but was mys-
tified by a chuckle from Ivan. Then, as
the queer servant took the newcomer’s coat,
he added: “Monisienr! Be sure to gnard
your queenl”

- “Is your man interested in chess too?”
asked the puzzled Justin.

Ivan appcared surprised. “Georges?
Oh, yes. I should judge he does modet-
ately well—from his conversation, that is.
We've never played.”
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They were met at the inner door by a
. Mr. Scott who ushered them into a large
low-ceilinged room. Massive beams—
paneled walls—an expensive room. Smok-
ing stands, book tables, and huge comfort-
able chairs and lounges were scattered in-
formally. Fires burned in three hearths.
Game trophies cluttered the mantels.
There 'was warmth and cordial spirit.
Twenty or more men, most of them passed
- sixty, were at leisure:. The novice was in-
troduced, served wine, made the object of
sustained hospitality: Justin saw little more
of Ivan—until later, in the chess room.

A clock struck nine and Mr, Scott raised
his hand for silence. He made a brief
speech of welcome for Justin, who, he men-
tioned, was the first new member to join
the club in over a year. He was made

“eligible, Scott-told the members, by defeat-

g Ivan. Several men murmured surprise.
“And now, Justin,” he went on, address-
ing the initiative, “we are all going to the

chessroom. To prepare you, you will ind

this an unusual place. In that room no two
of us have ever played’ together—-—yer we all
go in there and play chess!”
Most of the men had lighted tobacco,
and all eyes were keen upon ]ustm
“Here is the explanatmn continued

Mr. Scott. “We have in our service 2 most

distinguished, tndeed, a most extraordinary
master of chess. He is known only as Prince
Henry. He is what you might call a mys-
tery. His identity is unknown. The only
three members ‘who once knew who he was

are now deceased.. None of us has ever’
seen him, yet every member has played

many games with him.”

Faces were solemn as the speaker
divulged the secrets of the club to the new
member,

“Prince Henry, our common cpponent,
plays every member simultaneously. In
fact—" He paunsed to consider his words.
“In fact, Mg, Addison, we will not deceive
you. Prince Henvy always wins!”

-~ Justin was speechless. The men filed
into the room. The moment Justin found
himself within it, he became steeped with
an atmosphere he couldn’t identify. It was

4 small room with simple but unconven-
- tional furnishings. The sides were covered

with maroon drapes. On two sides, facing

the drapes, were tows of heavy walout

chairs A shaded lamp hung over each
Between the chairs and drapes
stretched a long mahogany panel, horizon-
tal, bearing chees boards. h
“Let us sit next to each other,” said Ivan

to Justin. "It will make you feel more at
Eﬂsc—" .

A STRANGE quietness camne over all the
men as they took their seats. Chess
men were distributed, each player selecting
his color. -Ivan whispered to. Justin: -
“There 1s a corridor behind the- drapes.
Prince Henry is back there.” He pointed
to slits in the curtain, one in front of each
player, through which the Prince would ex-

- tend his arm to make his moves. A little

higher,” continued Ivan, “is a small aper-
ture through which he studies your board.”

“Astaundmg' exclaimed Justin under
his breath. “Are you sure this is not an
initiation trick? How can I believe that
one man 1is able to play us all—all at one
time? It's beyond reason to suppose that
he could defeat us all!”’ He reflected on-
the servant’s behavior, and cast a skepticdl
look around the room, |

Ivan smiled. "I'm glad that your mind
is'in good working order,” he replied "It
will need to be. N{}w have patlence and
don’t become nervous.’

All the members now were seated, back
to back, heads bowed over their set-up
boards. Justin was about to whisper a re-
ply to his friend, but the weight of the

“hushed room forestalled him.

Suddenly a black object appearecf over
Ivan’s board. Justin started as he beheld
a human arm covered with a tight-fitting
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sleeve and glove of black satin—extending
from the slit in the drape.

Ivan had black pieces, so it was there-
fore Prince Henry’s first move (whites al-
ways moving first).  The gloved fingers
advanced the king's pawn two. Ivan came
to attention.

Justin, with white pieces, hurriedly made
his conventionzl first pawn move. The arm
shot out and moved a black one. All along
the line, silently, the seemingly bodiless
arm moved in and back from the slits in the
curtain. Its action were quick and certain,

The game was on,

The next day Justin dined at Ivan’s man-
sion. The younger man had a great deal to
sa

}i-Ie was brimming with enthusiasm.
“At first I thﬂughl‘ I was going to hold the
upper hand,” he said. "I advanced both
my kmghts and even castled before he
seemed to have done anything worthwhile.
Then he closed in from nowhere. All my
efforts of resistance were futile, I had no
power whatever,
seemed to divine every motive I could in-
vent, and proceeded in his own way.”

Ivan smiled patiently. “He was merely
toying with you,” he said.

“Without seeing this myself, I'd have
. declared it impossible.” Justin’s eyes grew
wider as his admiration of Prince Henry
took deeper hold of him. " Good Lord—
he is more than a genius—he is perfection
- —perfection of unerring judgment, clair-
voyant penetration of others’ minds. His
mind must be an omnibus of remem-
brance!”

This also revived Ivan's flame of en-
thusiasm. In him it had developed into a
profound reverence. "Prince Henry is
without question,” he agreed, “the greatest
chess player who has ever lived.”

‘I should very much like to see him,”

Ivan's face grew strange, and he looked
down at his plate. “So would I,”" he said.
“So would all the others.”

It was utterly weird. He -

“He must have some very good reason
for remaining so mysterious.”

“Yes, there must be some reason. But
no one has ever discovered what it is. He
travels unseen, and the members have been
pledged for years never to seck his iden-

~ tity.  You will sign the pledge too. 1Tt 1s

a matter of great honor among us. But the
Prince is paid well for his service.”

“But, it is bound to become known some
day, who he is. Don’t you think so?”

“Yes,” pondered Ivan. “I suppose—
some day. Perhaps he is some one we all
would know. I've wondered if he is not
really of royalty; a prince who for political
reasons dares not reveal himself.”

'MDNTHS passed, and Justin became

- one of the most devoted members of

the Prince Henty Chess Club. But there

was always that insatiable curiosity concern-
ing the Prince. They longed to hear his
voice. If they could but meet face to face
this super chess player, their god. They

worshiped him, |

Whence did he come’ Where did he
g0? Why did he demand such secrecy?
These and others were the questions they
poridered, and as time passed he grew more
exalted to them.

Justin was right. Some day the reascn
for the Prince’s secrecy would become
known. When it did, the truth so con-
founded the members of the Prince Henry
Chess Club that they never recovered,

- The catastrophe—{for such 4t was—oc-
curred four years after Justin joined the
club. The mystery was cleared; the club
was ended.

- The fact was that Prince Henry was
beaten. He was beaten by Justin. Early
one morning Justin had journeyed to a
nearby city on personal business. Late that
afternoon he was in an old part of the city,
making his way toward the stable whete he
had left his horse and carriage. It was a
gloomy street of datk stone buildings,
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straight square buildings, coldly ornate
with weathered cornices and gargoyles—
buildings that had outlived their fine pur-
pose and now served miscellaneous, grimy,
and mundane entetprises.

One of these, which ]ustm was about to

pass, was 4 morgue. The carriage and team

in front of it was vaguely familiar; a long,
heavy, and dark carriage—but not a hearse.

The driver was holding the reins as
though impatient to start.

Suddenly, as Justin was about to pass in
front of the steps, the morgue doors were
opened, -and two men emerged carrying a
rather small cofin, Justin paused to let

They placed it in the carriage,

them pass.

closed the door, and signaled to the driver
to statt.

At that mvﬂmént‘ Justin's ejre happen_ed‘

to meet-the driver’'s—and he recognized
the wizened creature—none other than

Georges, the servant of the Chess Club, -

Justin called a friendly hello, and ‘then

stared in pefplexity. Although Georges
had locked directly at him, he showed no

sign of recogaition—only gave his horses

an emphatic lash and started off abruptly -

over the cobblestones,

~ “ Moments later Justin was in his own cat-
riage making his way out.of the city. He

~ drove briskly, for he had an appointment

that night—a meeting at the Prince Henry
Chess Club. On the outskirts of the «city

“he unintentionally overtook the dark car-
riage driven by Georges, and in passing he

turned to look at it and at the peculiar little -

man. Georges sat straight—never turned
his head.

N HOUR ldter, 'well into the country,

the mystified chess player came into
trouble,
" had struck a deep rut and -was. wrenched off
balance. It wobbled dangerously and
threatened to be torn from the axle. But
Justin drove on precariously to the next

| LEY.H

One of the wheels of his carriage |
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village, where he found a wheelwright wha
repaired it in a half hour’s time.

As he paid the fee, Justin asked: "Do
you know where the Prince Henty Chess
Club is?”

The man nodded.

“I'm gmng ‘there, and I'm late " said
Justin. “Can you by any chance tell me
of some shorter route than the main road?”

“That I can,” replied the wheelwright.
“But it’s a hazardous way, and to be honest
I don’t recommend it, Three miles from
here, at the foot of the mountain, a road
branches off to the left. If you-take it you'll
find that it climbs up the mountain from
the back side, and that’s the steep side. It°
will save you a few miles and some time,
but the road is steep and mck}" and seldom
used. You can try it if you like, but mind
I'm not recommending it.”

Justin took the road, and fﬂund that the -
old wheelwright hadn't Exgggerated. _ His
light carriage was not made for such stony,
tortuous, and steep going, and his horse
was weary long before the mountain was
half climbed. - Finally he reached the cabin
of a woodsman, and he stopped to give his
horse a drink and a rest. It was already
dusk. =

The mountaineer wasa bewhiskered, un-
couth old ‘soul, but he-was polite enough
to the traveler. He called to his mate:
"Come on out—it ain’t him after all!”

- And a small fattish woman hobbled out as

though glad to greet a friendly stranger.
“"We thought you was Aim,” said the
woodsman, without modifying the empha-
sized pronoun. "It ain’t often anybody-
else comes this way. And b¢’s a bad omen.
We don’t never come out when ke goes

Justin ~didn’t have time to ask for ex-
planations, for a sound suddenly broke
through the woods below them; the 'sound
of groaning wheels, the shrill squeaks of
agonized springs, and the noise of iron
against stone, of digging hoofs.
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~ “Here he comes now! In the name of
- all the saints—here he comes!” the old
man called hoarsely, ar. ("the woman, her
face sobering, turned back to the cabin.
“You'd better come inside with us,” the
woodsman invited. “Ifs an evil thing. I
don’t want to see another good man go to

the devill Come on!” |
"Wait!” said- Justin. “What is there to
be afraid of?”

“He comes this way every fortmght
He's been coming for years and years. A
dozen years ago my nephew was helping
here with the wood. He stopped them and
looked into the back of the carriage—and
—whatever it was he saw—it made him
scream as though he’'d seen the devil—and
he ran off yelling into the woods and never
came back. But come on, now, stranger.
See!
you're set on staying outside here, you’ll
have to stay alone.” With that the old
woodsman hurried into his cabin to join his
wife, |

But Justin remained by the road while
his horse lapped more water from the
spring.

- The noisy coach, drawn by a team, hove
into closer sight, the horses straining as
though not only to dimb but to hurry.
Justin stepped back to view it better. It
was a long, dark, and heavy carriage. In
fact, it was the one he had seen leave the
morgue in the city, driven by Georges!

I[T CLATTERED past him, the shriveled,
stoic Georges holding the reins high,
and looking neither to right nor to left.
" Soon Justin took to the road again, It
was still a long ride, and he arrived at the
clubjust 1n time for the gathering of chess
players. Near the rear of the building he
saw the carriage Georges had driven. He
realized now ihat this was where be had
seen it before.
When he joined his colleagues his head
was in a whirl of perplexity, But he said

“wasn t there.

Here he comes around the bend. If

nothing. Nor little did he realize that the
events of- the day were leading-"toward a
climax,

The games were started as usual. But—
as was said—the fact was that Prince Henry
was beaten—by Justin. The scene would
never die in the memory of any man pres-
ent that night. For some reason Mr. Scott
Justin, however, has verified
the details. He had won the game fairly.
The Prince was guilty of a technical error.
Early in the game Justin had taken his un-
seen opponent’s queen. He had used good
strategy and clever play. “Then a situation
arose which he had seen months before in a
similar game. It had been too late to at-

tempt the maneuver at that time.

Even so, Justin failed to realize the sig-

" nificance of. the move, the overwhelming.

advantage it gave him. He noticed that
from then on the black arm, reaching from
its slit in the curtain, acted queerly. The
Prince knew, Justin later realized, that he
had made a serious blunder, and that it
would be impossible for hima to take the
game if Justin maintained his usual alert-
ness.

The great moment lived in death-like
silence before the shattering crash. When
Justin checkmated the Prince he himself
was so astounded that he gazed at the situa-
tion for several moments before uttering

a sound.

He arose shaking with excitement.

"Men!” Justin exploded. “I have won!”
His voice echoed briefly, and the members
turned black faces to him.

Again silence, and the air seemed thick
and weighted. Coldness and * paralysis
swept over each man. Something more
than the uttered fact was penetrating them.
It was like being in the presence of some-
thing harrowingly supernatural.

A sound; then. It came from behind the
curtain. Not pleasant. Not human. Rasp-
ing respiration like the panting of a jungle

beast. Scuffling—commotion, The draperies
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parted, and a bulging form pushed itself
awkwardly into the center of the room. -

The members of the Prince Henry Chess

Club jumped to their feet and stood frozen.
Chairs fell over, Chess men clattered to
the floor, This noise, then again silence—
as if a fine invisible net had dropped from
the ceiling to strangle every person.

Now the members of the Prince Henry

Chess Club beheld for the first time the

person of Prince -Henry. himself!  Some.
groaned. Some closed their eyes. Those
near the door staggered out. For that

which they saw was a deformﬂy, mon-
strosity. .

- The ugly figure squatted in the middle

of the floor and turned its repulsive head—

wrenched it in a semi-circle. -

nasty folds. Its hideous, gargoyle expres-
sion met every face, with red gelatinous

eyes bulging from a frightfully misshapen

skull, drastically out of proportion to the
rest of its body. The mouth, distorted and
toothless, grimaced and snarled. It seemed
wholly unpossessed of intelligent vocal
ability.

The thing was 1mbecﬂe squalid, evil.
A few filthy strands of hair exempted its
shiny moist pate from utter baldness. The
long black covered arms—now horribly
_familiar—dangled awkwardly. And, this
inhuman object was plainly fraught mth
a forbidding emotion.

Transfixed with horror, the chess players
stood pale and dumb while an instinctive
loathing crept up their spines. What a
~crushing and humiliating anti-climax to
their noble and refined career in the art of
chess!

'ERE, at last, was their master—an ab-
normality—a freak. While nature

had, perhaps supplied a full share of en-
etgy in the making of this creature, she
had been careless in the matter of pro-

portions. The thing had an uncaony -

The red
wrinkled skin of its short neck formed
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intelligence, but this intelligence was

squeezed into a single narrow furrow.
That proportion of the brain in charge
of the faculties of logic, calculation, and
memory, as applied to chess, was developed

. to the extreme,

Stddenly TJustin’s own words of four

~ years ago echoed mockingly in his ears:

“Good lord! He is more than a genius—he
is perfection!”

Then another figure appeared in the
room, It was Georges. The thin, pallid
man, usually humble, strode in with- im-
perial wrath; he glared at the now cringing
men and then at the repugnant prince—
who cowered at the sight of him. There
was something spectral about the wizened
man. KHe seemed to have grown in stature,
and he inspired a terrorizing awe. He .

- pulled aside a curtain, and pointed to a

long black object on the floor. Justin
beheld the coffin he had seen carried from
the morgue that afternoon.

"Back into your box!” he shouted to thr:
heavily breathing thmg “Bungling filth!
Back into it—and stay i1_1 it. Your days
are ovet! You’re of no further use to
me!” .

It scuffled toward the co"nn then as a
beast at bay it turned, faced its master and
the men whose master he had been.

A change was taking place within the
powerful mind of the monster. - The lurk-
ing thought was beyond the ken of every
normal man there, save Georges, Or was
be normal?

At any rate’the eyes of the gmesome'
creature rose slowly and met those of
Georges—and a gurgle caught in the throat
of the carriage driver. A meaningful
revelation had struck him. The men saw
defiance kindling in the bulbous eyes of
the chess wizard. They saw it grow to
something burning and terrible, Georges,
again a shrunken and withered man, was
white and still,

Justin and the others were riveted
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where they stood. The monster’s eyes grew.

larger, seemed to take in the whole room,
and threw the occupants into a state of
ecstatic delirium. A whirling motion pos-
sessed everything until the monster’s eyes
became the vortex of a spinning blur. He
was hurling an uncanny power over them,
calling desperately upon some great re-
serve of his mind, until 2ll virtually were
bound in his spell. Then a powerful,
transitory function began. No one dared
guess what weird, metaphysical secret was
being invoked. *

Gray blankness closed about them, and
they lost all sense of time and place though
they retained their consciousness. The
monster’s eyes had faded from sight, The
single definite sense' of which they were
aware, was speed—-terrific speed, like an
interminable fa.llmg——yet mthaut any
“dovn” about it.

b

AT LAST stillness came, mists parted,

and they saw rocks and chﬂ’s bright

and russet in the sun. Their eyes followed
upward. Mountain peaks towered into the
blue. They gazed in wonderment, grouped
just as they were in the chess room,

Hot breezes struck their faces in this
narrow desert valley, Barren ravines cut
jaggedly through the rocky foothills and
enotmous canyons rose between the moun-
tain towers, spreading into the gleaming
deltas of crystal azure, Through a gap at
the distant foot of the valley and far be-
beyond they saw white domes and turrets
of a city, = °

Justin's astonishment was so great that
it was several moments before he thcmght
of Prince Henry. Then the monstrosity's
motion caused them all to turn. There he
was hobbling off with Georges at his side.
Little whirlwinds of dust danced fan-
tastically on the sand. The air was vibrant
with a distant monotone.
black mouth of a ravine a fast-moving. ob-

closely.

Then from the
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ject appeared. ' It sped toward them and
took the form of a chariot drawn by small
horses. It raced toward the monster and
Georges, who had by now advanced sev-
eral hundred feet from them, and halted in

a great cloud of sand.

A lean figure leapt from the chariot. He
wore a tall peaked cap, a tunic reaching
to his knees, and shoes with upturned ends.
He was a fierce looking individual, with
receding forehead, large nose, marked-
cheekbones, and protruding upper jaw.

He snatched the monster and sprang
with him back into the chariot, while
Georges boarded the ornate two-wheeled
vehicle voluntarily, The charioteer stared

momentarily at the men, then SPed off to-

ward the city.

Justin and his companions had no time
to find their voices, hardly enough to move,
when the mists began closing about them
once mofe. Again the sensation of speed,
the whirling blur, and a space of timeless
ecstasy. Abruptly, they were back in the
chess room. They looked at one another,
stupefied, and about the room. Prince
Henry and Georges were gone.

Ivan was the first to speak:

“My friends, I-think our fears may be

ovet, I am piecing together some bits of
knowledge 1 have acquired on the occult,
some of metaph}rmcs and on the history {}f
chess—one moment,”
- He moved toward the coffin and peered
into it. Finally he reached into 2 corner
and withdrew an object about four inches
long. It was of yellowish ivory,

“As I thought,” he said, examining it
“This is a Persian chess queen.
'The head rises from a pulpit of acanthus-
leaf design. And I assure you it Is. at
least 2,000 years old.” He drew a breath.
“Now do you understand? It was Prince
Henry's talisman. - They should have taken
it with them. It must be destroyed by fire
as soon as possiblel”

a_-—n—_ﬂﬂ—-::jla[:u—ﬂna—
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Every shell bas its own
secret path to some distant sea,
if yom will but listen and ‘believe.

i

i E WANTED to get out and run,
N bounding over hedges, kicking
tin cans down the alley, shouting
at all the windows for the gang to come

Fan
¥
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and play. The sun was up -and the day

was bright, and here he was swaddled with
bed clothes, sweating and scowling, and
not liking it at all.

Johnny Bishop sat up in bed, sniffling.
Orange juice, cough medicine and the per-
fume of his mother, lately gone from the
room, hung in a shaft of sunlight that
struck down to heat his toes. The entire
lower half ef the patch-work quilt was a
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| Hanjﬁg by A. R. TILBURNE
circus banner of red, green, purple and
blue. It practically yélled color into his
eyes. Johnpy fidgeted. |
. I'wanna go out,” he complained softly.

*“Darn it. Darn it.”

A fly buzzed, bumping again and again
at the window pane with a dry staccato of
its transparent wings. o
Johnny looked at it, understanding how
it wanted out, too. | -,
He coughed a few times and decided
that it was not the cough of a decrepit old

“man, but a youngster of eleven years who,

next week this time, would be loose again
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to filch apples from the orchard trees ot
bean teacher with spit-balls.
-~ He heard the trot of crisp footsteps in
the freshly polished hall, the door opened,
and mother was there. “Young man,” she
said, “what are you doing sitting up in
bed? Lie down.”
“1 feel better already. Honest.”.
“The doctor said two more days.” -

“Two!” Consternation was the order of
the moment. “Do I hafta be sick that

long?” y
Mom Iaughed “Well—not sick. But in
bed, anyway.” She spanked his left cheek
very lightly, “Want some more orangé
juice?” |
"With or without medicine?”
“"Medicine?” |
- "I know you. You put -medicine in.my
orange ]uu:e so I can’t taste it. But I taste
it anyway |
- "“This time--no medicine.”

“What's that in your hand?”"

“Oh, this?” Mother held out a round,
spiraled gleaming object. Johnny took it.
It was hard and shiny and—pretty. “"Doc-
tor Hull dropped by a few minutes ago

-—

- and left it.  He thought you might have

fun with it.”

JOHNNY looked palely dubious. His

small hands brushed the slick surface.
“"How can I have fun with it? 1 don't

even know what it 1s!”
Mother’s smile was better than sunshine,
“It’s a shell from the sea, Johnny. Doctor
Hull picked it up on the Pacific shore last
year when he was out there,”
"Hey, that’s all right.
shell is it?” |
“"Oh, T don’t know. Some form of sea
life probably lived in it once, 2 long time
ago.” :
Johnny's brows went up. “Lived in this?
Made it 2 home?”
“Yes,"
* Aw-—really?”

What kind of
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She adjusted it in his hand. “If you
don’t believe me, listen for yourself, young
man. Put this end—here—against your
ear.”

“Like this?” He raised the shell to his
small pink ear and pressed it tight. "Now,
what do I do?” | |

Mother smiled. “Now, if you're very
quiet, and listen closely, you'll hear some-
thing very, very familiar.”

Johnny listened. His ear opened im-
_perceptibly like a small flower opening,
waiting,

A titanic wave came in on a rocky shore
and smashed itself down.

“The sea!” cried Johnny Bishop, “Oh,
Mom! The ocean! The waves! The sea!”

‘Wave after wave’came in on that dis-
tant, ctaggy shore. Johnny closed his eyes
tight black and a smile folded his small
face exactly in half. Wave after pounding
wave roared in his small pinkly alert ear.

“Yes, Johany,” said mother. “The sea.”

ET_ WAS late afternoon. Johnny lay back

on his pillow, cradling the sea shell in
his small hands, smiling, and looking out
the large window just to the right side of
the bed. He had a good view of the vacant
lot across the street. The kids were scud-
dling around over there like a cluster of
indignant beetles, each one complaining,
“Aw, I shot you dead first! Now, I g{::t
you first! Aw, you don’t play fair! I won't
- play unless I can be Captain!” '

Their voices seemed so far away, lazy,
drifting on a tide of sun. - The sunlight
was just like deep yellow, lambent water,
lapping at the summer, full tide. Slow,
languorous, warm, lazy, The whole world .
was over its head in that tide and every-

thing was slowed down. The clock ticked

slower. The street catr came down the
avenue in warm metal slow motion. It was
almost like seeing a motion film that is
losing speed and noise. Everything was
softer. Nothing seemed to count as much,
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‘He wanted to get out and play, badly.

He kept watching the kids climbing the

fences, playing soft ball, roller skating in

the warm languor. His head felt heavy,

heavy, heavy. His eyelids were window
sashes pulling down, down. The sea shell

lay against his ear. He pressed it close.

Pounding, drumming, waves broke on
a shore. A yellow sand shore. And when
the waves wert back out they left foam,
like the suds of bear, on the sand. -The

/i |suds broke and wvanished, like dreams.

And more waves came with more foam.
And the sand crabs tumbled, salt-wet, scut-
tling brown, in the ripples. Cool green
water pounding cold on the sand. The very
sound of it conjured up visions; the ocean
breeze soothed Johany Bishop's small body.
Suddenly the hot afternoon was no longer
hot and depressing. The clock started tick-
ing faster. The street cars clanged metal
The slowness of the summet
world was spanked -to crisp life by the
pound-pound- of waves on an unseen and
brilliant beach, _ -

This sea shell would be a valuable thing
in the days to come. Whenever the after-
noons stretched long and tiresome, he
would press it around the lobe and rim of
his ear and vacation on a wind-blown pen-
insular far, far off. |

Four thirty, said the clock. Time for
medicine, said mother’s exact trot in the
gleaming hall.

She offered the medicine in a silver
spoon.. It tasted like, unfortunately—
medicine. Johnny made a special kind of
bitter face, Then when the taste was modi-
fied by a drink of refrigerated milk he
looked up at the nice soft white face of
mom and said, “"Can we go to the sea-

shore some day, huh?” ‘

T think we can. Maybe the Fourth of
July, if your father gets his two weeks
then. We can drive to the coast in two
days, stay a week, and come back.”

Johnny settled himself, his eyes furny.

| “I've never really seen the ocean, except
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in movies. It smells different and looks
different than Fox Lake, I bet. It's bigger,

and a heck of  lot better. Gosh, I wish| B8 o ¢

I could go now.’

"It won't be long. You children ate so\ bG8

impatient.”
"1 can’t help_ 1t

OTHER sat down on the bed and

held his hand. The things she said
he couldn’t understand fully, but some of |
them made sense. “If I had to write a
philosophy of children, 1 guess I'd title it
impatience. Impatience with everything-in
life. You must have things—right now—
ot else. Tomorrow’s so far away, and yes-
terday is nothing. You're a tribe of poten-
tial Omar Khayyam's, that's what. When
you're older, you'll understand that wait-
ing, planning, being patient, are attributes
of maturity' that is, of being grown up.”

“I don’t wanna be patient. I don’t like
being in bed, I want to go to the sea
shore.”

“And last week it was a catcher’s mitt
you wanted—right now. Please, pretty
please, you said. Oh, gosh, Mom, it’s ele-
gant. It’s the last one at the store.” '

- Mom was very strange, all right. She
talked some more: .

I remember, I saw a doll once when I
was a girl. I told my mother about it, said
it was the last one for sale. 1 said 1 was
afraid it would be sold before I could get
tt. The truth of the matter is there were
a dozen others just like it. I couldn’t wait.
I was impatient, too,”

Johnny shifted on the bed. His eyes
widened and got full of blue light. “But,
Mom, I don’t want to wait.
long, I'll be grown up, and then it won t
be any fun.”

That silenced mother. She just sort of
sat there, her hands tightened, her eyes got
all wet after a while, because she was
thinking, maybe, to herself. She closed her

eyes, opened them again, and said, “Some-
times—I think children know more about!

If I wait too|
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regular salaries—ofren collect reward moaey besides
—and many of these men knewabsolutely nothing about
this work before they began their training with me:

FL\% E E BLUE BOOX OF CRIME

This book takes you right
behkind the scenes where crime and science
come to grips. 1t’s full of exciting informa-
tion on scientific crime detection, including
fascinating real case histories! It will show

- YOU how YOU, at a cost so low you
gshouldn’t even think of it, can gert staread in
this big importaatwork without delay. Don’t
wait. Clip the coupon ... send it NOW!

===ﬂ=====ﬂ===ﬂ==ﬂ==ﬁ======ﬂn====

IMSTITUTE OP APPLIED SCIEMCE
1920 Sunnyuside Ave., Dept. | 569, Chicago 240, 1.

Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the "Blue
Book of Crime,” and ¢omplete |.l.5t of [Identification
bureans employing your students and graduates, together
wnhgnur low prices and Easy Terms Offee. (Litcraure

¢ sent QONLY to petsans stating their age.)

State Bureau of Delawareg

State Burean of Maine

State Bureau of New
Mexico

— Etate Burean of Ehada

Izsland

Btate Burean of Texas

State Bureau of Utah

Lincoln, Nebraska

Tallahassee, Florida
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.ﬂ.Y for catalog,scientific test chart. Hr. Service I
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Cnmpleie home-study courses
and seif-instruction books, slightl
mied. Sold. rented, exchnnf’ﬁd All
subjects. Setisfaction guarantesd.
Gash peid for used courses.  Full de-
tails and B4-page {llustrated bare-

gain catelog FEEE., Write todayl
124 5 Wabash Dept. 226 ﬂhlml:u

WERD D BOOKS RENTED

Books by Lovecraft, Maerritt, Quinn, ete, rented by mail %o 3 day
plus postage Write for free llat. WEREWOLF LENDING
LIBRARY., 621 Maryland Dr., Pittsburgh, Pa.

l!" Try Page’s ﬂ’alﬂaﬂtm
&Y PILE PREPARATIONS

If you are troubled with itching, bleed-
i ing or protruding piles, write for a

FREE sample of Page s Palliative Pile -
Preparations and you may hless the day
you read thig. Don"t wait, WRITE TODAY!

E ®. PAGE CO., Dep, 488-K2 [farshall, Witch.
IN CANADA., DEPT. 488-K2, TORONTO, ONT.
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3283 N, EI"EBI‘I Bay Ave., Milwaukeo, Wisconsln.
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TALES

living than we do. Sometimes I think
you're—right. But I don't dare tell you.
It isn’t according to the rules—"

“"What rules, Mom?” '

“Civilization’s. Enjoy ynurself while
you are young. Enjoy yourself, Johnny.”
She said it strong, and funny-like.

Johany put the shell to his ear. "Mom.
Know what I'd like to do? I'd like to be
at the seashore right now, running toward

—

the water, holding my nose and yelling, -
"Last one in is a double-darned monkey!” ™
| Johnny laughed.

The phone rang downstairs.
walked to answer it.

Johnny lay there, quietly, listening.

|

Mother

O more days. Johnny tilted his head
against the shell and sighed. Two more
whole days. It ‘was dark in his room. Stars
were caught in the square glass corrals-of
the big window. "A wind moved the trees.
Roller skates rotated, scraping, on the ce-
ment sidewalks below. o
]thny closed his eyes. Downstairs, sil-
| verware was being clattered at.the dinnet
table. Mom. and Pop were eating. He
|heard Pop laughing his deep laughter.
 The waves still came in, over and over,
on the shore inside the sea shell, And—
something else. -
“Down where the waves lift, down
whete the waves play, down whete the

| gulls swoop low on a summer’s day—"

"Huh?” Johany listened. His body stiff-
ened. He blinked his eyes.

Softly, way off:

“Stark ocean sky, sunlight on waves. Yo
ho, heave ho,-heave ho, my braves—"

It sounded like a hundred voices smgmg

lto the creak of oar-locks.

“Come dnwn to the sea in ships—"

And then atother voice, 4dll by itself,
soft against the sound of waves and ocean
“"Come down to the sea, the con-
tortionist sea, where the great tides wrestle
and swell. Come down to the salt in the
glittering brine, on a trail that you'll soon
[kﬂﬁw Wﬂll-*—"




THE SEA SHELL"

Johnny pulled the shell from his head

- gtared at it. "
“"Do you want to come dpwn to the sea,

my lad, do you want to come down to the|" =y

sea? Well, take me by the hands, my lad,
just take me by the hand, my lad, and
come along with me!”

Trernblmg, ]ohnny clamped the shell to
his ear again, sat up in bed, breathing fast.
His small heart leaped and hit the wall of

-his chest.
Waves pounded, crashing on a distant

shore,
“Have you ever scen a fine conch-shell,

shaped and shined like a pearl corkscrew?
It starts out big and it ends up small, seem-
ingly ending with nothing at all, but, aye
lad, it ends where the sea-cliffs- fall; where
the sea-cliffs fall to the blue!™

Johnny's fingers tightened on the circu-
lar marks of the shell. That was right. It
went around and around and around until
you couldn’t see it going around any more.

Johnny's lips tightened. What was it
Mother had said? Children. The-—the
philosophy—what a big word! of children!
Impatience. Impatience! Yes, yes, he was
impatient! Why not? His free hand
clenched into 2 tiny hard white fist, pound-
ing against the quilted covers,

“Johnny!”

Johnny yanked the shell from his ear,
hid it quickly under the sheets. Father was
coming down the hall from the starrs. .

“Hi there, son.”

“Hi, Dad!”

Mother ‘'and father were fast asleep. It
was long after midnight. Very softly
Johnny extracted the precious shell from

under the covers. and raised it to his ear.

Yes. The waves were still there. And
far off, the creening of oar-locks, the snap
of wind in the stomach of a mainsail, the|
singing chant of boatmen faintly drifting| |

on a salt sea wind. -
He held the shell closer and yet clﬁser

[\ﬂ[ OTHER'S footsteps came a.lang the
hall. She turned in at Johnny's

oom. “Good morning, son! Wake yet?”
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INDUSTRIAL ELECTRORNICS
YELEVISION & RADIO

Blactronics for hamessing the forces of Induatry, Telerizion
to bring the world®s slghts into the homs, Badle with revoli-
ticnary improvemenis—ihcose are developments thal conatituto
a tremendous fleld. You can profect yourself Lnto this mighty
field You can become part of i You can esun gooxd pay a0 &
Radionice Fxpert, with indepenidence tnaured during amd after
the war, When the war emndds, Radfooics will boom even fasler
than now. But you can't sueceszfully enter thiz fleld anleus
you havp TRAINING, Lot's speak pleinly, You have the desire
and yvou tealize the tremendous futurs of Badionics, Byt yon
lack training, So hera’s the way Lo get into Radlonics. Havo
National Schools train you right in your home Nationael fs
always in the Iseed Aa Industry adyances, Naiional offers train-
ing to fit. This wns never more true than today. Netionsi's

training covers all phases of Badionics.

TESTED HOME TRAI
3V PROVED SHOB-FIELD LIETHOD

Iyl
For mores than 38 vearas Matlonnl Sehools has trolned thei=
agnds of men., Many graduates hold top poaitions o bundreds
of leadlng 1ndustries, Unllke ordinary correspotrdence Soubsed,
National’s Badionics Course is based on shop-practices, shop-
teated, shop-routine training. adapted to Home Stody. e
plectng dry text books, fasclnating lesson and Experimental
Anfgnments ere provided. Instructors counsel with you. After
thm first few lesaohns, you ares Qualified to repalr Home Hadio
Bate Soon you master Dommundcations and Soapnd Systems,
Before you realize it you have praciica)l knowledge of the
“workings’" of countless Flactronics Controls and how Elpclron-
e is applied to Imdustry, Whan you gradusate you are qualibed

. 10 accept a job that shonld pay substantially more than you ars
oW sarning This 1s a8 real opportunity for yoin

New Oppartunity Book. all about Badlonies, and FREE lagsornr
mallegd without nh]];naﬂm:,
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" If You Get Up Nights
You Can’t Feel Right

I vou have to get up 3 or more times a night your rest
Is broken and it’s no wonder if you feel old and run down
before vour time. IFunctiopal rather than organic or sys-
temic Kidney and Bladder trouble often may be the cause
of many pains and symptoms Bimply because the Kidneys
may be tired and not working enough in filtering and
removing irritating excess acids, poisons and wastes from
your blood. So if yon get up nights-or suffcr from burning,
. geanty or frequent passages, leg pains, backache, or swollen
ankles, due to non-organie or mon-systemie Kidney and
Bladder troubles, why ngt try the prescription called
Cystex ? Because it has given such joyous, happy relief in
g0 high & percentage of such cases, Cystex iz sold under a
guarantee of money back on return of empty package un-
lesa completely satisfactory. Cystex costs only 35¢ at

TALES

| The bed was empty. Thete was noth-
ing but sunlight and silence in the room.
Sunlight lay abed, like-a bright patient
with its brilliant head on the pillow. The
quilt, a red-blue circus banner, was thrown
back. The bed was wrinkled like the face
of a pale old man, and it was very empty.

Mother looked at it and scowled and
sta_mpied'her crisp heel: “Darn that little
scamp!” she cried, to nobody. “Gone out
to play with those neighbor ruffians, sure

druggista.

~ yet holdsreducible rupture

!Iqt'..

Why put up with years of
needless discomfort and
worry? Try a Brooks Auto-
matic Air Cushion, Thia &
marvelous appliance 1r,u-‘::r-
mits the opening to close, ¥

securely, comfortably—day

and night. Thousands report amazing results;.
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff spring3
to chale or gouge, Made for men, women and
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it
Never gold in stores. Bewnre of imitations, Write for
Freo Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and
proof of results. All correspondence confidential.

BROOXS COMPANY, 152.f State St ifarshali, Biich.
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END MO MOMEY Bookiatand Matarial

J. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLAYE CO.

DEPT. 50-T3
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This most interesting and helpful Booklet will be
mailed to anyone while the supply lasts, I will send

a

3

free copy to anyone who writes for it.
C. M. SIMPSON

f

Address Dept. F-12, 1840 W. 44th Street, Cleveland, Ohlo

ANY

BOOK IN PRIMNT!

Deliverad a1t your door. We pay postage. Standard
authora, new booka, popular aditions. fietlon, rofer-
encs, medical, mechanical, «<¢hildren’™s books, ste,

§ —all at guaranteed savinga Send eard now o
Clorkson’s 1944 Catalog

FREE

Write for mn'gra-.u Mustratad ook catalog.
A short course fn lteraiurs The buring

e puide of 300,000 Yook lovera The answer 1o your Chrjat-

(b mas gify problemy. FREE {f yon write NOW—TODAY

CLARKSON FUBH‘S

HING COMPANY
Dept, ~BW-3, 1253 8 e son

mbash Awve, Ghicage, Mk

|

as the day I was born! Wait'll T catch

|him, I'll—" She stopped and smiled. "I'll

love the little scamp to death. Children are
so—impatient,” o
Walking to the bedside she began brush-

ling, adjusted the quilt into place when her
.- |knuckles rapped against a lump in the
|sheet. Reaching under the quilt she brought.

forth-a shining object into the sun.
She smiled, It was the sea-shell.
She grasped it, and, just for fun, lifted

Lit to her ear. Her eyes widened. Her jaw

dropped. |

The room whirled around in a bright
swaying metry-go-round of bannered quilts
and glassed run,

The sea-shell roared in her ear,

Waves thundered on a distant shore.
Waves foamed cool on a far off beach.

Then the sound of small feet crunching
swiftly in the sand. A high young voice
yelling: . | -

“Hi! Come on, you guys! Last one'in is-
a double-darned monkey!” o

And the sound of a small body diving,
splashing, into those waves. . ..




Bond and Familiar

ELSON BOND, author of some of out
best liked WEIRD TALEs yarns over the

past three years, sends us these notes on
himself. |

Despite the fact that it is written in the
third person, we have good reason to believe
that Mr. Bond actually wrote the following,
perhaps with the aid of the small, gteen
familiar identified below: .

Nelson Bond, whose Master of Cotswold
in this issue is anything &#t brightly amusing,
is, nevertheless, better known to readers of
WERD TALES and other magazines for his
typical bight, whimsical fantasies,

Among the first—if not the first—to leaven
the supernatural tale with ‘comedy, his tales
bave blazed a new and interesting side-trail
along the fantasy pathway. |

He lives in Roancke, Va., with his wife,
year-and-a-half-old son, Lynn Nelson, a dis-
dainful Afghan hound, Ch. Barberryhill
Phillip, and a small green familiar named
Jordkins who sneers at his literary efforts. A
roamer by nature, he is tied to his native heath
for the duration by travel restrictions, but
assures us that with the collapse of Totali-
tarianism he is (like the notorious “"Monk
from Siberia™) going to “bust from his cell

with a hell of a yell"—and go fishing in|

' Newfoundland with his friend and agent,
Captain Joe Shaw. '

What Shaw thinks of this plan is not
known, -as dire things have been known to
happen to unhappy souls who vacation with
writer Bond.

Nelson Bond.
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CUS
Loosened [First

For Thousands of Sufferers

Choking, gasping, wheezing spasmg of Bronchial
Asthma rutn sleep and energy. Ingredients ln the pre-
geription Mendaco quickly cireulate through the bloed-
aod commonly help loosen the thick strangling mucus
the first day, thus aiding nature ln palliating the ter-
rible recurring choking spasmga, and in promoting
freer breathing and restful sleep. Mendaco is not a
smoke, dope, or injection, Just pleasant, tasteless pal-
liating tablets that have helped thousands of sufferera.
Jron: ¢lad guarantee—immoney back unless completely

-gat’ ?fan:tursr Agk your- druggist for Memdnco today. |
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WEIRD TALES

Long Time

:‘iHOUGH his stories have been missing

from this magazine for -some time, Frank
Belknap Long is no newcomer to WEIRD
TALES. Nearly twenty years ago Mr. Long
sold his first story to WEemp TALEs. And
since then there have been many of his yatns
in these pages. We hereby accuse Mr. Long

co of being a_veteran “weird tales” writer.. . .
et at least in years of experience, if not in age.

Says Long:

Several months ago Mr, Seabury Quinn
brought forcibly to my attention something
I've been trying to forget—the realization
that my fisst story was published nearly a
quarter of a century ago. Mr. Quinn achieved
this feat of gruesome’ exhumation simply by
mentioning .the date of Afs first WEIRD TALES
story in an Eyrie letter,

My mind instantly went back across wide
wastes of time, and recalled that I'd also had
a story in one of those early issues. .Now the
fact that my first published tale appeared in
W, T. and was adorned with a cover illustra-
tton by Brosnatch (perhaps the most brilliant
of the magazine's initial crop of artists) caused
me no grief. Indeed, I've aIwa}rs harked back
to it as a glowing milestone in my writing
career, for I was younger than you'd suspect
when I wrote it, and the editorial policy of
WERD TALES was as mature and discrimi-
nating in those days as it is now.

It was simply the date of publication which
chilled me, because it strengthened my con-
viction that I was past the age when I could
hope to write stories the facile way—depend-
ing on sheer }rnuthful exuberance to carry me

—

|over the quagmires which keep opening out

in the path of every writer, but can usuall}r
be straddled in one terrific leap when you're
very young, s_lnd write in_a' fine frenzy.

At forty you become a more conscientious
craftsman, and your stories are probably better
after you've whipped them into a shape that
satishies your mature judgment., But the weat

—[and tear 1s greater, and I've always envied

certain brilliant young writers of my acquaint-
ance thetr almost continuous ability to tutn
out stuff-as rich 1n imagery as the best work

of the old-timers, and-—often stories quite
as good structurally too.

!

Robert Bloch is one such writer (I've nevet

. ‘met him persunall}', but we were both mem-



bers of the Lovecraft circle)
mention 2 dozen others.
trying to say is that there has been no falling
off in quality in WEmD TALES since its in-
“ception, and that I'm proud to return to its

pages and can’t kid myself that I'm not facng

the stiffest kind of competition,

As for biographical data—there isa't as
much of it as there should be because I've

done all my strategic ‘aneuvering for a
~ variety of markets in New York City for the

past twenty years, and have remained a free-

lafice writer every foot of the way. Imagine
I've contributed about 400 adventure, detec-

_ tive, supernatural horror and science fiction|
stories to about fifty magazines in the United

States and Canada, and occasional articles and
VErse, t

As for ancestry—old New England stock,|

including 2 notorious tinsmith and countet-
feiter and the first man to fight a duel on the

American continent. My paternal grandfather,
a building contractor, erected the pedestal of||

the Statue of Liberty in 1883, and was the

statue’s superintendent until it was taken over

by the government several years later. 1 still
have the flag which was draped around Miss

Liberty’s arm at the time of the unveiling,

and have a dim recollection of being carried

up into the torch to look out over New York|

Harbor at the age of three,

I'm unmarried, look quite a bit younger
than my years (my gray hairs seem to be turn-
ing yellow) and my interests range down
theough anthropology and natural history to|
a dozen (to me) less interesting sciences, andj
an entirely scholarly interest in the Fine Art]
of Murder, as defined and set forth in the{
pages of Roughhead, Pearson and Joseph|

Shearing. Frank Belknap Long.

Back the Artack!
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To be really popular, you should know how to do many differ.
ent things—and do them well. Anp oxpert dancer is always In
demand socially. A man who can hox or wrestls is always [iked
and respected. Peopls like you if you know how to entertain,

. And the man or girl who knows the art of love iz REALLY

desirabla. Tnase books tell you how.

UTRUE LOVE GUIDE™
How to woo, win and hold. Love and marrinco probloms golved 506
“MODERN LOVE LETTERS"
Love lotters made esszy with this Insuwuctive book, Complete
Instructions for writing letters on love, courtship and mer-
¥lage—alaoe 47 model lettms. Avnid embarrassment. . . . Win
ot fove—Order vyour copy TODAY . (.. creiveccunssainansra bl
“poLICE JIU-JITSU™
Ags taught to polies, marines and G-Men. Beat the Japs at
their own gama, Defend yoursell anywiere...... savemanna bt
HPOLICE WRESTLINGY
Al the sclentifie mat holds, grips snd {eslls explainasd asnd
HIIUALIALe] v oveuvamrni s s n e ams e Tt AN ey . S0G
HSCIENTIFIC BOXING
Corroct punching. Fight training. Practice and diet...... 600 -
; "HOoWwW TO DANGCE”
Complsts euide to modern bellroem dancing: waltz, for trmot,
tAnED. rumba, 610 .cveer i ininrianasann 11
HEWING STEPSY : |
Eapm the Iateat swing dance steps in o fow BOUrE, cevevreas S
“TAP DANGING" -
Lagrp gulskty and eazily. Eotertaln and dellght your friends 509
1TWO HUNDRED POPULAR
BECITATIDNS, STORIES AND POEMSY ;
An smazing collection by old and pew mastera. Just whialb von
nead to mako pou the lifo of the party. Fermerly $1.00. Moy 5o
STWD HUNDRED POPULAR COWBOY SONGHR™ A

And mountain balleds with wonds and mosic. For
merdy Sbo ... .. .. R R R T R e Mow 300
“ALLEGED LUCKY MUMBERS GYPSY DREAR BOODK™
Contrins 31000 answers., readings. allered lucky days, elo
Formerly $1.00. . .. ... cciicinieerconaornranaans -»s Now G0a
“ASTROLOGY == HOROSGOPERT
What the ptars tell about your futurs. .....ccovrvmes evesen DBOO
€25 LESSONS IN HYPNOTISHM' - :
Lemrty t0 use this weird power................. tersvenaay FUB
*HERMAN'S CARD TRICKS™ _
Baffle your frionds with professional sielrhts. ... cees snsews B3

“HMDW TD BE A DETECTIVEY ._
Crime detection. Taza methods The cvriminal IJIII’B- TERNER R 35“ ;
“JD0E MILLER'S JOKE BOOK™ i
The gpraatest -eollection of Jokes, gags, Quips and punn ever |
mm TI A2 IR PR RN ET R R AN RN ITEAEFrE R R FEEEI R LEERE N F T REAEEN N | aﬁﬂ i
ANY 3 BOOKS FOR $1.00
ANY 9 BOOK3 FOR ONLY $2.30

ALL 1§ FOR ONLY $4.5D =

Send cash or money order only.
-days for

if not saiished,

1 retorg within O Immediate refond,

Z,
| 73 West 4ath Strest, New York 18, W. Y, 1
[| Ealntlamlnn: g i N H
enclosa §. ... iinier e 8 cash or mo ard :
for which send me the beols checked beiow, e ol
“Trus Love Gulds O “Two Rundred Popul
“Mogern Love Letterg™ Cowboy Snngs"F pular "[1
“Pplios Jlu-1itsn™ £] “Allegeg Lucky M
““Police Wrestling®’ Numbers' .
““Seientific Boxing™ ] *“Astrotogy—Horoscopes™ U
7} *“How to Danos' '} #25 Lessons in Hypnotism™ u
[J **Swing Steps™ [} “*Herman's Card Tricks”
H s Humind Populae [ oo ahpind Detectiee’,, 1
| I m E ﬂ' .m I :
Rositations’ B
H‘m [ B & B B J 3 E SN 3R L3 J N R AEDR R IEERENALESS RN ST NEEREYR WWR h‘.‘-". [ | '--. ’g
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Plastics 13 a new industry which the nation’s wam
needs i3 foreing to quick maturity. Already Plasa
tics are indispensable in practically every branch
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of the Service—Aircraft, Ordnance, Chemiesl,
Marine, Signal Corps, ete. Qpportunities? Nearly
everythmg, from homes to clothing, from gadgets
to tools, will be affected by Plastics. *

Spare Time Training Mow Ready

Tha ¢ime to get started i3 mow, You can prepare
at home, in your spare time, to take your place
in an infant industry that even now is leaping
into prominence. A mew, practical training plan
i8 now ready to help you realize your ambitions
and buil@ yvour future gecurity. Act now. Don’t
delay, Mail this eoupon today.
ﬂ—---n—H————-_—-——l-tﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁﬂ-_--

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. P339 _ &
Drexcl Ave. at 50th St.. Bhiaagﬂ 57, [L

Bend me FREDR information coverlng. apaclal tewining l.n
gublecis checked 'below. Nq obligation on my part,

3 Plastics 0 Aviation

[ Electrical Engineering [ AutomotiveEnginecrin

O Drafting and Dezsign O Architecture & Bualldi
for Men and Women [ Shipbuilding

[ Diesel Engineering [ Business Management

0O MechanicaiEngineering {1 Radio

Cl Accounting &. Auditiog O High School Gnu::na
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=) Anlmals, Hr'lds, E"ishes. Pets' i:u 'E‘AIEL
28 Be a Taxidermist. Profit and FU’N
Hunters.,saveyuurvaluableTltﬂFHIES. ¥ ;

¥ ount ducks, equirrela, everything. Learn

T ?ﬁl‘i fur lenther and furse. Wonderfal HBHE‘I‘
]l Have a - HOME MUSEUM. — BIG PROFITS

fad moanting for others. 'IH‘I'E.ETiGﬂ-TE HOWw,

jj 1 FREE BOOK ;’:z;'; picturss. i1 3
MOW absolutely FREE. Write TDBA‘!‘. P 2
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Size 8 x 11 inches or smalisr H do-
alrad. Same price for full le:ngth n:n a
bust form, gronips,. landscapea ;
BEnimals, ete., oy enimgemtmta r.:f
part of group picture. Safe retutn a.'E
griginal photo guaranteed.

5EN. N@ MQNE? npr Snapshot

lany size) and receive your besutlful emlergement,
puargnteed fadeless, Pay postman 47c plus postage
=01 gend 49¢ with order and we nay postaga. Big
{6x2D-inch chiargement sent C.0.1» 78e plus post- = gt
ago or send Bl ahd we pay peataga., Take adrantape - -

of this amazing pffer now. Send your photos today, Specify size wanted,
STANDAHRD ART STUDIOS, |00 E. Qhlo S1., Dent, 603-W, Chicago

HAWALAN GUITAR

the Hawallan way. Surprise and “entertain
ur frienda. Our simple method makes
parning to play muelc as fascinating ms A
r gamesa. Shows you 1n plciures how to do it
o Previoua muslesa]l training unneceasssry, Eam
#* while [earning by new plan. You pay for lespons

3 for 51.00
Justmeilphoto

LEARN TO
PLA"I’

I'HE

e

ot

- a8 they are received. rito Luday for fras Infor-
& . mation. A posteard will do.  {Fine
3 28 gulitars supplied 3$7.50 and up.)

’E-r PER RAWALAN GUITAR INSTRUGCTION
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New York 20,
; N. Y.

WRITE TO MARTIN WARE SECRETARY

¢ This is your club— a medium to help you
get together with other fantasy and science-fiction
fans. Readers wanted it — they wrote in telling

us how much they would enjuy meeting others
Inf sumlar tastes.

© Members}up is very mmple. just drop us a
|ne, so that we can enroll you on the club
roster, and publish your name and address in the
magazine,

© A membership card carrying . the above de-

sign ~— personal token of your fellowship with the
wexrd and the fantastic — will be sent on request.
(A stamped, addressed EEW’EIDPE should be en~
closed.) '

illllllllllllllllillIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIEIIIEII

NEW MEMBERS

Andrew MacDonnald, 27 Niagara St., Hamlilton, Ont.,

Canada.,
LeRoy Crue, 721 West Sixth St., Chester, Pa,
William Himes, Route No. 3. Mechnnicshurg. Pa.
Elizabeth J. Trainor, 351 Park Ave., Elkhart, Ind.

Ruth E. Arnott, Brandywine Sanatoriom, Marghalil-
tﬂ‘ll Del.

Mﬂl.jrguerite Ehnrt., 1460 N, Ielton 8t., Philadelphia,
a .
Marvin Henry, 1812 N. Camae, -Phliladelphia, Pa,
Ronald P. Maddox, 87 Utica 8t., Hamilton, N. ¥,
Charleg Daniel, 214 Oak St., New Qlasgow, N. 8., Can..
Bruno Fatind, 1252 Stanley 8t., New Britain, Conn.
8. Schinoltz, Aven, S. Dak. -
FPhilip GQowen, Knobel, Ark.
Elen Bowers, 1053 Jackson Ave. Bromx, N. Y,
Adelln Tooley, H. R. No. Z Claremore, Okla,
Boddy Locke, 1411 Devon Road, Winter Park, Fla.
Phil Bronson, 1710 Arizona Ave., Santa Monica, Calif.
Bert A Elater, Box 28, Pavson, Ariz
Norman L. DBarrett, 467 DBonaventure 8St., Three
Rivers, Que., Can.

AL ENANTIRBHSEDHARNG IRIBLAL HIIHIIEHIHIIIIIIEHMIH G ENANEH Bl

_ READERS' VOTE

BON VOYAGE, MICHELE THE GOLDEN GOBLINS
DIMENSIDNAL DOORS HOUSE OF HATE
THE MASTER OF HE CAME AT DUSK
COTSWOLD THE' HIDDEN PLAYER
THE BEA SHELL

Herc's o list of elght storles in this lzsue. Won't you let
us know whieh thres you eonsider the best! Just plince
tbe numbera: 1, 2, and 3 respectively agelnst your three
favoriie tales — then clip it oult and mali It In o tus.

W EIRD TALES -
¢ Rockefaeller Ploza, New York City 20, N. Y.
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Brs. B. Chiasson, P. O. Box 61, Liverpool, N. 8., Can,

Arland Hicks, Box 224, Satanta, Kans. '

R. C, 8Smale, Box 15, P’t. Stanley, Ont., Can.

Jogeph Halpertn, 5125 N. 8t. Logis Ave., Chicago, TIL

W. Mack Hatten, Hﬂustun 5t. Ixt., Trailer 193, Mo-
bile, Ala.

Bob Schreiber, 340 Nnrthland Ave,, Buﬂ:‘alu N. Y.

’ Eréljﬂ Crooks, 155 Springdale Blvd,, Torontn, Ont,

3. . Bradley, Route 2, Box 169A, Lebanon, Ore,

Norman Arnew, Tilbary, Ont., Can.

 Hlenn Martin, 2 F, D, Itt. I Robinson, Kans.

Llovd Alpangh, Jr.,, B. F. I». No. 4, Somerville, N. J.

Jobhn Linker, 13 Unlversity Circle, University, Va.

Keats Willlamson, ¢/0 8.8. Sloga, Dominion Coal Co., ._ .

Sydney, N. 8., Can,
+Verl&na D, Anderson, § E. Fulion Bt., Gloversville,
X.
Pat Costella, P. O, Box 134, C. G. Station, Shrﬁve-
port, LA _
8. Roewer, K. Crystal Lake Ave., Crystal Lake, TIL
Rodger H. Feahr, 23 College 8St., Charleston, 3. C.
..!Ll'én . Stewazrt, ¢/o H. Haywood, Plumas, Man,,
m E: LY

[

We're gorry that lack of space prevents the inclusion
of the namex of all New Members. The rest will appear
next time,

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT, CIRCULATICON, ETC.. required by the Acts of
Conpress of August 24, 1912, and March B, 1933, of
WEIRD TAILES., published bi-monthly at New York,
N, Y. for October 1, 1943. State of New York, County
of New York, os.

Before me, 8 Notary Public in and for the State and
county aforvanid, personally appeared William J, Delaney,
who, having been duly sworn acecording te law, deposes
and says that he Is the President-Treasurer of WEIRD
TALES, Publishers of WEIRD TALES, and that the
following Is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, &
trae statement of the ownership, mansgement {and if a
daily paper, the circulation), ete., of the aforesaid pub-
lication for the date shown in the above caption, required
by the Act of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act
of March 8 1833, embudied in section 6537, Postal Laws
gii Etegu.’lationa, printed on the reverse of thls form,

1. That the names and addressea of the publisher,
. editor, mansging editor, and husiness manager are:
_Pubhahm' WEIRD TALES, 8 Rockefeller Plaza, New
York N. Y.: Ed:.ta-r D. Mellwraith, ¢ Rockefeller Plaza,
‘New York, M. Y.: Managing Editor, None; Business
Maonager, Willinmm J. Delaney, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New
York N. Y.

. 2. That the owner is: SHGRT STORIES, INC. 9
Bockefeller Plaza, New York, N. Y. Stockholders own-

ing or holding one per cent or more of total amount of

ﬂ: Wilhnm d. Delaney, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New
or

3. That I:he Inown bondholders, mortgagees, and other
security holderas owning or holding 1 per cent or more of
t?l?tal amount of bonda. morigages, or cther sceurities are:

one,

4, That the two pa.ragrapha next above, giving the
namen of the owners, stockholders, and gecurity holders,
if any, contaln not only the list of stockholders and
security boiders as they appear opon the books of the
company but also, in cases where the stockholder or
security holder appears upon the books of the company
as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name
of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is
acting, is given ; also that the said two paragraphs eon-
tain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and
belief ag to the circumstances and conditions under which
gtockholders and security holders whe do not appear
npon the books of the company aa trustees. hold stock and
gecurities in a capacity other than that of a8 bona fide
owher ; and this afliant has no reason to bhelieve that
ANy other person. association, or corporation has any in-
terest direet or Indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other
secaritiea than r3 so stated by him.

(Signed) W. J. DELANEY, President.

Sworn to and gubscribed before me this 27th day of
September, 1943,

fsraL] {Samd} Hy. J. PAUROWSKL,
Notary Publiu. Bronx Co. No. 13, Reg. No. 51-P5, Cert.
filed In M. Y. Co. No. 227, Reg. No. 180-P6.

L PREPARE FOR

[ GOOD WAR-TIME JOB

My mimion expires M 20, 1945,

ovo WITH A PEACE-TIFIE FUTYREY
SR EmETA Mail coupon today for details of my

i « # method of practical shop training

N S T ) 1; time jab with a real future after the

o i el grar— [n Electricity, thebig-pay field.

2o ok - B4 Serve your country now by getting

Wil T a tralning and at the same time yonu

i T A= 22| will be helping yourself by prepars.

:::E:E ) E... -.::,.1-:::.';. ..r. :F IIIE for a ﬂEE.CEtIHlE futnre. ﬁga or

~ :'-'." o e fr lack of money need not bold
-.:"'~.-:-.'.'..'.:'.-fl you back. ‘

l]piLﬂ_—. FINARCE YOUR TRAINING
Get tralning flrst; then take 12 months to complete small
munth]y l:tul:mn payments starting 60-days after your train- ||

ing period {3 over.

“LEARN-BY-DOIRNG”™ AT COYRNE

CumTrmmnglapracﬂmltranﬂng,wtu Erasp. . . - .8
| learn quickly by doing actual jobs on _
| real electrical machinery in my ( pAT) ':: HE
shops, Mot by correspondence—you _J gl
are tralned right hereln my big Chicago P g
training shopa You don’t need pre- S 7
vious experience or advanced edu- ;
cation. Expert instructors guide you Frmmss i
every step of the way. % %

NOWI RADIO and EH.E@TI'R@)N[I@S“

5”*?-':'*'.'2“-5: LW famous Coyue “‘Learn by Doing”™

INCLUBED AT NO EXTRA COST
Now I am including with my regular
electrical training g epecial course [n
Radio and Electronics, at no added tul-
tion cost. You can _remain at Coyne
after finiahing vour Electrical training,

and take this extra instruction that - | S
prepates You for great opportunitics s
now and after Victory,

Earn While Learning—Ilob Help ‘!Rﬂaeml ﬂ'ralned]

If vou need part-tizne work to bhelp with living expenses while
nt . my employment deparitment will help [vc-u Fet it.
TED EM-

raduation you will be given FREE UNLIM
ENT SERVICE for vour lifetime.

IBﬂENE WHETHER YOU ARE 16

My FREE BOOK will Intereat any fellow who g/ Sk
wants to get ahead gven though he may bhave but B =
E?’ littlu mn:l:tesr « » « Fill o the coupon tod -
mail it to mea.ndjrnuu Eet my FRE
Catalog and all the facta.

H. €. LEWIS, Prasidong

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL o4
H.C. &w&? |

S00 5. PAULINA 5T. CHICAGO, ILL.

MO OO OO OO o m LR A e O m s s
I H. C. LEWIS, President, Coyne Electrical School

] 500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. u43-56, Chicago, IH.

I Send me, without obligation, your Big Free Book. Tell me [
§ about_the extra RADIO-ELECTRONICS COURSE iociuded (]
p with Covne Electrical Training and give details of *"Pay-Tul- B

[
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"TiE SOUL OF THE UNTVERSE is in the air you
breathe, Depaosited in your blood —with each
inhalation youn take—is 2be intelligence that
directs the course of the planets through the
misty reaches of space, and the strange phe-
nomenon of life-itself. ‘

What is it that causes your heart to beat,
your lungs to expand and contract? What mind
directs tbe cells of your being, each in their put-

ose—some to create bone, others tissne and

air? What' consciousness pervades these vibra- -
tory globules of life and gives them awareness of
their Cosmic function? o

Areyou one of the millionswho have looked
beyond yonrself for some external Divine Power
or agency? Have you searched in vain fof some
outer sign or.-word of Divine assurance when
in doubt or in need? Now learn of the wnsu-
pected Aﬁnwer that exists in every simple breath,
—and that becomes part of you, The ancient
Egyptians believed that the essence of life was:

borne on the wings of the air, The Bible pro-

el SNy, o TR

C) SAN

THE ROSICRUCEANS (AMOR

Mysterious Influence .

| ADDRESS

7
2
i :

%
h [

Air You Breathe

claims that with the first breath man becomes.
not justan animated being — but a”!f#fr;gm#i. s
Try this experiment, and prove a Vital Life Force
exists in the air. When you are in pain or de-
spondent take a deep breath. Hold 1t as long as
comfortable—then noticethe momentaryrelief..

This Amazing Free Book

Would you seriously like to know how to draw upon, -
this Intelligence of the Cosmic, with which the air 13
permeated? You can use it to awaken the creative,
powers of your mind, and for making life an experi-|
ence of achievement, Use the coupon.below for a free
copy of the book, "The Mastery of Life.” 1t cells how-
in d}:e privacy of your home you may learn 1o use these
simple, useful, natural latws,

————— USE THIS GIFT-COUPO

EI Scribe Y. J. H The Rosicrucians [AMORC]
't Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California ‘

1 1 am sincerely interested in learning how to use the
) mysterious inuences of the universe 1n the betterment
1.of my life. Please send me a free copy of the book,
1 *The Mastery of Life.”” -

'

: NAME i = =

=,

|
|

Resicrucians are NOT 4.religions erganizalion .,

]OSEI

CALIFORNIA, U.S. &.



—Who became *“The World’s
Most Perfecily Developed Man”™

Il prove that YOU, too,
can be a NEW MARNI”

— sty ditler

KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of
body that people pity! Of course, you wouldn’
know it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny
weakling who weighed only 97 1bs.! I was ashamed to
strip for sports or undress for a swim. I was such a
poor specimen of physical development tnat I was con-

stantly seli-conscicus and embarrassed. And I felt only
JI}EI:Jg!ih:lqu ]E;“‘qush:l;d :I: 1‘iir ]EE:I.
L

Then 1 discovered “Dynamic Tension.’
a body that won for me the title “World’s Most Per-
tectly Developed Man.”

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant
power and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've
seenl my new system, “Dynamic Tension,”. transiorm
hundreds ¢f weak, puny men into Atlas Championus.

Qnly 185 RMinutes a Day ‘

Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine, powerful
chest—biceps like steel—arms and legs rippling with
muscular strength—a stomach ridged with bands of
sinewy muscle—and a build you can be proud of? Then
just give me the opportunity to prove that “Dynamic
Tension” is what vou need.

No “ifs,” “ands,” or “maybes.” {‘lust tell me where

you want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and
flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded,
pepless? Do you hold back and let others walk off with
the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then write for de-
tails about “Dynamic Tensron” and learn how I can
make you a healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN.

“"Dynamic Tension” is an éentirely NATURAL meth-
od. Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough
to show amazing results-—and it’s actually fun! “Djy-

namic Tension” does the work. |
Send for FREE BOOK

Mail the coupon right now for full details and I'll
send you my illustrated book, “Everlasting Health and
Strength,” Tells all about my “Dy- _
namic Tension” method. Shows ac-
tual photos of men I've made into
Atlas Champions. It’s a valuable
book! And it’'s FREE, Send for
yvour copy today. Mail the coupon
to me personally,. CHARLES
ATLAS, Dept. 912, 115 East 23rd
St., New York 10, N, Y.
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CHARLES ATLAS

Halder of title,
""The Woarld's Most

Perfectly Duﬂel-
oped Man.

El_ ¥ L ¥} e

f CHARLES ATLAS,
§ Dept. 912, 115 East 23rd Street,
J New York 10, N. Y.

f I want the proof that wour system

§ of “Dynamic Tengion” will help
make a New Man of me-— give me a

i healthy, husky hody and big muscu-
! lar development. Send me vour free book,
f Y“"Everlasting Icalth and Strength.”

r IR s B s [ me— [ gy B s B gt B e W ) ey Ty

] Check here if under 16 for Booklet A. |
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Ny ey Now That Weather Reports
RN T i€ Have Been Banned For The

»  Duration—tEvery Family Needs

E‘ % 2 “WINDMILL” Forecaster! Gaud g

N | L Hl o s : -
ol Wi NN Tt Now that you no longer can gel weather forceasts or temperatuse ¥y
: _

Y l'IF TR B

;.. S O i, UMTTROE reports on the racio or Lhr'uugh YOur locend paper, your hU"I‘ w shou' 1.!;;

it A L NN have the accurate, reliable Swiss Windmill Weather TFoteed” .
Frobabilities are, you have felt that you would have to pay & lot
of money for a truly beausiful and depoendabie forceasterl Bf so,
- f ooy i L om0 S your worries iare over ! Here, without rloubt, is positively 1the most
5 | el e RN beautiful—the most original—the most aceurate forceaster that has
SN Lo ST M i cver been offered at anywhere near this low price. Don’t let
'1, i Mfﬂﬂl;i, i N\ Y it \' ~ yoursclt or your loved ones be without the Windmill Weather
'ﬂjﬂ’ﬂmfwwl"?; :—J& v """-?.;_. Lf .. ._".*_:__. .. Im%%x Fﬁ‘l'ﬂﬂﬂﬂ.t-'{;‘.'l'._ It f'E”,E You t,h._z tﬂrﬂﬂﬂl'ﬂ,turﬂ'—tﬂﬂﬂ ¥ou if i_L‘S
o rtiah S U G N R L 5 XU e going Lo rain or snow ot shine—preditts any weather change
IJM””HMM]}M Lk | Gl C s AR ' that's on the way—up to 24 hours i advance! It makes all
IR T t'hET'] dﬁﬁerﬁiﬂﬂ-‘ In your plans when yon know what the weather

' H!'JJJMJ ihmjm} o ¢, Plan your work or play according to the weather—
ﬂ| W i ,#,!

v of

kriow hf:n_w to dress for it—help to prevent aceidents or
sickness in the family—BE PREPARED FOR WEATHER
CHANGES WITH YOUR “llome Weathér Burcau.” BE
YOUR OWN WEATHER MAN!

The Windmill Forecaster Has
reatures Found In Forecasters
Gosting Up To $10.00

The 1thermometer is guarantewm] to be 10095 aceurate from
120% to 20° below zcro. The amazing storm glass uses the
gare prineipies found in most expensive foreecasters. When
the woeather is poing to be fair, the eryatals scttic in tha
botlom of the tube—when rain or snow iz predicted
the erys:lals rise to the top of the tube. 1t 3¢ simiple, -yel vir-
tually unfalllnz, MThis lovely “"SBwizs Windmill"" Weather lMore-
caster is fashioned of handsome carved sirxle simulared wood—i
o ot maslerpiece of craftsmanship—representing the colorful, ruvtic
[T s : 4 SRl P wimimills of the Swiss landscape wiltly their wealher-antigued
!Il.|[|I||||'I||r||IIII-'I'|'II'!I--II'!!-III'.IH.I,'-I..||||:.|'Lul - ;_._:'._:I:'L“' ] 3 brﬂer ﬂllillglﬂg. hl‘iEI‘:th’ Ehmmil'l;-;' Tﬂ(l ['{”Juf a“d lﬂ_tl.i['-".“i '.'.'il'l[iT'lll“
. s PR G ok b blades . , , even the Swiss Alpipe snow aml the Sr treer of the
Alps are reprodaced ., . with e quaint peasant clothes of the
Doy and girl shown in pleasing coutrast to the lowera of the mour-
tainsile growing around the windmill steps. The Swiss Windmul'
adds o slowing, colarfu!, derorative note Lo alky room in the house,
Az oo weather propliet, you'll use it conztantly

Use ft—Test [t Gn Duy Guarantee uli Satisfactton

' Each and every Swiss Welther Jioude i3 guaranteed tu please
: you aml give yeara of satiaclory @ervice. or your money will
= be éheerfully refunded. It really must bhe geen la be fully appre-

ciated. We wanl you to ey unine il—ILest it for seven full Jdays
; so Biiat you ecan see for yorrielf that it actually works—all on ouy
What fun and satisfaction it will afford you to actually KNOW, ren-clad Money Back Guarantcy of sutisfaction, —SESD :F:ﬁ
just what the wenther will he like, UP 'i'CJ 54 HOURS IN AD. AONEY ! Jdust mail the codhon today., Pay the Posunan ply e,

; . _ _ plus postage and a small O 1 fee upen arcival, If il iznt all we
VAI‘:{GE. With the Swiss Wealher Forecaster, you really tuke i S th Atk Ba Al Zowdh days and we'll refund your
the “gucss work™ nut aof the weather. Think how tnany times © monhey in full '

during past months you've. wanted to know what the seather
on the morraw would be, Now, tHe beautiful Swiss Weather

fnﬂlm?;wr makes your own home a “Weather Bureaun,” zll for gﬁ:ﬁ) m) M? m ﬁ[@ @Imr :,.];
:F . -_"___ G —_—en

Fvery home needs it! Be the first in your neighbor-
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hood Lo own nne. ' '- B
: _ _ | : ILLINDIS MERCHANDISE MART ) :
e e o : ' Dept, 938-A, 54 W. IiInois St. No Risk Offer
P - : : e ' "l Ghicage, 110 !
s EﬁI]AL FFEﬁ Tu AEENWS, ISWHHBUTURS. ; I Gentlemen: Please send me the Swiss Windmill Weuther Fore- I
‘ A i ; I caster on yolr pugrartee of absolute satizfactlon or rr:;:-_n‘rv:']nr:]? |
P_urclm::r: Swriss W tndmill Wenther . Foreeasters At Qur Special Qran- : hack. I will pay the Postman only 98¢ plus postage and COIY fee.
ULy Wholesale Idieonnt! Here is the fastest selling article of s I i
kin:dl Ehat 1z beino offered.  Poday, everyone Iz a protpect for this NAME L. ... Rl AR S e SO A T T D P I
J pobular 8wiss Windwill Weather Foveeoster, Speclal quanticty whale- l 4
gl discount : ' 1 Address R s )
2 Forecasters............51.79 ( dozen Forecasters....$ 4.BB o T TrrrrrmnmrrmrrrmanEnees e g
g- e R O R R 2-'19 g L LY R Eé-'?g '.I Tﬂ“ﬂ l--;tl-;+-;++|4.a.a.a....-|a.|+_~=+---*"'*'Hlﬁ'lﬂ"""t"."' '
& . .. 4.89 1z o ... 89.98 . Enclosed find 98¢, Please ship the Wealher Farceaster. all i
o W l"'fll'l"ll'-i sttipping chareés ol abouve gquantity shipments,. Check or ! pozstape charges prepaid, ]
P umney  order must gecomonny your ordder.  Adldress: . ] IMPORTAMNT: If you want two or more Swiss Weather Fore- -
' ILLINGIS MERCHANDISE MART O] casters, see the special whotesale dealer’s price list at the left ]
1 Dept. 933-A, 54 W_ Illinois 5%, Chicagn, 11L | of this coupnn. '
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