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rozen Beauty

By SEABURY QUINN

A story of Jules de Grandin, and the weird exploit of a great Russian physician
who was murdered before he could complete his daring experiment
—a fascinating novelette of weird science

HE heat had been intolerable all -~ green and ruby. Falling on our faces as

day, but now a rain was falling, a we drove home from the club with the

soft and cooling summer rain that roadster’s canvas cover folded back it was

spread a gleaming black veneer across the cool and gracious, delicate and calm upon

highway pavement and marked the trafic our brows as the light touch of a skilful

lamps with cross-shaped fuzzy glows of . nurse’s fingers on a fever-patient’s fore-
131
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head, soothing nerves stretched taut by
eighteen holes of golf played in a blister-
ing sun.

My friend Jules de Grandin’s satisfac-
tion with himself was most annoying. He
‘had ceased playing at the second hole,
found a wicker rocker on the clubhouse
porch and devoted the entire afternoon to
devastation of gin swizzles.

“Tiens,” he chuckled, “‘you are droll,
my friend, you English and Americans.
You work like Turks and Tartars at your

rofessional vocations, then rest by doing
manual labor in the sun. Not I, by blue;
I have the self-respect!”

He leant back on the cushions, tutning
up his forehead to the cooling rain and
bummed a snatch of tune:

“[a vie est vaine,

Un pen d'amounr £

With a strident screech of brakes I
brought the roadster to a stop in time to
keep from running down the man who
stood before us in the headlights’ glare,

arm raised imperatively. “Good heavens, °

man,” I rasped, “d’ye want to be run
over? You almost =

“You're a doctor?” he demanded in a
sharp, thin voice, pointing to the Medical
Society’s green cross and gold caduceus
on my radiator.

“Yes, but o f_

“Please come at once, sir. It's the mas-
ter, Doctor Pavlovitch. I—I think he’s
~very 1ll, sie.”

The ethics of the medical profession
take no account of work-worn nerves, and
with a sigh I'headed toward_the tall gate
in the roadside hedge the fellow pointed
out. “"What seems to be the matter with
the doctor?”” I inquired as our guide
hopped nimbly on the running-board
after swinging back the driveway gate.

“I—I don’t know, sir,” he replied.
“Some kind o’ stroke, I think. Th’ tel-
ephone went out of order just at dinnet-
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time—lightning musta hit th’ line when
th” storm was blowin’ up—an’ I took th’
station wagon to th’' village for some
things th’ grocer hadn’t sent. When I
got back everythink was dark an’ I
couldn’t seem to make th’ lights work,
but they flashed on all sudden-like, an’
there was Doctor Pavlovitch a-layin’ in
th’ middle o’ th’ floor, with everythink
all messed up in th’ study, an’ I couldn’t
seem to rouse him; so I tried to get th’
village on th’ phone, but it still won’t
work, and when I tried to start th’ station
wagon up I found that somethink had
gone wrong with it; so I starts to walk
down to th’ village, an’ just then you come
down th’ road, an’ I seen th’ little green
Cross on your car, so -

“I'll have that darn thing taken off
tomorrow,” I assured myself; then, aloud,
to stop the servant’s endless chatter:
“All right, we'll do everything we can,
but we haven’t any medicines or instru-
ments; so maybe we shall have to send
you for supplies.”

“Yes, sir,” he replied respectfully, and
to my relief lapsed 1nto momentary
silence.

THE big house Doctor Michail Pavlo-
vitch had purchased two years pre-
viously and in which he lived in churlish
solitude, attended only by his English
houseman, sat back on a deep lawn thick
set with huge old trees, fenced against
the highway by an cight-foot privet hedge
and surrounded on the three remaining
sides by tall brick walls topped with
broken bottles set in mortar. As we cit-
cled up the driveway I could feel the eety
atmosphere that hovered round the place.
It was, I think, the lights which struck me
queerly, or, to be more accurate, the ab-
sence of familiar lights in a place we
knew to be inhabited. Blinds were drawn
down tightly, with forbidding sectecy, at
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evety window; yet between their bottoms
and the sills were little lines of luminance
which showed against the darkness like a
line of gray-white eyeball glimpsed be-
tween the lowered eyelids of a corpse.

We hurried down the wide hall to a
big room at the rear and paused upon the
threshold as the glare of half a dozen
strong, unshaded lamps stabbed at our
eyes. Everything about the place was
topsy-turvy. Drawers had been jerked
from desks and literally turned out upon
the floor, their contents scattered in fan-
tastic heaps as though they had been
stirred with a gigantic spoon. The daven-
port was pulled apart, its mattress tipped
insanely sidewise; pillows were ripped
open and gaped like dying things, their
gasping mouths disgorging down and
kapok. The whole room might have been
a movie set at the conclusion of a slap-
stick farce, except for that which occupied
the center of the floor.

In the midst of the fantastic jumble
lay a man in dinner clothes, save for the
jacket which, sleeves turned half out and
- linings slit to tatters, was crumpled on a
chair. He lay upon his back, his partly-
opened eyes fixed on the ceiling where a
cluster of electric bulbs blazed white and
hard as limelight. He was a big man
with a big mustache curled in the fashion
of the pre-war days, and what hair he
had was touched with gray.

“Gawd, sir, he ain’t moved since I left
‘im!” the houseman whispered. “Is ‘e
paralyzed, d’ye think?” |

“Completely,” nodded Jules de Gran-
din. “He is very dead, my friend.”

“Dead?”

“Like a herring, and unless I miss my
guess, he died of murder.”

“But there’s no blood, no sign of any
wound,” I interrupted. “I don’t believe
there was a struggle, even. The place has
been ransacked, but =
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“No wound, you say, mon vieux?”’ he
broke in as he knelt beside the dead man’s
head. “Regardez, 5'il vous plait.”” He
raised the massive, almost hairless head,

' and pointed with a well-groomed finger

to a gleaming silver stud protruding from
the flesh. Plunged in the rather beefy
neck a tiny silver-headed bodkin showed.
Less than half an inch of haft protruded,
for the little awl was driven deep into
that fatal spot, the medulla oblongata,
with deadly accuracy. Death had been in-
stantaneous and bloodless.

+ “"How " 1 began, but he-shut me

off with an unpleasant laugh as he rose
and brushed his knees.

“Cherchez la femme,” he murmured.
““This is undoubtlessly a woman’s work,
and the work of one who knew him
quite well, All the evidence suggests it.
A little, tiny bodkin driven into the bramn;
a woman’s weapon. Probably she did it
with her arms about his neck; a woman'’s
finesse, that. Who she was and why she
did it, and what she and her confederates
looked for when they made a bears’ den
of this place is for the police to deter-
mine,”’

Turning to the servant he demanded:

- ““This Doctor Pavlovitch, did he have

callers in the afternoon?”

“No sir, not as I knows of. He was a
queer 'un, sir, though he was a proper
gentleman. Never had no callers I re-
member, never used th’ telephone while
I was here. If anybody ever come to see
‘im they done it while I was away.”

“One sees. Did he ever mention feat-
ing anyone, or suspecting’ that he might
be robbed?”

“Him? Lor, sir, no! Six foot three in
'is stockin’s, ‘e was, an’ could bend iron
bars in ’is bare hands. I seen 'im do
it more’'n once. Had a regular harsenal
o’ guns an’ things, too, ‘e did, an’-kept
th’ house locked like a jail. Didn't take



~leaf-mold from his trousers.
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no chances on a robbery, sir, but I
wouldn’t say he was afraid. He'd “a been
a nasty customer in a row; if aayone ‘ad
broken in he’d ’a give 'em what-for good
an’ proper, sir.’

“Um?” Going to the telep‘wne the
little Frenchman raised the instrument
from its forked cradle and held it to his
car. “Parblen!” he pressed the contact bar
down with a triple rattle, then dropped
the speaking-tube back in its rack. “Re-
main here, if you please,” he bade the
servant as he motioned me to follow.
Outside, he whispered: “There is no dial
tone discernible. The line 15 cut.”

B CIRCLED round the house seeking

the connection, and beside a chim-
ney found the inlet. The wires had been
neatly clipped, and the fresh-cut copper
showed as bright against the severed in-
sulation as a wound against dark flesh.

“What d'yve make of it?"" I asked as he
knelt on the wet grass and searched the
ground for traces of the wire-cutters.
“Think that chap inside knows more
than he pretends?”

"Less, if possible,”
“Such stupidity as his could not be simu-
lated. Besides, I know his type. Had he
been implicated in a murder or a robbery
he would have set as great a distance be-
tween him and the crime-scene as he
could.” With a shrug of resignation he
straightened to his feet and brushed the
“No tracks
of any sost,” he murmured. “The grass
grows close against the house, and the
rain has washed away what little taie the
miscreants’ footprints might have told.
Let us go back. We must inform the
police and the coroner.”

“Want me to take the car and netify
‘em?” T asked as we turned the corner
of the house. "It's hardly safe to trust
the servant out of sight before the officers

he said shortly.
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have had a chance to questmn him, and
you don’t drive, so

The pressure of his fingers on my el-
bow stlenced me, and we drew back in
the shelter of the ivy-hung wall as the
crunch of wheels came to us from the
lower driveway.

“What the deuce?”’ I wondered as 1
glimpsed the vehicle between the rain-
drenched trees. “What's an express van
doing here this time o' night?”

“Let us make ourselves as inconspicu-
ous as possible,” he cautioned in a whis-
per. "It may be that they plaﬂ a 1use
for entering the house, and

“But good heavens, man, they've al-
ready gone through it like termites
through a log,” I interjected.

“Ahb ban, you overlook the patent pos-
sibilities, my friend. What do we really
know? Only that Doctor Pavlovitch was
murdered and his study ransacked. But
why do people search a place? To find
something they want, #’est-ce-pas? That
much is obvious. Still, we do not know
they found the thing they sought, or, if
they found it, we cannot say that others
do not also seek it. It must have been a
thing of value to have caused them to do
murder.”

“You mean there may be two gangs
hunting something Pavlovitch had hid-
den in his house?”

"It is quite possible. He was a Russian,
and Russia 1s synonymous with mystery
today. The old noblesse have smuggled
fortunes from the country, or have plans
for getting out the treasures they could
not take with them i flights; plots and
counterplots, intrigue, plans for assas-
sination or revenge are natural to a Rus-
sian as fleas are to a dog. I think it whol-
ty possible that more than one conspiracy

to deprive the amiable Pavlovitch of life

and fortune has been in progress, and he
would not have been a good insurance
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risk even if the ones who murdered him
tonight had done their work less thor-
oughly.”

The big green truck had drawn up at
the steps and a man in express uniform
hopped out. ‘“Doctor Pavlovitch?” he
asked when the houseman answered to
his thunderous banging at the knocker.

“INo-o, sir,” gulped the servant, “‘the
doctor isn’t home just now %

“Okay, pal. Will you sign for this
consignment and give us a lift with it?
It’s marked urgent.”

With grunts and exclamations of ex-
ertion, plus a liberal allowance of the
sort of language prized by soldiers, steve-
dores and sailors, the great packing-case
was finally wrestled up the steps and
dropped unceremoniously in the hall
The express van turned down the drive,
and we slipped from our concealment to
find Pavlovitch’s houseman gazing at the
giant parcel ruefully.

“What'll I do with it now, sir?” he
asked de Grandin. "1 know th’ doctor
was expectin’ somethink of th’ sort, for
he told me so hisself this mornin’;: but ’e
didn’t tell me what it was, an’ I don’t
know whether I should open it or leave
it for th' officers.”

De Grandin tweaked an end of waxed
mustache between his thumb and fore-
finger as he regarded the great crate. It
was more than six feet long, something
more than three feet wide, and better
than a yard in height.

“Eh bien,” he answered, *I think the
citizens of Troy were faced with the same
problem. They forbore to open that
which came to them, with most deplor-
able results. Let us not be guilty of the
same mistake, Have- you a crowbar
handy?”’

WHOE‘U’ER put that case together had
intended it to stand rough usage,

for the two-inch planks that formed it
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were secured with mortises and water-
swollen dowels, so though the three of
us attacked it furiously it was upward of
an hour ere we forced the first board
loose; and that proved only the begin-
ning, for so strongly were the shooks at-
tached to one another that our task was
more like.breaking through a solid log
than ripping a joined box apart. Finally
the last plank of the lid came off and re-
vealed a packing of thick felt.

“Oune diable?” snapped de Grandin as
he struck his crowbar on the heavy wad-
ding. “What is this?” "

What did you expect?” I queried as
I mopped a handkerchief across my face.

“A man, perhaps a pair of them, by
blue!” he answered. It would have
made an ideal hiding-place. Equipped
with inside fasteners, it could have been
thrown open in the night, permitting
those who occupied it to come forth and
search the place at leisure.”

“Humph, there’s certainly room for a
man or two in there,” I nodded, prod-
ding tentatively at the black felt wadding
with my finger, “but how would he get
air—I say!”

“What is it?”” he demanded. “You
have discovered something "

“Feel this,” 1 interrupted, “it seems to
me it’s =S

“Parblen, but you have right!” he ex-
claimed as he laid his hand against the
felt. "It is cool, at least ten degrees cool-
er than the atmosphere. Let us hasten to
unearth the secret of this sacré chest, my
friends, but let us also work with cau-
tion. It may contain a charge of liquid
air.”

“Liquid air?” I echoed as with the
heavy shears the servant brought bhe
started cutting at the layers of laminated
felt.

“Certainement. Liquid air, my friend.
Brought in sudden contact with warm
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atmosphere it would vaporize so quickly
that the force of its expansion would be
equal to a dynamite explosion. I have
seen 1t s

“But that's fantastic,”” I objected.
"Who would choose such an €labo-
rate 5

“Who would choose a woman’s bodkin
to dispatch the learned Doctor Pavlo-
vitch?” he countered. "It would have
been much simpler to have shot him; yet
—agnorblen, what have we here?”

The final layer of felt had been laid
back, and before us gleamed a chest of
polished dark red wood, oblong in shape,
with slightly rounded top with chamfered
edges and a group of Chinese ideographs
incised upon it. I had seen a case lLike
that but once before, but 1 recognized it
instantly. A friend of mine had died
while traveling in Mongolia, and when
they shipped his body home . . . “"Why,
it’s a Chinese coffin!"" I exclaimed.

“Précisément, wur cercueil de bois
chinois, but what in Satan’s name does it
do here? And behold, observe, my
friend; it, too, is cold.”

He was correct. The polished puncheon
of Mongolian cedar was so cold that I
could hardly bear to rest my hand upon if.

“I wonder what those characters stand
for?” I mused. “If we could read the

they might give some clue——" :

"I do not think so,” he replied. *I
can make them out; they are the cus-
tomary hong for Chinese coffins, and
mean cheung sang—Ilong life.”

“ ‘Long life’—on 2 coffin lid?”

“But yes. C'est drole ¢a,” he agreed.
“It seems the heathen in his blindness
has hopes of immortality, and does not
decorate his tombs with skulls and
cross-bones, or with pious, gloomy verses
in the Christian manner. However'—he
raised his narrow shoulders in a shrug—
“we have still the puzzle of this so cold
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coffin to be solved. Let us be about it
but with caution.”

With more care than the average den-
tist shows when he explores a tooth, he
bored a small hole in the cedar with an
auger, pausing every now and then to
test the temperature of the small bit
against his hand. Some thirty seconds
later he leaped back. "I have struck
nothingness; the bit is through—stand
clear!” he cautionéd, and a gentle hissing
followed like an echo of his warning as
a plume-like jet of feathery remex gey-
sered upward from the coffin lid.

“Carbon dioxide snow!” we chorused;
and:

"“Tiens, it scems we shall not listen to
the angels’ songs immediately,” added
Jules de Grandin with a laugh.

The casket followed usual Chinese pat-
terns. Made from a single hollowed log
with top and bottom joined by dowels,
it was covered with successive coats of
lacquer which made it seem an undivided
whole, and it was not till we searched
some time that we were able to discern
the line between the lid and body. A
series of small auger-holes was driven in
the wood, and with these for starting-
points we had begun the arduous task
of prizing off the heavy lid when the sud- -
den screech of brakes before the house

gave warning of a new arrival.

“Take cover!” bade de Grandin, drop-
ping down behind the massive cofhin as
he drew his pistol. "If they think to
carty us by storm we shall be ready
for 2

¥ MICHAI-L — Michailovitch, has it

come? Proudhon and Matrona
are here; we must make haste! Where
are you, man?” Rattling at the knob,
kicking on the panels, someone clamored
at the front door furiously, then, as we
gave no sign, burst out in a torrent of
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~ entreaty phrased in words that scemed
entirely consonants.

De Grandin left his ambush, tiptoed
down the hall and shot the bolt back
from the door, leaping quickly to one side
and poising with bent knees, his pistol
held in readiness. The heavy door swung
inward with a bang and a young man
almost fell across the sill. |

“Michail,” he called hysterically,
“they’re here; I saw them on the road
today. Has it come, MICha.ll——-—Oh n1y
God!"—as he saw the coffin stripped of
its enclosures standing in the glaring
light from the hall chandelier—"too late;
too late!” He stumbled blindly a few
steps, slumped down to his knees, then
crept across the polished floor, dropping
head and hands upon the coffin lid and
sobbing broken-heartedly. “Nikakova,
radost moya!”’ he entreated. “Oh, too
late; too late!”

“Tenez, Monsieur, you seem In
trouble,” de Grandin moved from his
concealment and advanced a step, pistol
lowered but eyes wary.

“Proudhon!” the stranger half rose
from his knees and a look of utter loath-
ing swept his face.” "You His furi-
ous expressian faded and gave way to one
. of wonder. “You're not—who are you?”
he stammered.

“Eb bien, my friend, I think that we
might say the same to you,” de Grandin
answered. “'It might be well if you ex-
plained yourself without delay. A muz-
der has been done here and we seek the
perpetrators +

“A murder? Who

“Doctor Paviovitch was murdered
something like an hour ago; we are ex-
pecting the police

“Pavlovitch killed? It must be Proud-
hon was he::e, then,” the young man
breathed. ““Was thts coffin like this when
you found it?”

“It was not. It came after Doctor Pav-
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lovitch was murdered. We suspected it
might be connected with the crime and
were about to force it when you came

by

howling at the door
"Quick, then! We must take it off be-

fore——"

“One moment, if you please, Monsicur.
A murder has been done and everyone
about the place is suspect till he clears
himseif. This so mysterious parcel came
while we were seeking clues, and neither
it nor any other thing may be removed
until the police——"

“We can’t wait for the police! They
wouldn’t understand; they’d not believe;
they'd wait until it is too late—oh, AMon-
stesr, I don’'t know who you are, but 1
beg that you will help me. I must remove
this coffin right away; get it to a safe place
and have medical assistance, or

“I am Doctor Jules de Grandin and
this 1s Doctor Samuel Trowbridge, both
at your service if you can convince us that
you have no criminal intent,” the little
Frenchman said. “"Why must you rush
away this casket which was brought here
but a little while ago, and why should
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you desire to keep its presence hidden
from the officers?”

A look of desperation crossed the
other’s face. He laid his forehead on the
chilly coffin top again and burst into a fit
of weeping. Finally: ““You are educated
men, physicians, and may understand,”
he murmured between sobs. ‘"You must
believe me when I tell you that unless we
take this coffin out at once a terrible
calamity will follow!”

De Grandin eyed him speculatively. *1
will take the chance that what you say is
true, Monsienr,” he answered. ““You
have a motorcar outside? Good. Doctor
Trowbridge will accompany you and
guide you to our house. I shall stay and
wait until the police have been notified
and aid them with such information as I
have. Then I shall rejoin you.”

Turning to the servant he commanded:
“Help us place this box upon the motor,
if you please; then hasten to the nearest
neighbor’s and, telephone the officers. I

await you here.”

WITH the long box hidden in the

young man hugged my rear fender all the
way to town, and was at my side and
ready to assist in packing the unwieldy
case into the house almost before I shut
my motor off. Once in the surgery,-he
crept furtively from one window to an-
other, drawing down the blinds and list-
ening intently, as though he were in mor-
tal fear of spies.

“Well, now, young fellow,” I began
as he completed his mysterious- precau-
tions, “what’s all this about? Let me
warn you, if you've got a body hidden in
that casket it’s likely to go hard with you.
I'm armed, and if you make a false
move——"" Reaching in my jacket pocket
I snapped my glasses-case to simulate—I
hoped!—the clicking of a pistol being
cocked, and frowned at him severely.

tonneau of his touring-car the -
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The smile of child-like confidence he
gave me was completely reassuring. “T've

no wish to run away, sir,” he assured me.
“If it hadn't been for you they might
have—Jesu-Mary, what is that?” He
thrust himself before the red wood coffin
as though to shield it with his body as a
rattle sounded at the office door. :

“Salut, mes amis!”’ de Grandin greeted
as he strode into the surgery. “I am for-
tunate. The gendarmes kept me but a
little while, and I rode back to town with
the mortician who brought in the doctor’s
body. You have not opened it? Tres bon.

I shall be delighted to assist you.” |

“Yes, let us hurry, please,” our visitor
begged. *It has been so long " a sob
choked in his throat, and he put his hand
across his eyes.

The wood was heavy but not hard, and
our tools cut through it easily. In fifteen
minutes we had forced a lengthwise
girdle round the box, and bent to lift the
lid.

“Nikakova!” breathed the young man
as a worshipper might speak the name of
some saint he adored.

“Sacré nom d’un fromage wvert!” de
Grandin swore.

“Good heavens!” I ejaculated.

A coat of hoarfrost fell away in flakes,
and beneath it showed a glassy dome
with little traceries of rime upon it. Be-
tween the lace-like meshes of the gelid
vell we glimpsed a woman lying quiet as
in sleep. There was a sort of wavering
radiance about her not entirely attribu-
table to the icy envelope enclosing her.
Rather, it seemed to me, she matched the
brilliant beams of the electric light with
some luminescence of her own. Nude
she was as any Aphrodite sculptured by
the master-craftsmen of the Isle of Melos;
a cloven tide of pale-gold hair fell down
each side her face and rippled over ivory
shoulders, veiling the pink nipples of the
full-blown, low-set bosoms and coursing
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down the beautifully shaped thighs until
it reached the knees. The slender, shapely
feet were crossed like those on medixval
tombs whose tepants have in life made
pilgrimage to Rome or Palestine; her el-
bews were bent sharply so her hands were
joined together palm to palm between her
breasts with fingertips against her chin.
I could make out gold-flecked lashes lying
in smooth arcs against her pallid cheeks,
the faint shadows round her eyes, the
wistful, half-pathetic droop of her small
mouth. Oddly, I was conscious that this
pallid, lovely figure typified in combina-
tion the austerity of sculptured saint, lush,
provocative young womanhood and the
innocent appeal of childhood budding
into adolescence. Somehow, it seemed to
me, she had lain down to die with a trust-
ful resignation like that of Juliet when
she drained the draft that sent her living
to her family's mausoleum.

“Nikakova!” whispered our companion
in a sort of breathless ecstasy, gazing at
the quiet figure with a look of rapture.

“Hein?”’ de Grandin shook himself as
though to free his senses from the meshes
of a dream. ""What is this, Monsieur?
A woman tombed in ice, a beautiful, dead
woman e

“She is not dead, the other inter-
rupted. “She sleeps.”

"“Tiens,” a look of pity ghmmer&d in
the little Frenchman’s small blue eyes, *'T
fear it is the sleep tha,t knows no waking,
1mon ami.’

"No, no, I tell you,” almost screamed
the young man, “she’s not dead! Pavio-
vitch assured me she could be revived.
We were to begin work tonight, but they
found him first, and———"'

"Halte lal” de Grandin bade.
the conwversation of the madhouse, as
meaningless as babies’ babble. Yho was
this Doctor Pavlovitch, and who was this
young woman? Who, by blue, are you,
Mounsienr?”

“This is
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The young man paid no heed, but
hastened around the coffin, feeling with
familiar fingers for a series of small but-
tons which he pressed in quick succession.
As the final little knob was pressed we
heard a slowly rising, prolonged hiss, and
half 2 dozen feathery jets of snowflakes
seemed to issue from the icy dome above
the body. The room grew cold and
colder. In a moment we could see the
vapor of our breaths before our mouths
and noses, and 1 felt a chill run through
me as an almost overwhelming urge to
sneeze began to manifest itself.

“Corblen,” de Grandin’s teeth were
chattering with the sudden chill, "I shall
take pneumonia; I shall contract coryza;
I shall perish miserably if this continues!”
He crossed the room and threw a window
open, then leant across the sill, fairly
soaking in the moist, warm summer air.

“Quick, shut the lights off!” cried our
visitor. ““They must not see us!” He
snapped the switch with frenzied fingers,
then leaned against the doos-jamb breath-
ing heavily, like one who has escaped
some deadly peril by the narrowest of
Margins.

As the outside air swept through the
room and neutralized the chill, de Gran-
din turned again to the young man. “Mon-
szenr,” he warned, “my nose is short, but
my patience is still shorter. I have had
enough—too much, parblen! Will you ex-
plain this business of the monkey now, or
do I call the officers and tell them that you
carty round the body of a2 woman, one
whom you doubtless foully murdered,
atid

"WNo, no, not that!” the wisitor be-
sought. "Please don’t betray me. Listen,
please; try to realize what I say is true”

"My friend, you cannot put too great
a strain on my credulity,” de Grandin
answered, ‘‘Me, 1 have traveled much,
scen mmuch, know much. The things
which I know to be true would take a
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less experienced man believe himself the
victim of hallucinations. Say on, mon

viezxx,; 1 listen.”

WITH steamet rugs draped around

our shoulders we faced each other

in the light of a small, shaded lamp. Our

breath fanned out in vapory cumuli each
time we spoke; before us gleamed the
crystal-hooded coffin, like a great me-
mento mori fashioned out of polar ice,
and as it radiated ever-growing cold I
caught myself involuntarily recalling a
couplet from Bartholomew Dowling:

“And thus does the warmth of feeling
Turn chill in the coldness of death . . .”

Till then the rush of action had pre-
vented any inventory of our visitor. Now
as I studied him I found it difficult to
fit him into any category furnished by a
lifetime’s medical experience. He was
young, though not as young as he ap-
peared, for pale-blond coloring and slen-
derness lent him a specious air of youth
which was denied by drooping shoulders,
trouble-lines about his mouth and deep-
set, melancholy eyes. His chin was small
and gentle, not actually receding, but soft
and almost feminine in outline. The
mouth, beneath a scarcely-visible ash-
blond mustache, suggested extreme sen-
sitiveness, and he held his lips com-
pressed against each other as though the
trait of self-suppression had become
habitual. His brow was wider and more
high than common, his blue eyes almost
childishly ingenuous. When he spoke, it
was with hesitancy and with a. painfully
correct pronunciation which betrayed as
plainly as an accent that his English came
from study rather than inheritance and
use

- I am Serge Aksakoff,” he told us in
his flat, accentless voice. *'I met Nikakova
Gapon when I was a student at the Uni-
versity of Petrograd and she a pupil at
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the Imperial Ballet Academy. Russia in
1916 was honeycombed with secret lib-
eral societies, all loyal to the Little Fath-
er, but all intent on securing something
of democracy for a land which had lain
prostrate underneath the iron heel of au-
tocrats for twenty generations. Perhaps
it was the thrill of danger which we
shared; perhaps it was a stronger thing;
at any rate we felt a mutual attraction at
first meeting, and before the summer end-
ed I was desperately in love with her and
she returned my passion.

“Our society numbered folk of every
social stratum, workmen, artizans, artists
and professional people, but mostly we
were students ranging anywhete. from
twenty to sixteen years old. Two of our
foremost members were Boris Proudhon
and Matrona Rimsky. He was a tailor,
she the mistress of Professor Michail
Pavlovitch of the University of Petrograd,
who as a physicist was equal to Soloviev
in learning and surpassed him in his dat-
ing of experiment. Proudhon was always
loudest in debate, always most insistent
on aggressive action. If one of us pre-
pared a plan for introducing social legis-
Jation in the Duma he scoffed at the idea
and insisted on a show of force, often on
assassination of officials whose duties were
to carty out unpopular ukases. Matrona
always seconded his violent proposals and
insisted that we take direct and violent
action. Finally, at their suggestion, we
signed our names beneath theirs to a dec-
laration of intention in which we stated
that if peaceful measures failed we
favored violence to gain our ends.

“That night the officers of the Okhrana
roused me from my bed and dragged me
to the fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul.
They locked me in a stinking, vermin-
swarming cell and left me there three
weeks, Then they led me out and told

me that because I was but seventeen they
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had decided to extend me clemency; so
instead of being hanged or sent to the
Siberian mines with most of my com-
panions I was merely to be exiled to Eka-
terinburg for a term of sixty months.
During that time I was to be subjected to
continuous surveillance, to hold no com-
munication with my family or friends in
Russia, and not engage in any occupation
without express permission.”

“But you'd done nothing!” I protested.
“The paper that you signed declared
specifically that you favored peaceful
measures; you merely said that if these
measures failed 4

Aksakoff smiled sadly. *“You didn’t
have to be a criminal to be exiled,” he
explained. * ‘Political unreliability’ was
sufficient cause, and the officers of the
political police were sole judges of the
case. You see, administrative exile, as
they called it, was technically not a pun-
ishment.” |

“Oh, that’s different,” I replied. “If
you were merely forced to live away from
home 5

“And to make a journey longer than
from New York to Los Angeles dressed
in prison clothes and handcuffed to a
condemned felon, shuffling in irons so
heavy that it was impossible to lift your
feet, to be fed infrequently, and then on
offal that nothing but a half-starved dog
—or man—would touch,” he interrupted
bitterly. “My only consolation was that
Nikakova had been also granted ‘clem-
ency’ and accompanied me in exile.

“The officer commanding our escort
came from a family some of whom had
also suffered exile, and this made him
pity us. He allowed us to converse an
hour a day, although this was prohibited,
and several times he gave us food and
tea from his own rations. It was from
him we learned that Proudhon and Ma-

trona were agenis provocateurs of the
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political police, paid spies whose duty was
not only to worm their way into the con-
fidence of unsuspecting children such as
we, but to incite us to unlawful acts so we
might be arrested and deported.

“Since I had no money and the Gov-
ernment did not care to fee me, I was
graciously -permitted to take service with
a cobbler at Ekaterinburg, and Nikakova
was allowed to do work for a seamstress.
Presently I found a little cottage and she
came to live with me.”

“It must have been some consolation
to be married to the girl you loved, even
in such terrible conditions——"" I began,
but the cynicism of the look he gave me
stopped my well-meant comment.

“I said she came to live with me,” he
repeated. ** ‘Politicos’ were not permitted
marriage without special dispensation
from the police, and this we could not
get. We had no money to pay bribes.
But whatever church and state might say,
we were as truly man and wife as if we'd
stood before the altar of St. Isaac’s and
been married by the Patriarch. We
pledged our love for time and all eternity
kneeling on the floor of our mean cabin
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with a blesséd ikon for our witness, and
because we had no rings to give each
other I took two nails and beat them into
circlets. Look i '

He thrust his hand out, displaying a
thin band of flattened wire on the second
shaft of the third finger.

“She had one, too,” he added, beckon-
ing us to look upon the body in the frost-
domed coffin. Through the envelope of
shrouding ice we saw the dull gleam of
the narrow iron ring upon one of the
shapely folded hands.

“¥ N THAT northern latitude the twilight

lasts till after ten o'clock, and my
labors with the cobbler started with the
sunrise and did not end till dark,” Aksa-
koff continued as he resumed his seat and
lit the cigarctte de Grandin proffered.
“There is an English saying that shoe-
makers’ children go unshod. It was al-
most literally true in my case, for the tiny
wage I earned made it utterly impossible
for me to purchase leather shoes, and so
I wound rags round my feet and ankles.
Nikakova had a pair of shoes, but wore
them only out of doors. As for stockings,
we hadn’t owned a pair between us since
the first month of our exile.

“One evening as I shuffled home in my
rag boots I heard a groan come from the
shadows, and when I went to look I
found an old maa fallen by the way. He
was pitifully thin and ragged, and his
matted, unkempt beard was almost stiff
with filth and slime. We who lived in
utter poverty could recognize starvation
when we saw it, and it needed but a sin-
gle glance to see the man was famishing.
He was taller by a head than I, but I had
no trouble lifting him, for he weighed
scarcely ninety pounds, and when I put
my arm round him to steady him it was
as if 1 held a rag-clothed skeleton.

“Nikakova helped me get his ragged

WEIRD TALES

clothing off and wash away the clotted
filth and vermin; then we laid him on 2
pile of straw, for we had no bedsteads,
and fed him milk and brandy with a
spoon. At first we thought him too far
gone for rescue, but after we had worked
with him an hour or so his eyes came
open and he murmured, ‘Thank you,

Gaspadin Aksakoff.

“‘Gaspadin!’ It was the first time I
had heard that title of respect since the
night the police dragged me from my
bed almost a year before, and I burst out
ctying when the old man mumbled it.
Then we fell to wondering. "Who was
this old rack of bones, clothed in stink-
ing rags, filthy as a mujik and verminous
as a mangy dog, who knew my name and
addressed me with a courteous title? Ex-
tles learn to suspect every change of light
and shadow, and Nikakova and I spent a
night of terror, starting at each footstep
in the alley, almost fainting every time
a creak came at our Jockless door for fear
it might be officers of the gendarmerie
come to take us for affording shelter to a
fugitive.

“The starving stranger rallied in the
night and by morning had sufficient
strength to tell us he was Doctor Pavlo-
vitch, seized by the Okhrana as a politi-
cally. dangerous person and exiled for
five years to Ekaterinburg. Less fortunate
than we, he had been unable to obtain
employment even as a manual laborer
when the Government, preoccupied with
war and threat of revolution, had turned
him out to live or starve as fate decreed.
For months he’d wandered through the
streets like a stray animal, begging kopeks
here and there, fighting ownetless dogs
and cats for salvage from swill-barrels;
finally he dropped exhausted in his tracks
within a hundred yards of our poor cabin.

“We had hardly food enough for two,
and often less than the equivalent of a

&
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dime a week in cash, but somehow we
contrived to keep our guest alive through
the next winter, and when spring came
he found work upon a farm.

“The forces of revolt had passed to
stronger hands than ours, and while we
starved at Ekaterinburg Tsar Nicholas
came there as an exile, too. But though
the Bolsheviki ruled instead of Nicholas
it only meant a change of masters for
the three of us. Petrograd and all of
Russia was in the hands of revolution-
ists so busy with their massacres and ven-
geances that they had no time or inclina-
tion to release us from our exile, and
even if we had been freed we had no
place to go. With the coming of the
second revolution everything was com-
munized; the Red Guards took whatever
they desired with no thought of payment;
tradesmen closed their shops and peasants
planted just enough to keep themselves.
We had been poor before; now we were
destitute. Sometimes we had but one
crust of black bread to share among us,
often not even that. For a week we lived
on Nikakova's shoes, cutting them in lit-

tle strips and boiling them for hours to
make broth,

“The Bolsheviks shot Nicholas and his
family on July 17, and eight days later
Kolchak and the Czechs moved into Eka-
terinburg. Pavlovitch was recognized and
retained to assist in the investigation of
the murder of thé royal family, and we
acted as his secretaries. When the White
Guards moved back toward Mongolia we
went with them. Pavlovitch set up a lab-
oratory and hospital at Tisingol, and Ni-
kakova and I acted as assistants. We were
verty happy there.”

“One rejoices in your happiness, Mon-
stzeur,” de Grandin murmured when the
young man’'s silence lengthened, “but
how was it that Madame Aksakoff was
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frozen in this never quite sufficiently to
be reprobated coffin?”

Our visitor started from his revery.
“There was fighting everywhere,” he
answered, “Town after town changed
hands as Red and White Guards moved
like chessmen on the Mongol plains, but
we seeimed safe enough at Tisingol till
Nikakova fell a victim to taiga fever.
She hovered between life and death for
weeks, and was still too weak to walk,
or even stand, when word came that the
Red horde was advancing and destroying
everything before it. If we stayed our
dooms were sealed; to attempt to move
her meant sure death for Nikakova.

“I told you Pavlovitch was one of Rus-
sia’s foremost scientists. In his work at
Tisingol he had forestalled discoveries
made at great universities of the outside
world. The Leningrad physicians’ for-
mula for keeping blood ionized and fluid,
that it might be in readiness for instant
use when transfusions were required, was
an everyday occurrence at the Tisingol
infirmary, and Carrell’s experiment of
keeping life in chicken hearts after they
were taken from the fowls had been sut-
passed by him. His greatest scientific
feat, however, was to take a small warm-
blooded animal — a little cat or dog —
drug it with an opiate, then freeze it
solid with carbonic oxide snow, keep it
in refrigeration for a month ot two, then,
after gently thawing it, release it, appat-
ently no worse for its experience.

“ “There is hope for Nikakova,” he told
me when the news came that the Bolshe-
viks were but two days away. °‘If you
will let me treat her as I do my pets, she
can be moved ten thousand miles in
safety, and revived at any time we wish.’

“T would not consent, but Nikakova
did. ‘If Doctor Pavlovitch succeeds we
shall be together once again,’ she told
me, ‘but if we stay here we must surely
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die, I I do not live through the ordeal
—nichevo, 1 am so near death already
that the step 1s but a little one, and thou
-shalt live, my Serge, Let us try this one
chance of escape.’ -

“Pavlovitch secured a great Men golian
coffin and we set about our work. Nika-
kova was too weak to take me in her
arms, but we kissed each other on the
‘mouth before she drank ten drops of
Jaudanum which sent her into a deep
‘sleep within half an hour. The freezing
‘process had to be immediate, so that ani-
mation would come to a halt at once;
otherwise her little strength would be
depleted by contending with the chill and
she would really die, and not just halt
her vital processes. 'We stripped her bed-
robe off and set her hands in prayer and
crossed her feet as though she came back
from a pious pilgrimage, then sealed her
lips with flexible collodion and stopped
‘her nasal orifices; then, before she had a
chance to suffocate, we laid her on a sheet
stretched on carbonic oxide snow, spread
another sheet above her and covered her
with a sheet-copper dome into which we
forced compressed carbonic oxide. The
temperature inside her prison was so low
her body stiffened with a spasm, every
drop of blood and moisture in her sys-
‘tem almost instantly congealing. Then we
Jaid her in a shallow bath of distilled
water which we froze as hard as steel with
dry ice, and left her there while we pre-
pared the coffin which was to be her home
until we reached a place of safety.

had made ‘ thé coffin

PA‘JLGWTCH
ready, putting tanks of liquefied

carbonic oxide underneath the space re-
served for the ice plinth and arranging
vents so that the gas escaping from the
liquid’'s slow evaporation might circulate
continuously about the icy tomb in which
my darling lay. Around the ice block we
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set a hollow form of ice to catch and hold
escaping gases, then wrapped the whole
in layer on layer of yurta, or tent-felf,

and put it in the coffin, which we sealed

with several coats of Chinese lacquer.
Thus my loved one lay as still as any

sculptured saint, sealed in a tomb of ice
as cold as those zaberegas, or ice moun-

tains, that form along the banks of rivers

i1 Siberta when the mercury goes down
to eighty marks below the zero line.

“We trekked across the Shamo desert

till we came to Dolo Nor, then stasted
down the Huang Ho, but just north of

Chiangchun a band of Chahar bandits
ratded us. Me they carried off to hold for
ransom, and it was three days before I
made them understand I was a penniless
White Russian for whom no one cared 2
kopek. They would have killed me out
of hand had not an English prisoner
oftered them five pounds in ransom for
me. Six months later I arrived at Shang-
hat with nothing but the rags I stood in.

- “"White Russians have no status in the

East, but this was helpful to me, for jobs

no other foreigner would touch were
offered me. 1 was in turn a ricksha boy,
a German secret agent, a runner for a
gambling-bouse, an opium smuggler and
gun tunnet. At every tura iy fortunes
mounted. In ten years I was rich, the
owner of concessions in Kalgan, Tientsin
and Peiping, not much respected, but
much catered to, Maskee”’—he raised his

shoulders in a shrug—"T'd have traded

everything I owned for that red coffin
that had vanished when the (,hahars cap-

tured me.

“Then at last I heard of P:wlﬂﬂich
He had been made the surgeon of the
bandit party which co-operated with the
one that captured me, and when they
were incorporated in the Chinese army
had become a colonel. When he saved a

wat lord’s life by transfusion of canned
W. T.—1
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blood they presented him with half a
city’s loot. Shostly afterward he emi-
grated to America. The cofin? When
the Chahars first saw it they assumed
that it was filled with treasure and were
about to smash it open, but its unnatural
coldness frightened them, and they buried
it beneath the ice near Bouir Nor and
scuttled off pellmell in mortal fear of the
ten thousand devils which Pavlovitch as-
sured them were confined in it.

“It cost me two years and a fortune-to
locate Nikakova's burial-place, but finally
we found it, and so deeply had they but-
ied her beneath the zaberepa’s never-
melting ice that we had to blast to get
my darling out. We wrapped the cofhn
in ten folds of tent-felt wet with ice-and-
salt solution, and took it overland te
Tientsin, where I put it in a ship’s re-
frigeration chamber and brought it to
America. Yesterday I reached this city
with it, having brought it here in a re-
frigeration car, and all arrangements had
been made for Pavlovitch to revive Nika-
kova when—this afternoon I saw Proud-
hon and the Rimsky woman driving down
the road toward Pavlovitch’s house and
knew that we must hasten.”

“Pardonnez-moi, MNonsiewr, but why
should seeing your confréres of Russian
days impress you with this need for des-
perate haste?” de Grandin asked.

Aksakoff smiled bleakly. "Do you re-
member what befell the people who in-
vestigated the assassination of the Tsar?”
he answered. “"The assassins covered up
their bloody work completely, so they
thought; burned the bodies in a bonfite
and threw the ashes down the shaft of an
abandoned mine, but patient research
under Sokoloff made 21l precautions use-
less. It was Pavlovitch whose work un-
earthed the evidence of crime, From the
ashes in the old Isetsky mine he sifted
litle bits of evidence, the Emperor’s Mal-
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tese cross, six sets of steels from women’s
corsets, a mixed assortment of charred
buttons, buckles, parts of slippers, hooks
and eyes, and a pumber of small disty
pebbles which, when cleaned and treated
chemically, turned out to be pure dia-
It was this evidence which
proved the Bolsheviki’s guilt—after they
bare-facedly denied all implication in the
regicide, and all who helped to prove
their guilt were marked for ‘execution’
—even those who occupied the posts of
clerks have been run down and murdered
by their secret agents. There is no doubt
Proudhon and the woman who was Pavlo-
vitch’s mistress — and whose betrayal
caused his exile in the Tsarist days—were
sent here to assassinate him. It was un-
questionably that female Judas who killed
Pavlovitch, and after he was dead she and
Proudhon rummaged through his papers.
Their task is not only to stop oral testi-
mony of their Government's guilt, but
to destroy incriminating documents, as
well.”

“One sees. And it is highly probable
they found messages from you to him,
advising him of your arrival. Tiens, 1
think that you were well advised to take
this coffin from the house of death with-
out delay.”

“But 1in killing Pavlovitch they killed

‘my darling, too!”" sobbed Aksakoff. “The

technique of his work was secret. No one
else can brin g beloved Nikakova from her
trance

“I would not say as much,” denied the
little Frenchman. *1am Jules de Grandin,
and a devilish clever fellow. Let us see
what we shall see, my friend.”

T’s the most fantastic thing I ever
heard!” I told him as we went to bed.
“There’s no doubt the freezing process
has preserved her wonderfully, but teo
hope to bring her back to life—that's ut-
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terly absurd. When a person dies, he’s
dead, and I'd stake my reputation that’s
nothing but a lovely corpse in there,” I
nodded toward the bathroom where the
plinth of ice stood in the tub and Aksa-
koff stretched on a pallet by the bolted
door, a pistol ready in his hand.

De Grandin pursed his lips, then
turned an impish grin on me. “You have
logic and the background of experience
to support your claims,” he nodded, “but
as Monsieur Shakespeare says, heaven and
earth contain things our philosophy has
not yet dreamed of. As for logic, eb bien,
what is it? A reasoning from collated
data, from known facts, »’est-ce-pas? But
certainly, Logically, therefore, wireless
telegraphy was scientifically impossible
before Marconi., Radio communication
was logically an absurd dream till inven-
tion of the vacuum tube made former
scientific logic asinine. Yet the principles
that underlay these things were known to
physicists for years; they simply had not
been assembled in their proper order.
Let us view this case:

“Take, by example, hibernating ani-
mals, the tortoise of our northern cli-
mates, the frog, the snake; every autumn
they” put by their animation as a house-
wife folds up summer clothes for winter
storage. They appear to die, yet in.the
spring they sally forth as active as they
were before. One not versed in natural
lore might come upon them in their state
of hibernation and say as you just said,
“This is a corpse.” His experience would
tell him so, yet he would be in error. Or
take the fish who freezes in the ice.
'When spring dissolves his icy prison he
swims off in search of food as hungrily
as if he had not paused a moment in his
quest. The foad encrusted in a block of
slate, such as we see unearthed in coal
mines now and then, may have been
‘dead’ le bon Dien only knows how many
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centuries; yet once release him from en-
casement and he hops away in search of
bugs to fill his little belly. Again e

“But these are all cold-blooded crea-
tures,” I protested. “Mammals can’t sus-
pend the vital process

“INot even bears?” he interrupted with
mock-mildness. “Or those Indians who
when hypnotized fall into such deep
trances that accredited physicians do not
hesitate to call them dead, and are there-
after buried for so long a time that crops
of grain are sown and harvested above
them, then, disinterred, are reawakened
at the hypnotist’s command?”

“Humph,” I answered, nettled. “T've
never seen such things.”

“Précisément. 1 have. I do not know
how they can be. I only know they are.
When things exist we know that they are
so, whether logic favors them or not.”

“Then you think that this preposterous
tale is true; that we can thaw this woman
out and awaken her, after she's lain dead
and tombed in ice for almost twenty
years?”’

“I did not say so——"

“Why, you did, too!”

“It was you, not I, who called her
dead. Somatically she may be dead—
clinically dead, in that her heart and
lungs and brain have ceased to function,
but that is not true death. You yourself
have seen such cases revived, even when
somatic death has lasted an appreciable
time. She was not diseased when anima-
tion was suspended, and her body has
been insulated from deteriorative changes.
I think it possible the vital spark still
slumbers dormant and can be revived to
flame if we have care—and luck.”

HE bathroom vigil lasted five full
days and nights. There seemed a
steel-like quality to the icy catafalque
that defied summer heat and gently-drip-
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ping water from the shower alike, as if
the ice had stored up extra chill in the long
years it lay locked in the frost-bound earth
of Outer Mongolia, and several times I
saw it freeze the water they dropped on
it instead of yielding to the liquid’s
higher temperature. At last the casing
melted off and they laid the stiff, marmo-
real body in the tub, then ran a stream
of water from the faucet. For ten hours
this was cool, and the gelid body showed
no signs of yielding to it. Time after
time we felt the stone-hard arms and
hands, the legs and feet that seemed
for ever locked in algid rzgor movizs, the
little flower-like breasts that showed mo
promise of waking from their frigid un-
responsiveness. Indeed, far from fre-
sponding to the water’s thermal action,
the frozen body seemed to chill its bath,
and we noticed little thread-like lines of
ice take form upon the skin, standing
stifly out like oversized mold-spores and
overlaying the white form with a coat of
jewel-bright, quill-like pelage.

“"Excellent, parfait, splendide; magni-
figue!” de Grandin nodded in delight as
the ice-fur coat took form. "“The chill is
coming forth; we are progressing: splen-
didly.” |

When the tiny icicles deared away,
they raised the water’s temperature a lit-
tle, gradually blending it from tepid to
blood-warm, and fifteen hours of immet-
sion 1n the warmer bath brought notice-
able results. The skin became resilient to
the touch, the fesh was firma but flexible,
the folded hands relaxed and slipped
down to the sides, slim ankles loosed
their interlocking grip and the fect lay
side by side.

“Behold them, if you please, my
friend,” de Grandin whispered tensely.
“"Her feet, see how they hold them-
selves!”

“Well?” 1 responded. “What—-"
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"“Ab bab, has it been so long then since
your student days that you do not remem-
ber the flaccidity of death? Think of the
cadavers which you worked upon—were
their feet like. those ones yonder? By
blue, they were not! They were prolapsed,
they hung down on the ankles like ex-
tensions of the leg, for their flexor mus-
cles had gone soft and inelastic. These
feet stand out at obtuse angles to the
legs.”

"Well i3

“Précisément; ta parles, mon ami. 1t
is Very well, I think. It may not be a
sign of life, but certainly it negatives the
flaccidness of death.”

Periodically they pressed the “thorax
and abdomen, feeling for the hardness of
deep-seated frozen organs. At length, T
think we can proceed, my friends,” de
Grandin told us, and we lifted the limp
body from the bath and dried it hut-
riedly with warm, soft towels. De Gran-
din drew the plugs of cotton from the
nostrils and wiped the lips with ether to
dissolve the seal of flexible collodion,
and this done he and Aksakoff began to
rub the skin with heated olive oil, knead-
ing with firm gentleness, massaging down-
ward toward the hands and feet, bending
arms and legs, wrists, neck and ankles.
Somehow, the process repulsed me. 1
had seen a similar technique used by em-
balmers when they broke up r7gor mortss,

~and the certitude of death seemed empha-

sized by everything they did.

“Now, Des gratia, we shall succeed!”
the Frenchman whispered as he turned
the body on its face and knelt over it,
applying his hands to the costal margins,
bearing down with all his might. There
was a gentle, sighing sound, as of breath
slowly exhaled, and Aksakoff went pale
as death.

“She lives!” he whispered. O Nika-
kova, lubimui moi, radost moya—-"
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I felt a sob of sympathy rise in my
throat. Too often I had heard that vital
simulation when air was forced between
a corpse’s lips by sudden pressure. No
physician of experience, no morgue at-
tendant, no embalmer can be fooled by
thateiie-.

“Mordiey, 1 think . . . I think <
de Grandin’s soft, excited whisper sound-
ed from the bed. He had leant back,
releasing pressure on the corpse, and as
he did so I was startled to observe a
swelling of the lower thorax. Of course
it could be nothing but mechanical re-
action, the natural tendency of air to rush
into an emptied space, I told myself,
but = =

He bent forward swiftly, pushing
down upon the body with both hands,
retained the pressure for a moment, then
swung back again. Forward—back; for-
ward—back, twenty times a minute by
the swiftly-clicking second hand of his
wrist watch he went through the move-
ments of the Schaefer method of forced
respiration, patiently, methodically, al-
most mechanically.

I shook my head despairingly. This
hopeless labor, this unfounded opti-
mism . . .

“Quick, quick, my friend, the supra-
renalin!™ he gasped. “'Put fifteen minims
in the syringe, and hurry, if you please.
I can feel a little, so small stirring here,
but we must perform a cardiocentesis!™

I hastened to the surgery to prepare
the suprarenal extract, hopeless as I knew
the task to be. No miracle of medicine
could revive a woman dead and buried
almost twenty years, I had not spent a
lifetime as a doctor to no purpose; death
was death, and this was death if I had
ever seen it.

De Grandin poised the trocat’s point
against the pallid flesh beneath the swell
of the left breast, and I saw the pale skin

WEIRD TALES

dimple, as though it winced instinctively.
He thrust with swift, relentless pres-
sure, and I marveled at the skill which
guided pointed, hollow needle straight
into the heart, yet missed the tangled
maze of vein and artery.

Aksakoff was on his knees, hands
clasped, eyes closed, prayers in strangled
Russian gushing from his livid lips. De
Grandin pressed the plunger home, shoot-
ing the astringent mixture deep into a
heart which had not felt warm blood in
half a generation.

A quick, spasmodic shudder shook the
pallid body and I could have sworn I saw
the lowered eyelids flutter.

The Frenchman gazed intently in the
calm, immobile face a moment; then:
“Non?” he whispered tensely. “Pardies,
I say you shall!l I will it!”

Snatching up a length of sterile gauze
he folded it across her lightly patted
lips, drew a deep breath and laid his
mouth to hers. I saw his temple-veins
stand out as he drained his lungs of air,
raised his head to gasp more breath, then
bent and breathed again straight in the
corpse’s mouth. Tears stood in his eyes,
his cheeks seemd losing every trace of
color, he was becoming cyanotic. “'Stop
it, de Grandin!” I exclaimed. “It's no
use, man, you're simply ‘

“Iriompbhe, victoire; succes!” he gasped
exultantly. “She breathes, she lives, my
friends; we have vanquished twenty years
of death. Embrasse-moi!’’ Before I real-
ized what he was about he had thrown
both arms around me and planted a re-
sounding kiss on both cheeks, then served
the Russian in like manner.

“Nikakova—Nikakova, radost moys—
joy of life!” sobbed Aksakoff. The al-
most-golden lashes fluttered for an in-
stant; then a pair of gray-green eyes
looked vaguely toward the sobbing man,
unfocussed, unperceiving, like the eyes of
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new-born infants struggling with the
mystety of light.

It was impossible, absurd and utterly
preposterous. Such a thing could not
have happened, but . . . there it was. In
the upper chamber of my house I had
seen a woman called back from the grave.
Sealed in a tomb of ice for almost twenty
years, this woman lived and breathed and
looked at me!

HYSICALLY she mended rapidly. We

increased her diet of albumins, milk
and brandy to light broth and well-
cooked porridges in two days. She was
able to take solid food within a week;
but for all this she was but an infant
magnified in size.- Her eyes were uttetly
unfocussed, she seemed unable to do
more than tell the difference of light and
shade, when we spoke to her she gave no
answer; the only sounds she made were
little whimpering noises, not cries of pain
or fear, but merely the mechanical re-
sponses of vocal cords reacting to the
breath. Two nurses were installed and
de Grandin scarcely left her side, but as
the time drew out and it became increas-
ingly apparent that the patient whom he
nursed was nothing but a living organ-
ism without volition or intelligence, the

lines about his eyes appeared more deeply
etched cach day.

A month went by without improve-
ment; then one day he came fairly bounc-
ing in to the study. "“Trowbridge, mon
vienx, come and see, but step softly, I
implore you!” he commanded, clutching
at my elbow and dragging me upstairs.
At the bedroom door he paused and
nodded, smiling broadly, like a showman
who 1nvites attention to a spectacle.
Aksakoft knelt by the bed, and from the
piled-up pillows Nikakova looked at him,
‘but there was nothing infantile about her
gaze,
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“Nikakova, radost moya—joy of life!”
he whispered, and:

“Serge, my love, my soul, my life!”
came her murmured answer. Her pale
hands lay like small white flowers in his
clasp, and when he leant to her, her
kisses flecked his cheeks, his brow, his
eyelids. like lightly fluttering butterflies.

“Tiens,” de Grandin murmured, “‘our
Snow Queen has awakened, it seems; the
frosts of burial have melted, and—come
away, my friend; this is not for us to
see!”

‘He tweaked my sleeve to urge me

down the hall. The lovers’ mouths were

joined in a fierce, passionate embrace, and
the little Frenchman turned away his eyes
as though to look on them were profana-
tion.

NIKAKO*M seemed intent on catching
up the thread of interrupted life,
and she and Serge with de Grandin spent
long hours shopping, going to the the-
atre, visiting museums and art galleries
or merely taking in the myriad scenes of
city life. The semi-nudity of modern
styles at first appalled her, but she soon
revised her pre-war viewpoint and took
to the unstockinged, corsetless existence
of the day as if she had been born when
Verdun and the Argonne were but mem-
ories, instead of in the reign of Nicholas
the Last. 'When she finally had her flow-
ing pale-gold hair cut short and perma-
nently waved in little tight-laid poodle
curls she might have passed as twin to
any of a million of the current crop of
high school seniors. She had an oddly
incomplete mode of expression, almost
devoid of pronouns and thickly strewn
with participles, a shy but briar-sharp
sense of humor, and an almost infinite
capacity for sweets.

“No, recalling nothing,” she assured
us when we questioned her about her
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long interment. “'Drinking laudanum
and saying good-bye to my Serge. Then
sleep. Awaking finds Serge beside me.
Nothing more—a sleep, a waking. Won-
dering could death—true death—be that
way? To fall asleep and wake in
heaven?”

As soon as Nikakova's strength re-
turned- they were to go to China where
Serge’s business needed personal direc-
tion, for now he had recovered his be-
loved the matter of accumulating wealth
had reassumed importance in his eyes.
“We suffered poverty together; now we
shall share the joy of riches, radost
moyd,” he declared.

DE GRANDIN had gone to the county
medical society, where his fund of
technical experience and his Rabelaisian
wit made him an always welcome guest.
Nikakova, AksakcHf and 1 were m the
drawing-room, the curtains drawn against
the howling stormy outside, a light fire
crackling on the hearth. She had been
singing for us, sad, nostalgic songs of
her orphaned homeland; now she sat at
the piano, ivory haads flitting fitfully
across the ivoty keys as she improvised,
pausing every now aad then to nibble at
a peppermint, then, with the spicy morsel
still upon her tomgue, to take a sip of
coffee. 1 watched her musingly. Serge
Jooked his adoration. She bore little
semblance to the pale corpse in ifs ice-
bound cothn, this gloriously happy girl
who sat swaying to the rhythm of her
music in the glow of the piano lamp.
She wore a gown of striped silk that
flashed from green to orange and from
gold to crimson as she moved. . It was

negligible as to bodice, but very full and

long of skirt. Brilliants glittered on her
cross-strapped sandals, long pendants of
white jade swayed from her ears.

In the trees outside, the wind rese to
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a wail, and a flock of gulls which flew
storm-driven from the bay skirked like-
lost souls as they wheeled overhead. A
mile away a Lackawanna locomotive
hooted long and mournfully as it ap-
proached a crossing. Nikakova whirled
up from her seat on the piano bench and
crossed the room with the quick, feline
stride of the trained dancer, her full
skirt swirling round her feet, the firelight
gleaming on her jewel-set sandals and on
brightly lacquered toenails.

“Feeling devils,” she announced as she
dropped upon the hearth rug and
crouched before the fire, chin resting in
her palms, her fingers pressed against her
temples. “Seeming to hear zagovir—'ow
you call heem?—weetches' spell-charm?
On nights like this the weetches and the
wairwolves riding—dead men coming sp -
from graves; ghosts from dead past flock-
ing back =

She straightened to her knees and took
a2 match-box from the tabouret, bent a
match stave till it formed an L turned
upside down and drove the end of the
long atm into the box top. Breaking eff
another stave to make it match the fisst
in height, she stood it with its head
against that of the upturned L, then
pressed her cigarette against the touching
sulfurous heads. |

“Now watching!” she commanded. A
sudden flare of flame ensued, and as the
fire ran down the staves the upright
match curled upward and seemed to
dangle from the crossbar of the L. ""What
1s?” she asked us almost gleefuily.

“The man on the flying trapeze?” |
ventured, but she shook her head until
her ear-drops scintillated in the firelight.

“But no, great stupid one!” she chided.
“Is execution—hanging. See, this one”’—
she pointed to the fire-curled match—""1s
criminal hanged on gibbet. Perhaps he¢

Was—-




- FROZEN BEAUTY

“*A Menshevik who suffered justly for
his crimes against the People’s Revolu-
tion?” Softly pronounced, the interrup-
tion came in slurring, almost hissing ac-
cents from the doorway, and we turned
with one accord to see a man and woman
standing on the threshold.

He was a lean, compactly put together
man of something mote than medium
height, exceedingly ugly, with thin black
eyebrows and yellowish-tinted skin. His
head was absolutely hairless, yet his scalp
had not that quality of glossiness we or-
dinarily associate with baldness. *Rather,
it seemed to have a suéde-like dullness
which threw no answering gleam back
from the hall lamp under which he stood.
His small, side-slanting eyes were black
as obsidian and his pointed chin thrust
out. His companion wore a blue raincoat,
tight-buttoned to the throat, and above its
collar showed her face, dead-white be-
neath short, jet-black hair brushed flat
against her head. Her brows were straight
and narrow, the eyes below them black as
prunes; her lips were a thin, scarlet line.
She looked hard and muscular, not mas-
culine, but sexless as a hatchet.

I saw -terror like cold flame wither my
companions’ faces as they looked up
at the trespassers. Although they said no
word I knew the chill and ominous fore-
knowledge of sure death was on them.

“See here,” I snapped as I rose from
my chair, “what d'ye mean by coming
in this way——" |

“Sit down, old man,” the woman in-
terrupted in a low, cold voice. “Keep
still and we’ll not hurt you S

“‘Old man?’ T choked. To have my
house invaded in this way was injuty, to
be called an old man—that was added
insult. “Get out!” I ordered sharply.
“Get out of here, or " The gleam
of light upon the wvisitors’ pistol batrels
robbed my protest of authority,
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“We have come to execute these trait-
ors to the People’s Cause,” the man an-
nounced. ‘““You have doubtless heard of
us from them. I am Boris Proudhon,
commissar of People’s Justice. This 1s Ma-
trona Rimsky

“And you will both oblige me greatly
if you -elevate your hands!” Standing
framed in the front door, Jules de Gran-
din swung his automatic pistol in a threat-
ening arc before him. He was smiling,
but not pleasantly, and from the flush
upon his ordinarily pale cheeks I knew
he*must have hurried through the rain.

There was corrosive, vitriolic hatred in
the woman'’s voice as she wheeled toward
him. “Bourgeois swine; capitalistic dog!™
she spat, her pistol raised.

There was no flicker in de Grandin’s
smile as he shot her neatly through the
forechead, nor did he change expression
as he told the man, "It is a pity she
should go to hell alone, Monsienr. You
had better keep her company.” His pistol
snapped a second spiteful, whip-like
crack, and Boris Proudhon stumbled for-
ward on the body of his companion spy
and fellow murderer.

“Tiens, I've followed them for houts,”
the Frenchman said as he came into the
drawing-room, stepping daintily around
the huddled bodies. "1 saw them lark-
ing in the shadows when I left the house,
and knew they had no good intentions.
Accordingly I circled back when I had
reached the corner, and lay in wait to
watch them. When they moved, so did I.
When they so skilfully undid the front
door lock all silently, I was at their ¢l-
bows. When they announced intention to
commit another mutder—eh bien, it is
not healthy to do things like that when
Jules de Grandin is about.”

“But it was scarcely eight o’clock when
you went out; it’s past eleven now. Sure-
ly you could have summoned the police,”
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I protested. ““Was it necessaty that you
Sh

“Not necessary, but desirable,” he in-
terrupted. I know what's m your

thought, Friend Trowbridge. Me, I can
faizly see that Anglo-Saxon mind of yours
at work. 'He shot a woman! you accuse,
and are most greatly shocked. Powurquor?
I have also shot the female of the leopard
and the tiger when occasion called for it.
[ have set my heel upon the heads of
female snakes. Had it been a rabid bitch
I shot in time to save two lives you would
have thought I did a noble service. Why,
then, do you shudder with smug horror
when 1 eliminate a blood-mad female
woman? These two sent countless 1nno-
cents to Siberia and death when they
worked for the Tsarist government. As
agents of the Soviets they fed their blood:-
lust by a hundred heartless killings. They
murdered the great savant Pavlovitch in
cold blood, they would have done the
same for Nikakova and Serge had I not
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stopped them. Tene¢z, it was no ven-
geance that I did; it was an execution.”

Aksakoff and Nikakova crossed the
room and kneit before him, and in sol-
emn turn took his right hand and raised
it to their brows and lips. To me it
seemed absurd, degrading, even, but they
were Russians, and the things they did
were ingrained as their thoughts. Also—
I realized it with a start of something like
surprize—Jules de Grandin was a French-
man, emotional, mercurial, lovable and
loving, but—a Frenchman. Therefore, he
was logical as Fate. He lived by senti-
ment, but of sentimentality he had not a
trace.

It was this realization which enabled
me to stifie my instinctive feeling of re-
pugnance as he calmly called police head-
quarters and informed them that the mur-
derers of Doctor Pavlovitch were waiting
at my house—"for the wagon of the
morgue.”

The

Jiary of Alonzo

- lyper

By WILLIAM LUMLEY

W hat terrible fate befell the intrepid investigator who dared te
brave the dread occult evil that lurked beyond the
tron door in that old mansion?

, brouck Typer of Kingston, New
York, was last seen and recog-

nized on April 17, 1908, around noon,
at the Hotel Richmond in Batavia. He
was the only survivor of an ancient Ul-
ster County family, and was fity-three

EDITOR’S NOTE: Alonzo Has-

years old at the time of his disappearance.
Mr. Typer was educated prevately and
at Columbia and Heidelberg universittes.

All his life was spent as a student, the

field of his researches including many
obscure and generally feared borderlands
of human knowledge. His papers on
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vampirtismy, ghouls, and poltergeist phe-
nomena were privately printed after re-
jection by many publishers. He resigned
from the Society for Psychical Research in
1920 after a series of peculiarly bitter
controversies.

At various times Mr, Typer traveled
extensively, sometimes dropping out of
sight for long periods. He is known to
have visited obscure spots 11 Nepal, In-
dia, Tibet, and Indo-China, and passed
most of the year 1899 on mysterious
Easter Island. The extensive search for
Mr. Typer after his disappearance yielded
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no results, and his estate was divided
among distant cousins in New York City,

The diary herewith presented was al-
legedly found in the ruins of a large
country house near Attica, N. Y., which
had borne a curiously sinister reputation
for generations before its collapse. The
edifice was very old, antedating the gen-
eral white settlement of the region, and
had formed the home of a strange and
secretive family named van der Heyl,
which had migrated from Albany in 1746
under a curious cloud of witchcraft sus-

; A
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“To the meaning cf that monster and of those hieroglyphs I had

no clue.”
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picion. The structure probably dated
from about 1760.

Of the history of the van der Heyls
very little is known. They remained en-
tirely aloof from their normal neighbors,
employed negro servants brought directly
from Africa and speaking little English,
and educated their children privately and
at Buropean colleges. Those of them
who went out into the world were soon
lost to sight, though not before gaining
evil repute for association with Black
Mass groups and cults of even darker
significance.

Around the dreaded house a straggling
village arose, populated by Indians and
later by renegades from the surrounding
country, which bore the dubious name
of Chorazin. Of the singular hereditary
strains which afterward appeared in the
mixed Chorazin villagers, several mono-
graphs have been written by ethnologists.
Just behind the village, and in sight of
the van der Heyl house, is a steep hill
crowned with a peculiar ring of ancient
standing stones which the Iroquois always
regarded with fear and loathing. The
origin and nature of the stones, whose
date, according to archeological and cli-
matological evidence, must be fabulously
early, 1s a problem still unsolved.

From about 1795 onward, the legends
of the incoming pioneers and later popu-
fation have much to say about strange
cries and chants proceeding at certain sea-
sons from Chorazin and from the great
house and hill of standing stones; though
there 1s reason to suppose that the noises
ceased about 1872, when the entire van
der Heyl household—servants and all—
suddenly and simultaneously disappeared.

Thenceforward the house was deserted;
for other disastrous events—including
three unexplained deaths, five disappear-
ances, and four cases of sudden insanity—
occurred when later owners and interested
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visitors attempted to stay in it. The
house, village, and extensive rural areas
on all sides reverted to the state and were
auctioned off in the absence of discovet-
able van der Heyl heirs. Since about

1890 the owners (successively the late
Charles A. Shields and his son Oscar S.

Shields, of Buffalo) have left the entire
property in a state of absolute neglect,
and have warned all inquirers not to visit
the region.

Of those known to have approached
the house during the last forty years,
most were occult students, police officers,
newspaper men, and odd characters from
abroad. Among the latter was a mysteri-
ous Eurasian, probably from Cochin-
China, whose later appearance with blank
mind and bizarre mutilations excited wide
press notice in 1903,

Mzr. Typer's diary—a book about 6 x
31/ inches in size, with tough paper and
an oddly durable binding of thin sheet
metal-—was discovered in the possession
of one of the decadent Chorazin villagers
on November 16, 1935, by a state police-
man sent to investigate the rumored col-
lapse of the deserted van der Heyl man-
sion. The house had indeed fallen, obvi-
ously from sheer age and decrepitude, in
the severe gale of November 12. Disin-
tegration was peculiarly complete, and no
thorough search of the ruins could be
made for several weeks. John Eagle,
the swarthy, simian-faced, Indian-like vil-
lager who had the diary, said that he
found the book quite near the surface of
the debris, in what must have been an
upper front room.

Very little of the contents of the house
could be identifted, though an enormous
and astonishingly solid brick vault in the
cellar (whose ancient iron door had to
be blasted open because of the strangely
figured and  perversely tenacious lock)
remained intact and presented several
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puzzling featutes. For one thing, the
walls were covered with still undec-
phered hieroglyphs roughly incised in the
brickwork. Another peculiarity was a
huge circular aperture in the rear of the
vault, blocked by a cave-in evidently
caused by the collapse of the house.

But strangest of all was the appat-
ently recent deposit of some fetid, slimy,
pitch-black substance on the flagstoned
floor, extending in a yard-broad, irregular
line with one end at the blocked circular
aperture, Those who first opened the
vault declared that the place smelled like
the snake-house at a zoo.

The diary, which was apparently de-
signed solely to cover an investigation of
the dreaded van der Heyl house by the
vanished Mr. Typer, has been proved by
handwriting experts to be genuine. The

sceipt shows signs of increasing nervous .

strain as it progresses toward the end, in
places becoming almost illegible. Cho-
razin villagers—whose stupidity and taci-

turnity baffle all students of the tegion

and its secrets—admit no recollection of
Mr. Typer as distinguished {rom other
rash visitors to the dreaded house,

The text of the diaty is hete given
verbatim and without comment. How to
interpret it, and what, other than the
writet’'s madness, to infer from it, the
teader must decide for himself. Only
the future can tell what its value may be
in solving a generation-old mystery. It
may be remarked that genealogists con-
firm Mr. Typer's belated memory in the
matter of Adriaen Sleght. |

The Diary
April 17, 1908

AI.{RNED here about 6 p.m. Had to
walk all the way from Attica in the
teeth of an oncoming storm, for no one
would rent me a horse or rig, and I can’t
run an automobile. This place is even
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worse than I had expected, and I dread
what is coming, even though I long at the
same time to learn the secret. All too
soon will come the night—the old Wal-
purgis sabbat horror—and after that time
in Wales I know what to look for., What-
ever comes, I shall not flinch. Prodded
by some unfathomable urge, I have given
my whole life to the quest of unholy
mysteries. I came here for nothing else,
and will not quarrel with fate.

It was vety dark when I got here,
though the sun had by no means set. The
storm-clouds were the densest I had ever
seen, and I could not have found my way
but for the lightning-flashes. The wvil-
lage is a hateful little backwater, and its
few inhabitants no better than idiots,
One of them saluted me in a queer way,
as if he knew me. I could see very little
of the landscape—ijust a small, swampy
valley of strange brown weed-stalks and
dead fungi surrounded by scraggly, evilly
twisted trees with bare boughs. But be-
hind the village is a dismal-looking hill
on whose summit is a circle of great
stones with another stone at the center,
That, without question, is the vile pri-
mordial thing V told me about at
the N estbat.

The great house lies in the midst of a
park all overgrown with curious-looking
briars. I could scarcely break through,
and when I did the vast age and decrepi-
tude of the building almost stopped me
from entering. The place locked filthy
and diseased, and I wondered how so
leprous a bulk could hang together. It
is wooden; and though its original lines
are hidden by a bewildering tangle of
wings added at various dates, I think it
was first built in the square colonial fash-
ion of New England. Probably that was
casier to build than a Dutch stone house
—and then, too, I recall that Dirck van
der Heyl's wife was from Salem, a daugh-
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ter of the unmentionable Abaddon Corey.
There was a small pillared porch, and I
got under it just as the storm burst. It
was a fiendish tempest—black as mid-
night, with rain in sheets, thunder and
lightning like the day of general disso-
lution, and a wind that actually clawed
at me.

The door was unlocked, so I took out
my electric torch and went inside. Dust
was inches deep on floor and furniture,
and the place smelled like a mold-caked
tomb. There was a hall reaching all the
~way through, and a curving staircase on

the right.

I plowed my way upstairs and selected
this front room to camp out in. The
whole place seems fully furnished,
though most of the furniture is breaking
down. This is written at 8 o’clock, after
a cold meal from my traveling-case.
After this the village people will bring
me supplies; though they won’t agree to
come any closer than the ruins of the
patk gate until (as they say) later. I
wish I could get rid of an unpleasant feel-
ing of familiarity with this place.

Latey.

AM conscious of several presences in

this house. One 1n particular is decid-
edly hostile toward me—a malevolent
will which is seeking to break down my
own and overcome me. I must not coun-
tenance this for an instant, but must use
all my forces to resist it. It is appallingly
evil, and definitely non-human. I think
it must be allied to powers outside Earth
—powers in the spaces behind time and
beyond the universe. It towers like a co-
lossus, bearing out what is said in the
Aklo writings. There is such a feeling
of vast size connected with it that I won-
der these chambers can continue its bulk
——and yet it has no visible bulk, Its age
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must be unutterably vast — shockingly,
indescribably so.

April 18.

SLEPT very little last night. At 3 a. m.,
a strange, creeping wind began to
pervade the whole region, ever rising
until the house rocked as if in a typhoon.
As I went down the staircase to see to the
rattling front door the darkness took
half-visible forms in my imagination.
Just below the landing I was pushed
violently from behind—by the wind, I
suppose, though I could have sworn I
saw the dissolving outlines of a gigantic
black paw as I turned quickly about. I
did not lose my footing, but safely fin-
ished the descent and shot the heavy bolt
of the dangerously shaking door.

I had not meant to explore the house
before dawn; yet now, unable to sleep
again and fired with mixed terror and
curiosity, I felt reluctant to postpone my
search. With my powerful torch I plowed
through the dust to the great south par
lor, where I knew the portraits would be.
There they were, just as V had
said, and as I seemed to know from some
obscurer source as well. Some were so
blackened and dust-clouded that I could
make little or nothing of them, but from
those I could trace I recognized that they
were indeed of the hateful line of the
van der Heyls. Some of the paintings
seemed to suggest faces I had known; but
just what faces, I could not recall.

The outlines of that frightful hybrid
Joris—spawned in 1773 by old Dirck’s
youngest daughter—were clearest of all,
and I could trace the green eyes and the
serpent look in his face. Every time I
shut off the flashlight that face would
seem to glow in the dark until T half
fancied it shone with a faint, greenish
light of its own. The more I locked, the

more evil it seemed, and I turned away to
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avoid hallucinations of changing expres-
sion.

But that to which I turned was even
worse. The long, dour face, small, close-
Jy set eyes and swine-like features iden-
tified it at once, even though the artist
had striven to make the snout look as
human as possible. This was what
V. - had whispered about. As [
stared in horror, I thought the eyes took
on a reddish glow, and for a moment
the background seemed replaced by an
alien and seemingly irrelevant scene—a
lone, bleak moor beneath a dirty yellow
sky, whereon grew a wretched-looking
blackthorn bush. Fearing for my sanity,
I rushed from that accursed gallery to the
dust-cleared corner upstairs where I have
my “‘camp.”

Later

DECIDED to explore some of the laby-
rinthine wings of the house by day-
light. I cannot get lost, for my foot-
prints are distinct in the ankle-deep dust,
and I can trace other identifying marks
when necessaty. It is curious how easily
I learn the intricate windings of the cot-
ridors. Followed a long, outflung north-
erly “‘ell” to its extremity, and came to
a locked door, which I forced. Beyond
was a vety small room quite crowded
with furniture, and with the paneling
badly worm-eaten. On the outer wall I
spied a black space behind the rotting
woodwork, and discovered a mnarrow
secret passage leading downward to un-
known inky depths. It was a steeply in-
clined chute or tunpel without steps or
hand-holds, and I wondered what its use
could have been.

Above the fireplace was a moldy paint-
ing, which I found on close inspection
to be that of a young woman in the dress
of the late’ Eighteenth Century. The face
is of classic beauty, yet with the most
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fiendishly evil expression which I have
ever known the human countenance to
bear. Not merely callousness, greed, and
cruelty, but some quality hideous beyond
human comprehension seems to sit upon
those finely carved features. And as I
looked it seemed to me that the artist—
or the slow processes of mold and decay
—had imparted to that pallid complexion.
a sickly greenish cast, and the least sug-
gestion of an almost imperceptibly scaly
texture. Later I ascended to the attic,
where I found several chests of strange
beoks—many of utterly alien aspects in
letters and in physical form alike. One
contained variants of the Aklo formula
which I had never known to exist. I
have not yet examined the books on the
dusty shelves downstairs.

April 19.

THERE are certainly unseen presences
here, even though the dust bears no
footprints but my own. Cut a path
through the briars yesterday to the park
gate where my supplies are left, but this
morning I found it closed. Very odd,
since the bushes are barely stirring with
spring sap. Again I have that feeling of
something at hand so colossal that the
chambers can scarcely contain it. This
time I feel that more than one of the
presences 15 of such a size, and I know
now that the third Aklo ritual—which I
found in that book in the attic yesterday
—would make such beings solid and vis-
ible. Whether I shall dare to try this
materialization remains to be seen. The
petils are great.

Last night I began to glimpse evanes-
cent shadow-faces and forms in the dim
corners of the halls and chambers—faces
and forms so hideous and loathsome that
I dare not describe them. They seem al-
lied in substance to that titanic paw which
tried to push me down the stairs night
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before last, and must of course be phan-
toms of my disturbed imagination. What
I am seeking would not be quite like
these things. I have seen the paw again,
sometimes alone and sometimes with its
mate, but I have resolved to ignore all
such phenomena.

Early this afternoon I explored the cel-
lar for the first time, descending by a
ladder found in a store-room, since the
wooden steps had rotted away. The whole
place is & mass of nitrous encrustations,
with amorphous mounds marking the
spots where various objects have disinte-
grated. At the farther end is a narrow
passage which seems to extend under the
northerly “ell” where I found the little
locked room, and at the end of this is 2
heavy brick wall with a locked iron door.
Apparently belonging to a vault of some
sort, this wall and door bear evidences
of Eighteenth Century workmanship and
must be contemporary with the oldest
additions to the house—clearly pre-Revo-
lutionary. On the lock, which is obvious-
ly older than the rest of the tronwork,
are engraved certain symbols which 1
cannot decipher.

Vv had not told me about this
vault. It fills me with a greater disquiet
than anything else I have secen, for every
time I approach it I have an slmost ir-
resistible impulse to listen for something.
Hitherto no untoward sowwds have
marked my stay in this malign place. As
I left the cellar I wished devoutly that
the steps were still there; for my progress
up the ladder seemed maddeningly slow.
I do not want to go down there again—
and yet some evil genius urges me to try
it @ night if 1 would learn what is to be
learned.

April 20

HAVE sounded the depths of horror—
% only to be made aware of still lower
depths.  Last night the temptation was
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too strong, and in the black small hours
I descended once more into that nitrous,
hellish cellar with my flashlight, tiptoeing
among the amorphous heaps to that ter-
rible brick wall and locked door. I made
no sound, and refrained from whispering
any of the incantations I knew, but I lis-
tened with mad intentness.

At last T heard the sounds from be-
yond those barred plates of sheet iron,
the menacing padding and muttering, as
of gigantic night-things within. Then,
too, there was a damnable slithering, as
of a vast serpent or sea-beast dragging
its monstrous folds over a paved floor.
Nearly paralyzed with fright, I glanced at
the huge rusty lock, and at the alien,
cryptic hieroglyphs graven upon it. They
were signs I could not recognize, and
something in their vaguely Mongoloid
technique hinted at a blasphemous and
indescribable antiquity. At times I fan-
cied I could see them glowing with a
greenish light. | |

I turned to flee, but found that vision
of the titan paws before me, the great
talons sceming to swell and become mote
tangible as I gazed. Out of the cellar’s
evil blackness they stretched, with shad-
owy hints of scaly wrists beyond them,
and with a waxing, malignant will guid-
ing their horrible gropings. Then I heard
from behind me—within that abominable
vault—a f{resh burst of muffled rever-
berations which seemed to echo from far
horizons like distant thunder. Impelled
by this greater fear, I advanced toward
the shadowy paws with my flashlight and
saw them vanish before the full force of
the electric beam. Then up the ladder
I raced, torch between my teeth, nor did
I rest till T had regained my upstairs
“camp’.

What is to be my uvltimate end, I dare
not imagine. I came as a secker, but now'
I know that something is secking me. I
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could not leave if I wished. This motn-
ing I tried to go to the gate for my sup-
plies, but found the briars twisted tightly
in my path. It was the same in every
direction—behind and on all sides of the
house. In places the brown, barbed vines
had uncurled to astonishing heights,
forming a steel-like hedge against my
egress. The villagers are connected with
all this. When I went indoors I found
my supplies in the great froat hall,
though without any clue to how they
came there. I am sorry now that I swept
the dust away. I shall scatter some more
and see what prints are left.

This afternoon I read some of the
books in the great shadowy library at the
rear of the ground floor, and formed
- certain suspicions which I cannot bear to
mention. I had never seen the text of the
Pnakotic Manuscripts or of the Eltdown
Shards before, and would not have come
here had I known what they contain. I
believe it is too late now—for the awful
Sabbat is only ten days away. It 1s for
that night of horror that they are saving

me,
April 21

I HAVE been studying the portraits
again. Some have names attached, and
I noticed one—of an evil-faced woman,
painted some two centuries ago—which
puzzled me. It bote the name of Trintje
van der Heyl Sleght, and I have a dis-
tinct impression that I once met the name
of Sleght before, 1n some significant con-
nection. It was not horrible then, though
it becomes so now, I must rack my brain
for the clue.

The eyes of these pictures haunt me.
Is it possible that some of them are
emerging more distinctly from their
shrouds of dust and decay and mold?
The serpent-faced and swine-faced war-
locks stare horribly at me from their
blackened frames, and a score of other
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hybrid faces are beginning to peer out of
shadowy backgrounds, There is a hid-
eous look of family resemblance in them
all, and that which is human is more hot-
rible than that which is non-human. I
wish they reminded me less of other
faces—faces I have known in the past.
They were an accursed line, and Cornelis
of Leyden was the worst of them. It was
e who broke down the bartier after his
father had found that other key. I am
sure that V knows only a frag-
ment of the horrible truth, so that I am
intdeed unprepared and defenseless. What
of the line before old Claes? What he
did in 1591 could never have been done
without generations of evil heritage, or
some link with the outside. And what of
the branches this monstrous line has sent
forth? Are they scattered over the world,
all awaiting their common heritage of
horror? I must recall the place where 1
once so particularly noticed the name of

Sleght.

I wish I could be sure that these pic-
tures stay always in their frames. For
several hours now I have been seeing
momentary presences like the earlier paws
and shadow-faces and forms, but closely
duplicating some of the ancient portraits.
Somehow I can never glimpse a presence
and the portrait it resembles at the same
time—the light is always wrong for one
or the other, or else the presence and the

portrait are in different rooms.

Perhaps, as I have hoped, the presences
are mere figments of imagination, but I

cannot be sure now. Some are female,

and of the same hellish beauty as the pic-
ture in the little locked room. Some are
like no portrait I have seen, yet make me
feel that their painted features lurk un-
recognized beneath the mold and soot
of canvases I cannot decipher. A few, I
desperately fear, have approached mate-
rialization in solid or semi-solid form—
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and some have a dreadful and unex-
plained familiarity.

There is one woman who in fell lovelt-
ness excels all the rest. Her poisonous
charms are like a honeyed flower growing
on the brink of hell. When I look at her
closely she vanishes, only to reappear
later. Her face has a greenish cast, and
now and then I fancy I can spy a suspicion
of the squamous in its smooth texture.
Who is she? Is she that being who must
have dwelt in the little locked room a
century and more ago?

My supplies were again left in the
front hall—that, clearly, is to be the cus-
tom. I had sprinkled dust about to catch
footprints, but this morning the whole
hall was swept clean by some unknown

agency.
April 22

T HIS has been a day of horrible discov-
ery. I explored the cobwebbed attic
again, and found a carved, crumbling
chest — plainly from Holland — full of
blasphemous books and papers far older
than any hitherto encountered here. There
was a Greek Necropomicon, a Norman-
French Livre 4'Eibon, and a first edition
of old Ludvig Prina’s De Vermzs Mys-
tersis, But the old bound manuscript was
the worst. It was in low Latin, and fudl
of the strange, crabbed handwriting of
Claes van der Heyl being evidently the
diary or notebeok kept by him between
1560 and 1580. When I unfastened the
blackened silver clasp and opened the yel-
lowed leaves a colored drawing fluttered
out—the likeness of a monstrous creature
resembling nothing so much as 2 squid,
beaked and tentacled, with great yellow
eyes, and with certain abominable ap-
proximations to the human form in s
cantours.

I had never before seen so utterly loath-
some and mightmarish a form. Oan the
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paws, feet, and head-tentacles were curi-
ous claws—reminding me of the colossal
shadow-shapes which had groped so hot-
ribly m my path—while the entity as a
whole sat upon a great throne-like pedes-
tal inscribed with unknown hieroglyphs
of vaguely Chinese cast. About both
writing and image there hung an air of
sinister evil so profound and pervasive
that I could not think it the product of
any one world or age. Rather must that
monstrous shape be a focus for all the evil
in unbounded space, throughout the cons
past and to come—and those eldritch
symbols be vile sentient ikons endowed
with a morbid life of their own and ready
to wrest themselves from the parchment
for the reader’s destruction. To the mean-
ing of that monster and of those hiero-
glyphs 1 had no clue, but I knew that
both had been traced with a hellish pre-
cision and for no namable purpose. As
I studied the leering characters, their kin-
ship to the symbols on that ominous lock
in the cellar became more and more mani- |
fest. I left the picture in the attic, for
aever could sleep come to me with such
a thing near by, '
All the afternocn and evening I read
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