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ov.-Ccal Now :
“own a Typewriter/

Be up-to-date=—know the pleas-
ure and convenience of having one \
in your own home. You'll be amazed}
at the uses every one in your house-~ §
hold will find for this real Under- g
wood typewriter. Every member § o
of the family will use and enjoy
it! Don’t send a cent—but do get our big
special offer—our valuable book on type- a2 i
S iter e d typ:wr]t]_ng—FREE. A e oae

Learn to Operate /9 Miggua,
a Typewriter

You can learn to write on this standard-keyboard machine in one day;
it’s so simple that even a child can use it. A week after the expressman has

ought it, you'd feel LOST without it. A trial will PROVE it—and doesn’t
cost you a penny!

Special Free Trial Offer!

We don’t want a penny now. Nor any money at all unless this proves
the typewriter bargain of vour life. The trial is FREE. If yvou buy, our
easy terms make it a pleasure to pay. There’s no excuse now, for not ownin
a typewriter—and the finest make! We include all tools, a cover, etc., aﬁ

complete, all ready to write. Write us now. Deal direct; we are the largest
factory of the kind.

Our plan gives you the opportunity of a thorough trial before you buy.
ou run no risk whatever. You start to pay for your typewriter AFTER
ou have found it the only machine for you! But get the facts before this

i::ut of machines is all in use. Clip the information coupon before you turn

the page. It will pay you! Note the very useful book you will receive free!
Writ= for full particulars at once.

The Greatest mewﬁter @
Offer Ever Made / T &g

If you know typewriters, vou know the perfect work and the
ease and speed of a Shipman-Ward rebuilt Underwood typewriter - F
New machines are guaranteed for only one yvear; WE GUARANTEE S TS N
EVERY ONE OF OUR MACHINES FOR™ FIVE YEARS! If you ' .
have never owned a typewriter, start with the finest! You can - - e

try this one at our risk. But, the time to act is NOW.
Don’t miss out on this present bargain offer whereby
%uu can get this genuine Underwood at a big savings.
A on't dolonger without the convenience of a typewriter.

FREE! Get our catalogue free; lowest prices and
_ terms. A manual free, too; valuable instruc-
X\ tion for learning rapid typing, useful
pointers for all who use a typewriter,
&y business forms, social correspondence,
work for others, etc.

Clip Coupon NOW ¢

MAIL TODAY! Ui

/ shipman-Ward Manufacturing Company, by
«\Dept. 3088 Shipman Building, Chicago, Illinois,
Please send me your big Free Trial Plan and Typewriter Book,
together with your special offer on prices, terms, free course in
Touch Typewriting and also how I can make money with this types=
writer; without obligation. This is not an order,
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VEN as a'boy, I wasfond of drawing.
Hundreds of other people feel the
- same way, I suppose, but I always
had an ambition to sometime be-
‘come a commercjakbartist,

I don't think it was altogether the big in-
comes Lthat modern commercial artists re-
ceive which attracted me to this profession
as much as the fascination and interest of
the work itself, and the independence of an
artist’s life.

Although I had a fondness for drawing, T
found it very difficult to sketch anything
accurately., For ex , 1 could never get
a drawing to look anything like the person
it was supposed to represent. I knew just
how I wanted the picture to look, but
somehow, I never could make my sketches
lifelike enough to suit me.

How it All Began

. Then onc evening, just-as I was getting
“on the car on my way home from the office
someone |',za*'.rtlz:E Imﬂ f_. slap on the Eaek and,
turning quickly, 1 found m looking
into the smiling face of Judk Keating.

We found a seat at the,end of the car and
began telling what we Had been doing in
thf: three years since we had last seen each
other.

Suddenly Jack stopped talKing.

How can I deseribe my surprise when he

uickly slipped a lit-
tle book from his
pocket and began to
sketch an old man
with sp&gtﬂctes who
was reading a paper
at the far end of the
car. As T watched,
Jack'shaad flewrapid-
ly and without a
pause over the little
sheet biefore him,

Jack sketching! I
couldn't help smiling
for when Jack and f
were at school he
could hardly draw a
straight line,

Butmy smile faded.
I was amazed. For
out of his pencil
strokes eame a vivid
little picture with
scarcely any detail
etintensely aliveand
ull of -character. 1
]nulird up to find
Jack smiling at my
amazement,

“For the Love of
Mike, Jack,” 1 ex-
claymed, “Since when =
did you become an artist?”

Jaek gave a few maore touches to his little
sketch, and then turned over the pages.
His little book was almost full of clever
drawings similar in style to the one he had
just completed. They were all sketches of
people, ahive with character and movement.
.~ "I dow’t think I ever drew anything in’
my life until a couple of years ago,’" he said,
“but it is really astonishing how quickly
the hand and eye can be developed. There
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arc only a few basie rules
which a fellow can get in &
few hours of real work—
then it is all a matter of
practice.”

“But how,” I asked
““did you to find all
this ou who taught
you?” : e

“It all began with an
advertisement I saw in a
magazine, ing a book
about DRA . 1read
every word of ‘that advertise-.

ment twice over. Thea I sent for
the book."

I really couldnt help imter-
rupting Jack here.
- “"Why, I did.,just the same

thing yeste o' I said. ""But,
go on, J“ﬁ 3
-I'l'wmjli - M' ll-iA M "
so later 1 got the book. It con-
vinced me pretty firmly that T
eould draw if 1 really deter-

mined to do it. I came to the coneclusion that the
men behind the North American School of Draw-

ing, who issued the book, meant just what they.

said. So T took up their offer to teach me-—or
refund the money I paid.

“] had always wanted to draw,"” continued Jack,
“so I stuck to the lessons they sent me.”

“And—," I prompted.

“Come down to my studio tomorrow,” he grinned-

as he left the car, “and I will show you the results,”

When Jack had left me, I felt convinced that T,
too, could do the same. So
.when the book from the
Bchool arrived the follow-
ing morning, I read it right
through with more than
casutl interest,

1 thought of Jack's won=
derful success and decided
toenroll for a Course there
and then.

I was soon studying the
lessons in my spare time
at heme. I found myeelf
carried away by the case
with which I acquired a
mastery over my brush
and pencil.

My First
Attempt

One day I thought of a
;good idea for a poster. 1
sat down, sketched it out
and worked it up into &
finished drawing. When [
commenced the sketeh 1
had noidea of attempting

SENDTOD Q ’7‘ to sellit, but when it was
finished 1 liked it 50 well
m IT -that 1 sent it to the Art

Directar of an Advertising
ncy. Imagine ngy sur
prise when, & few days
later, a check arrived, to-
gether withaletterasking me to callat theiroffices to
make arrangements to do some newspaper drawings

‘Then | began sending odd sketehes toillustrated
papers and other advertising concerns, Of course,
they were not nlluntpud.hl any means, but a num-
ber were, and 1 soon found mysell averaging n sub-
stantial weekly income.

When 1 told Jack Keating what I had done, he
was delighted and surprised ‘' 1t only proves,” he
sard, “‘that anvone wholikes r.l:ettl-ﬁg ran be taught
to produce the kind of drawings that ednors and
advertisers want. The work is not as hard as it Jooks
when you have been shown Bow."

ow in a few Hours [ Learned
The Secrel of Skefching
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A Simple Home

Study Method

Through its simple, methodiecal home study sye-

" tem the North American Schoel of Drawing teaches

you to draw, just as any other school might teach
you tp write shorthand, or keep books or operate &
typewriter or any other everyday lﬂb‘ifh
. There is no reason-why you, too, sfiould not do’
equally as well, if you have a liking for drawing.
+* Try it for vourself. You can enroll with the North
American 8chool of Drawing without ricking a
penny. If you ean draw at all you will astonish your-
self Ly your progress, and you will find modern Com-
mercial Art one of the most fascinating occupations
that could be imagined. The opportunities in this
growing profession are simply wonderful. The tre-
mendous increase in advertising and illustrated
publications has created such a demand for com-
petent artists that the ﬁ-r!nj_' of Commercial Art and
IMlustrating is a real gold mine for the man or woman
who Likes to draw.

Get this Free Book

“Drawing for Pleasure and Profit"

This book has a message for vou. Itisunique and
inspiring. It brings you news that no matter where
you live, or what you are doing, your talent for
drawing can be developed in the privacy of your
own home surely and simply and without dru‘_:_dm-r!
It contains deeply intercgting literature dealing with
Commercial Art and Hlustrating and discusgges var-
ous kinds of drawings, the prices paid lor theém, and
the opportunities which are open to you. You need

‘this book. You can bave it for the asking. A request

for it does not place you under any obligation what-
ever.

But act AT ONCE. Learn to draw—whether or
not you want to be a commercial artist,_To Le able
to draw is o big asset socially or in any line of bus
ness, Ti[l in_the coupon below and mail it today
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THE NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL OF
' DRAWING, Ine.

538 HENKLE BLDG., BUFFALO. N. Y
Please send me your book g' Drawing for

Pleasure and Profil."" Menclosc 4c in
~ slamps lo corver cost of postage
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they have lost their savor. The ghosts of fietion derive their interest

and fascination from their strangeness; and if ghosts do the same
things, in slightly different fashion, through story after story, then they be-
come as humdrum and uninteresting as the sight of a milk wagon to a night-
owl. The ghost-stories in WEIRD TALES are different. In this issue, the ghost-
ly abbey that limns itself against the sky in T'he Lord of the Tarn when Torkel
Yarl’s hour arrives, and the ghost of Old Morris revealing itself more and more
each day in The Shadows until that terrific assault by the Jumbee—these are
ghost-stories that are really out of the ordinary.

One ghostly yarn that has come to us in the mails at least a score of times is
the incident of the wager: Someone bets someone else that he (or she) does
not dare to spend the night in a certain haunted room (or sometimes at a
haunted grave in the cemetery); and to prove that the haunted place has
actually been visited, the person is to drive a stake inte the grave (or nails into
a certain place in the floor of the haunted room). But in the excitement and
terror of the occasion, the person drives the stake (or the nails) through his
coat, and when he tries to get away he finds that he is held by the fastened
coat, which his excited imagination transforms into a ghost, and he dies of
terror. Several times, in rejecting stories based on this incident, we have in-
quired of the authors how they happened to think up such a plot, and in each
case the story had been told to the writer as an incident that had actually
happened, so the writer worked it up into a story. But the theme was already
used once in WEIRD TALEs (The Ghost of Liscard Manor, November issue,
1924), and once is enough. Houdini, in WERD TALES for May, 1924, related
the same incident as having been told him by his father: ‘‘ My father, who has
also investigated phenomena, and who was one of the pioneers in 1848 relates
a, story that in his student days one of the boys in his class had to drive a nail
in a wooden eross at midnight in the local cemetery, and as he turned to flee, a
hand reached out and held him fast. He shrieked and shouted for help,
sereaming out that he was held by a ghostly hand, but by the time assistance
arrived, he was dead on the grave. It appears that in driving the nail in, he
had accidentally, in his excitement, nailed down the eoat. His mind had con-
jectured a hand reaching out from the grave and seeuring him.”’

Another ghost-story plot that appears with great regularity in our mail is
(Continued on page 582) '

C ERTAIN basic ghost-story themes have been used again and again, until
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a Year Made By These 4 Men [ff~25:=+

Here's rroof positive that these four Dobe-trained draftsmen have
also made good with a bang! Their yearly earnings total $29,5001
They saw the Big Future in Drafting. They didn't wait for oppor-
tunity to knock. They reached out and grabbed him. They read
my advertisement and sent for my Free Book ""Successful Drafts-
manship.” They read.it —decided I was actually turning out real
draftsmen—and jumped at the chance to learn by my simple, prac-
tical, easy drafting method of teaching! Look where they are
NOW! And their first step towards Success was sending for my
Free Book. Let me send you a copy this very day. Use the couponl

Learn Drafting
at Home!

Men, I say you can learn drafting at home in your spare time!
That's exactly what Bowen - Bernier—Stroop and Dewalt did! 1
offer you the identical opportunity. Isn’t it logical for you to
believe that what these men did—you.can do? Maybe you can’t
do as well as the four big earners pictured here—but you've got
to admit that it's at least worth a tgy. Even if you could earn only

half as much when you finish my -coursel Most men would be
satisfied with that.

500 Industries ||
Need Drattsmen!

B i i
Jinsezesaanyy '
Five hundred and more industries not only need trained drafts. p—

lﬂltﬁ now but will ALWAYS need them! Plans must first be drawn LR

draftsmen before.any machine, building, or invention can be
built! That's the wonderful, b"lghﬁﬂd I train you for by my prac-

tical, quickly learned course. These men have had steady, profit-
able employment year after year! My easy, interesting, learned-
at-home-in-spare-time-training fifs you to enter this great profes.
sion! Decide now to Get Started] Write for my Free Book “‘Suce
cessful Draftsmanship.” Cut the coupon—mail it!

N
Mail Coupon for I S

FREE Book~ | ’

“ Successful Draftsmanship’’

Send a postcard or a letter or mail the ¢oupon for the Free Books
"Successful Draftsmadnship,’”’ which Dobe has written for the bene-

fit of all men who are interested indrafting-it'sa great book about
agreat profession—and you ought

10 Iﬂﬂd it_ ThEEE iﬂur men are '----q-------ﬁ------

certainly qlad they read it and
took DoBe’'s word that h 1d DOBE EASY DRAFTING
cal draftan enolt ' thet 1951 Lawrence Ave., Div. 23-78 Chicago

make real draftsmen out of them..
Pleasesend me free your book, “Successful Draftmanship”’,

No matter who ‘you are, where
you are, or what gnur job 1is you and names of other big money earning draftsman you
have trained.

should send for this book NOW,
You should send for it unless you
are making all the money you
want already.

DOBE EASY DRAFTING
Established 1900
1951 Lawrence Ave.,
Div. 23-78 CHICAGO
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(Continued from page 580)

this: A man goes to sleep in a room that is supposed to be haunted. Awaking
in the middle of the night he imagines he sees a ghostly hand at the foot of the
bed. Opening fire at the hand, he feels a stinging pain, and realizes that the
supposed hand is his own foet, and that he has blown off two of his toes. This
theme has appeared at least fifty times in manuseripts submitted to WEIRD
TarLes. That is why the story is always returned to its author.

‘“Why not publish more Chinese stories?’’ queries Donald Culhane, of
Butte, Montana, in a letter to The Eyrie, and adds: ‘‘I ean hardly stand the
suspense of waiting for the October issue so that I ean finish The Bride of
Oswris. It is thrilling.”’

‘““Every issue of WEIRD TALES econtinues to amaze me,’’ writes Charles
Fingerman, of Camden, New Jersey. ‘‘The stories, always fine, improve each
month to such an extent that readers are lost in conjecture, wondering how
standards, like records, can be broken so often, for Wemp TALES is always so
full of good stories, splendidly told, that no speecial standard can stand up for
any length of time, as new ones in point of themes, styles, and denouements
are being created as fast as the old standards are toppled over.”’

Lutie Keith, of Philadelphia, expresses her reactions to this magazine in
verse. We have not room to print the entire poem, but give the first strophe:

““1 lie awake far into the wee small hours and read WEIRD TALES,
While out in the shrouding gloom of the night, I hear weird wails;
I know it is only the wind, that moans in the tree-tops tall,

But to me it sounds like a disembodied soul’s despairing call.”’

‘““WEeIRD TALES, today, is in a class by itself,”” writes Charles M. Stephens,
of Brooklyn, New York. ‘‘It is as fine a magazine as any the world over. But
everybody’s saying that. And no wonder, with all its wealth of good reading.
Eli Colter’s The Dark Chrysalis is a masterpiece. I’ve just finished it, and,
man, it’s a story that blazes new trails in fiction. He deserves all sorts of
congratulations. For many hours of fine entertainment I am indebted also
to H. P. Loveeraft, Seabury Quinn, H. Warner Munn, Frank Belknap Long,
Jr., Nietzin Dyalhis, Greye La Spina, Vietor Rousseau, and others, who have
written such exceptional fietion for WEIRD TALES.”’

‘““In the September issue the best story was undoubtedly The Moon Men-
ace,”’ writes Fred W. Fischer, Jr.,, of Knoxville, Tennessee, ‘“though it was

closely pressed for this honor by Sax Rohmer’s weird Oriental story, Lord of
the Jackals. I wish to congratulate you on your new artist, Hugh Rankin.”’
Edward T. Radcliffe, of Portsmouth, Virginia, writes to The Eyrie: “I
am so enthusiastic about WERD TALES that T want to write and let you know
just how much I appreciate it. 1 started reading it about a year ago and
since then I have been a booster for it from the ground up. It is se different
from the usual type of magazine—the stories take you from the everyday
realms of life, Tt is a pity that it only ecomes out once a month. My favorite
authors are Seabury Quinn, Eli Colter and Greye La Spina. Let’s have some
more stories of the exploits of Jules De Grandin. They are excellent—but
Colter’s The Dark Chrysalis is one of the best stories T ever read.’’
_ ““I have been a reader of Wemp TALES a long time,”’ writes Grace M.
Wise, of Corbett, Oregon, ‘“and of all the magazines T read, it is my favorite.

(Continued on page 714)



Learn It In 90 Days - Start NOW
Quick Method-Not by Correspondence

No Books~ But On Actual Live Machinery -=No Lessons

Electricity is é‘ke Field, The greatest; largest,
most profitable and least crowded of all indus-
tries. My new, quick, method will enable

you to become a master of practical electricity
n 90 days. I don’t care whether you ever had
a days’ experience or whether yor have only
a ‘¢emmon school education, I will train you
so you can quickly get into the big pay class.
It's the greafest opportunity of the era.

No M'—ﬂg Lessomng This is not a cor-

It is a Chicago resident schoo® In my new two million
dollar school, you are’taugfht with actual electrical
equipment. Giant dynamos, great power plants, enor-
moaus -switch boards, mighty transmitting statiens, farm
lighting equipment - ali full size, working every day. No
dizzy charts or sleepy lectures to :

listen to. Five minutes after you

are in my class, you will be work-

ing om real electrical apparatus,

winding real mators, buildjng real,
batteries, wiring real houses--and

every minute there i§ an instructor

ready to give undivided attention;

remember—Chicago is the world®s

greatest. electrical center. m
get to visit all the great pl

. b

My Course-intludes
Y

COYN

Eleotricity
Electrical
SCHOOL

H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept. 87.98—Established 18¢9

500 South Paulina Street, Chicago

Railroad Fare Allowed ! will allow your

railroad fare from
any point you happen to geside to Chicago. [ will get
you a clean room, and 1 will help you ‘geti part

nter-

Lime ﬂnpioymt.lln fact, I'll take. a personal

est in ﬁu and do' everything possible to make your

stay enjoyable. And when you graduate my employment
department will give you lifetime service,

['s the trained
Big Future—Big Pay [ts the trained man

these days. $50.00 a week and up is nothing for a trained

man. Many have made $3.000 and up-a year with their
own electsical shops. My system of teaching gives you
such a thorough training that you will know far more
than the average electrician. You will be able to step

cut and get a real job on graduating.

You can stast in anytinie-no waiting. Each student
learns individually,

Send for Big Book!

Fill out and mail the coupon below
and | wjjl rush you my big 56 page
book with 150 photographs show-
ing actual scenes in the great roar-
ing Coyne shops. You need this
book. [t will solve your future.
for you. Getting this book will not
obligite you in the least. So ACT
NOW MAIL COUPON AT ONCE.

Dear Mr. :  Without obligation sond am your big free catalog
and all detaild of Rnilmﬂ:re_ to Chicago, Free Em?hmmm
Radic, Aeroplane and Aut®@mative Courses, and how

‘"enrn white
learning.’® | understand I will not be bothered by me::h—l.
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She comes to me in the midnight oft, when the pleasures of day are fled
And their dregs leave bitterest longing and unspeakable regret—

A hopeless, hung’ring yearning that in vain I would forget—

Then the mists back roll, and my naked soul with her presence is beset.

Her eyes outrival the mist-moonshine in their silken, soulless glow;
The tints of the yellow autumn cling to her billowy hair;

Cold as the hand of Death, with no life-light lingering there,

Is her ashen cheek, and the wan lips speak ever Despair, Despair.

She points me back to the far-fled past—a weary waste outspun—
Where unfinished tasks are lying that my hands had cast aside,

And smoldering ashes, telling where the old ambitions died

When the scarlet flame of carnal shame to the heart was made a bride;

And onward points to the nearing end where shadows close and cling,

While my shriveling form stands quaking on the brink of the black un-
known :

Afar, like glints of Dawning, Life’s Ideal Heights are shown

But hope has fled, for the soul lies dead where the wasted days are strown.

And I shudder back in the ghostly arms and the soulless eyes I seek,
Which gleam ’neath the yellow autumn tints that cling to the billowy hair,
Cold as the hand of Death, with no hope-light lingering there,

Is the ashen face, and the wan lips trace ever Despair, Despair.
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VIATION, the most thrilling of all 20th century
professions, is growing so swifily that one can
hardly keep track of all the astonishing new devel-
opments, Air-mail routes have just been extended
to form a vast acrial network over the entire U, S,
Air-lines and airplane factories are springing up all
over the country. Men like Henry Ford are invest-
ing millions in the future of com-
mercial Aeronautics in America! The
possibilities are so tremendous that
they stagger imagination!
Everything is set for the greatest
boom in history. The fortunes that
came out of the automobile industry
and out of motion pictures will he
nothing compared to the fortunes
that will come out of Aviation! There
is just one thing holding it up—Ilack
of trained men! ¥Xven in the begin-
ning thousands will be needed—and
generously paid, The opportunities
open to them cannot be over-estima-
ted. Those who qualify quickly will
find themselves on the road to un-
dreamed of moneyv—success—popu-
larity—and prominence!
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study of Aviation is almost as fascinating as the
actual worlt itself, Jvery Lesson is chock-full of
interest—and so absorbing that you actually forget
yvou are studying. But best of all are the ultimate
rewards you are fitting yourself to
gain!

Send for FREE Book
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profession you never even dreamed
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“I leave you to choose the manner of your death”

OU see before you,”’ said
‘Sark Darlin, with a gesture
toward his office window,
‘“the realization of a dream that en-
dured for a thousand years. KEight-
een generations of long-lived archi-
tects have had their part In the
dream, and through that window you
see the result.’”’

Of course I had seen it before, but
I never tired of it. Sark Darlin
had reason to be proud. The culmi-
nation, this man, of a thousand years
of specialization. He was old, and
his wife had given him no man-child
to earry on the family tradition. The
growth of City of the East would die
with Sark Darlin, and a little of the
sadness of it showed in his face as he
beckoned me to the window. I, as his
son-in-law, must take up the torech he

must relinquish, but I—I was not a
Darlin, and the pill was a bitter one
for Sark to swallow. Yet he loved
me, else he never would have allowed
my addresses to his daughter—for
that is the law.

His hand was on my shoulder as
we stood side by side and gazed from
the window. We were in his office on
the top floor of the Executive Build-
ing, five hundred stories above
ground level. Outside the window,
the platform for the landing of
monopters thrust outward into space.
Looking downward beyond the edge
of the platform I could see the:
other platforms below, one at each
window, scores and scores of them,
like perches before the uncount-
able doors of some mighty Gar-

gantuan dovecote. Straight across
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from our window yet well below it,
since the Executive Building is the
tallest in all the City, were other
platforms, and as we talked there,
watching, men and women and
children, like monster bees, dropped
from windows in their monopters,
and glided across to this or that
window in the Executive Building.
All the windows were numbered or
marked with other distinguishing
signs. It was like this throughout
the whole City, so that the great and
awesome canyons between the build-
ings were fairly alive with flitting
and industrious people, going about
their mysterious business speedily
and in silence.

Over the top of the building op-
posite I could see some of the other
buildings, their spires glistening in
the sun, now visible, now obscured as
wraiths of white clouds, like fingers
of some bodiless entity of space,
moved into and along the canyons.
Below the spires, many stories below,
there often were clouds, shutting out
the world beneath, so that at times,
looking from this window, it was as
though our building had been cut in
twain somewhere below us, leaving us
here in space, immovable. At such
times as these the myriad noises of
the City were muffled, as well they
might be, when one considers the
depth of the great canyons. But
even then, when impenetrable fog
held the whole city in its grip, the
noises came up to us, even through
the almost sound-proof walls of Sark
Darlin’s office. A vast, voiceless roar,
as though some subterranean mon-
ster, imprisoned in a pit that was
bottomless, eried out in agony at
his restraint. But the clouds, white
misty draperies, sent their tentacles
into the ecanyons and paid no heed.
While the eclouds were passing
through, it was always interesting to
watch the monopters, each encasing
a human being, stand upright on the
platform, patiently waiting for the

platform to another.
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mists to lift or move on. With clouds
in the canyons it was virtually sui-
cide to attempt a crossing from one
Sark Darlin, I
knew, had all but perfected a device
whereby monopters might be directed
at will toward a fixed destination, but
the purpose of the invention had
been defeated because, among the
mists, monopters might ecollide and
their occupants be hurled to the
depths. As we watched there, while
I sensed, without looking, that the
face of Sark Darlin was radiant with
pardonable pride, the platforms op-
posite were fairly aswarm with
monopters waiting for the mists to
lift or clear. Like doves standing be-
fore their cotes. It was impossible,
of course, to tell which were men and
which were women. Not that it mat-
tered, especially, for in the City of
the East there is no difference be-
tween them, save the fundamental
difference of sex, and women and
men work side by side. Sark has told
me, he having read extensively, that
this was not so, long ago; but Sark is
getting old, and I have never believed
it. To me it is inconceivable that
women were once considered to be of
a lower order than men—or the other
way around. My prinecipal reason
for loving the daughter of Darlin is
that she can do everything that I can
do.

““See, Gerd?’’ he pointed vaguely
beyond the window. ‘‘The City of
the East! The greatest city of all
time! The realization of a dream of
my first recorded ancestor. Would
that he lived today to see his dream
in truth as he must have seen it then
in his mind! He promised himself,
this dreamer-ancestor of mine, to
dedicate his life to the building of
this City which lies before you, and
the tradition was passed on to his
son, and from him to A4s son, and the
line has mever been broken. Only
now is it threatened, because my time
1s coming. Lona is my only offspring.
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To her, and to you, I tender the
torch which has burned brightly
through all the generations of the
Darlins,. You, and she, must carry
on.’’

Something of the solemnity of the
thing entered into me there as we
stood by the window.- I stood like a
statue, his hand resting on my
shoulder, harkening to the myriad
sounds of the City that persisted in
mvading the silence of Sark Darlin’s
office—and realized a little of the tre-
mendous responsibility that was one
day to rest on my shoulders. I shook
off the feeling, however, in a moment,
and gazed into the old man’s eyes.

‘““Nonsense!"’ I said sharply. ‘“You
have twenty years of active serviee
before you yet. You are only sixty-

five!’’

““‘Sixty-five,”” he repeated. ‘‘That
18 young, I know. Ordinarily I
should live to twice that age. But

I have led a strenuous life, and I
shall welcome the chance to leave it
behind me. I have received warn-
ings——"?

He pressed his white hand, slim
and graceful as Lona’s, atramst his
heart. A pang shot through me, I
wondered if somethinge of his affliction
might not have been passed on to
Lona. To win her for my own, only
to lose her to Death! " But I shook
myself impatiently. Lona was too
young, too replete with health and
brimming vitality.

“So,”” continued Darlin, ““you
must study City of the East as an
artizan studies craftsmanship. Every
spare hour must be spent in the air,
learning all there is to learn about
this City in whose future you will
have such an active part. The sun is
high now, my son, so drop off and
busy yourself ThlS 1S a tremendous
responsibility I am passing on to
you.”’

I fancied I read a vague hint in his
voice as he said it, as though he
somehow doubted his choice of a
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successor—and  decided instantly
that, before he should leave us, I
would erase any lingering doubt of
me his heart might harbor. Now,
however, there were other things to
do. He had bade me go, and to obey
his slightest wish was my law—since
I was soon to become his son-in-law.
We stepped back from the window
and Darlin kept up a running fire of
conversation, while I stepped into
my monopter and adjusted the fila-
ment wires to the headpiece whiech,
last of all, would be set in place,
closing the monopter to all sound
save that which was transmitted by
the mechanism of the wireless tele-
phone inside the headpiece.

iTH Sark Darlin’s words ring-

ing in my ears I stepped to the
window. Darlin opened it and
closed it swiftly befind me. I was
alone on the platform, preparing my- -
self for the duty to follow. To see
and to learn, and to remember, and
the whole of City of the East was my
place of operation. Added to this
duty, which I loved, was the antiei-
pation of again seeing Liona, who had
promised to meet me at the fifty
thousand foot air lane, directly east
of the Executive Building, at the
edge of the Great Rampart which
holds back the rising waters of the
vast Atlantiec—our usual trysting
place where, hand in hand, eommun-
ing by telephone, we were accustomed
to flying far out to sea, beyond the
usual range of other monopters,
where we might enjoy the privacy
our love demanded. From day to
day I lived in anticipation of that
winging flicht outward from the
Great Rampart in which, like a Lord
and Lady of Creation, we talked
lovers’ nonsense and looked down
upon the vast dominion we were to
inherit from Sark Darlin.

My heart was all aflutter as I
stood on the platform, waiting for the
mists to dlsperse shghtly before
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leaping into space. I knew that be-
hind me Sark Darlin stood by the
window, wishing me a silent God-
speed.

The monopter, as you must know,
is nothing more nor less than a slip-
over suit of specially prepared ma-
terial which, equipped with a tiny
atomic engine resting compaectly be-
hind and between the shoulders of the
wearer, keeps out the cold of the
higher altitudes. No one has yet
found it necessary to ascend to any
altitude greater than fifty thousand
feet, which is almost the ceiling for
monopters. There are air lanes be-
low this level, a lane for each two
hundred feet, in fact, and each type
of monopter, passenger and freight,
keeps to its particular level, assigned
by law, the monopters of the various
trades and strata of society being
designated by words on the outside of
each monopter as, for example:
‘“‘Engineer, Air Lane 50,000’’, or,
‘“‘Building Level 200, Air Lane 35,-
000’’. This last indicates that the
occupant of the monopter is a man or
woman from that City level indicated
by the two hundredth story of City
buildings, assigned by law to Air
Lane 35,000, which is to say, that
monopters from this level must con-

fine themselves to an elevation not
greater than 35,000 feet. The first

designation is virtually self-explana-
tory, indicating that the Engineers,
whose business is the building of the
City of the East to still grander pro-
portions, are allowed to ascend to the
highest lane, whence they are enabled
to view everything below them, which
includes every activity known at
present to the City of the East. I am
of the Engineers, soon to be the head
of the Guild, througeh my marriage
to Lona Darlin. But in reference to
the monopter: as I say, it is no more
than a slip-over suit, entirely enclos-
ing the occupant, and the motive
power is supplied by a small, com-
pact, atomic engine, an invention of

WEIRD TALES

Sark Darlin, and is guided and di-
rected by tiny buttons inside the
finger-tips of the right glove. In the
alr the monopter and its occupant
are one entity, directed by one brain.
Lenses of specially prepared material,
with fused quartz as the prinecipal
alloy, allow the eyes of the occupant
full view in all directions, or as far
as the eyes may swerve in any diree-
tion. To look at the rear requires a
turning of the entire monopter.
From which it may be seen that a
person in the air is virtually the same
in appearance as a person on the
ground, free of the monopter, with
the exception of the slight enlarge-
ment of the head and torso, caused by
the covering which houses the engine
of propulsion and the mechanism of
the headpiece. It is as though man
had suddenly lifted into the air on
invisible wings, and when all the
monopters of the City of the East are
in the air, which seldom happens at
one time, the City resembles more
than ever a gigantie dovecote, with
its inhabitants cireling about in prep-
aration for landing, filling the air to
the very crest of Air Lane 50,000.
An awe-inspiring sight, even when,
as I am, one is accustomed to it.
Standing on the platform before
Sark Darlin’s window, I was glad
that I had locked myself securely in-
side my monopter, for I was slightly
ogiddy with my thoughts, inspired by
the stupendous responsibility soon to
be mine, and, in my excitement,
might have fallen from the platform.
This would have been disastrous had
I, as I sometimes did, left the fasten-
ing of the headpiece of the monopter
until I had taken my place on the
narrow platform. Now, however, it
would have been perfectly safe to
step off into space and drop like a
plummet, for to slacken speed re-
quired but the pressure of finger on
button, so that I would have landed
at the bottom of this great canyon as
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lightly as a feather fluttering down-
ward.

It has always been a great moment
for me, a thrilling moment, to stand
on the platform before leaping out-
ward. From far below comes the
bellowing voice of the City, welling
up like thunder from the depths,
rattling the very headpiece about my
ears, causing my whole body to
tremble, so that the platform under
my feet seems to sway as though
some invisible hand is shaking it
from side to side. A cloud of snowy
whiteness passes through the can-
yon below me, blotting out some of
the sound, shutting out the world
below, so that it scems the world as
I know it has its foundation in
space, with spires and towers afloat
in the whiteness, a City in the air.
The moving of the clouds gives the
sense of motion, so that, as 1 gaze
at the building across from me,
1t seems to be leaning in my direc-
tion, so that I have an insane de-
sire to leap into space before it
shall have toppled against the Exe-
cutive Building and both shall have
fallen crashing into the canyon.
Even the Executive Building seems
to be moving, as though it tilted
away from me, toppling me forward,
so that I unconsciously lean back-
ward to keep from falling over the
edge. It is intoxicating and I never
tire of this experience. But a tap-
ping sound comes through the
phones and I turn to look at the
window through which I have just
stepped. Sark Darlin is tapping the
window with one hand, while his
other hand makes a sweeping
gesture which bids me soar aloft on
the business assigned me. Thus, in
a gesture, I am brought back to the
matter in hand, recalled to a mission
that never becomes humdrum.

However, just for the joy of fall-
ing, I step to the edge of the plat-
form and lean forward until the pull
of gravitation topples me from my
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perch and I go plummeting down-
ward. I always revel, dropping
thus, in the thought that there may
be something wrong with my
monopter and that I shall not be
able to halt my downward flight. 1
might have failed to connect some
all-important filament, a failure that
would assuredly spell disaster. But
when I decide to cheek my falling,
speed slackens gradually until, by
an effort of will, I am moving in the
opposite direction, upward. Onee
this is accomplished the matter is
simple. T keep on c¢limbing, straight
into the eclouds.

My flight upward is uninter-
rupted, for the aerial traffic laws
compel monopters already in the air
to keep out of the way of monopters
ascending or descending while, in
the up and down traffic, desecending
monopters keep out of the way of
those ascending.

So in a few moments, I find my
monopter becoming almost station-
ary, indicating that I have reached
Air Lane 50,000 or the ceiling for
monopters, 50,000 feet above ground
level. Here for a moment I tilt for-
ward to peer down. What a mag-
nificent sight! No wonder Sark
Darlin is proud! Air lane after air
lane, each alive with its myriads of
flitting, darting monopters, as the
individuals occupying them seurry
here and there toward unknown
destinations. A veritable cloud,
black layer upon black layer, ex-
tending downward to swathe the
very buildings of the City of the
East. A cloud, moreover, through
which it is easy to get glimpses of
the City itself.

As I have said before, the highest
building is the Executive Build-
ing, 500 stories, almost in the mathe-
matical center of the City. All
about this building are grouped the
others, many of them far more mas-
sive, most of them in fact, sinee
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Executive Building is more like a
slender spire than a building—and
they vary in height from two hun-
dred and fifty stories to four hundred
and ninety, the latter building being
an annex to the Executive Building,
housing the subordinates and ap-
prentices. of the Engineers, who
themselves are housed in the Execu-
tive Building. This latter building,
with its sprawling annex, is the most
industrious hive in all the City. Its
work is the City’s progress. Its
officials are the City Administrators.

A City of spires, of great heights,
cloud-wreathed, reaching to all the
borizons. A city of mighty canyens,
since the invention of monopters
made it possible to remove the sus-
pension bridges of my father’s time.
A City—but I find this the best
simile: it is as though a great piece
of ecardboard, cut to represent, on a
tiny scale, all the country lying be-
tween the Atlantic and the Missis-
sippi, so-named in ancient times,
and extending into the region of
cold to the north and the region of
the tropies to the south—and this
cardboard literally obliterated from
view by pins thrust upward from
the underside, a wvast pin-cushion
with all the points extending out-
ward. Only the pins of the simile
are the towers and spires of the City
of the East. The sun glistening on
the spires bears out the simile, for
the spires shine in its rays like pin-
pricks of silver, deluging the sky
with silvery glamor. A marvelous
creation, full-sprung from the brain
of eighteen gencrations of Darlins.

But I turn for the flight into the
East where, at the edge of the Great
Rampart, I have an appointment
with Lona. Together, after our
lonely flight, hand in hand, aecross
the waters of the Atlantie, we will
come back across the City of the
East, which we must one day govern,
to examine the Invisible Frontier.
This frontier, if I may explain in
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passing, is that invisible line of
demareation, beyond which people
of the West may not come—for they
are aliens. These people are the
races of color, which occupy all the
country west of the Mississippi,
representing the descendants of the
races of color who, centuries ago, all
but overthrew the people of the
American white race. Only the
foresight of once of the Darlins pre-
vented this racial catastrophe. He
had already caused the installation
of the Invisible Frontier.

In itself the frontier is simplieity.
At each quarter-mile along its length
is a tiny station housing a eorps of
engineers, whose duty it is to see
that the mechanism of the aerial ray
producers do not fail. These rays,
which are invisible, are hurled into
the sky to a height twice that of the
ceiling of the most perfeet monopter,
and played back and forth so that it
would be impossible for any person
of the West to pass through the In-
visible Wall, for to attempt such a
foolhardy thing would be death. No
monopter has yet been perfected
which is able to pass through this
wall of rays. Certain foolhardy
people of the West have tried it,

~only to have their monopters, less

perfeet than ours, melt away from
about them, allowing the oceupants
to plummet to the earth—a painless
death after all, since even before the
beginning of the downward plunge,
the occupant of the offending
monopter has been burned to a
cinder.

Only through a traitor along the
Invisible Frontier would the in-
vasion of the people of the West be
possible. We have long known that
the seientists of this country of the
West have been trying to perfect
machines capable of passing through
the frontier, for these people breed
like flies, and must eventually find
some place for their expanding pop-
ulation or perlsh But the possi-
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bility of a traitor, a man or woman
who would deliver the City of the
East into the hands of the races of
color, would be unthinkable. The
attack, when it does come, must be
from another direction and—but one

shudders to think of such a catas-,

trophe.

So 1 thought as I fled eastward
toward the Great Rampart, little
guessing that already an attack was
being launched, and that Lona and
I were to witness the very first con-

tact.

2

THE speed of my monopter is three
hundred miles an hour, so that
it is a pleasure jaunt from the center
of City of the East to the edge of the
Great Rampart—a pleasure jaunt all
the more pleasant because I know I
shall find Lona at my destination.
Lona! There is romance in her very
name! Thig flesh and blood woman
sired by Sark Darlin, the greatest
living architect, to whom he was
soon to turn over the vast responsi-
bilities inherent in his dreams. To
Lona, and to myself, as one after the
marriage which should take place
very soon; but never too soon to
please me. Lona! The bright-
cheeked girl of the golden hair, and
the form of a goddess of the olden
times, when men had not yet con-
quered the air lanes, but crawled
slowly along the ground in liquid-
driven, elumsy vehicles, or soared to
unimportant heights in unwieldy
machines even more clumsy. Lona,
whose very mame spoke of perfeec-
tion! And I was hurrying into the
East to keep my daily tryst with her.

Already, far ahead, I could see the
mists which shroud the shoreline of
the Atlantic, and was glancing
about me among the hurrying
-myriads of monopters, seeking that
which bore upon its erest the swas-
tika-and-star which is the signal of
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the house of Darlin. Only Sark
Darlin himself, who rarely makes
use of the monopter of his own in-
vention, and Lona, may wear the in-
signia of the star superimposed upon
the swastika. The significance of
the signal has been lost in antiquity;
but the whole City of the East
knows that inside the monopter
marked with the swastika-and-star
is Lona, the promised bride of Gerd
Sota, myself.

So, speeding eastward, with now
and then a glance downward into
the vast canyons of City of the East,
evading the streams of other monop-
ters to right and left of me by in-
stinet, I pondered the matter. 1
wonder now, as I look back upon
that flight, whether I didn’t really
harbor some slight intuition of the
catastrophe so soon to follow. Per-
haps. Else why had the thought of
attack obtruded itself upon my con-
seciousness? Men and women in
other monopters at my level, all of
them belonging to this lane because
of their importance in the City of
the East, raised their arms to me in
passing, and I returned their silent
greetings abstractedly. The word
had already gone forth, I could see,
that Gerd Sota was soon to take the
place of Sark Darlin as chief admin-
istrator of City of the East, and
these greetings from the other
monopters were silent pledges of
fealty. Soon the very least of these
would carry out orders originating
with me, or with Lona.

But I was approaching the Great
Rampart, which merits a brief
deseription. The first noticeable
rising of the waters of the Atlantic
is shrouded in remote antiquity.
Suffice 1t that the first Darlin took
cognizance and caused the first
stones of the Great Rampart to be
laid. At first it was only a great
wall, a thousand feet in width and
two hundred feet of elevation, a
fortress against the ocean. From
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which I know that the rising of the
waters had been an exceedingly slow
progress, since the base of that first
wall is at the present moment but
fifty feet below the surface of the
Atlantie. I can, however, but mar-
vel at the foresight of the first in-
spired Darlin, for even that fifty
feet of rise would have spelled dis-
aster had there been no wall. How-
ever, as time passed, and as the
population of the City of the East
increased, and especially after the
invasion of the races of color, when
the white race was driven back
from the Pacific, back behind the
Mississippi, at whose farther side the
Invisible Frontier had already been
installed, and beyond which the
races of color could not penetrate, it
became increasingly evident that,
because the people of the white race
literally covered the ground level,
the only possible expansion must be
upward.

Under the leadership of a Darlin,
every able-bodied man and woman
was pressed into service, Hills and
mountains were leveled overnight,
and from the very bowels of the
earth came the materials which
went into building of the Great
Rampart. From great depths they
came, those materials, for this far-
sighted Darlin wished to preserve as
much of the native soil as was
humanly possible from which to get
the food to feed the City of his
dreams. And as his myriad army of
laborers moved westward from the
first Great Rampart, the wall itself
was broadened, and on its first
humble beginnings, that thousand-
foot-wide barrier, was erected the
first series of the then highest build-
ings in all the world. But the first
one was an insignificant hundred
and fifty stories, so that our shore-
line, which should really be a thing
of beauty, is but a drab collection of
time-worn, ill-shaped, comparatively
tiny buildings.
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But that was a beginning. And
with this as a starting-point the wall
itself was extended, so that today
the ground is invisible, and the bot-
tom of the deepest canyon in the
City is two hundred feet above
ground level. Beneath this level ex-
panse of imperishable stone are the
Menials, subjugated peoples who toil
in slavery to feed the multitudes
above them. One wonders at the
fears which must ever be with them,
when they realize the number of un-
countable tons of material which
hover over them. But all they see
are the great pilings which are the
foundations of the (Great Rampart,
upon which, in turn, the buildings
of the City of the East have been
ereected. These pilings, so Sark
Darlin has told me, are of slender-
ness unbelievable; but the matter of
stresses and strains has been worked
out so carefully that there is little
doubt that the City will stand, im-
movable, for centuries yet to ecome.
The slenderness was made necessary
in order that every available bit of
ground might be cultivated. The
Menials are never allowed above
ground level, and are the only in-
habitants of City of the East who
are denied the use of monopters.

So, to sum it all up, the Great
Rampart, except where it sets flush
with hills of solid stone left by the
builders, extends from the shore of
the Atlantie to what was the Missis-
sippi before its waters were di-
verted to the use of the white race.
It is a veritable White City, and no
ground at all is visible, save that
which may be seen when the waters
of the Atlantic are clear, extending
from the shore to that point where
they vanish into the depths.

Some day City of the East will
extend still farther eastward, for on
our journeys, Lona’s and mine, over
the waters, we have discussed this
possibility of further vanquishing
the waters, driving them back be-
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fore a moving wall of stone. But all
that is in the future. It will be my
problem, God wiling, and Lona’s;
for day by day people are being
born, faster than they die, so that,
inevitably, City of the East must
grow to house its myriads of inhab-
itants.

Among other duties, I must strive
to familiarize myself with the duties
of the Menials; but that will come
later. I must know, Sark Darlin tells
me, something of the vast quantities
of food necessary to sustain the life
of City of the East, so that I ean
plan against the future, when the
population will be too great to feed
under present arrangements. An-
other glimpse of the varied respon-
sibility which is to be mine——

e ERD! Gerd!”’

Musically the name beats
against my eardrums from the
phones. 1 know that marvelous
voice. Somewhere among the
monopters which hem me in, Lona is
calling my name, directing the
sound into space, seeking me. She
knows that I should be in this
vicinity now, and that in a few min-
utes I should catech her signal.

“Gerd! Gerd!”’

I know that she is approaching,
from somewhere off to my right, as
I can tell by my direction finder.
S0, upon the membrane which
presses tightly against my lips, I
speak her name, putting into its
pronunciation all of the love I bear

her.
““Lona! Beloved!”’ |
““Wait, Gerd! I am coming!’’

So I slacken my terrifie speed into
the East, remaining virtually motion-
less, as I revolve slowly, seeking
among the myriads of monopters for
that on whose crest is the sign of the
swastika-and-star. I locate it finally,
far below, off to the right, shoofing
up toward me from perhaps the five
thousand foot level, the monopter
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which causes my heart to leap with
excitement. For on its erest, gleam-
ing in the sun, is the sign of the
swastika-and-star. 1 raise my arms
and touch my fingers above my
head, holding the pose until Lona
has picked me out—a pre-arranged
signal between us. For, being below
me, she ean not see my own insignia,
unless I stand on my head, which is
unpleasant if one must hold the posi-
tion for any length of time. She
waves her hand to indicate that she
has seen my signal, and in a moment
her monopter is beside mine, and,
hand in hand, we continue the dash
into the East, toward the shoreline
which is now visible, with the vast
blue canvas beyond, a canvas ex-
tended to north and south to be lost
in the mists of distance, paralleled
by the Great Rampart as far as the
eye can see, even when aided by the
magnifying qualities of the eye-
lenses that glide into place when 1
will it. -
““Gerd!”’ it is almost a whisper,

scarcely breathing through the
phones.

My heart fills, unaccountably,
with a feeling of drecad. Lona is

alarmed. There is no mistaking that
fact. She has witnessed something
dreadful while awaiting my arrival.
But I wait for her to tell me.

‘““Gerd,”” and I know she 1s striv-
ing for control to tell her story, ‘I
thought you would never come, dear.
You are on time, sweetheart—I am
not eensuring you. But I have been
in agony because there was no one
to whom I dared entrust this news
of mine. I could have sent the mes-
sage to Father Sark; but there was
a chance that it m¥eht be picked up
by some enemy and my purpose de-
feated. That’s why I am now talking
to you in our own private code. For
all I know, though it may be a silly
woman’s fears, the monopters all
about us may encase the persons of
enemies or traitors.”’
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She paused, and my heart leaped
again because of her absolute trust
in me; because she believed that I,
Gerd Sota, would know the proper
thing to do. But I knew that, had
I not arrived as arranged, Liona her-
self would undoubtedly have done
whatever was necessary, and she
would have made no error in judg-
ment. I waited, wondering, in
dread, for her to continue.

But she said no more. She merely
gripped my hand, and I fanecied,
though it was more mental sugges-
tion than speech, that the phones
carried to my ears the single whis-
pered word: ‘‘Speed!”’

For side by side, our hands
clasped tightly, we were rushing
eastward with a speed such as I
never before had flown. The other
monopters in this air lane seemed to
go back from us as we passed, as
though they had been standing still;
yet I knew that they traveled at a
speed in excess of two hundred miles
an hour. It was like traveling
through a veritable fog of monop-
ters, held in aerial suspension. But
the swastika-and-star on Lona’s
crest assured us of a clear right of
way, so that there was no danger of
collision, even had I not released
the outside buzzer which cast a radio
warning forth into the air, so that
monopters in our path would draw
aside.

Speed, speed, speed! The air
through which we fled met us like a
wall. Right below us now was the
edge of the Great Rampart, its white
immensity bathed in flying spume at
its ponderous base, as the waves,
mountain-high because of a gather-
ing storm, threshed out their futile
strength against that stony inspira-
ion of the first of the Darlins. But
we did not pause. Lona gripped my
hand, so that I turned to look into
her eyes. It is difficult to see eyes
through the intervening lenses of
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two monopters, but I could see
Lona’s as though their very inten-
sity of gaze commanded. They were
large and frightened, and as soon as
she knew I had seen, she raised her
free arm and pointed out to sea.

Then I noticed an odd phenom-
enon. The beating of the waves
against the Great Rampart was only
a local disturbance, covering a dis-
tance of perhaps five miles to right
and left of where we were—and ten
miles out to sea the surface of the
Atlantic was as smooth as a mill-
pond! It was unbelievable. As
though some monster of the deep
faced this particular portion of the
Great Rampart and lashed a mighty
tail in fury, causing the waters to
crash against the immovable stone,
breaking high along the face of the
Great Rampart, bathing it in flying,
angry spume. What had eaused this
vast disturbance? What mighty up-
heaval in the depths of Mother At-
lantic was thus arousing her ancient
displeasure? And, ecatching a
glimpse again of Lona’s face, I saw
that it was white and set—and a
little of her abjeet fear communi-
cated itself to me through our
clasped hands.

‘““What 1s it, Lona?
sake tell me!”’

“Wait!”’

I knew then that she intended
showing me, and dread was at my
throat again. I knew that I was
destined to witness some monstrous
thing. Yet why should I be afraid?
Lona, wundoubtedly, had already
seen; yet she was going back—with
me! Some of her invinelble courage
imparted itself to me with the
thought, so that I resolved, come
what might, to live up to her faith—
and to dispel the haunting doubt of
Sark Darlin, which T had detected
in his voice as he had wished me
Godspeed at the beginning of my
flight from the Executive Building.

For God’s
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NOW we were hurtling straight out

to sea while, looking backward
with a swift turn of my head, I
could see that the waves still broke
as high as ever against the Great
Rampart. But I could not see into
the depths, here. It was as though
all the ocean were a-boil, lashing
the surface to a white foam, so that
only the surface was visible. What
monstrous thing wallowed just be-
low us, invisible below the mantle of
white which made of this section of
the coast a boiling cauldron?

Lona again grasped my hand
tightly. Our speed slackened, as
though her will had dominated mine,
so that I slackened my own monop-
ter instinetively.

““Look down, Gerd!’”’ she said.
‘““Below the surface! Study the
depths as soon as we are far enough
out to be beyond the milky white-
ness of the boiling water. Move
slowly, or we may pass it!”’

What did she mean? I was soon
to know, for gradually the whiteness
of the puzzling boiling faded, so
that, here and there, I caught
glimpses of the blue of the depths,
into which, at intervals, I ecould
penetrate with my eyes. 1 pressed
my free hand to a button outside
my headpiece, and powerful lenses
dropped into place before my eyes.
I had only aped Lona in this, for I
had seen her own eyes vanish be-
hind opacity as she did the same
thing. We were both virtually
motionless in the air now, except
that we dropped gradually down-
ward, leaning forward both, so that
eur view beneath would be unob-
structed.

I almost leaped free of my monop-
ter when I saw the thing! It was
monstrous.

A submarine such as the wildest
nightmare might not have con-
ceived! Even at the depth at which
it must have been lying, for we were
several miles from shore, the re-
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flection of the sun’s rays from the
elliptical body of the thing was
blinding. It must have been all of
a mile in length, and it rested on the
bottom, broadside to the shore and
the Great Rampart, a silvery mass
of what looked to be a mountain of
gleaming steel! A metal monster
beyond all imagining. There was
no propeller that I could see, though,
taking its vast size into considera-
tion, it was now not inconceivable
that the thing might be provided
with a myriad of metal legs, on
which it had walked the ocean’s
floor, following the coastline from—
where? It was not hard to guess,
when one took into consideration the
desperate necessity of the races of
color to secure the vast country in
which was City of the East.

The more I thought of it the more
I was sure that the metal thing was
possessed of legs; that it was a sense-
less amphibian. It had probably fol-
lowed the coast into the south from
some place on the North Paecific,
thence by land across the neck con-
necting the two great Americas.
Reason tottered as I strove to fancy
this great thing walking across the
Isthmus, trampling whole mountains
under foot, wiping out cities and
towns which stood in the way. But
what was it doing here? Its aectivi-
ties were making a boiling cauldron
of this portion of the ocean; but how?

In the instant of asking the ques-
tion I knew the answer. For by
scores and hundreds there darted
from the massive side of the thing,
under water, egg-shaped things not
unlike our own monopters. Tiny
submarines, these, each with a man
inside it! That was the answer.
There were thousands of them, so
that, darting into the deep water,
visible until they had entered the
boiling area to be lost from view,

they looked like a wvast school of

speedy fish, darting headlong toward
that section of the Great Rampart
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upon which the waves were breaking
their ecrests into wisps of flying
spume. That boiling had been in-
duced for the express purpose of
masking from the view of our aerial
scouts whatever the enemy was
doing.

Even as one school of the tiny sub-
marines darted into the whiteness,
another emerged from it, dashing
acainst the side of the metal monster
to be taken in and absorbed. Like a
oreat fish spawning, then receiving
her young into her body again. Even
as I thought this, my brain working
furiously to find a solution, school
after school of them broke from the
whiteness and were lost in the side of
the monster. _

Inside my left glove, which is part
of the monopter, my fingers worked
like mad upon the tiny instrument
with which, in the air, I keep in con-
tact with Sark Darlin. I gave him
the section of the rampart where the
mysterious activity was going on,
and a brief description of the mon-
ster in the slime below, of the tiny
submarines which, their work already
accomplished perhaps, were return-
ing to the mether sub with the speed
of game fish.

Faintly to my ears came the
answer of Sark Darlin.

““1 have your message. I am act-
ing. Watch the Big Submarine!”’

By the renewed pressure on my
hand I knew that Lomna, too, had
caught her father’s message. Motion-
less there, both leaning forward,
watching the metal monster fever-
ishly, we were totally unprepared for
what followed. For behind us, with
a roar that made the very air about
us a seething maelstrom, a five-mile
seetion of the Great Rampart, carry-
ing with it the hundred and fifty
story buildings of early days, leaped
skyward and ecrashed back again, a
smoking, powdery ruin—into which,
on the instant, poured the mighty
Atlantic to fill the breach!
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Simultaneously the surface of the
seething ocean became a welter of

dismembered, horribly mangled
corpses. But all that I could see
were nude. Sark Darlin, then, had

acted in time, when he had had but
seconds in which to do so. Only the
unimportant Menials had suffered
from the catastrophe.

A monster wave, breaking against
the broken wall beyond the breach,
rolled back to sea—a veritable moun-
tain of water. I saw it crash against
the metal monster in the depths.
Swiftly she heeled over—and I knew
my first cuess had been correect.
Metal legs waved in sight for a few
moments as the thing strove to right
itself. Then they disappeared, in all
their monstrous bigness and tentacle-
like waving, as the submarine came
back, upright and, with the same
motion, swerved to the right, to dis-
appear like some unbelievable deep-
sea fish, into the darkness of the
Atlantie! '

3

A KIND providence must have been
with us at that moment; for we
faced each other and I took her
hands in mine, while our eyes met in
questioning and horror. I am sure
that this involuntary, instinetive
clasp of hands saved the life of Lona.
In the instant of the eclasp, while
those soundless messages passed be-
tween us, the aerial maelstrom caused
by the explosion and attendant rup-
ture of the Great Rampart was upon
us—a shock such as I hope never
again to feel.

The noise of City of the East is a
vast and awesome thing when one
hears it without the ears protected;
multiply that sound by a thousand
and you have some idea of the shoek
which that explosion caused us, and
we almost ten miles off-shore from
the breach in the wall. Tt was like
being instantly compressed in
monster vise, with all the ﬁends
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above and below the earth hurling
gibes into the teeth of the sufferer, so
that palsied hands fly to ears and fill
the hearing.

them to save One

e '
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wonders at the massive strength of
that great submarine, that it was not
riven in twain at the explosion; for
even as the swirl and erush of the
ases broke about us, I glanced down,
to see that, among the out-floating
corpses of the Menials, fishes of all
sizes, of many schools, had turned
their white bellies upward on the
stormy surface of the water below,

But the other sensation was even
more terrifying. We had -clasped
hands, Lona and I, and the mael-
strom whirled us over and over, dis-
tant from each other by the lengths
of our two pairs of arms, clinging for
life. Now Lona would be abhove me,
like some fantastic aecrobat, balane-
ing on my upraised hands; then we
changed positions, all in the batting
of an eyelash, a speed of movement
that was doubly terrifying. First I
gazed at the sea below me, apparently
looking up; then I would look up-
ward at the sky, so that all the uni-
verse seemed turning topsyturvy
with unbelievable speed. 1 realized
one thing instantly then, a thing that
froze me with dread, remembering
the white bellies of the fishes so far
below me. Lona was unconseious!
Only because I held so tightly to her
hands was she saved from the fright-
ful plunge, through thirty thousand
feet of space, into the ocean—for I
judged that we had dropped that far
below Air Lane 50,000 before the
breaking of the tragiec storm.

“Three men rolled from the
monopter and each held a
slender tube in his blackened



600

Was Lona dead? Could I support
her dead weight and transport us
back to some safe platform in City of
the East? 1I’d do it, I told myself,
or plunge with her to the depths.
For if she fell from me I had no de-
sire to live. So I clung to her and
prayed.

Slowly, when the swirling of the
aerial maelstrom had abated some-
what, so that I found myself once
more in a state of equilibrium, Lona
hanging before me, her head against
my limbs, I faced toward City of the
East and drove my monopter toward
~ safety. Was she dead? Could I
maintain my grasp upon her hands?
Would the mechanism of my monop-
ter support us both? The answer to
~the last question was capable of
a speedy solution. We were making
excellent time toward the shore; but
we were losing altitude with fearful
rapidity—a planing glide that seemed
endless.

It seemed hours; but reason told
me but a few minutes had passed,
before I sank, all but exhausted, on
a platform of a building just west-
ward of the breach in the rampart,
with the still unconscious Lona
clinging to my hands. I sat down
weakly and held her in my arms.

All this time my phones had been
transmitting a message from Sark
Darlin; but I could not use my
hands to answer him. He was ask-
-ing after my safety and Lona’s, and
for information about the great sub-
marine. Clasping Lona the more
tightly with my right hand, for the
number on the window back of me
told me that we were two hundred
stories above the bottom of this par-
ticular street-canyon, I managed to
send a feeble message of reassurance
through the air to Sark Darlin. He
must have eaught it instantly, for his
answer came back, after I had as-
sured him of our return:

‘‘Thank God!”’

I whispered the words myself,
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reverently, for Lona had stirred in
my arms. She was not dead, and 1
lived again. I unfastened the head-
pieece of her monopter, so that she
might have the fresher air outside;
unfastened my own headpiece and
placed it close beside me. Lona
opened her eyes; her whole body
quivered in my arms in a shudder I
understood. She was, after all, a -
woman, and I loved her. She said
nothing of our return from above the
Atlantie, though she must have
known how she had been brought
back; but her eyes were eloquent. I
had saved her life; more than ever,
now, was that life a part of my own.
Our lips came together in a kiss
which was a delirium of happiness,
of which there is all too little in this
world of ours.

T wWAS Lona who first recalled the

horror we had witnessed.

““Quick, Gerd!’”’ she execlaimed,
rising to her feet, wavering so that I
held her fast lest she topple from the
platform. ‘‘Our headpieces imme-
diately! I am all-right now. We
must get back to Father Sark. He
needs us, as all City of the East
needs us now!”’

I made no reply. Nene was
needed. She had spoken truth. Our
headpieeces were replaced swiftly
and in silence. Still hand in hand
we soared aloft from the platform,
rising straight upward between the
walls of the street-canyon until we
had ecleared the tallest buildings
about us. Then, straight as homing
pigeons, we turned our goggled faces
toward Executive Building, a vast
white needle eastward. Did I fancy
it, or had an ominous black ecloud
suddenly dropped down to hover
above the spire of the Building of
the Engineers?

I do not know. I do know that as
we fled toward Executive Building,
through air lanes that now were
silent and deserted because of the
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catastrophe, a vaster dread than any
which had yet been mine was at my
throat.

What must be done to combat this

monstrous menace that had come to
us from the deeps of the ocean? For
centuries we had been looking to our
Invisible Frontier as protection, and
this had been so perfected that noth-
ing had yet been invented which
could pass through or over the Wall
of the Rays. But we had paid little
heed to the ocean. We knew that
City of the West, the city of the
Aliens, possessed monﬂpters as good
as our own. Yet our whole City was
surrounded by that Invisible Fron-
tier, save only that side which faced
the ocean. We had thought of sub-
marines as obsolete, and our cock-
sureness was threatening us with dis-
aster. Of course we were not being
caught entirely unprepared; for-that
would have been the height of folly.
We had prepared, after a fashion,
against attack from the Atlantic by
separating City of the Hast into see-
tions, each of which could be isolated
in a second by the man at the key-
board in Sark Darlin’s office—so
that, were entrance gained to any one
seetion, that section could be shut off
from the City at once, and the re-
mainder of the City be as impreg-
nable as before. This had been my
reason for sending that message,
naming the section, when I had
caught my first glimpse of the great
submarine. Sark’s instant warning
had cleared that section of the people
who mattered. In fancy I could see
them quitting those buildings in their
monopters like swift birds that are
flushed by the hunter. Some, of
course, had been caught; but there
had been few, for I had been able to
distinguish below us only the nude
bodies of the Menials.

Of this I was thinking as we
hurtled toward the Executive Build-
_ing, wondering subconsciously at the
black cloud which hid the glistening
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spire in which was the office of Sark
Darlin—wondering at its meaning,
and why a vague intuition told me
that all was not well.

Nearer and nearer we flew, yet the
spire did not appear from the black
cloud. That meant we should have to
land on some lower platform until
the lifting of the cloud. Delay, de-
lay, delay! DBut we dropped down
into the canyon swiftly, along the
edge of that ominous ecloud, and
landed upon the first platform nf the
Executive Building we could see.
And made a gha.stly discovery !

There was no spire of the Execu-
tive Building! This platform upon
which we stood was the highest plat-
form remaining of the mneedlelike
shaft which was the Building of the
Engineers! We stood on a platform
on the four hundred and ninety-
eighth story; there should have been
two stories above us. Yet half of
story 498, all of story 499, and the
elistening white spire which had been
the pride of Sark Darlin were gone!
All the mass of the building above
where we stood had been sheared oif
as though a great knife had passed
cleanly through the building! No
debris at all and, as far as we could
see, none in the canyon below. The
upper portion of Executive Building
had vanished! From where we stood
we could look into what remained of
story 498, where the office appurte-
nances stood in the open as their flee-
ing users had left them, no cover
above them to protect them from the
elements, shadowed by the ominous
cloud which, from a distanee, I had
thought obseured the crest of the
Executive Building,

Lona and I still clasped hands.
Now her hand gripped mine more
tichtly, and I returned the pressure.
No words were needed. We both
knew that Sark Darlin had vanished
as mysteriously as his office had
vanished, together with all of those
high officials who had oceupied the




602 WEIRD TALES

offices that should have remained
above where we stood. In one blow,
mysteriously delivered, the enemy
had shorn City of the East of leader-
ship. Then the realization following
on this thought staggered me: I was
the leader now, with Lona my equal
in power! In an instant that re-
sponsibility which I had not expected
to assume for years to come had
settled upon my shoulders—and 1
must get busy at once.

That ominous cloud was settling.
Lona suddenly stepped to the edge of
the platform and dropped off into
space, pulling me with her. As we
fell, plummeting downward, her
words whispered into my ears.

““That ' eloud, Gerd! Whatever
took Daddy and the crest of Execu-
tive Building is inside that ecloud!
In another instant City of the East
would have been leaderless indeed!
We must prepare!’’

i

E MUST prepare!’’ Yet what
were we to do? For with the
obliterating of Sark Darlin’s office
had been obliterated that vast mech-
anism of his by which he had been in
communication with all the City.
There was now no way to send forth
a warning. But Lona knew! Her
father had confided in her, more than
he had seen fit to confide in me before
I had in fact become his son-in-law.
Her hand held mine as we continued
dropping into the canyon. We
struck the bottom as lightly as
feathers and, Lona leading, both of
us running awkwardly because of the
impediment of our monopters, ap-
proached a tunnel-like opening in the
bottom floor of the Executive Bnild-
ing. This was the closest T had been
in all my life to ground level. And
we still were going down.

Inside the tunnel we ran, info
darkness. We dropped into ebon
space and our monopters were auto-
matically in use again. Then we
were in the cavernlike immensities of

the level of the Menials, and I had
set foot on the soil of Earth for the
first time in all my days, the first of
all my family so to do for genera-
tions! But there was no time to
think of this now, for Lona was
running again, leading me swiftly
with her, among the nude people who
were the Menials, bowing and bend-
ing, toiling and steaming in perspira-
tion, as they labored with the soil to
make it bring forth fruit for food. I
had no opportunity then to observe
what they did, for Lona was leading
me to one of those slender piles about
which I had been told—one of those
piles which support the Great Ram-
part, which is the floor of City of the
East. She opened a door set flush
with the surface of the slender pil-
ing, and we were in the piling’s
heart.

“See!’”’ cried Lona. ‘‘Sark Dar-
lin, dead though he may be now, was
still too far-sighted to be ecaught as
they thought to eatech him! Here, in
miniature, is a keyboard of communi-
cation which is an exact duplicate of
that in Father Sark’s office—a du-
plicate whose secret Daddy gave me
only yesterday. Gerd Sota, you are
now the chief administrator of City
of the East! Give your orders!’’

I am thankful, looking back upon
that moment, that I aeted with-
out hesitation. I doffed my head-
piece and took my stand before the
myriad-faced board of communica-
tion—ticked my frenzied message
forth into space. It was a message
to the nearest station of the Invisible
F'rontier, and it was a command that
a single one of the Invisible Rays be
directed into the heart of the black
cloud which hovered over Executive
Building. When I had finished the
message I turned to Lona, feeling a
certain pride in my own ability; but
Lona was mnowhere to be seen!
Frightened, I stepped to the door and
called her name, But no one an-.
swered. The Menials, some of them,
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looked dully up from their tasks for
a moment; but a sharply snarled oath
from me caused their eyes to fall. A
member of the upper levels does not
allow the Menials to gaze upon his
face—it is the law.

Then, from directly above, Lona
settled to the earth beside me.

“I went up to Rampart Level,”’

she told me breathlessly, ‘‘and I was .

right about the cloud! I reached the
bottom of street-canyon just as the
ray was turned upon it. I couldn’t
see the ray, of course; but I could
see the effect, for the cloud vanished
in a breath, and tongues of fire filled
the air where it had been! Out of
the fire fell a single monopter, like
no monopter in City of the East, but
larger than any three of them, and
marked in motley colors, like the
costume of an ancient clown! It
crashed to the ground quite near
where I stood, and three men, mere
blackened cinders, so that I could not
tell the color of their faces, rolled
from it! I ran and looked at them—
each one held in his blackened fingers
a slender tube. These three tubes,
whatever powerful agency they may
have contained, were, I am sure, the
inventions which wrought such havoe
with Executive Building!”’

“But, Lona!”’ I objected. ‘‘How
could the monopter have got through
Invisible ¥Frontier?’’

“It didn’t come through the
Frontier!’’ she retorted. ‘‘I am sure
it came from the other way, else one
of our people at the Frontier is a
traitor, which 1I’ll never believe!
That submarine brought it, just as it
brought those tiny submarines which
caused the breach in the Great
Rampart. The big submarine must
have emerged far out to sea to dis-
charge the monopter, and the monop-
ter, hiding itself in a cloud of its own
making, floated over the ecity. Some
way, which we may never learn, its
occupants kept in contact with a
common leader inside the submarine,
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so that the leader was informed of
the proper moment to make his at-
tack. Ugh! Imagine it, Gerd Sota!
An evil monopter, traveling in its
own cloud, high above even Air Lane
00,000, emitting its self-concealing
blackness like a giant squid that has
left the water suddenly and grown
wings! Then, at the proper moment,
the attack. God! Beloved! Daddy
Sark!’’

It had been too much for Lona
Darlin. Even as I once more re-
moved her headpiece she swooned in
my arms, and I bore her inside the
room of the board ¢° communication.
With the two monopters, hers and
mine, whose material is soft as eider-
down, I prepared her a pallet on the
floor. I laid her down, covering her
with cloths which I found at hand.
Then, knowing that a good rest
would be the best thing in the world
for her, and that she would waken
when nature willed it, burdened only
by the natural sorrow caused by the
loss of her beloved father—I seated
myself before the board of communi-
cation and began to send forth my
messages.

To Commander of the Air:

Clear the air lanes of all monopters save
those which are of the patrol service.
Under your personal supervision the skies
above the City will be patrolled wuntil
orders for your relief are sent you. Do not
relinquish vigilance day or night. Am
sending orders to the electricians to keep
searchlights playing into the skies during
the hours of darkness. SOTA.

To Master of Electricians:

Have men posted, in reliefs of one hour,
at each aerial searchlight throughout the
City. Keep the skies as light as day
throughout the night. Report any bodies
in the air, clouds or otherwise, which are
not the monopters of the aerial patrols.

SOTA.

To Depariment Heads of Invisible Frontier:

Be ready at any moment to raise In-
visible Wall along your section of the
Frontier. Have extra men posted at each
tube, with instructions to turn the rays
upon any object in the sky, cloud or
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monopter, indicated in orders from me giv-
ing location and direction-reading.

SOTA.

To COhief of Interior Administration:

Satisfy yourself that there are no
traitors in the corps which has charge of
the Invisible Frontier. Report results,

SOTA.

This last I sent in the code always
used in communiecation with City of
the East’s secret service, a code which
Sark Darlin had taught me. 1 was
proud of the faet that I was able to
send, in the code, from memory.

These orders sent forth, I con-
nected the phones of my monopter
with the receiver of the bhoard of
communication and, satisfied that any
message would waken me instantly,
flung myself down with my head
against the beloved feet of Lona,
ears attuned to the tympanum of the
phones, and slept the sleep of utter
exhaustion.

4

T wAS Lona who wakened me. She

had slipped into her monopter
again and had mine straightened for
use. There was utter silence inside
the piling, not even the monotonous
humming of the machinery used by
the Menials coming through to wus.
An ominous silence. Yet no message
had come over the wires. If any-
thing had happened outside, in City
of the East, no warning had reached
us. Yet I knew upon waking that
something was wrong. So did Lona,
tor she was as pale as chalk as she
faced me in the pale light of the
dimmed incandescents which lighted
the room inside the piling.

““Look, Gerd!’”” she ejaculated,
pointing at the board of communieca-
tion.

Then I realized why no alarm had
reached me, and cursed myself deep-
ly for having jeopardized City of the
East for the sake of a bit of sleep.
But the sleeping had saved my life.
For I had turned in my sleep and,
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because my phones were fastened
tightly in place, my turning had
pulled the econnection of the phones
with the board of communication. It
had saved my life, I repeat, for the
board of ecommunication was nothing
but a twisted mass of metal. The
myriads of wires were fused together
in a single ugly mass, and the wood
of the board was as black as coal.
The board of communication was use-
less—and I had been asleep. What
had happened? None of the officials
knew the location of this second
board of communication, and they
might have been trying for hours to
arouse me for the purpose of asking
for orders. Anything might have
happened because of my negligence.

There was no time to waste. With
Lona’s hand in mine, since I needed
her strength and woman’s courage, 1
stepped out of the room. Lona led
the way to the opening in the Great
Rampart through which we must rise
to first story level. But as we went
another and more terrible revelation
burst upon me.

Something ghastly had befallen the
Menials!

I could only guess how many there
were of them; but as far as the eye
could reach in all directions, massed
against the slender pilings, grouped
here and there in all sorts of con-
torted positions, not a nude figure
moved. Sightless eyes gazed straight
at the ceiling, glassily staring, while
faces were contorted into masks of
horror unimaginable. One man, a
brown one, had clasped his hands at
his own throat, and the grip still
held in death, so powerful that the
tongue, swollen and discolored, pro-
truded from between teeth which
glistened like snarling fangs. An-
other man lay doubled in such a way
that his face was almost against his
own nude loins, and the veins on his
neck stood out like cords. Dead
Menials, by scores and hundreds,
slain swiftly before they could at-
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tempt escape, stricken down in the
positions in which the unknown agent
of death had found them.

What had slain the Menials, and
why had they been slain?

The reason was obvious—the
Menials, who did the work of City of
the East, had been slain in order that
not a wheel of commerce should turn
throughout all the city—and the
agency which had destroyed them
had been created for the very pur-
pose it had served—and the Menials
had perished.

But how?

It came in a flash, then. The
Menials were nude, and only the nude
had perished. Horror-stricken, I
bent and examined one of the
laborers.

Weird, unknown rays! That was
the answer—rays which aected only
upon nude flesh! For just below the
breast-hone of each contorted corpse,
indelibly etched in the flesh, was a
brownish circle perhaps two inches in
diameter—much like the light ecirele
a small flashlicht makes upon an
opaque object when held close to that
object. The flesh inside the circle
was burned to a crisp. Turning one
corpse over I found a similar circle
on -the back, bisected by the spinal
column !
nude body!

I shuddered with horror. Those
little submarines! The breach in the
Rampart, and men, countless men,
from City of the West passing
among the Menials with those grue-
some little flashlights in their hands.

Lona and I had escaped because
they had not found us! Now I un-
derstood the silence, and why the
machinery of the Menials was
motionless. That machinery is, or
was, operated by eleetricity, and such
of it as I could see as we hurried
through the contorted forms in the
direction of the opening upon First
Floor Level, had suffered the fate of
the board of communication. Twisted

The ray had pierced the
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metal, wood black as cinders, useless
junk. In all the level of the Menials
was a chaos of twisted wires, fused
and odorous, twisted and econtorted
human bodies, a vast mausoleum
which made me understand some-
thing of the ruthless power of the
agency we were combating, and
something of the horror we might yet
expect. What would we find in the
upper levels? Had, while we slept,
the same mysterious agency which
had slain the Menials made a holo-
caust of City of the East? It was un-
thinkable.

But there was no time to lose. It
takes time to tell, but searce two
minutes could have elapsed after my
wakening before Lona and I once
more stood at the first story level.

Ity of the East was as light as
day and the catastrophe which
had fallen upon the Menials had
thrown all City of the East into
turmoil! Great searchlights played
across the heavens, their diverging
rays crossing and recrossing, their
varied colors creating a kaleidoscope
more brightly tinted than the great-
est rainbow. Imagine the wonder of
it! A City of a million spires and
turrets, of a million buildings whose
crests were in the clouds; buildings
which formed a City of the East
whose boundaries were the Missis-
sippi on the west, the Atlantic on the
east, and the regions of cold and heat
to the mnorth and south; a City
divided into sections, each of which
comprized no more than two square
city blocks, each of which was part of
a still larger section which was,
roughly, five miles square—and each
of the lesser sections equipped with
powerful searchlichts. Uncountable
searchlights, of a myriad of colored
beams, each playing across its allotted
portion of the midnight sky.
City of the East, vast and im-
measurable in the human mind, was
the abode of terror unutterable, for
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attack had been delivered from an
unexpected quarter and countless
lives had been lost. I looked upward
at the flicht after flicht of the aerial
patrols, close-mustered specks in the
sky at Air Lane 50,000, and the
lichts from the searchlights gilded
their monopters eerily, so that they
seemed like monster moths, with sun-
light glinting on their wings. Swift
darting moths, patrolling all the sky.

Lona and I turned westward,
speeding at the ultimate limit of our
monopters for the Invisible Frontier.
This could easily be seen now, for
where the lights from the darting
searchlight-wedges encountered the
Invisible Frontier the beams broke
short off, so that the Wall, invisible
as I knew it to be, was indicated by a
night-black mass, through which even
the beams of the searchlights could
not penetrate. Even light disinte-
orated and refused to penetrate the
Wall of the Rays.

Though we looked as far as we
could in both direetions, the black
wall seemed endless, and we flew for
several miles parallel to it to satisfy
ourselves that there was no breach.
An eery experience, ©f you will, for
we could not see the apparatus whieh
directed the rays. Just an ebon wall
against the West, ag though 1t had
been the edge of the absolute dark-
ness of outer space—and silence.
Satisfied that there was no breach
along the Invisible Frontier, Lona
and I turned back toward the At-
lantie and, since Air Lane 40,000 was
deserted, we flew with the speed of
the hurricane.

From this height we could see little
of City of the East, so far below us,
for our eyes were blirfded by the
glare of the myriad of lights which
blazoned the heavens through which
we sped. Through yellow light now;
now through blue; now through pale
green, we fled into the East. 1 was
now in communication with the com-
mander of the air. Two black clouds,
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he told me, had been dispersed at his
orders when he had been unable to
communicate with wus; two black
clouds which had apparently hung
motionless at least ten thousand feet
above Air Lane 50,000. He had or-
dered the nearest of the ray stations
of the Invisible Frontier to disperse
these clouds, which had been done in-
stantly—and out of each had fallen a
single huge monopter (huge, that is,
in comparison with our own monop-
ters), to plummet downward into the
heart of City of the East. |

I had an idea whence the clouds
came.

‘“Am heading out over the At-
lantie,”” T wirelessed the eommander.
“Keep your wave-length adjusted
for contact. Lona Darlin is with me.
Obey orders sent by either of us.
Keep a sharp lookout on the Invisible
Frontier. If the searchlights pene-
trate it at any point let me know at
once.,’’

Then I severed connections and
Lona and I hurtled onward into the
East.

OR the second time in twenty-four

hours we could see, dimly it is
true, and then only with the aid of
powerful night glasses, the outline of
the Great Rampart. We could not
see 1t until we had left the shoreline
several miles behind, because of the
searchlights; but when it did become
visible I began to get some idea of the
terrible thing that we faced. Before,
mountainous waves of water had
crashed against the Great Rampart
along a distance of little more than
five miles, a local storm artificially in-
duced, in some way, by the big sub-
marine. Now a storm so vast in
comparison as to dwarf that other
into insignificance ecrashed against
the Great Rampart. The roar was so
vast that its very volume caused Lona
and me, holding hands to keep from
being separated, to be tossed to and
fro like chips in a mill-race. No
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threat of destruction to a mere five
miles of Rampart this time, for the
storm was visible to right and left as
far as we could see.

It might have extended along the
whole length of the Great Rampart,
as I believed, and later verified, that
it did. But outward from the coast-
line a mere ten miles the ocean was
as untroubled as a pond—and for an
excellent reason!

Side by side, each in eontaet with
its neighbor to right and left, sub-
marines, only less vast than the first
we had seen, pointed their steel noses
at the Great Rampart! No beams as
from searchlights came from their
decks, and I knew that Lona and I
had not been seen—yet. This was a
terrible danger into which I was tak-
ing her. Had I tried to send her
back she would not have understood
my reason for so doing; besides
which I wished her with me, even
though both of us lost our lives.

Submarines afloat, abreast, their
noses pointed at the Great Rampart.
An attack was imminent; but how
would it be delivered? It would be
useless to charge the Great Rampart,
even with metal monsters as vast as
these. What, then?

I was soon to know. As before we
had seen the tiny submarines dart
back from the artifically ecreated
maelstrom before the Great Rampart,
we saw them drop back again; but
multiplied in numbers by the number
of the big submarines which had
lined up offshore to begin the
offensive.

Here is where I made the mistake
which was to prove the ruin of City
of the East, for I sent a message to
the commander of the air to clear the
City immediately of all inhabitants,
ordering them to the unmapped ways
above Air Lane 50,000. I knew the
monopters could do it, under pres-
sure, though it would be a terrible
strain on the nervous systems of the
flyers, and many must, of necessity,
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fall by the wayside. Sacrifice the
weak that the strong might live—it
seemed sensible reasoning to me, in
view of its stark necessity.

Looking back, after receiving the
acknowledgment of the commander
of the air, I saw the monopters rising
from City of the East in veritable
clouds. Not until the space below
Air Lane 50,000 had become empty
of aught save the beams of the
mighty searchlights, whose operators
were left behind at their posts—and

' T knew that the inhabitants who were

able had been herded into the spaces
above Air Lane 50,000, did I realize
how neatly I had been tricked. The
commander, then, of this barrier of
big submarines had known all the
time that Lona and I were above
them; but had been subtle in his
reasoning beyond imagining. It
proved he had known of our presence
that other time, too, when the one big
submarine had wrought such havoe
with the Great Rampart. From my
actions then he had reasoned out my
own probable line of reasoning, and
I had done exactly what he had
ficured that I would do.

F'or no explosion oceurred ; no new
breach showed in the Great Rampart.
The commander of the invaders had
worked a ruse the like of whiech had
never before been encountered in the
annals of modern warfare—and 1
had fallen into the trap. How well
I knew it when the next episode
occurred !

From the giant submarine direetly
below where Lona and I hune in the
air, watehing, shot a great funnel of
blinding light. A funnel, or inverted
cone, with its apex at the point of de-
parture, broadening as it lifted to
our place in the sky, so that the light
was all about us. But it was different
from the lights which the City of the
BEast used, for we could see through
the sides of the cone, around which
we circled like moths in a mighty
lamp chimney, unable to get through
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because of something inherent in the
strange light which dashed us back
when we would have gone through,
dashed us back as effectually as a
stone wall would have done, holding
us prisoners inside the gleaming cone.

But we could see—great God, we
could see! And in the hour or so bhe-
fore the end I realized to the full the
catastrophe my lack of reasoning, my
lack of experience with the minds of
men, had brought upon City of the
East! I understand now the reason
of that hint I had caught in the
voice of Sark Darlin when he had
told me I must become worthy to be
the leader in affairs of City of the
East. I had failed and, moving
about the sides of the cone, seeking
a way out, I suffered such torments as
no man before me has ever suffered
and, I hope, as no man may ever
suffer in the future—for I could see!

S THOUGH at a signal the under-

sea hatches of the countless sub-
marines opened and were flung back
and, as the bees must have eome forth
when Pandora opened the box, came
forth in swarms and myriads the
monopters of the invaders! Now I
realized, too, where even Sark Darlin
had been shortsichted. He had
never known of these submarines of
the people of the West, feeling, no
doubt, that the Invisible Frontier
made it unnecessary for him to send
sples and secret agents into the coun-
try of the Aliens. He had taken it
for granted that City of the East
was far in advance of the Aliens in
point of inventions and the para-
phernalia of warfare—a great mis-
take. We had not needed to make
war, and were caught unprepared;
the Aliens had been preparing for
war for generations, building their
monopters and submarines on the
west eoast, so far away that not even
a whisper of warning had reached us.
Then, when everything was ready for
the greatest offensive in history, the
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long voyage down the coast in the
fleet after fleet of metal amphibians,
the unbelievable walk across the nar-
row neck of the Isthmus, the plunge
into the Atlantie, and the lining up
of the monsters before the Great
Rampart of City of the East.

But my own mistake had been far
greater. Yet, after all, what could I
have done? I am sure they would
have beaten us in any case, and our
people would have worked out their
lives in slavery instead of meeting
the merciful death' which was their
portion because of my mistake. Yet
I feel that I shall go into eternity
with oceans and oceans of blood upon
my soul. I might have done some-
thing.

But it was too late now. I knew it
when, watching from the cone, desir-
ing above all things to lose the power
to watch because of the frightfulness,
I saw those myriads of monopters
swarm from the hatches of the metal
monsters and advance upon City of
the East by thousands. But stay!
There was still the Invisible Frontier.
I could communicate with the depart-
ment heads of the Invisible Frontier
and tell them to turn their rays
across the top of the City. For, fore-
seeing the time when this very move -
might become necessary, Sark Darlin
had ecaused ray reflectors to be
erected on certain lines above the
City so that the rays might be bent
to follow the curvature of the earth,
leaping the gaps between the lines of
reflectors with the mathematical
nicety which only a genius like Sark
could have managed. It would be
better to ruin the buildings, for they
could be built up again, than for
those huge monopters to swarm up
in a surprize attack agaimst our
people, all of them now in the highest
air lane and above. If I hurried I
could have an invisible barrier built
up between our people and the up-

(Continued on page 708)
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ROM across the lake, elearly
and with eery distinetness
through the stillness of the
night, came the fearsome notes of a
hungry timber wolf trailing some
straining, panting deer.

Startled, I leaned forward, my
pipe cold between my teeth, and lis-
tened to the hellish musie of that
tawny demon of the woods.

The eager, savage hunting ecry
changed suddenly to a demoniac
pean of vietory, broke into a slaver-
ing yapping—and then the pulsing
silence settled down on us once more.

‘“Got her!”’ I said, giving voice In-
voluntarily to my thoughts.

(George nodded gravely.

‘““The timbers seldom miss making
their kill,”’ he remarked thought-
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fully. ‘‘It’s no wonder the people
of olden times used to believe——"’

““Hello the camp!’’ The ringing,
unexpected hail from the dark lake

caused us both to start like fright-

ened children. The weird hunting
ery of a timber wolf does things to
the nerves of even the men who spend
all their days in the bush.

Our visitors proved to be two In
number: the first a tall chap in the
uniform of the Provincial Police,
who introduced himself as Tieg Me-
Donald, and a tall, slender man with
a professional beard and black, rest-
less eyes, whom McDonald introduced
as Dr. Saunders.

Tt was instantly evident from their
attitudes that the doctor was MeDon-

ald’s prisoner, but aside fromg the
60
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fact that the doctor ecarried no
weapons of any kind, there was noth-
ing tangible to indicate the faect.

Dr. Saunders was in a pitifully
nervous state; his eyes roving con-
stantly, searching the surrounding
blackness with an intense and never-
resting gaze that bordered on the in-
sane glare of a madman. When he
spoke, his voice was jerky and high-
pitched, and although his remarks
were utterly rational, it was easy to
see that he was near the breaking
point. MecDonald kept a cautious eye
on his prisoner at all times, but I
somehow caught the impression that
there was more of pity than stern-
ness in his regard.

For some time we chatted quite
casually, and then I dropped a re-
mark that proved to be a bomb-shell.

““The timbers are ranging south
early this year,’’ 1 said. ‘‘I suppose
you heard that big boy 2

‘““God!’’ groaned the doctor in the
voice of a damned soul. ““Will I
never get away from the voice of
those hellish beasts?’’

““That’s all right, Doe,”’” said the
big policeman soothingly. ‘‘There’s
three of us here to see that no wolf
comes around the camp.’” Then
McDonald turned to us. ‘‘Doec had
a mighty bad experience up on Ten-
nelip Bay,’”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Ran up
against a mad wolf ¥

““No!”’ cried the doctor, his wild
eyes searching our faces. ‘‘No! It
was not a mad wolf. It was not, I
tell you! Listen, and I will tell you
myself all that happened. ‘“We
were——"’

““It’ll get you all nerved up to tell
the story again, Doe,”’ interrupted
MecDonald. ‘‘Better turn in and get
some sleep, eh?’’

‘““No. I want to tell these men also,
and see what they think,’”’ returned
the doctor stubbornly. ‘‘You think
I am mad, McDonald ; T am not blind,
you know.’’

The policeman colored a little
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under his bronze, but he simply

shrugged his mighty shoulders and
sald nothing. ‘

“Yr waAs this way,”” began Dr.

Saunders, as calmly as though he
were about to relate the most com-
monplace event. ‘‘I came up Into
the woods on a long hunting trip,
seeking not so much a trophy as my
health. My practise had worn me
down in body and mind, and I knew
from experience that a month or so
up here in the bush would make an-
other man of me.

““I made the decision to come, and
left that same night, trusting to
chance to find an outfitter and a
guide after I got to the jumping-off
place. There had been a lot of hunt-
ers this year, however, and the only
cuide I could find was a French-
Indian breed known only as Viector.
He had not been long in the country,
and I gathered that he was pretty
generally hated and mistrusted, but
he had trapped last year in the very
country I wished to hunt in, and so
I took him.

‘“‘He was surly, silent, and at times
almost savage, but had a most un-
canny knack of finding his way in the
bush, and of locating game. I saw
him discover game on several occa-
sions when it seemed that only the
power of scent could have served
him. Once or twice, upon awaking
late at night, I found him missing
from the tent, and always the follow-
ing mornings he was more sullen and
morose than ever. However, 1 am
silent by mnature. myself, and my
guide’s disposition, while it caused
me some wonderment, gave me n1no
concern whatever. Most of these
men of the bush are odd characters.

““One night we were sitting around
our fire just as we are sitting here
now. It was very dark, without even
a star showing through the heavy
clouds overhead. I had become
weary of my own thoughts, and gave
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the brooding Victor a verbal poke to
see if I could not rouse him,

““ ‘I heard old man Martin, down
at the post, giving some of the fel-
lows the very devil for telling stories
of werewolves in this country,’ I re-
marked casually. I knew very well
that Victor would be possessed of all
the superstitions of his breed, and
that old Martin and Vietor were bit-
ter personal enemies, but I was utter-
ly unprepared for the sudden hatred
that flared up in Vietor’s eyes.

‘“ Across the fire I saw my guide’s

deep-set eyes light up with sudden
hatred.

“““Ol’ Martin, he ees a fool! He
ees crack’; he ees a child the secon’
time! Who is he to laugh at better
men, [ ask you?’

‘“ “‘Then you think there are were-
wolves in this country?’ I asked,
amused (God help me!) at the sud-
den ferocity of the man.

‘““ ‘How can one know for sure?’
shrugged Victor. ‘My own people,
the French’—he was about one
thirty-second French, the rest being
several breeds of Indian—‘they say
for sure that there be werewolves. 1
have met men who have seen them.
Where there ees so much sign, there
must be game. KEes eet not so,
M’sien?’ He smiled ingratiatingly,
revealing flashing white teeth be-
neath his stiff and bristling mustache.

““I sent a cloud of tobacco smoke
swirling through the chill night air,
and watched it merge with the hurry-
ing wreaths from the fire.

““‘Bosh!” I rejoined, more for the
purpose of seeing what he would say
than for any great interest in the
matter under discussion. ‘Were-
wolves have long since been proven
nothing but myths, Vietor. Only
ignorant people believe in such
things these days.’

““I was surprized at the effect of
my words. Vietor’s dark eyes lit up
with a peculiar flickering light such
as I had never before seen except in

notes of a fawning dog.
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animals; the kind of weird, green
olint you see in the eyes of a dog or
a cat at night. His eyes narrowed
until they were scarcely more than
evil slits, and his thin, red lips drew
away from his gleaming teeth until
his face was utterly bestial in its ex-
pression of demoniae, insane hatred.

““ ‘M’sien thinks so?’ he asked, and
his voice was low and silky, like the
purring of a cat or the soft guttural
‘Well,
M’siew should know. He ees edu-
cate’, and I am but a poor French
bushman.” And he stalked off into
the darkness toward the tent.

““T started to apologize, as I had
not meant to offend the man, but he
was gone. Oh well, I thought, let
him turn in and sulk if he wanted to!
I would finish my pipe anyway be-
fore following him. I leaned back
comfortably against a big tree and,
watching the weaving tongues of yel-
low and red, lost myself in revery.

““My thoughts drifted into many
channels; almost I was dozing, when
suddenly, sharp and clear as the note
of a bugle on a winter morning, the
hunting ery of a wolf shivered
through the mnight’ silence. Onece,
twice, three times the eery, hellish
call eut through the air; something
maniacal, something threatening,
something exultant, something plead-
ing in the long, undulating notes.
Despite myself I shivered, and drew
closer to the glowing coals.

‘““ ‘Hear the wolf, Vietor?’ I called
to my guide, to break the uncanny
silence that followed the challenge of
the wolf,

““There was no answer.

““ “Vietor!” I eried sharply, sud-
denly apprehensive. Only palpi-
tant silence answered me.

““I serambled to my feet and ran
to the tent. It was empty! Vietor
had disappeared.

‘““Suddenly the banshee wailing of
the wolf again splintered the deathly
stillness. It was nearer now, much
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nearer. It came racing down a long
slope, then ran up back of the camp,
evidently headed direetly toward me.

! HASTILY I piled dry wood on the

dying fire. The fresh fuel
smoldered a moment and then little
tongues of eager flame began licking
through. All the time the demoniae
bugling of the wolf was beeoming
louder, fiercer; was drawing ever
nearer. Was the animal crazy?
What little breeze there was was
blowing directly toward him, and
surely he must have scented the
camp. And where had Vietor gone
while I napped? And why had he
oone? Had he deserted me, as
Indian guides not infrequently do?

““These and a hundred other ques-
tions flitted through my mind as 1
fed the fire and fanned it eagerly
until it blazed. No wild animal, I
knew, would come close to a fire.
Carefully I piled the pitechy wood,
and in a minute or two the flames
were leaping high into the overhang-
ing darkness, spilling, red light like
blood over the rocky greund, and
setting a thousand shadows spring-
ing and dancing like ghoulish imps.

“‘The threatening, savage cry of
the foraging wolf stopped suddenly,
and a hushed, expectant silence set-
tled down over the woods, Even the
lap-lapping of the water on the shore
a few yards away seemed to die to an
inaudible murmur.

‘“ ¢Old boy changed his mind!” 1
chuckled. ‘Fire is the one thing ’

““There was . soft rustle in the
bushes just behind me. 1 gave a
startled exclamation and turned
sharply in my tracks. There, not two
yards away, a pair of blazing green
eyes were watching me narrowly.
Even as I turned they came slowly,
unwinkingly nearer.

“I jumped for my rifle. It was
leaning against a tree on the other
side of the fire; I remembered
putting it there, where I would be

sure to see and clean it before I
turned in. I knew just where it was
—and yet when I reached for it, it
was gone. I'rantieally, thinking it
might have fallen down, I looked
around for it. It was not there. And
across from me, on the other side of
the fire, a huge, tawny timber wolf
stalked into the cirele of fire and
stood with its malevolent green eyes
fixed unwinkingly upon me.

‘““The brute was larger than any
timber wolf I had ever seen or heard
of, and much darker in color. The
lips were curled in a hellish carica-
ture of a smile, and a low snarl came
from its slavering mouth. For one
long moment I eyed the brute and it
eyed me back. And then, suddenly,
through the leaping flames and the
showering sparks, the monster sprang
for me!

‘“‘Instinetively I crouched, protect-
ing my throat. The movement was
the only thing that saved me, for the
long white fangs sank into the fleshy
part of my upflung forearm. Des-
perately I threw myself upon the
writhing beast, my hands seeking his
throat. Useless, useless! The beast
unloosed his hold on my arm and
reached for my throat. I leaped
backward as quickly as I could, and
the shining, cruel teeth eclicked sav-
agely together not an inch from their
mark.

‘““Snarling with rage, the animal -
sprang again, but as he did so a sud-
den thought struck me, and I cursed
explosively. Why hadn’t I thought
of my revolver before? Hastily I
snatched it from its holster under my
arm, and as the wolf flung at my
throat I fired.

““The result was instantaneous. A
look of fear blazed suddenly in the
smoky green eyes, and the beast
seemed to stop its leap in midair.
Before I eould fire a second time, the
wolf had disappeared into the shad-
ows of the surrounding forest.
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‘Tt was limping badly, its left hind
leg being apparently badly hurt, and
in the firelicht 1 saw several drops
of blood gleaming blackly on the
rocks at my feet.

““Y MaDpE no effort to follow the ani-

mal. I was exhausted with my
terrible struggle, and my brain was
throbbing dizzily with excitement. 1
am no hero, and that great beast, big-
ger than any wolf and with a light
of hellish intelligence burning in its
eyes, had chilled the very blood of
me. Weakly, with a little trembling
sigh of relief, I seated myself beside
the fire.

‘“A moment later I started appre-
hensively. Something was coming
through the bush! Was it——% A
familiar voice hailed me from the
darkness. It was Vietor!

‘“‘Smiling, his teeth gleaming white-
. ly under his black mustache, Victor
came up to the fire.

‘““‘M’siew is awake, eh?’ he re-
marked. ‘I have been out hunting
for a wolf that I hear while M’sieu
sleeps. I am so bold as to take the
gun, but sacré! Of the wolf I do not
even catch sight. Shrewd ones, those
wolves, M’sieu!’ He was smiling
amiably, but as his glance met mine,
I would have sworn there was some-
thing mocking in the depths of his
dark eyes, and for an instant it
seemed that they gleamed with smoky
green fire.

““ ‘1 saw him,’ T remarked shortly.
‘He attacked me.’

““‘So!” exclaimed Vietor in sur-
prize. ‘The wolf, he attack you,
here by the fire? ¥Eet ees imposs’!’

““ ‘Impossible or not, he did just
that,” I declared. ‘I shot and
wounded him or he would have torn
my throat out. Only hit him in the
leg, but that was enough.’

“ ¢And tomorrow we will be back
in town! Eet ees too bad you have
not the time to stay so we could hunt
heem!’ said Victor, a peculiar note

. thousand
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in his voice. ‘Even though you do
laugh at the werewolves of my fa-
thers, you would like to shoot a
timber wolf, ees eet not so?’

‘““Again the smoky green light
seemed to flicker in his eyes. A
tumultuous, impossible
thoughts swirled through my brain.
The smile on Vietor’s face seemed to
turn to a menacing grin, like the
snarling visage of a wolf . . . with
gleaming white fangs . . . slavering
Jaws——

‘“‘Some instinet caused me to look
down. Victor followed the direction
of my glance with a smile half of
fear, half of hatred.

““Has left leg, from the knee down,
was covered with blood!

““ “It was in the left leg that I shot
the wolf,” I said musingly, almost
unaware that I was thinking aloud.

‘“““And eet ees the left leg that I
hurt when I fell in the dark!
smiled Viector. ‘Eet ees what you ecall
a coo-incident, ees eet not, M’sieu?
Something eet ees hard to believe?’

And he chuckled mockingly, trium-
phantly.

‘““My overwrought nerves gave way
then. I felt something snap out of
place up here’’—the doctor indicated
his head with a vague gesture—
‘““and a dizzy, light-headed feeling
swept over me.

‘““1 remember seeing Vietor as
through a bloody fog, across the fire,
but his face had changed to the face
of a wolf—the wolf that had leaped
through the flames, straight for my
throat.

““TI think I shouted something as I
drew my revolver and fired at that
leering caricature of a human face.
I am a good shot, and T did not miss,
for Vietor erumpled in his tracks.”’

The doctor paused for a moment
and stared moodily into the fire.

““T do not remember just what hap-
pened after that,”’ he resumed after
a few minutes, during which none of
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us broke the oddly strained silence.
“T left Victor where he fell, I think,
and paddled to one of the fishing
camps on the lake. Mr. MeDonald
happened to be there, and he con-
sented to take me back with him. I
guess, gentlemen, that is all my story.
Do you think I am mad, as Mr. Me-
Donald does, I am sure, or do you
think that I know what I saw?”’

With a pitiful eagerness he glanced
from one face to another.

George was the first to speak.

““I think, Doctor, that you have
had a most unusual experience,’’ he
said thoughtfully. ‘““And I think
Shakespeare was indeed right in say-
ing that there are more things in
heaven and earth than are dreamt of
in the philosophy of most of us.”’

I nodded. ‘‘That is undoubtedly
so, Doctor,”” was the only remark I
could think of, although I knew in
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my heart, of course, that the doctor
was a madman.

It was not until after the doctor
had retired that I learned the rest of
the story. It was MecDonald who
threw the last licht on the strange
tale the doctor had told.

““The funny thing about it,”’ re-
marked MeDonald. as we were smok-
ing a last pipe around the fire, ‘‘is
that when I went back to the doctor’s
camp, Victor had two bullet holes in
his body; one through the leg and
one through the head, and the one
through the leg was tightly bandaged
with a blood-soaked handkerchief—
and to the wound were sticking a
number of black and yellow hairs—
wolf hairs!’’

(teorge said nothing, and I said
nothing. There are lots of things in
the woods of the far north that man
is foolish to attempt to explain.

An Old House

By CRISTEL HASTINGS

Bathed in mystery and moonlight,
Wistfully it stands

At the end of a lonely, winding road
Where cobwebs hang in strands

Of dusty lace an old ghost hung
Before a saggine door—

And winds go moaning through the

rooms

With fog from down the moor.

Never a light—nor sound, nor laugh—
Never a footfall—wait!

What was that ?—did I hear a step
Down by the creaking gate?

Echoes resounding in empty halls—
Shadows that spring like cats—

Sudden drafts that seem like breaths,
And a fluttering of bats.

Eery tenants—ghosts of old—
Loves and griefs—and tears—
Underneath a leaking roof
Haunting mildewed years.
Stragegling roses e¢limb the porches
Hiding broken panes,
Though their roots be dry and faint-
g
Waiting for the rains.

Bathed in silent, moonlit fragrance,
I hear the old ghosts talk—

Must be wind in that old maple
Down the lonely walk.

Bats, and broken, paneless windows—
Creaking shutters—weeds—

Loneliness and sobbing wind ghosts,
Wait for the friend it needs.
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MET Lee Clayton in Rome. The

attraction was a mutual one, for

we disecovered that we had much
in common ; both students of history,
fond of travel, and possessing an in-
satiable thirst for the uncovering of
forgotten and apparently insignifi-
cant historical data that might
throw light upon questions of dis-
pute.

At the end of three weeks we had
covered the city of the seven hills
from the Flaminian to the Appian
Way, reveling especially in those
relics that gave us any knowledge
of the dead past. Dead? Can the
past ever really die? T believed, and
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“The soldier threw the lighted torch into the window
of the sanctuary.”

I think my friend Clayton agreed
with me, that the past lives today.
It is immortal, but in its changed
form it is manifest in influence and
posterity. These two in a stream of
continuity render the antiquity of
Rome a vital fact in the Twentieth
Century A. D.

One warm evening Clayton and I
returned to the hotel veranda after
an interesting day among the ruins
of the Roman Forum. To our ears
came the characteristic sounds of
Italian life ; a snatch of song in melo-
dious tenor, a sharp staccato execla-
mation, the rumble of cab wheels

over cobblestones, and the occasional
615
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bleating of goats whose milk sup-
plied the native quarter. To our
right the yellow thread of the Tiber
was faintly visible.

Clayton smiled understandingly
and waved a hand toward the streets
below as he sank luxuriously into a
comfortable chair.

‘‘Great thing for a rest, Ebson,”’
he remarked. ‘‘It’s a change from
the hurry and bustle of the average
American city. I like it.”’

““Yes,”” I agreed, ‘‘and a change
always means rest. Although we
are both young we’ve been living
strenuously in a modern business
world, and can’t help appreciating
the contrast.’”’

We sat for some time in silence,
the while I noticed Clayton’s fea-
tures displaying a growing pensive
mood. His former joviality was dis-
appearing. I made no attempt to
encourage conversation, for I felt
that it would come when the time
was ripe.

“‘Friend Ebson,’’ said Lee Clayton
at length, dropping his listless mien
and leaning toward me, ‘‘for many
years the repetition of a certain
dream has troubled me. The vision
first appeared when I was in high
sechool and followed me throughout
my entire college career, its vivid-
ness Increasing with the passing of
the years. It pertains to the solu-
tion of the mystery surrounding the
ambiguous expression in the Greek,
Latin and Jewish seripts where the
incendiary of the temple of Jerusa-
lem 1is invariably referred to as ‘a
certain soldier’. In my constantly
recurring dream I seem continually
on the verge of discovering the iden-
tity of this ‘certain soldier’, but al-
ways I awake just before solving the
mystery. My trip upon this occa-
sion to the Eternal City is to find
out, if possible, who threw the flam-
ing torch into the temple at Jerusa-
lem when the legions of Titus took
the city of the Jews. If it is ever
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possible to bring my haunting dream
to a econsummation it should be here
amid the relics of its original enact-
ment.’’

I must have gazed at him incred-
ulously, for he continued hastily.
““In all sincerity I mean what 1 say,
my friend. Either here or in Jeru-
salem I should be able to ascertain
the identity of that ‘certain soldier’

~who threw a lighted torch into a

window of the sanctuary. Why,
man alive, think of the responsibility
of that act!”’

Had the heat of a semi-tropic sun
or the fatigue of daily sight-seeing
affected my friend’s mind? I hesitat-
ed before voicing a mild rebuke, and
in that moment of pause the spirit
of adventure, tempered with toler-
ance for the incomprehensible whims
of another, possessed me. My an-
swer must have surprized him.

““There’s a quest worthy of some
time and effort!’”’ I answered with
more enthusiasm than I really felt.
““The Forum Romanum has already
disclosed to us a few of its secrets,
and why not this one? We’ll show
the world yet that Tacitus and Jose-
phus and a few others of the an-
cients didn’t get exactly the right
dope on all this.”’

My light mood did not affect Clay-
ton. He continued seriously, his
eyes showing a dreamy expression.

““You must remember the histo-
rians, Josephus and Taeitus, were
both contemporaries of Titus—and
—and this ‘eertain soldier’. They
had first-hand evidence and certain-
ly ought to have been more explicit
in their details. As a matter of
fact,”” he added, ‘“they are more eva-
sive in their narrations of the events
connected with the siege of Jerusa-
lem, of which they must have been
eye-witnesses, than they are regard-
ing historical occurrences preceding
their era.’’

““Yes, that is strange,’”” I agreed.
““How do you account for it?”’
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Clayton was about to reply when
I noticed that a pallor spread over
his features and he leaned forward
with eyes intent upon the hotel en-
trance. Following the direction of
his gaze I saw the well-tailored back
- of a gentleman disappearing through
the doorway. I turned with a glance
of inquiry to my friend. His manner
showed agitation, and I did not press
him for the explanation, which I
knew would be forthcoming shortly.

““That man,’’ Clayton explained in
a husky voice, ‘‘is an enemy—and
possibly mot without reason,”’ he
added reflectively. ‘‘Two years ago
I was fortunate enough to win as my
wife the girl whom we both loved.
Shortly afterward the company in
whieh we were both financially inter-
ested elected me to the presidency,
a position to which each of us had
aspired. Since that time my dear
wife died—but the business concern
in which that man and I are mutual-
ly interested is prospering. Although
my two vietories have been won sole-
ly by fair means, the man whom
you saw disappearing within the
doorway has proved a determined
enemy whose obsession is to avenge
his defeat in love and war.”’

I was a little disquieted, though I
sought to cover my uneasiness with
cheering words.

‘““Never mind, old chap. We are
living in the Twentieth Century. No
one can stoop to revenge in these
days and get away with it. Now if
we were living in 70 A. D., for in-
stance, you might have cause for
alarm. Life was held pretty cheap
at the time Titus laid siege to Jeru-
salem, and one had to live warily,
but things are different now.”’

He smiled wanly. ‘‘Speaking of
Titus, let’s begin tomorrow to solve
the mystery of the ‘certain soldier’.”’

““Agreed!”” I replied heartily.
“I’m in my element when it ecomes
to finding an explanation for the in-
explicable.”’
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LEEP seemed to have forsaken me

completely that night. The full
moon shining in at my window
caused me to abandon all further
thought of rest. I arose, dressed my-
self and stood gazing out across the
silvery landscape. The moonlight
softened objects below that in the
glare of day stood out in too bold
relief.

I stood for some time in a troubled
and hesitant mood.

‘“Why not?’’ I exclaimed, half
aloud. |

Once resolved upon my course of
action T sought the streets below
without eliciting any, surprize from
the sleepy concierge at the desk.
The streets were silent and deserted,
the pavement echoing with the ring
of my footfall until it seemed to me
that all Rome must be apprized of
my nocturnal sally. Soon I spied the
ancient grandeur of the Colosseum
as it rose tier on tier above the stone
ruins and cypress trees that nestled
in its shadow. I was approaching
the familiar territory of the once
busy mart of ancient Rome. The
Arch of Constantine rose before me,
sublime in its architectural beauty.
Then I turned fascinated eyes down
to the ruins of the Forum, which lie
several feet below the level of the
present city.

I know it was surprize, though not
untinged with fear, that possessed
me as I became aware of the pres-
ence of another figure not fifty feet
ahead of me. It was that of a man,
and he was agilely desecending the
steps to the lower level. I instantly
recognized Lee Clayton and watehed
him with fascinated gaze. What
could the man be doing alone among
silent ruins in the dead of the night?
Then I thought of myself and my
own intentions and I nearly laughed
aloud. Well, T would not spy on my
friend! I quickened my pace with
the intention of making my presence
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known, when further progress was
arrested by the changed demeanor of
Lee Clayton.

No longer did he walk as a man
alone, but rather-as one who wends
his way in and out among a crowd.
Occasionally he paused and gazed
fixedly at some object apparently
visible to him, then his head turned
as though following the course of
something in motion.

The effect was most uncanny, and
I pinched myself to make certain I
was not asleep. The somnambulist,
if he were such, strode with dignity
in the direction of the triumphal
Arch of Titus, and there he paused.
Strange words were wafted to my
ears, phrases in an unknown tongue.
Unknown? Had I studied Latin for
six years not to recognize it when I
heard it, even in this fashion? Oceca-
sionally Clayton paused, apparently
to lay his hand upon the shoulder of
an invisible associate. Some of the
things he thought he heard were
mirth-provoking, and his laughter
rang out weirdly shrill in the white
silence around us.

“Jumping Jehosophat!’”’ I ex-
claimed, wiping my perspiring brow
with my handkerehief. ‘‘That’s a
wow of a dream all right!’”’

He must have heard me, for he
looked in my direction and smiled as
if in friendly greeting. Tremblingly
I smiled back. I racked my brain
for one intelligent sentence in Latin.

““ “All Gaul is divided into three
parts’ won’t do upon this occasion,’’
I mumbled disconsolately.

The only other words that came to
my muddled brain were the Latin
version of ‘Twinkle, twinkle little
star.” I tried them and was greeted
with a burst of uproarious laughter
from Clayton, the ineongruity of
which at this time caused me to
tremble with fear. He said some-
thing about vinum mimium, and then
turned his attention to the Arech of
Titus, talking off and on the while
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as if engaged in conversation with
many around him,

For an hour the apparent mono-
logue eontinued while I stood spell-
bound. Finally he turned abruptly
and proceeded in the direction of
the Colosseum. He strode so rapidly
that I had difficulty in keeping a de-
sirable distance behind him. 1 in-
tended to see that he returned with-
out harm to his rooms at the hotel.

At the foot of the flight of steps
leading to the level of present-day
Rome, Clayton paused and passed a
hand aecross his brow. He gazed
about him in apparent bewilderment
and proceeded thereafter with the
air of a man in solitude.

Thinking that possibly the knowl-
edge of a witness might cause him
some embarrassment I did not make
my presence manifest, but allowed
him to retire to his apargment before
entering the hotel myself.

Was the true explanation of Lee
Clayton’s night expedition in any
way connected with the puzzling
dream of which he had told me?
Sleep claimed me for the few hours
that remained until dawn.

3

gE following morning found me

in bed at a late heur. My vigi-
lance of the previous night had been
more fatiguing than 1 had-at the
time realized. I lay for some time
pondering the enigma of my friend’s -
behavior. Should I feign ignorance
of the occurrence in the Forum, or
would it be best to inform Lee Clay-
ton of what I knew? Unable to de-
cide the better course to pursue, I
dressed and hastened down to break-
fast.

Clayton was breakfasting alone in
a far corner of the dining salon. As
1 took the chalr opposite him he
looked up with a smile of recognition
and passed across the table to me
an open volume which he had been
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perusing, pointing to a paragraph
therein.

“Hebrew!’’ I ejaculated. “‘I'm
sorry, but I don’t know a word of
. .
““Then here is a rather iree trans-
lation of it,”” he replied, ‘‘but I re-
gret that you ean not read the orig-
inal. Some of the author’s thought
is always lost in the process of trans-
lation.”’

I aeeepted the proffered seript and
read the following :

“The secret of the identity of a certain
soldier who fired the sanctuary of the holy
temple of the Jews lies buried in his bosom.
An associate, upon threat of exposure, bids
him make record of his deed. This he has
done, but so obscurely that nearly twenty
centuries shall pass before the mystery
shall be made clear.”

‘““Well, that’s beginning to get
close,”” T commented, returning the
paper to Lee. ‘“Who was the old fel-
low that wrote that?’’ indicating the
volume.

““That is not known,’’ Lee Clayton
replied, turning to the title-page.
““It seems to be merely a collection
of anonymous Hebrew manuseripts
published by a German house in the
early part of the Sixteenth Cen-
tury.”’ '

“But why all the secrecy?’” I
asked. ‘‘The ‘certain soldier’ was
merely fulfilling destiny when he
obeyed an impulse to fire the sane-
tuary.”’

Young Lee Clayton shot me a
swift, searching glance.

““If you believe so,’” he said quiet-
ly, ‘T will not gainsay it, but if you
want my personal opinion, the ‘cer-
tain soldier” was, as indeed all of us
are, the captain of his own soul. He
was entirely responsible for his deed.
You know Shakespeare wrote,

“‘The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our
stars,
But in ourselves, that we are underlings.’”

““What if he did?” I admitted,
warming to the argument, ‘‘But if
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I remember rightly he is also re-
sponsible for these words:

““There’s a divinity that shapes our ends,
Rough-hew them how we will’

““How do you reconcile the two?’’

Clayton laughed pleasantly. ‘It
seems to be a ecase of ‘pay your
money and take your choice,” friend
Ebson, and my choice is made and
is unchangeable.”’

““I admire you for your convie-
tions,”’ I said heartily. ‘‘l confess
my own are not so unshakable.”’

He smiled a little pensively, then
remarked, ‘“And because 1 believe
this ‘certain soldier’ to have been en-
tirely responsible for his aet of
desecration, I wish to ascertain his
identity. And now I am going to a
curio-shop which I chanced upon
yesterday. Will you eome too?’’

I readily consented, and together
we wended our way through the
busy streets of modern Rome.

or far from the Piazza de Spa-

nia, near the end of a short and
narrow street lined with native ba-
zaars and stalls, is a curlo-shop of
one Antonio Salvucei, dealer in an-
tiques. Although the plaee was far
from cleanly and had a very clut-
tered appearance, it was not wholly
lacking in charm. The proprietor
appeared from the rear of the shop
as we entered and eyed us apprais-
ingly.

““The American gentlemen wish
some Roman antiques?’’ questioned
the Italian ecagerly.

“Just looking, Mr. Salvueei,’”’ re-
plied Clayton, and aside to me: ‘“‘The
museums have most of the genuine
antiques, but occasionally one can
pick up something good for very
little money.”’

We walked about the little store
looking at and inquiring about vari-
ous objects. Most of the eurios were
relics of Coptic art that had been
found in and about the catacombs
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where the early Christians had met
seeretly to escape persecution. Occa-
sionally an objeet that dated back
to the Republic was seen, but the
majority were identified in some
way with the period of Rome’s
downfall when attacked by the
tribes from the north.

‘““Have you any relic of the time
of Vespasian or Titus?’’ asked Clay-
ton, coming at last to the subjeet
that was nearest his heart.

“Titus—Titus,’”’ repeated the for-
eigner as if trying to recall some
long-forgotten fact. ‘‘Wait, I see.”’

He vanished through a rear door,
but- reappeared some minutes later
bearing in his arms a miniature
restoration of the famous Arch of
Titus which had been erected in
honor of the Roman conquest of
Jerusalem in 70 A. D. This fae-
simile was two feet at its greatest
length, and the other dimensions
were proportional. |

We were delighted with our find,
but feigned indifference. I per-
ceived, though, that it was all Lee
could do to keep his hands off it.

““What price do you ask?’’ I in-
quired casually.

“Twenty-five dollar,”’
the Italian promptly.

““Nothing doing,’” I replied, turn-
ing toward the door, ‘‘I’ll give you
five for it.”’

“Oh,—but, signor, I have four
bambini. T must make a living,”’ he
pleaded with eharacteristic Italian
pathos.

“T’ll give you ten,”’ said Clayton
somewhat harshly.

The sale was eventually consum-
mated at the sixteen-dollar figure,
and we bore our trophy away with
exultation.

Back in the hotel and safely en-
sconced in Lee Clayton’s rooms we
studied the little arch minutely. It
was a very perfeet reproduction in
Pentelic marble like the original,
and showed a faithfulness to detail

answered
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that was nothing short of marvelous.

There were the faces in bas-relief
of Titus the son of the emperor
Vespasian, a number of triumphant
Roman warriors, a line of Jews in
bondage, and a reproduction of the
seven golden candlesticks which had
been seized from the Holy of Holies
when the temple at Jerusalem was
plundered. The chiseling of the faces
was unique, each one displaying its
characteristic individuality.

“Do you notice,”” 1 observed,
‘“that the sculptor has differentiated
between the Jews and the Romans?
The facial characteristics of each
race are quite in evidence.’’

““Yes—only—hold on a minute,
Ebson!’’ eried Lee in excitement.
““He’s made one error. Unless I'm
very much mistaken he’s got a Jew
among the victorious Romans!’’

““To be sure!”’ 1 exclaimed, my
excitement equaling his own. ‘‘That
figure near the middle certainly be-
longs to the conquered race. But
there were Jews who were Roman
citizens,’’ I added; ‘‘and the chances
are they were even more numerous
in 70 than in 40 A. D.”’

““That is very true,”” Lee an-
swered a little abstractedly, I
thought, ‘‘but it is very poor taste
for the artist to be so realistic in a
symbolic creation where compara-
tively few figures are represented. I
think he showed decidedly bad
judgment—unless,”” he added, ‘“the
Jew In question was a man of con-
siderable importance.’’

‘““That explanation sounds plau-
sible to me,”” I said. ‘‘The torech-
bearer is undoubtedly a man of
fame whose portrait is indispensable
to an accurate depiction of the tri-
umphal entry into Rome.’’

2

4

NIGHT and a full moon shedding its
ethereal light across the eternal
city prove a combination irresistible
to lovers of beauty and romance.
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Lee Clayton and I left the hotel
at sundown and wandered on the
Roman Campagna amid the vener-
able quietude of its ilex and cypress
trees. The beauty and serenity of
the scene were not likely to be soon
forgotten. When the moon hung
low we returned to the city seeking
that part which is rich in historie
associations, @ We saw plashing
fountains, old altars, partly de-
molished statues of anecient origin,
picturesque arches and shattered
pillars, their outlines softened and
half concealed by flowers and vines.

After the moon had disappeared
we retraced our steps to the hotel.
I had just locked my door prepara-
tory to retiring for the night when
I was foreibly impressed with a pos-
sible solution to the enigma of the
Roman soldier who was a Jew! 1
unlocked my door, locking it again
behind me, and stepped into the hall.
There was light in Lee’s room and
the door was slightly ajar. I rapped
lightly but received no response.
Upon the center table stood the
small replica of the famous arch,
and it seemed to me as I gazed rue-
fully at it that the handsome fea-
tures of the mysterious Roman Jew
regarded me with amusement not un-
touched with contempt.

I left the room and descended to
the first floor.

“Did Mr. Clayton leave the
hotel?’” I inquired of the desk-
clerk.

‘““He passed this way just a mo-
ment ago,”” the man replied.

My mind was made up. Without -

a moment’s hesitation I left the
hotel and stepped into the quiet of a
semi-tropic night. For an instant
my eyes, unaccustomed to the dark-
ness, saw nothing, but gradually, as
objects became faintly visible, T dis-
cerned the figure of my friend as I
had seen him wupon the previous
night, striding rapidly toward the
site of the Forum of ancient Rome.
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But his pace was too rapid for
me, and I knew that unless I dashed
madly after him, running the risk
of arousing suspicion, I ceould not
hope to cateh up with him, Instine-
tively I retraced the route of the
night before. In a breathless condi-
tion I espied the familiar ruins of
the great Colosseum and the arch of
the first Christian emperor, Con-
stantine, flanking the mammoth pit
of the ancient Forum wherein
clustered pillars, like tombstones of
a bygone age, gleamed palely.

Fatigued to the point of exhaus-
tion I seated myself on a boulder
and mopped my perspiring brow.
The night seemed to be growing
warmer—and a faint glow of suf-
fused light pervaded the landsecape.

““But the moon set an hour ago,”’
I murmured in bewilderment.

Then I stared with gaping mouth
and bulging eyes. The Arch of
Constantine was growing hazy and
transparent while I gazed. 1 turned

- to the Colosseum and saw that the

familiar sloping sides where Time
had put its stamp of demolition were
fast fading away and in their stead
the outline of the vast arena became
more distinet in its pristine splen-
dor.

““Merciful heaven—am 1 going
mad?’’ I exelaimed, passing a hand
across my eyes in perplexity.

When I looked again for the Arch
of Constantine, it was gone! Some-

thing seemed to snap in my brain,
and then

5

”BY THE Gods, Pliny, you are miss-

ing the fun. Our new emperor,
Titus, is marching with the legions
through the triumphal areh which
is just completed. His route is
through the Forum, as it was nine
years ago upon his return from

Jerusalem while his father, Vespa-
sian, yet wore the purple.”’
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L looked up from the rock upon
which I was seated to see a familiar
face regarding me affectionately.

I shouldn’t want to miss that,
Quintilian,”” T replied in the fluent
Latin in which he had addressed me.

I cast a hurried glance at my at-
tire, thinking how ineongruous a
figure I must appear in a suit of the
Twentieth Century. But my alarm
was short-lived, for I perceived that
a spotless toga draped my body in
graceful folds.

My companion plucked my sleeve,
and I arose and turned toward the
Forum.

““See,”” exclaimed Quintilian, ‘‘the
soldiers are already passing the
Temple of Vesta. Hurry!”’

Stretching before me beneath an
azure sky lay the busy Roman mar-
ket-place of the First Century, its
pure marble fanes and statues re-
flecting the brilliance of a mid-
afternoon sun. Throngs of white-
robed pecople intermingled with
young men in military aeccouter-
ments who were scattered singly and
in groups about the great marg%,__

My sensation was a most pé€itliar
one. While I recognized my identity
as Paul Ebson, of Cleveland, Ohio,
at the same time I was cognizant
that as I stood here with my good
friend Quintilian, the famous rheto-
rician, [ was Pliny the Elder, noted
naturalist of Rome.

We foreced our way through the
crowd and stood before a statue of
two figures, symbolic of the con-
quest of Judea by Rome; as beauti-
ful a piece of statuary as I had ever
seen, comparable to the works of the
most noted Greek sculptors rather
than to this decadent period of
Roman art. Alas that the Twentieth
Century had never seen even a
remnant of this masterpiece of
sculptural art!

I was about to comment upon this
creation when the cheers of the
populace directed my attention to
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the, approaching procession, at the
head of whiech, mounted upon a
richly eaparisoned steed, rode young
Titus, emperor of Rome. He was
followed by a body-guard of stal-
wart men. Following this came a
cohort of Roman soldiers, and imme-
diately behind, long lines of captive
Jews, ecight abreast, their heads
bowed to the yokes of the conquer-
ors. Then followed the legions of
Rome, their spears and shields
clattering rhythmically as they
marched toward the great triumphal
Arch of Titus.

A youth of eighteen years came
up to my side and greeted me with
a friendly salutation. He was my
nephew, Pliny the Younger, who
shared with me the joys of scientific
research.

““Unecle,’” he eried, his eyes spark-
ling with execitement, ‘‘I wish I had
been old enough to have gone with
the legions of Titus to Jerusalem like
Flavius over there; but see, they
have passed through the arch and
some of the soldiers are rejoining
the rest of us. Look, here comes
Tacitus. Isn’t he handsome?’’

I looked at the stalwart young
soldier who was nearing our group.
Yes, it was Tacitus, who, though
young, was establishing for himself
quite a reputation as an historian.

““Tacitus—Tacitus,”” I repeated

- under my breath, but I knew that

the youthful historian and soldier
was Lee Clayton.

Tacitus regarded me with an
enigmatical smile.

““Is your ire still aroused, Pliny,
that the portrait of my fellow his-
torian appears upon the areh and
mine does not?’’ he asked. Then he
added, ‘‘You must remember that
his years number more than mine
and that his reputation in the chosen
profession of both of us is already
established.’’

“T know that, my dear Tacitus,”’
I replied, ‘““but I am convinced that
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your narratives adhere more striet-
ly to historical facts than do those
of your Jewish rival, and what is
more, I don’t like a man who can
take part in the overthrow of his
own people.”’

Tacitus smiled. ‘‘I don’t believe
the possibility of my becoming his
professional rival is worrying Jose-
phus so much as the fact that the
fair Julia has consented to become
my wife. You know he sought her
hand after the death of his Jewish
wife, Vashti. His failure in love has
embittered him. We have been do-
ing a little work jointly in preparing
an accurate chronicle of the siege of
Jerusalem. I asked him if he knew
who threw the lighted torch into the
window of the sanctuary of the
temple, as I thought the aet of
sufficient importance to warrant
minute detail in narration, but he
was evasive upon the subject, finally
remarking that the expression ‘a
certain soldier’ was sufficient in-
formation to hand down to poster-
ity ; that the deed and mnot the doer
was in this case of paramount im-
portance.’’

‘““Well, Tacitus,”” I said, ‘I ad-
‘mire your love of truth and detail
and I will do what I can to assist in
procuring for you the identity of
this ‘certain soldier’.”’

6

OUR little group of four moved
slowly toward the Arch of
Titus while around us surged the
Roman populace. As we walked we
were greeted by friends on this side
and that. At length we stood facing
the great arch through which the
legions of Titus had but recently
filed. How familiar it looked! And
there in the foreground, sculptured
among surrounding notables of pure
Roman blood, was the face of Jose-
phus with the same expression of
mockery.
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I tore my attention from the arch
to the scene in the Forum. The
crowds were thinning as the shadows
lengthened. I became aware of an-
other presence, and turning I en-
countered the ironic gaze of the his-
torian Josephus. I recognized him
to be a man of extraordinary intel-
lect. His lofty brow and thoughtful
eyes indicated that. Still there was
something about the man 1 did not
like and I was forced to confess to
myself that the feeling was in-
explicable.

“Well met, Pliny,’’ Josephus said
in salutation. ‘‘I hear you leave on
the morrow for Pompeii. Give my
regards to Luecius Sulla and tell him
that I will myself be in Pompeii by
the ides of next month. And here
is my fellow historian Tacitus,’” he
continued, smiling upon the younger
man with a patronizing air. ‘‘How
goes the acecount of the siege?’’

““I am still wanting to put a name
in the place of ‘a certain soldier’,”’
Tacitus replied. ‘‘Future genera-

tions will not tolerate ambiguity.”’

Josephus shrugged his shoulders
and pointed with a smile toward the
portrait upon the arch. ‘‘Quite an
honor for an insignificant soldier,
don’t you think, my friends?’’

“T am of the opinion that your
part in the siege may not have been
as insignificant as you would like to
have us believe,”” I said.

““What do you mean?’’ Josephus
demanded, his brow clouding.

I did not reply at once, for Quin-
tilian was excusing himself to go to
his home. Pliny the Younger was
off for the new Colosseum, which had
been but recently completed.

When they were out of hearing,
Josephus repeated his question with
glowering mien, then recalling sud-
denly the presence of Tacitus, eon-
trolled his anger with effort. T knew
that he would vouchsafe no informa-
tion in the presence of his rival his-
torian.
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I shot a significant glance into the
eyes of my dear friend Tacitus, and
remarked -casually, ‘““‘By the way,
Tacitus, s 1t not the fair Julia’s
daily custom to ride in the vieinity
of the Colosseum toward sundown in
the chariot of her father, Agricela?’’

“You have spoken truly, Pliny. 1
am to meet her at the hour of sun-
down by the Goldem Homse of
Nero,”” the young man replied.

“1 will say farewell, Taecitus,’”’ I
called after him, “for T may mnot
see you again until my return from
Pompeii.’”’

The latter’s reference to Julia did
not improve the temper of the Jew-
ish histortan, who turned to me with
a third repetition of his question.

“} will ask you, Josephus,’”” I re-
plied quietly, ‘“‘“why the portrait of
‘a certain soldier’ who ignites the
sanctuary -of his own besieged peo-
ple is not important enough to ap-
pear on a triumphal areh. But there
is one objeetion, his name should ap-
pear in the written chronicle.”’

The Thistorian trembled -with
mingled fear and rage and his voice
was thick as he answered, ‘“Do you
dare to identify me with that ae-
cursed ‘eertain soldier’?”’

I looked sternly at the wretched
man through narrowed eyes and
said, ‘‘Josephus, if you will write a
confession of your deed you will
find favor with the Gods, a,nd pPOSs-
terity wﬂl hold your recordq in good
repute.”’

““And what if I have already re-
vealed in writing the name of the
soldier who was moved by a divine
impulse to throw a lighted torch
into the window of the sanctuary?”’
he asked mockingly. -

“Divine impulse!”” I execlaimed.
“Would you consider it a divine im-
pulse were I suddenly to seize a bar
and demolish the sculptural figure
of yonder smirking Jew who aids in
the overthrow of his people?”’
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His apparent terror wrung my
heart.

“But your confession,’’ I urged in
gentler tones. ‘‘Where is the writ-
ten «chronicle you mentioned in
which ‘a certain soldier’ is named?’’

“In my bosom the seeret lies,
Pliny, and there it shall stay—yes,
it shall be wunrewvealed till twenty
centuries have rolled by. Historians

are sometimes permitted glimpses of

the futmre as well as of the past!’’

I lunged toward him, but he fled,
his prophetic words ringing in my
ears. 1 stood alone in the Roman
Forum before the Areh of Titus,
gazing at the smug countenance of
the sculptured Josephus that seemed
gloating over the seecret within its
breast.

Waithin ats breast!

“By all the immortal Gods,”” I
eried, ‘‘T understand the words of
Josephus, ‘Inm my bosom the seeret
ﬁesl.!?

Impetuously 1 picked mp a blunt
bar that lay on the ground a few
feet away, and cast a hurried glance
around me. From behind the Tem-
ple of Jupiter Stator a figure was
approaching. I recognized it as that
of Taeitus returning from his ride
with Julia. I lifted the bar for a
shattering stroke that did mot fall.

The beautiful arch was aging be-
fore my eyes. Corners were becom-
ing worn away, inseriptions grew
faint, and in some instances were
completely obliterated. Weeds and
the ereepers of vimes elambered over
the surface, and many of the chiseled
features were chipped or worn
smooth by the fingers of Time. The
face of Josephus was gone complete-

ly. For all posterity might know, a

typically Roman visage could have
topped those shoulders.

I stood aghast, but with undi-
minished ardor commenced to knock
away the marble folds that covered
the breast of Josephus. Then I felt

(Continued on page 716)




[Miles Warriner to his godfather,
Sir Donald Fremling.] |
The Green Palace Cinema,
Liverpool, Sept. 30.
EAR PATER :—
It’s tremendously
decent of you to offer to go
up to Cumberland and see Coral
yourself. This cellist, Torkel Yarl,
who drifted into the Hydro after I
left, sounds a dangerous sort of
bounder, and I'm not only jealous
but really afraid for Coral.

It’s so foreign to her mnature to
make sudden friendships with any-
one—she’s as shy as a blue-jay—and
that’s why this violent intimacy
alarms me.

She is wrought up to a fever-pitch

of excitement over Yarl and his
W. T.—2
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“No trace of man or monk wag left, and only monstrous
snarling cats leapt and circled about the girl.”

musie, and seems to spend the whole
day working with him. Our orches-
tra broke up when the summer
season was over at Brackenfells
Hydro, but both Coral and myself
are booked for the Xmas season there.
I took a temporary job of playing
first violin at this cinema because the
pay was so tempting, and means
marrying Coral six months earlier.

She stayed on at Brackenfells at a
nominal salary to entertain any stray
visitors that might drift in, and to
rest before the Xmas rush begins ...
They’re tuning up, and the big drum
I am using as a table is wanted. So
am I

Do go as soon as possible.

Your very worried

MiLES.
625
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[Coral Deane to Miles Warriner]
Brackenfells Hydro,
Oect. T.

DEAR MILES :(—
What soul-searching

questions you ask! I can’t answer
them now because I have so much to
tell you about the music I have been
doing.. -

Torkel Yarl is marvelous! Even
the great Casals seems to fade into a
mere amateur beside him! It’s not
only his playing—he improvises
superbly, too; it quite frightens me
sometimes, for I can’t understand
how any man can do what he does!

He plays from memory evervthing
vou and I have ever done. Not only
cello solos, but arrangements of big
orchestral things as well. The Lalo
Concerto, Boellmann’s Variations,
Saint-Saens’ Allegro and Chopin’s
Polonaise in C are a few examples of
his repertory!

Do you remember the Mendelssohn
Fugue in E flat for strings? He pro-
duced a piano part for me in seript
and he does the rest! Don’t ask me
how—it is quite beyond me! His
genius is 80 great that it is almost
terrible. Particularly in his own
compositions. They are more like the
wildest sort of Slav music than any-
thing else I have heard, but far more
barbaric! I always dread playing
his own works, though I don’t know
why I do!

Torkel says I have a certain
amount of genius, but am too senti-
mental to use it properly. I was
furious when he said this, but he only
laughed, and then took up his bow
and played so divinely that T forgot
to be angry any more.

Of course I love you and miss you,
Miles! Why do you ask me so often?
«. I went up to the Red Tarn on
Monk’s Rock last week—that place
has an extraordinary attraetion for
me now. I got a nasty deep scrateh
on my arm when I was by the tarn
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which won’t heal up. I ean’t remem-
ber how I did it though.
With love,
Yours,
CORAL.
P. S. Did I tell you Torkel has a
finger missing on his left hand? I

can’'t 1magine how he does the

stretches.

[Sir Donald Fremling to Miles

Warriner.] -
Brackenfells Hydro,

Oect. 15,
Y DEAR BOY :—

As I have often told
you, 1t gives me the greatest happi-
ness whenever you turn to me for
help. Your pride and independence
make it difficult for me, now that
you are no longer a schoolboy.

You have been quite frank with
me about Coral, and I will be equally
frank with you—chiefly because you
must be prepared to play the hardest
part in the awful little drama which
Torkel Yarl has staged. Your part is
to wait and do nothing! No matter
how desperate the erisis, you can not
help—only hinder.

Torkel Yarl is not a man as you
and 1 understand the word! He is
not a human being—but superhuman,
literally superhuman,

Physically he has all the character-
isties of his Danish forefathers (his
name—yYarl or Eorl—gives you the
clue to his ancestry, of course). He
i1s powerfully built and tall in pro-
portion, and moves with the ease and
grace of a panther. His eyes add to
this illusion, they are unnaturally
bright and gleam under drooped eye-
lids in a horribly compelling fashion.

As to his musiec—it is a weapon of
such supreme power that it would.
rouse the dead to follow him over the
edge of the world!

Why am I not under his spell, you
ask? Ah, because years ago I learnt
what Power inspires such as Torkel
Yarl—and behind those gleaming
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THE LORD OF THE TARN

eyes of his I see his devil seated, lust-
ful and mocking.

The missing finger on his hand is a

distinguishing mark which may help,
when it comes to the final proving of
my theories.

Don’t forget to be cautious in your
refercnces to me when you write to
Coral. She has no idea who I am.

Your affectionate godfather,
DoxavLp FrREMLING.

[Coral Deane to Miles Warrinei.]
Brackenfells Hydro,
Oct. 30.

DEAREST MILES :—

You always warned
me not to let my dreams blot out
reality too far, and I seem to have
done it! I have wandered out into
space, and when I want to return I
find there is no room!

You bring me back always—but I
know that soon even the memory of
your love will not draw me. I shall
just g0 on and on—and mnever re-
turn! Will that be death, Miles?
But that’s absurd, of course—I am
perfectly well.

I have changed my mind again
about our wedding; if yvou still want
me, I will marry you when you come
back at Xmas. I hope Coral Warri-
ner will be better worth your loving
than Coral Deane—but I am afraid
you are taking a risk, dear!

Don’t you think it is curious that
I have grown to love the Red Tarn
Do you remember the first
time we saw it together, one late
autumn day last year? What a deso-
late, wind-swept place it seemed
then—the water of the tarn ecold and
gleaming under the gray sky—the
tall yellow reeds rustling and shiver-
g on its banks! I was never so
afraid of any place out in the open
before. Do you remember what a
coward I was, and how I thought I
saw figures erouching and stealing
about among the stunted trees and
patches of gorse?
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And yet I love the tarn now more
than any other spot in Teordale.
Torkel has written musie about it for
me, called The Voice of the Tairn. It
is the wildest music in the world and
the sweetest—in B flat minor, my
tavorite key!

The theme steals in like a ghost
wandering lost and lonely by the
tarn. The four winds carry its
lament until it swells to longing and
despair, in great, crashing chords
that make me tremble. The modula-
tions are very abrupt—breathless
swoops from one height to another—
and it finishes with a wild burst of
gayety in a major key, like mocking
laughter high above the tarn.

The curious thing is that I can
never recall a single phrase of the
musiec unless I am on the Monk’s
Rock. The instant I set foot on the
ascent from the valley I hear vague
murmurs which get clearer as I elimb
up. Sometimes I am dizzy and be-
wildered by the rushing harmonies
that greet me as the deep waters of
the tarn ecome into sight. It is almost
more than I can bear to hear, Onee
I must have fainted—ifor I discov-
ered later the deep seratch on my
arm of which I told you, and I can’t
remember doing it! It still won’t
heal up!

One of the guests at the Hydro is
a Mr. Donald. He has traveled all
over the world and we have long talks
together. I was telling him about
vou just before I began this letter.
He seemed to bring you muech nearer
to me.

That’s why I can write and tell
you how much I love you, Miles, in
spite of my queerness—never believe
that you are mot the only one that
really eounts in the whole world to
me !

Good-bye, Miles darling! The
tarn would be mysteriously beautiful
by moonlight—I1 must see it!

Your
CoORAL.
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[Miles Warriner to Sir Donald
Fremling.]
27 Avon Sq., Liverpool,

Nov. 6.

I’m LIVING in a perfect hell of doubt
and fear, Pater! Coral has just
sent me a letter which brings her
back to me, as she used to be before
this infernal Yarl started in! But
two things in it worry me horribly.

First—what is the matter with her
arm ?—why won’t the scratech heal
up? Is it blood-poisoning on top of
all the rest?

And has she told you about want-
ing to see the Red Tarn at night?
For heaven’s sake don’t let her do
that! At night the shadows would
make the path impossible—it’s more
or less dangerous even in the day-
light. I am appalled at the idea!

It’s slow torture—this waiting
business. Why can’t I come and do
the devil out once and for all? I’d
rather be hanged for it than let
Coral go on like this from day to
day. MILES.

P. S. Don’t curse me for worrying
you! I know you ean’t do more!
But this is plain unadulterated hell!

[Telegram. Fremling to Warriﬁer.]
Teordale, Cumberland.

usT sent latest report by express.
It explains much. If you see
Coral now you destroy her only

chance. Wait.

[Sir  Donald Fremling to Miles

Wariiner. ] ;
Brackenfells,
Nov. T.

MY DEAR BOY :—
You can not real-

ize at a distance, in spite of my daily
letters, how things are going; and I
am afraid you find my methods slow
and dangerous, when Yarl is using
every hour! So am I, however . . .
but Yarl must be allowed to show
himself in his true colors before I
can act.
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The seratch on Coral’s arm might
be deseribed in a rather dramatic
way as a ‘‘devil mark.”” Yarl has
evidently made an attempt to get her
when she went to the Red Tarn on
one of her solitary walks., He failed
because his hour is not yet come., It
will heal when Yarl ceases to exist,
and not until then. It is not dan-
gerous in itself—simply a brand!

If it were of any use to kill this
man outright, I should not hesitate
to do so; but if he were sent out of
life now, he would return in another
human form—and with added power
and malevolence!

For your comfort I ean tell you
plainly that there is an hour, and a
place, where I can come to grips with

the devil that dwells in him; and for
that hour I am waiting!

Now read the enclosed account of
the early history of Cumberland and
you will understand whence Torkel
Yarl derives his power.

I must go back to the year 936
A. D. when Hywel Dda, a prince of
South Wales, made a law for the pro-
tection of cats; with the result that
the chazza (the old High German
name for cat) was brought over in
inereasing quantities from the Baltie
shores, and became domesticated In
our island. New and terrible super-
stitions sprang up—the old Egyptian
worship of ecats was revived in erude
revolting forms by our barbarie an-
cestors; and the chazza was the
center and excuse for a thousand
nameless obsecenities.

This cat worship lingered in re-
mote parts of the country—and as

late as the Twelfth Century there

are traces of it in a few of the so-
called religious houses of those days.

One such abbey, given over to
Satanism and every evil praectise,
was built here in Teordale by the Red
Tarn, which served as a fish-pond for
the monks—and was known as the
Tarn of Chazz (or Chazza).

This abbey was built by a Danish
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Earl of Cumberland, the Lord of

Chazz, who was immensely wealthy

and powerful, and dominated the
place to such an extent that its real
spiritual head, Iather David, was
sacrificed at one of the abominable
orgies for which the abbey was re-
nowned.

This roused the countryside, and
an organized attack was made under
Father Ambrosius (the chronicler of
the event) which surprized the
monks in the very act of their
demon worship.

Father Ambrosius leaves much un-
said, and refers briefly and with
pious horror to monstrous cats speak-
ing with _ the voices of men and
women, blasphemous prayers to Lueci-
fer, wild hell-gcames played round
the stately cloisters, shameful litanies
recited in the abbey chapel, and the
celebration of the Black Mass at the
high altar—once dedicated to the
Glory of God!

Father Ambrosius and his devoted
band of followers burnt the abbey to
the ground; and the smoke and flame
of it lit the whole of Cumberland, ac-
cording to the chronicler. The cats
or monks or both, they slew by the
sword—for against their blades,
dipped in holy water, the power of
Satan was useless. They flung the
bodies into the Tarn of (‘hazz, until
the black pond was red with blood,
and it has been known as the Red
Tarn ever since.

But the fiercest and most devilish
of all that monstrous crew escaped!
He fled spitting and snarling before
the goad father’s sword—and, leap-
ing off the face of Monk’s Roek van-
ished into the darkness of the Hln'ht'

My belief is that this was the ruler
of that infamous abbey—the Lord of
Chazz—and that he lives still—n the
person of Torkel Yarl! He is sus-
tained by the power of those he
serves, and in return for their protee-
tion, he sacrifices a vietim at certain
Intervals!

629

The last Friday of this month is
the Night of Saerifice—and I need
hardly add that Coral is the destined
vietim !

Do not be led by blind love—or
fear—into coming to interfere with
my plans. It would be entirely fatal
to Coral.

Your affectionate godfather,
DoxaALp F'REMLING.

[Coral Deane to Miles Warriner.]

Brackenfells,
Nov, 21.

DEAR MILES :—
Your last letter

was a rather queer one, I thought.
And you hardly mentioned all the
new music I am studying—aren’t you
interested ?

Torkel has promised to give me the
Ms. of The Voice of the Tarn on con-
dition that I take him up to see the
Red Tarn itself. We are going on
Friday and I can think of nothing
else! Tarkel wants to see it by
moonlight—and as the moon is full
tomorrow night, it ought to be a mar-
velous sight.

Think of it, Miles! ., .. that
strange, shadowy tarn with its fringe
of reeds all silvered in the moonlight
and the water gleaming white and
silent! I ean hardly breathe as the
thought of it burns in my mind!

What did vou mean about my
promise to marry you at Xmas? I
have never mentioned it to you that
I remember! CoRraAL.

[ Miles Warriner to Coral Deane.]

27 Avon Sq., Liverpool,
Nov. 23.

MY DEAR!
How stupid of me not

to have said how deeply interested in
vour new musical efforts I am. I
never could write a decent letter— -
so I am not surprized at your re-
proaches.
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However, you’ll have to use your
imagination to fill up the blanks, and
remember that I'm working hard m
a cold, uninteresting, dirty ecity, and
missing you every hour of the day!
The heat of the theater makes me
more dull-witted than wusual, too.
But don’t think that I am ever in-
different to anything that interests
yOu. .

I'm glad you’ve made friends with
Mr. Donald—your walks and talks
with him ought to be a soothing con-
trast with the excitement of all your
musical studies.

The theater musie here is deadly
stuff! Jazz, punectuated by Rach-
maninoff’s C Sharp Minor Prelude
when the hero fights a duel, or
crosses the rapids, or erawls from a
blazing house with the heroine in his
arms !

My violin sings very low now. You
spoilt me entirely for an ordinary
pianist, my bad little Coral! 1 was
down for a solo last nicht—and upon
my word that accompanist was as
near sudden death as she will ever
be!

Think of me sometimes, my little
girl. It’s pretty lonely here. Good-
night, my Elfin Queen! Don’t go off
with the moon fairies if you meet
them on the crags. I want you when-
ever you are ready to come to me! I
hope that will be soon.

Your friend and lover,

MivLEs.
[Miles Warriner to S Donald
Fremling.]

Liverpool,

Nov. 23.

'M A fool . .. forgive me, Pater!

Coral’s last letter proved how
right you are. I took three hours to
answer it! It’s awful to think of
the risk you are taking for us—I am
horribly anxious!

Youl know all about Coral and
Yarl going to the tarn on Friday
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night—she is almost delirious about
it !
Your repentant and devoted

MiLESs.
[Coral Deane to Miles Warriner.|
Brackenfells,
Nov. 27.
nEs! ... It’s eome at last . . .

the lovely silver mnight! 1
wanted to write to say good-bye to
you—I1 don’t feel as i1f 1 should see
you again.

I sit in my bedroom writing this,
waiting until the full moon rises
over the top of Monk’s Rock. The
great ecrag stands out, black and
splendid against the sky, and lights
flicker to and fro across it!

I can hear the music of the Red -
Tarn floating down to me from that
distant height. That magiec music!
It is calling to me . . . and I must
follow . . . follow!

The moon is up—I see the golden
rim above the dark ridge at last
. . . the musie ecalls more clearly
now!

Good-bye, Miles!
happy!

[The Vicar of Teordale to the Bishop
of Carlisle (exiract)]

The Vicarage,
Nov. 30.

. . . Sir Donald Fremling and I
reached the summit of Monk’s Rock
early in the evening. As the moon
rose and the shadows deepened, the
wide moorland grew more and more
sinister.

It was a terrible vigil! T saw the
reeds bend under the foot of some
half-visible passer-by, and heard the
whispering voice of evil at my elbow
and echoes of high squealing laugh-
ter. And from the ghyll close by,
the biting wind shrieked and tore
its way—adding its fury to the ter-
ror of the night.

““The Hour and

I am devinely
CoRAL.

the Power,”’
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quoted Fremling in my ears, as he
pointed across the waving grasses.
I gasped as the fresh horror dawned
slowly before us.

There, only a few hundred yards
or so away, a huge bulk began to
blot out the sky and stars. Walls
rose and were roofed over. Court-
yards and cobbled garths ecovered
the windy heath. Gable and turret,
tower and cloister all built them-
selves before our very eyes—until at
last a stately abbey stood complete
in every detaill—its weather-vane
gleaming in the moonlight, and
every window brilliant with the
lights within.

‘““The stage is set,”” replied Sir
Donald, in answer to the cluteh of
my fingers on his arm. ‘‘It remains
now for the Lord of Chazz to arrive
and summon his guests to the rev-
elries.’”’

I must confess, my lord, that my
faith burnt very dim in that hour of
waiting. Had it not been for the un-
shaken courage of my ecompanion, I
should have fled from the unhal-
lowed place and left my small part
in the drama unplayed.

Suddenly I heard a laugh—a
happy little sound which made the
obscene mirth, echoing about me on
the wind, more terrible by its con-
trast. I knew it was the girl Coral
Deane, and Torkel Yarl, approaching
the tarn at last.

In a few minutes they neared the
tarn and stood in the strong moon-
light, not far from the hollow
where we lay hidden.

The girl stood silent and en-
chanted—her delicate lovely face lit
with a white fire of eestasy—her
hair streamed back in the wind like
a halo of light—and her clear eyes
were those of one who watches the
gates of heaven opening to let her
in!

I was ashamed of my own fears as
I saw her there, so unaware and in-
nocent, and on the brink of such
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nameless horror; and 1 longed to
dash that grinning devil by her side
into the dark bubbling water of the
tarn.

Suddenly Yarl stepped forward
and gave a great ringing ery, which
echoed and re-echoed, until 1
thought every hill in Cumberland
had caught and thrown back that in-
fernal summons.

As it died, the tarn rose in leap-
ing waves, flecking the reeds whieh
fringed it with blood-red foam.

The girl’s face lost its rapt dream-
ing look and she stared in horror at
the tarn—for from its depths
emerged an evil face and head, fol-
lowed by the body of a man in a
brown habit girdled with rope. He
secrambled out of the water and up
the bank—and at his heels followed
a long procession, every one of
which was more brutish and ugly
than his fellow.

They were the monks of Monk’s
Rock come to make merry in their
old haunt once more!

Yarl waved them on toward the
abbey—and at his gesture the girl
turned her stricken face and ap-
peared to see for the first time the
great illuminated building towering
against the sky. She gave a long,
incredulous look and turned to Yarl
with a little ery. Then as she saw
him truly at last . . . a devil—mock-
ing, lustful, and triumphant, she
covered her faece and sank to the
ground.

He laughed loudly at her terror,
and picking her up in his great arms,
strode on toward the abbey—the
mad, shouting erew of monks at his
heels.

When the last capering figure had
disappeared under the arch of the
central door, Fremling and I fol-
lowed and gained the abbey by a
small door at the ecast end. We
crept into the chapel and stood be-
hind the high altar, hidden by a
massive sereen.
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The reek of incense filled the
place, and the flare of torches lit
monstrous presentments of heathen
gods and devils, on walls and
pillars.

Abruptly the main door was flung
open—and to a burst of wild musie,
the monks eame trooping in. Be-
hind them followed Yarl—leading
the girl with mock courtesy by the
hand. She looked like a white
flower in this fiend’s abode; and
swayed, half blind with terror.

Yarl led her to a great throne at
the foot of the altar steps. The poor
child sat, her hands clutching the
skulls which formed the arms of her
black throne, and her wide blank
gaze followed each monk in turn, as
he knelt at her feet, and with horrid
jest and leer made homage to her.

Then they filled priceless jeweled
goblets with foaming liquor, and
crowded about Yarl and Coral as
she shrank back in her place. Lift-
ing their goblets high they shouted:
—‘‘Hail! Hail, Chazza, Eorl of
Cumberland! Lord of Life and
Death! We drink to your Queen
and our Feast tonight! Hail, Lord
of Chazz! Hail!”’

They drank deep—and as that
magiec draft worked in his veins,
every monk changed his human
form, until at last no trace of man
or monk was left—and only mon-
strous snarling cats leapt and eir-
cled about. Yarl and the girl.

Then I heard Yarl laugh, and saw
him touch the girl on the arm—and
a long serateh on it began to bleed.

Yarl laughed again and all the
beasts with him.

Instantly Fremling withdrew by
the door we had entered—and 1T
came out of my hiding-place and
stood at the high altar, and lifted
the saered host above my head. A
great silence fell—the squalling
brutes were dumb—and I ecalled
loudly to Coral to come to me . . .
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I called her in the name of God and
that holy thing I held!

She stood up swaying, and looked
from Yarl to me—and back again.
Yarl tried to hold her, but his power
failed, and his arm dropped to his
side.

Again I called—and then, with a
child’s ery of terror and appeal, she
stumbled down the steps of that
hateful throne and fell at my feet.
I stooped and held her, while Yarl
stood speechless, glaring at me, and
his devils crouched as if turned to
stone !

Then, warned by some sound, Yarl
turned to see Sir Donald Fremling
standing behind him—a short dag-
ger in his hand.

In a flash Yarl stooped and lifted
a flagon to his lips; and in a moment
crouched transformed and beastlike
before his enemy.

Then the lights of the abbey
chapel faded—the walls melted into
thin air—and I found myself stand-
ing with Coral on the bleak moor-
land by. the tarn, whose deep waters
foamed blood-red over the bodies of
monks as they sank beneath its
waves. -

I caught a glimpse again of Frem-
ling struggling on the ground with
his loathsome antagonist—and the
spitting, hissing sound of the fight
rose above the wind’s shrill ery.
Then I saw man and beast roll off
the edge of the Ridge of Monk’s
Rock, and disappear into the depths
below! . . .

[Extract from Cumberland

the
Comet newspaper.] -

ONK’S RoCK in Teordale, Cum-
berland, has been the stage

for as strange an incident as has oec-
curred in recent times. The Viear of
Teordale made the ascent to the Red
Tarn last Friday evening, together
with two members of the Brackenfells
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Hydro orchestra—DMiss Coral Deane
and Mr. Torkel Yarl; and lastly, Sir
Donald F'remling, the world-renowed
mystic and savant.

The latter appears to have had a
ficht of unprecedented horror with a
wild cat, which met the party on the
summit of the rock.

Sir Donald Fremling was ecarry-
ing a dagger (a remarkable occur-
rence in itself). He killed the beast,
but in the death struggle they both
rolled off the fell-side, and were dis-
covered next morning by search-
parties, far down the screes in a
tangle of bushes. The monster cat
was cold and stiff, but horribly men-
acing even in death. The handle of
the dagger protruded from its body
and has been left there at Sir Don-
ald’s express wish. The latter seemed

[

peculiarly interested in the fact that
a joint and claw of the ecreature’s
left foreleg were missing.

Sir Donald Fremling’s leg was
broken and he was badly mauled but
18 recovering rapidly.

The vicar hailed the search party
from the summit of the Monk’s Roek,
where he had for hours vainly tried
to restore Miss Deane to conseious-
ness, She was carried home and ap-
pears to be making some progress
toward recovery.

No trace has been discovered of the
fourth member of the party—Torkel
Yarl the cellist. It is feared that in
searching for Sir Donald Fremling
after his fall from the rock, Yarl
himself lost his footing and {fell to
the unplumbed depths of the gully
between Monk’s Rock and Greenfell.

The White People

By FRANK BELKNAP LONG, Jr.

Out of the grass when the dew is wet
Their houses lean and their hoards are set
Deep In the woods that are not yet.

Out of the earth when the night is eold
Their worm-dogs lean and over the wold
They fly with tales that are not told.

Out of the wold when the moon rides low
Their witch-fires flicker, and tapers glow
To guide the goblins to and fro.

Out of the lake when the comets pass
Their maidens rise; and over the grass
They erawl like shadows on a glass.

Out of the East when the stars spin high
They dance and dance and the years go by
And the sun and moon fade out of the sky

And still they dance.



P ik ¥
5 h .'-I b o e -, S ':J:' . r ralpm—
a, i ) wiy £ e # -
7 L b R S 7T e ‘-'-E_,q. dy P i| e T il
o en B |

' = all . :-:."“* S '.‘:.I":F': o ’
TR G o P A S (v
PO R L el TRATEE

i T Ly

")

(From the Smith City Muwrror, June
9, 1927)

OLICE are searching today for

Dr. J. E. Lawlor, well-known

physician and scientist, follow-
ing a report from his secretary,
James Broek, that he had disap-
peared from his home at 2100 Van
Ness Avenue.

According to Brock, Dr. Lawlor
locked himself into his private lab-
oratory twelve days ago, ordering his
servants not to disturb him, and to
send food down by means of a dumb-
waiter. As he had followed this plan
several times before while working on
experiments, Brock eomplied with his
request. Theé time set was ten days
and when there had been no response

from the laboratory during the two
n34

“Now for the arsenic—so much, in a glass of
Mot water.”

days following the elapse of this
period, Brock feared some accident
and, with the help of Georges Dmitri,
Dr. Lawlor’s eook, and Emil Bonner,
his chauffeur, he forced the door this
morning and found that the doctor
was gone.

A weird angle is added to the in-
cident by the dead body of a large
ape which Brock found in a corner
of the disordered laboratory. Al-
though Dr. Lawlor was known to be
interested in natural history and to
have condueted several experiments
with animals recently, Brock stated
that he was sure the ape was not in
the laboratory when it was closed
twelve days ago. The table was cov-
cred with papers, which have been
turned over to the police.
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Brock, Dmitri and Bonner are held
for questioning by Chiet of Police
John Walton.

Dr. Lawlor has no immediate fam-
ily. A brother, Stanley Lawlor, of
Topeka, Kansas, has been notified.

(From the Smith City ‘Mi?‘l‘ﬁ.’!‘, June
28, 1927)

TTEMPTS t0o determine the species

of the ape found dead in the
laboratory of Dr. J. E. Lawlor, who
disappeared last Saturday, were un-
successful when Professor F. W.
Baylor, head of the natural science
department of the state university,
sald -today that he had never seen
such a creature before.

‘““There are eight kinds of anthro-
poid apes known to science,’’ said
Professor Baylor, ‘‘but this ape be-
longs to none of them. It has some of
the characteristics of several, but re-
sembles no single kind greatly. It 1s
either a freak or of a species un-
known until now.’’

Professor Baylor has ordered the
animal embalmed and intends to send
1t to fellow-students of natural his-
tory in Chicago.

(From the Smith City Mirror, June
29, 1927

JAMEE BROCK, private secretary of
Dr. J. E. Lawlor, 2100 Van Ness
Avenue, was placed under arrest to-
day to face charges of kidnaping and
possibly murder of his employer last
Saturday.

The arrest took place following the
reading of papers purporting to be
a Jjournal of an experiment per-
formed by the doctor, which Brock
turned over to the police upen his
employer’s disappearanee. Brock
had been held for questioning, but
was given his liberty Saturday.

The contents of the journal were
not made publie, but Chief John
Walton described them as ‘‘prepos-
terous and unbelievable, a forgery by
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Brock to
¢rime.”’

cover a very evident

(Extracts from the papers given to
nolice by James Brock as the jourmal
of Dr. James Everett Lawlor)

UNE 15—All is in readiness for

my experiment—the final step iIn
my great work that will afford seien-
tists a true glimpse of how man ap-
peared in the dim past. The narrow
persons who refuse to believe in evo-
lution will be forced to see the wruth,
for we will confront them, not with
theories, but with proois.

I have material now that would
fill a great book—notes telling how I
first discovered the combination of
elements that induces deterioration
and of my experiments with 1t, first
on the lowest forms of life, then on
more complex animals, with surpriz-
ing and enlightening results, Years
have been consumed in this study, but
soon they will be paid for when I re-
veal what I have learned.

The elements for the two serums,
produets of nearly a lifetime of labor
and observation, are at hand. One
serum is the deteriorator, which when
properly mingled and administered
will make vital changes in the organs
and tissues of an animal, changes
which finally result in giving it the
appearance of its ancestors untold
ages ago. This change can be ar-
rested by the administration of the
counter-agent, which will restore the
transformed ereature to its former
condition.

I do not suppose that any person
less determined or less scientific in
mind than I would dare perform this
experiment upon himself; but after
all, it is as safe as such a thing ean
be. I have studied its effects and
powers too much and too long to go
wrong now, and I know that I shaH
not be mentally incapable of hand-
ling it. The change is physiologieal,
not psyechological. Foretelling the
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course of the whole process is a mere
matter of rationalization.

As I plan it, I will let the deterio-
rator work in my blood for five days,
then the counter-agent for five days,
to make sure that the effects of the
experiment are completely dissi-
pated. Thus I expect to see in my
mirror what my ancestors were like
five thousand centuries ago, and then
return to the body and semblance of
Dr. Lawlor, all within two weeks at
the least.

I have locked my door for ten
days. Brock, a sound, sensible fellow
who obeys my orders without ques-
tioning, will see to it that I am undis-
turbed. And after this private ex-
periment, I shall present my findings
to my {fellow-scientists as the proof
of their theories. Who can say that
my name shall not be numbered with
those of the great evolutionists?

June 16—For twenty-four hours I
have had the serum in my blood.
With what care I compounded it and
injected it into the vein of my arm,
you may well imagine. The effects
were noticeable at once. My blood
flowed faster and for a few moments
I felt strangely light-headed, as if [
had been drinking. This latter feel-
ing passed away and 1 perspired
freely, but felt no unpleasant sensa-
tions. Throughout the day I have
taken notes on the progress of the ex-
periment, and tonight my mirror
shows me that it is a suceess.

The change in my appearance has
not been so great as I expeeted, but it
18 very evident. I am florid and
ruddy where I have generally been
pale. I am far more robust and all
over my body my hair has grown out,
especially on the breast and shoulders
and outsides of the arms—a strange
condition for me, always smooth-
skinned and of late years partly bald.
I never felt better physically in my
life, and I look, not the fine-drawn
and slender scientist, but a full-
bodied, really splendid savage.
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In excess of well-being and in joy
at the ecertain fulfilment of my ex-
pectations, I danced and leaped up
and down this evening. Then, a little
ashamed of myself, I sat down to
write.

June 17—The effects of the serum
are more pronounced today. Where
yesterday I was but a primitive man,
still decidedly human, I am today a
man with a pronounced bestial look.
My forehead has receded, my jaw is
heavy, with sharp-pointed teeth. The
change works in me every moment;
I can feel it in my flesh and bones.
Among other things, I am positively
shagey. The hair makes my clothes
a discomfort and I have left them
completely off.

I am never weary of watching my
body as it changes almost before my
very eyes. It is especially interest-
ing to see how springy and flexible
my joints have become, and how my
feet have a tendency to turn their
palms inward. This is because of the
great toe, which is beginning to
stand out from the others like a
thumb; excellent proof that our an-
cestors were tree-dwellers and could
get a grip with their feet.

June 18—When I awoke on my cot
this morning, my first glance was to-
ward the mirror. It was umnable to
recognize myself, unable to recognize
even the thing I had been last night.
In the -broad, coarse face, with flat
nose, splay nostrils, little beady eyes
under beetling brows, wide mouth
and brutal jaws, in the hairy, hulk-
ing body, there was no reminder of
what had once been Dr. Lawlor.
Some scholars would be frightened at

the speed and effectiveness with
which the serum has worked, but 1
can think of mnothing save the

triumph to secience.

I am stooped considerably and
stand unsteadily on my legs; not that
they are not strong, but the tendency
of my feet to turn mmward has in-
creased, so that I walk for the most -
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part on the outer edges. Their pre-
hensile powers are developed, too,
and they can piek up objects quite
easily.

It is also interesting to note that
my mental processes have not
changed one whit—I ean think as
clearly and as deeply as ever. As 1
predicted, the serum does not effect
the brain tissues; or, if it does, it
does not keep them from funectioning
properly.

I have been hungry all day. The
food Brock sent to me was not suffi-
cient, especially as regards meat,
and I must send up a note with the
empty dishes for him to increase the
amount.

June 19—This part of the experi-
ment will stop tomorrow, for I shall
then mix and administer the counter-
agent.

Tonight I see myself to be an eery
creature, half beast, half man. I am
hard put to 1t to walk without sup-
porting myself on the table and the
backs of the chairs. So must our an-
cestors have looked when they swung
down from the trees to achieve their
first adventures on the ground and
to eonquer the world.

These five days, what with the
many notes I have taken, will provide
a fitting climax for the scientific book
that I contemplate. How it will as-
tound the world! What honors and
distinetions may descend upon me!
Fame is mine, certainly; fortune, if
I wish it, may follow.

So good-night and good-bye, my
primitive self yonder in the mirror.
Tomorrow I shall commence the jour-
ney back to the appearance of Dr.
Lawlor, that I may immortalize you
in all your fascinating grotesqueness.

UNE 20—How could I—oh, how
could I not provide against this?
With all the machinery of my experi-
mentation evidently flawless, I must
forget a single item—an item mad-
deningly simple, maddeningly ob-
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vious, and yet a thing that has
proved my undoing.

Let me remain sane for a moment
and marshal the incidents as they oe-
curred. There is not much to tell.
This morning I went to my shelf of
chemicals for the ingredients to com-
pound into the counteracting serum.
My hands, which of course had be-
come clumsy and primitive, seemed
to have trouble in picking up the lit-
tle vials, but this did not worry me
as I began the combining of my ma-
terials. Two of them I mixed In a
graduated glass and then reached for
a pipette to administer the third.

But my unsteady manipulation did
not allow the-praper proportion to
flow in. I released a drop too much,
and though there was a correspond-
ing effervescence, I could see that the
mixture was a failure. 1 poured it
out and tried again, with the same
result. With growing uneasiness I
made a third attempt, and agam my
clumgy hands failed me.

Too late, I realized that the ming-
ling of the elements in the proper
proportions and manner had been a
task that required all the delicacy of
a skilled chemist. My hands, no
longer the deft, steady hands of Dr.
Lawlor, were those of a sub-human
ereature, and as such not equal to the
feat!

Horrible, horrible! 1 moaned
aloud when I realized what had hap-
pened and what would follow. With-
out the eounter-agent I could not
neutralize, or even halt, the progress
of the deteriorator. Down I must go,
back along the road up which the
human race has struggled for untold
centuries!

Again and again I desperately
tried to mix the dose, until I had
used up all my materials. Omnece or
twice I thought that I had approxi-
mated the proper mingling, but when
I injected it, there was no effect.

I sit here tonight, a rung farther
toward the beast from whence we
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sprang, instead of on the road back
toward man, Like one lowered into
a well, I see above me a cirele of light
erowing smaller and dimmer as I
descend into darkness and horror!

What shall I do?

[From this point forward, the
journal 18 written in an almost unin-
telligible scrawl.]

June 24—For three days I have
not written. I have not slept and
have eaten only when the pangs of
hunger roused me from my half-
trance of misery. Horror has closed
over my head like water.

At first I searched frantically for
more materials for the counter-agent,
literally wrecking my laboratory, but
to no avail. I had used it all in try-
ing to mix the saving-dose three days
ago0. |

Today was to have been the last
day of my experiment. Perhaps the
servants will foree the loek if I do not
come out. And then?

I could never make them under-
stand. I have mo more power of
speech than any other beast, for a
heast I have surely become. 1 can
not bear to look in the mirror, for I
see only a dark, hairy form, hunched
over the table, a pencil cluteched in
its paw. And that is I, James
Lawlor! What wonder that I border
on the edge of insanity?

Let whoever reads these words take
warning from my plight. Do not
meddle with the scheme of things as
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nature has planned—delve not into
her mysterious past. 1 have done
that, and it was my complete and
dreadful undoing. If it had not ecome
in this way it would have come in an-
other, I do not doubt for a moment.

June 25—Morning. 1 have not
budged from the chair where I sat to
write last evening. 1 heard Brock’s
voice outside the door, asking me 1if
I was coming out. I dared not make
a sound in reply, and he went away.

Is existence bearable in such a
condition? Even now, the sliding
back into lower and lower form con-
tinues. It will not be long before 1
am no longer even the ape-thing I
appear. Perhaps the serum will
carry me back through the ages until
I am the slimy sea-crawler from
which all life had its beginning, Ob,
Godt. o5

And as if in answer to that name,
comes the memory of what still re-
mains in a drawer of my table. Ar-
senic—not an easy death, but a guick
one. So shall I die, for if ever a
creature was justified in taking 1its
own life, that creature is myself.

I will leave this journal as an ac-
count of what has happened, and as
a warning to others. The formulas
for my serums and all that pertains
to them I will destroy. Never shall
another scientist meet with my fate
if I ean order it otherwise. There,
the papers are flaming in the grate.
Now for the arsenic—so much, in a
oglass of water—farewell!

[Here the journal ends.]
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The Story So Far

HILE exploring the ruins of Angkor, Profes-

sor Cannell, an archeologist, is captured by a
creature from far in the future, which sweeps
back through time for its vietims., He escapes,
and i1s dropped into the Pacifie Ocean by the
Time-Raider, after being carried three years into
the future. He returns to New York, and the
Raider returns and seizes him again in the
presence of his friends, Wheeler and Lantin., The
two friends, using Cannell’s theory of electronic
_vibrations, construct a vehicle that will carry
them forward and backward in time, and plunge
into the future to rescue Cannell, having first
ascertained that the Raider’s home is in central
Illinois. Fifteen thousand years they penetrate
into the future, and hide their time-ship to in-
vestigate a City of Cylinders set in the heart of
a great glacial ice-sheet, which they think may
be the lair of the Raider., They are captured by
guards from the city, and Wheeler, meeting Den-
ham (an English soldier in the armies of King
George the Third) learns from him that he is
there to fight—as a gladiator.

“Held in its shapeless form were men, who hung
L belpless in its grasp.”
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CHAPTER 8
THE PEOPLE OF THE CITY

HARSH order from the
cnards ahead halted us, and
I had time to survey the room
in which we stood. It was a circular
room, at the edge of which we were
grouped. From where we stood, the
walls swept away in a great curve on
either side, meeting directly opposite
us, as it seemed, some ninety feet
away. The floor of the room was of
smooth, black stone, resembling
marble, while the curving walls were
of the same white material as the
building’s exterior. A hundred feet
above the floor was a ceiling of white,
and I saw at a glanee that this one

This story began in WEIRD TALES for Octcher. 639
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great hall oceupied the whole lower

haif of the eylindrical building’s m-

terior, the upper half, no doubt, being
divided into smaller apartments. Set
in walls and eeiling were many of the
clowing bulbs, and from these a cas-
cade of ruddy light poured down on
the people in the room.

There must have been nearly a
hundred of these pecople, men and
women. They lay on couches along
the room’s edge, with long, eurving
tables of green metal before them,
like the banquet halls of the aneient
Romans. A shock went through me
as I looked at the feasters, for they
were unlike any of the people I had
seen as I entered the ecity. These
people were all tall and perfectly pro-
portioned, and all were golden-
haired, men and women alike. They
were attired in short robes or tunies
of brilliantly colored silks, and some
wore circlets of flashing gems.

With a sudden shock it came to me
that these were the first women I had
seen in all this eity, for there had
been none among the guards and
slaves outside. But before I could
ponder this fact, it was swept {rom
my mind by my wonder at the other
things in the room.

The feasters, I saw, were engaged
in drinking from transparent goblets
which held brightly colored liquids.
I could see no solid food of any kind
on the tables, but there were many
urns and flagons and amphora filled
with the bright fluids. Long lines
of the white-robed, stiffiy marehing
slaves passed and repassed behind the
couches of the feasters, with metal
trays holding other glass and metal
vessels, which they placed on the
tables.

Two other things I noted before
my brief survey of the place was in-
terrupted. One was that among the
laueghing, shouting people at the ta-
bles there was not one faece that
would not be called beautiful. Al
seemed youthful, with the beauty of
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youth, and its high spirits, yet an
impression of evil came to me as I
watched them. I sensed, beneath
their jesting and laughing, a cold,
indolent heartiessness.

The other thing I noted was the

source of the erystalline musie. Aeross

the room from me, in an alcove, were
the musicians, slaves who operated an
intricate instrument which allowed
water to fall on thin plates of metal,
in single drops or streamlets, produe-
ing a tumultuous chiming like a
storm of silver bells, wild and clear
and sweet, and for all its tempestu-
ousness, oddly harmoniocus.

My companions had been survey-
ing the scene, like myself, but it was
evident from the expressions on their
faces that it was not new to them, I
wondered for what purpose we had
been brought there, and remembering
the Englishman’s interrupted ex-
planation, turned to speak to him.
But as I did so, came another inter-
ruption, and with it my answer.

One of the men at the tables rose
and uttered a brief order, and at once
a great black slave strode across the
room, seized a maece of metal, and
with it struek a tremendous blow on
a hanging brazen gong. At once the
chatter and song at the tables stopped,
and all eyes were turned toward our-
selves,. 1 felt their gaze sweeping
over us, and involuntarily shuddered.
Then, beside us, the captain of the
guards barked out an order, that
sounded across the silence like a
whiplash. And at once two of the
men who stood beside me strode out
to the center of the room, to the wide,
clear floor there, and stood facing
each other.

There was a rippling whisper
through the speectators at the tables,
a murmur of pleasurable excitement.
Without heeding it, the two men at
the room’s center inspected each
other with fierce eyes.

One of the two was a proud, dark-
faced figure, high-nosed and gleam-
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ing-eyed, dressed in torn, flowing
robe and with a tightly twisted tur-
ban on his head. He jerked from his
belt a long, curved simitar and
whirled it above his head, giving vent
to a rageed, high-pitched vell of de-
fiance. An Arab, I thought, maybe
one of the very hordes that had ear-
ried the green banner of the Prophet
over three continents like a whirl-
wind. He was a fierece enough spec-
tacle, as he shook his gleaming blade
aloft, but his opponent was a fit one,
a gigantic Northman in leathern
jerkin, whose blue eyes gleamed as he
too sprang forward, brandishing aloft
a great ax in ene hand, and carrying
a small, circular shield in the other.

With weapons upraised, the two
cautiously neared each other, cireling
like wary tigers, searching for an
opening. I turned away, and saw
that the feasters were wholly intent
now on the two opponents, and In
that moment I understood the mean-
ing of the Englishman in saying that
we had been brought here to fight.
For it was so, and all in our rageed,
fierce group would no doubt be foreed
to fight and.slay one another to amuse
the Indolent spectators at the tables,
as the gladiators of ancient Rome
had struck each other down in the
great games. And what of myself?

There was a sudden great shout
ifrom the tables, and I turned my at-
tention back to the strugele at the
center of the floor. The Arab’s blade
had darted past his opponent’s shield
and had wounded the latter in the
shoulder with a flashing down-stroke.
But the leather-clad giant was not
beaten. Though blood was streaming
down from his shoulder now, he said
no word, only lifted his shield higher
and circled around the other, with ax
still poised ready to strike. The tense
silence had been broken by that first
shout and now those at the tables
were calling out to the two fighters,
warnings and advice, I supposed, and
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were laying wagers on the result of
the fight.

Suddenly the Arab again darted
in, and again his blade slashed the
other’s arm, but as he stepped swift-
ly back, his foot slipped on the blood
that smeared the smooth floor, and he
stageered for a moment, striving to
regain his balance. In an instant the
uplifted ax ec¢rashed down through
his skull and he fell like a dropped
weight, his own spouting arteries
adding to the red stains on the floor.
The other stepped back, panting, and
a great showt of applause crashed out
from the spectators at the tables. The
Northman rejoined our group, slaves
rushed out and cleared the floor, and
at a command, two more of our num-
ber rushed onto the floor and faced
each other with drawn swords.

The cireling and darting of the
former duel was repeated, and in a
few minutes one of the two lay dead
and the other was limping back to
us, bleeding. And another pair took
their place. -

For the fifth combat, the young
Englishman beside me was called on-
to the floor, with a small Japanese
in ancient, quilted armor as his op-
ponent. The Japanese was armed
with two short, broad-bladed swords,
with which he chopped and slashed
at his opponent, while Denham had
but his thin, fragile-looking rapier.
Yet he evaded all the sweeps and
thrusts of his adversary’s blades, and
with a sudden lightning stab of the
needlelike rapier he ended the duel,
unscathed. He came back toward
us, jauntily, unheedful of the great
applause that followed his feat. I
eripped his hand warmly, for in the
short time I had known him, a sudden
sympathy had sprung up between us,
born of the fact of our mutual race
and language, in this strange city.

HERE were but few of us left now

who had not already fought, and
at an order from the leader of the
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guards, one of these stepped out on
the floor, a lithe, snaky Italian, with
beady black eyes and an evil smile.
The captain of the guard snapped out
another order, looking at me, but 1
could not understand and looked
around helplessly. His face filushed
dark with anger, and he started
wrathfully toward me, but the Eng-
lishman intervened, with rapid ex-
planations.

‘““You are to fight Talerri,”” he
said, indicating the Italian, and a
wave of icy cold swept over me for
a moment, then receded. ‘‘Here,
take my sword,’’ he continued, draw-
ing and handing it to me, ‘“and be
fearful of foul fighting. Talerri was
one of Cesar Borgia’s bravos and is
a dangerous swordsman, full of
treacherous trieks.’’

Half dazed, I gripped the rapier’s
hilt and walked out to face the Ital-
ian. ‘““Good luck!’’ called Denham,
behind me, but I did not look back.

As I strode out to where the Ital-
ian awaited me, I dimly saw the
curving walls, the ruddy lights, and
the white faces of those at the tables,
turned toward me. The whole seene
misted before my eyes, then cleared,
and into my vision came the face of
Talerri, who was regarding me with
a derisive smile. And the reali<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>