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SONG OF THE SLAVES: an uncanny taie of the African
slave trade in America, by MANLY WADE WELLMAN
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NOTE HOW LISTERINE REDUCED GERMS: The two drawings above illustrate
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height of range in germ

reductions on mouth and throat surfaces in test cases before and after gargling Listerine Antiseptic.
Fifteen minutes after gargling, germ reductions up to 96.7% were noted; and even one hour after,

germs were still reduced as much as 80%.

AT THE HHST SYMPTUM UF A COLD UR SORE THR“AT'—' Lseveral industrial plants over

Listerine

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on the
throat surfaces to kill “secondary invaders”
. . « the very types of germs that make a cold
more troublesome.

This prompt and frequent use of full strength
Listerine Antiseptic may keep a cold from getting
serious, or head it off entirely...at the same time
relieving throat irritation when due to a cold.

This is the experience of countless people and it
i1s backed up by some of the sanest, most impressive
research work ever attempted in connection with
cold prevention and relief.

Fewer Colds, Tests Showed
Actual tests conducted on all types of people in

quick !

8 years revealed this aston-
ishing truth: That those who
gargled Listerine Antiseptic
twice daily had fewer colds
and milder colds than non-
users, and fewer sore throats.

This impressive record 1s
explained by Listerine Anti-
septic’s germ-killing action
. . . its ability to kill threatening “secondary invad-
ers” — the very types of germs that breed in the
mouth and throat and are largely responsible, many
authorities say, for the bothersome aspects of a cold.

Germ Reductions Up to 96.7 %

Even 15 minutes after Listerine Antiseptic gargle,
tests have shown bacterial reductions on mouth and
throat surfaces ranging to 96.7%. Up to 809% an hour
afterward.

In view of this evidence, don’t you think it’s a sen-
sible precaution against colds to gargle with Listerine
Antiseptic systematically twice a day and oftener when
you feel a cold getting started?

LAMBERT PHARMACAL CoMPANY, St. Lours, Mo.
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Traffic Management

The field of Traffic Management offers real opportunity
only to the man who knows. Spare time study and the
will to succeed have pushed scores of Traffic employees
up theladder to financial success. Many LaSalle-trained
traffic managers~—in the railroad, truck and industrial
field—now command salaries of $3,000.00 to $5,000.00
a year—and better. Investigate. Find out how you can
qualify for these higher positions through LaSalle home-
study and guidance.

Law for Business Success

And it isn’t n to practice law to get this
Success. In fact probably most of the men who study
law today have no idea of taking the bar examination
or becoming lawyers—they want law training to help

gllem master men and situations in business. You know
at—

(1) the man with legal training is a leader—not
a follower.

(2) legal training keens your mind—clears away
the problems that stump the ordinary fellow
and makes you master instead of man.

(2) knowledge of law simplifies the complications
of executive work.

(9 Mangatnp executive places are filled by men
who have studied law. -

No matter whether you are in a big corporation or a

small business—in a city or a little town—a practical

knowledge of law can hardly fail to be of real and

vital help to you in making a more successful career,

In every state in the union 11 find law-trained
men who came up ¢. What others have
done, fnu can do. _ .

And LaSalle offers either a full law course leading fo
LL. B. or a shorter business law training—whichever
you prefer. All text material, including valuable 14-
volume Law Library. Training comprises the most
effective features of modern law instruction.

Executive Training

Executives who are efficient managers command re-
sponsible positions and good incomes. And the need for

Plan Your Future

Choose Your Field NOW For Success

Will you master fate or will fate master you? That’s a question deserving
your honest answer...right now! Actually it is largely up to you. You can do
with Life almost what you will. LaSalle will help you establish yourself for
real success by providing you with the comprehensive, specialized training
for which it is so famous. Choose your field . . . now! Check the coupon
below for the free booklet you want us to send you. It can be your first step
toward assured success.

trained executives is growing rapidly. We train you

thoroughly at homein your s time for every typeof

executive work—teach you the principles and practices

used by our most successful business leaders and help

m develop your management capacity—by a training
ilt with the aid of outstanding executives. -

Become an

Expert Accountant,
The Profession That Pays

The demand for skilled accountants—men who really
know their business—is increasing rapidly. New state
and federal legislation requires much more, and more
efficient accounting from business—big and small. Cor-
porations arein constant need of counsel in mat-
ters relating to Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business
Law, Organization, Management, Finance. Men who
Erﬂj.re their qualifications in this important branch of

iness are rapidly promoted to responsible executive
positions—given an opportunity to earn real salaries.
The range is from $2,000.00 to $10,000.00 a year—even

to higher income figures.

Under the LaSalfie Problem Method you can at home
acquire a thoro understanding of Higher Accountancy,
master its fundamental principles, become in the

ictical application of these ciples—this without

csing an hour of work or a dollar of pay.

Your training will be under the direct supervision of
its, business efficicncy engineers and Certied Publi
ess efficien eers |

Pr,l‘ta‘ntﬂ' kn Iec:ge { bookkeepingi

eliminary know 0 Ing isunnecessary.
We train you from the ground up, or from where you
now are, according to your individual needs.

Mr. Salesman: What’s Wrong?

Why aren’t you making more sales—more money? Is it
%nt%—-ur your proposition? Check up first on yourself.
er men—no Ettg than er tnune% thguti
earnings jump and stay up when trained wi
LaSalle. i.iterally thousands of men—?r:mn of them
years at the game—have increased their sales volume
and earnings through home study with LaSalle g:uid-
ance. Sound—practical-—usable—right from field ex-
perience. Train for top-notch production with LaSalle.
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Ahead af the Headlines!

In the extra thick issue of BLACK MASK now on sale, you'll be able
to read stories that may be headline néws tomorrow . . . or made into
your newest movie thrillers. This is the magazine that has been famed
for twenty years for its astoundingly good tales . . . its characters whose
names have been in electric lights above movie palaces throughout the

country . . . its glamorous women and dauntless detectives who live in
the memory of thousands of readers.

Bombs are falling all over the world today . . . and BLACK MASK—

ever ahead of the times!—gives you the terrible adventures of American
Intelligence agents in death-stricken Europe:

' “Paris was a city gone mad. . . . Air
raid sirens screamed into the night. . . .
People erupted from doors, headed for
the bomb proof shelters and Metro sta-
tions.

“Stan had said that gallantry has no
place in the Intelligence Service. Assign-
ments come first. But my brain was re-
constructing a ghastly picture. Someone
had torn out her thumbnail, pressed
lighted cigarettes against her flesh. . . .

“I said, ‘You can’t get away with it!
“BLACKOUT! You're a poisoner. You're a woman tor-

| . turer. You've got something coming to
By Peter Paige you?’

“I was scarcely aware of my revolver, a

silvery mouth belching darts of flame....”

¢ £ 7F
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There are many other thrilling, chilling stories in BLACK MASK ...

stories you won’t want to miss . . . stories you don’t dare miss if you
demand top-rate fiction by top-rate writers who don’t pull their punches!

Go to the newsstand now and get your copy

On Sale Now! ' 20c At Al Newsstands
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Rheumatism=:

in Few Minutes l
ar Money Back
To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NURITO, the
fine formula, used by thousands. No opiates. Does the work
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your aﬂtisfactjc:p inafew
minutes—or your money back. Don't suffer. Clip this ad now
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and What yoa Can Do Bbout K1/ 74

DID you ever stop to think why you do
the things you do? Have you often—
when aloné—censored yourself for impul-
sive urges, for things said or done that did
not truly represent your real thoughts,
and which placed you at a disadvantage?
Most persons are creatures of sensa-
tion—they react to instinctive, impelling
influences which surge up within them and
which they do not understand—or know
how to control. Just as simple living
things involuntarily withdraw from irri-
tations, so likewise thousands of men and
women are content to be motivated by
their undirected thoughts which haphaz-
ardly rise up in their consciousness. Today
you must sell yourself to others—bring
forth your best abilities, manifest your
personality, if you wish to hold a position,

make friends, or impress others with your
capabilities. You must learn how to draw
upon your latent talents and powers, not
be bent like a reed in the wind. There are
simple, natural laws and principles which—
if you understand them-—make all this
possible.

For centuries the Rosicrucians (not a religious or-
ganization), a worldwide movement of men and
women devoted to the study of life and its hidden
processes, have shown thousands how to probe these
mysteries of self. Renowned philosophers and scien-
tists have been Rosicrucians—today men and wo-
men in every walk of life owe their confidence and
ability to solve personal problems to the Rosicrucian
private, sensible method of self-development. Send
today for a copy of the book, ‘““The Secret Heritage,”
which will be sent to you without obligation. It will
tell you of the Rosicrucians and what they can
do for you. Address: Scribe K. C. Y.

THE ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC), SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U. S. A.
m
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«This was the Place of Trials where monstrous creatures leered and gibbered at us.”

She

orror 1n the Glen

By CLYDE IRVINE

W hat dreadful doom was preparing for the infamous Clan MacGreggan?
—a story of “ithe little people”

HEN I came upon the clachan® relish and a taste in my mouth that I

again, breasting the slope to thought I would never know again.

gaze down upon the glen where The purple heather on the hillsides and
I had seen and suffered so much, I breathed the pastel tones of far-away Dhuaran, rip-
the cooler air of the mountainside with a  ping the clouds apart like the spine of

*Small Highland village. 7
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some great saurian monster, did not seem
commonplace but were like a soft hand
stroking me, lulling me back to a sense of
sweetness and beauty that I had forgot.
There are people in this glen who step
out of my way when I am abroad. Bairns
in the roads run when they see me. Women
shriek when I dance o’ nights on the moun-

tains. Some say I cast no shadow and that .

I am evil. But indeed I am kindly and
gentle. I would not kill a little bird or
crush a little beast.

Some laugh at me. And, of course, I
laugh back. For I know what they do not
know. And if they knew what I know
they would be as clever as I am and that
would never do. It would not do for yox
to be as clever as me, for then I should
have to ask Queen Boadellen to take you
away, too!

For I am Malcolm Dhu Glas, who is
known better just as plain Malcolm
Douglas, and the name of me is the way
it is said in the tongue we have, the Gaelic,
and it means “Malcolm of the Black
Water,” for it was beside the dark waters
of Loch Dhu itself that I was taken into
the country of Boadellen, Queen of the
Borderland and Ruler of the Underworld,
and there held prisoner for seven years by
the time of man, but only an hour by the
sun-dial that is cut around the pillar in the
Court of the Seven Circles.

- First you must know that I was born in
Benallerton. I had the “second sight,” for
I was the seventh son of a seventh son and
the height of me was six feet and the half
of it, and I weighed one-third the meat on
a stallion’s bones.

There is neither stone wall nor dike nor
the space between the hills nor the stretch
of a loch nor the day-long flight of the
eagle that my eyes cannot pierce. I can
see into the hearts of men and women and
can call forth the seeing eye beyond the
range of time.

I can command the elements to do my

will. And all this happéns because I sat
by Loch Dhu and met Queen Boadellen.

I sat there, looking at the gray hills
around me and seeing the blood-red scars
on the hillsides that would never dry again.
For down these rocky slopes the blood of
my father and mother and my six stalwart
brothers, my uncle Iain and many more
of my clan had poured. That was the
night the MacGreggans came in the snow,
wrapped up like ghosts, with daggers in
their hands to kill my people.

On that night I had run from the shelter
of our house, being young and small at the
time, with the shrieks and screams of the
dying in my ears, and driven to despera-
tion and whipped by fear and trembling
I had taken refuge in the hills.

Around me, in the pall of the night, I
heard the chopping of Lochaber axes and
the popping crunch of skulls and breast-
bones, and there would be a shricking yell
that would rise in a keening wail, like a
banshee.

Through this I ran, hearing the gurgling
screams and curses and the deep-breathing
of the silent butchers. Bodies were cast
at my feet, so horribly torn and severed
that I turned from them and retched with
grief and horror.

Staggering amid this human wreckage
I fell over the dead body of my uncle
Iain, chief of the clan, his head split to the
brisket by the downward stroke of a heavy
broadsword.

“God help us!” T cried.

“The glen is full of devils,” a voice said
from nowhere. “The blood of the Douglas
flows down the hills in a scarlet stream and
runs into the Dhu as the red fingers of the
MacGreggans run into the hearts of your
people! Avenge them, Malcolm! Avenge
them—or ye shall die for seven years—
and live in death forever after!”

Then it was that a great light came into
my eyes and I turned to the valley and saw
through the walls of the houses and into
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the darkness of the cabins. And what I
saw there no man has ever seen before nor
will any man see again, I fear.

I could see into the black hearts of the
MacGreggans and witness the devils and
hobgoblins leaping in demoniac glee as the
strong hairy arms of the murderers wielded
dirk and claymore, skean dbhu* and Loch-
aber ax on their helpless victims.

It 1s said that when those we love die
and we are by them in the moment that
their souls leave their bodies we can see
. them go—if we have the sight.

There are those among us who say that
the soul has a color, a light around itself
that may be blue or yellow or red or black,
depending on whether ’tis a child with a
golden halo around it or a man of dark
deeds who throws out the blackness in
him.

So I saw the souls of the Douglases rise
like tiny clouds of spun color, massing
above the dead in the valley of the killing,
forming a cloud of rainbow colors that
shimmered briefly and rose as the bloody
work went forward.

There, as the moon dived into the dark-
ness, and the velvet night came down on
the stained and trampled snow of Glen
Benallerton, I stood by the side of the
awful thing that had been my uncle Iain
and vowed to avenge the slaughtered Clan
Dhu Glas.

Then, worn out by the terror of the
night, I dropped beside him and was taken
on the black wings of sleep.

HE morrow dawned fair and bright

as the steely sun came over the stark hill
like a cold caress, but I awoke again to the
wild fear that was on me. 1 recoiled from
my uncle’s body, casting my eyes on the
dark-brown streaks that had eaten into
the earth. The waters of Loch Dhu were
stained at the edges, like an old blood-
stained plaid discarded in battle.

*Small dagger worn in stocking.

The deadly stillness of the eery glen,
the sense of awful doom in the silence be-
tween the hills, made me shudder. In the
deep snow the steps of the murderers were
scarlet, as if fresh blood dropped from
every foot.

Broken swords and shattered daggers,
thrown carelessly away, marked the trail
of those who had obeyed their orders and
had come behind the mask of night to
wipe Clan Dhu Glas from the face of the
living earth.

Slowly I crept down the hillside, turn-
ing my eyes away from what I had to see,
and in fearful trembling made my way
from house to house in the clachan. Even
today, and I have seen some strange things
in this and other worlds, I cannot dwell
upon the sights that met my childish eyes
that day. In less than twenty-four hours
I changed from a wide-eyed innocent child
to a walking sword, its edges keen and
razor-sharp, my senses like a hunted thing
of the forest and my eyes wild with the
knowledge of unknown sights and sounds.

They said I was fey, that I was a mad
manchild, when they saw me stagger over
the pass that cuts between Ben Mhor
and Ben Cruidach and come stumbling
down the glen of the giants with my
brogans cut to ribbons and my feet like
strips of bloody hide. My small body was
racked with pain and terror and my eyes
were dark in the face of me, with my teeth
showing like fangs and the breath burst-
ing from me in great sobs.

There was little of my kilt left, a few
tattered tartan ribbons, and my legs were
cut and torn by the clutching thorns and
the sharp granite rocks over which I had
stumbled and staggered. Great weals were
on my arms, and my chest was scarified and
ripped and the hair on my head was a flam-
ing wild torch, red as fire above the deadly
pallor of my face.

I was the sole survivor of the Clan Dhu
Glas!
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AS 'THE years passed I grew to man-
hood in the glen where I had survived
such a massacre. But now there was none
but the thieving wild MacDhronas, a
coarse and barbaric clan, living there by
killing and stealing. Among them I was a
stranger.

I have told you that I was gifted with a
great light the night of the killing. It
must have been the gift of the fairies. For
now I could foretell the future and in a
vision I saw myself bound to the Undes-
world for seven years—as if I were dead—
and, unless I fulfilled my oath of vengeance
—sentenced to a living death thereafter!

But I was weak. The MacGreggans
were numbered as the sands of the sea-
shore. Their claymores and shields hung
in their clachan like the jeweled lights of
the granite hills themselves.

So I drew into myself and fled to the
hills, living as a beast will live in a hole
in the ground far up on Dhuaran itself,
near the roof of the world where the mists
shroud the peak.

It was cold up there; so I wore the
skins of deer and wildcats and had eagle’s
feathers in my hair and a kilt of my own
clan that a weaver made for me, secretly.

Often I sat, wrapped in my furry gar-
ments, thinking of the fate of my clan, so
many of them hurtled into Purgatory un-
shriven, I would flex my arm with a broad-
sword swinging from it—and then I'd sit
down and weep at the weakness of my
body. So many MacGreggans—one against
a clan!

I felt the task I had set myself was
greater than I could ever accomplish—like
sweeping out Loch Dhu itself with a
heather broom.

The weaver must have talked, for I saw
men with drawn dirks out searching on the
hills, but after a time they ceased. And
now I saw that there were no clansmen
abroad in the wvalley at all.

Thus many years must have passed. I

had no way of counting, I became friendly
with the animals and birds, and in time I
had the fierce proud eagles standing round
me like tame pigeons, soft and gentle. I
talked to them as I'd talk to a man and
they’d answer with harsh screams, the way
they do.

They’'d bring me small soft lambs which
were good to eat. Their skins made my
bed of thongs a pleasant place. I knew
how to make fire and lived warm and com-
fortable when the valleys were high with
snow-drifts and the corries® were buried
deep.

Such was my despair at ever keeping my
oath against the MacGreggans that it be-
gan to fade from my mind. There was no
one to speak to me, and my own voice
sounded strange in my ears. I'd shout
against the gales that tore the snow-caps
from the hills and yell poetry of my own
making to the clouds, to keep my voice
alive. |

One day, looking down into the fateful
glen 1 saw that all was still and quiet
there; no smoke came from the cabins:;
there were no prowling dogs, no chickens
pecking in the yards. Nothing.

It 1s a saying that when the men of a
clan die dishonorably in battle or their
blood is unavenged, nothing grows where
they lie. So it was with the Glen Benallet-
ton. Nothing lived in it. It was bleak
and bare. From where I peered upon it
the earth looked blasted, burned black in
some great furnace.

I had been in the high fastnesses of the
mountains so long that I was sore afraid
to venture down the hillside. But after
I'd crawled down the mountain and lain
in a corric for the time it takes the sun to
cross over from one side of the world to
the other, I plucked up my courage and
went on.

And so, at last, I came to the glen of my
departed people and saw that the hand of

*Corrie: level place on hillgide.
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decay had set in on the ground, and the
walls were falling in. The thatched roofs
hung down like taggy hair on a cateran’s*
face. The holes in the walls were as blank
and sightless as the eyes of a cotpse.

With slow and timid steps I walked
about among the ruined skeletons of the
houses, whose beams had rotted and fallen
to the ground. The sagging walls leaned
wearily toward their final dissolution.
Great holes yawned, showing the white
clouds across the sky.

My heart was cold and heavy as rain-
swept granite as I bent my sorrowful gaze
upon the lonely clachan. . Almost 1 could
swear that a ghostly army, blood-stained

and awful, walked with me, silently, inex-.

orably among the dwellings that had shel-
tered us all from the ccld and the snow
in winter and the heat in the valley at the
height of summer.

Just this! Nothing was left of all that.
The brave deeds were forgotten. The
clansmen were no more. Soon—even our
name would be but a shadowy memory.

UDDENLY a scream pierced the air.

Above me I saw Ehlor, king eagle of
the mountains, wheeling in the vast bowl
of the sky above the ruins. He was calling
me to come home. But I could not go back
to my hiding-place in the hills. This was
my home! I was Malcolm Dhu Glas, and
I was the only one of my clan alive! From
this day on I was to bend my life to the
thought of revenge.

But it was not to be. Little did I know
that I was now well past the span of a boy’s
life, well past the age of a gallant of the
clan, almost into middle age, now, and still
I had done nothing to wipe out the wrong
which Clan MacGreggan had done to us.
I knew so little. T was like a wild animal
myself and as fierce and as frightened as a
wild thing will be. And I had forgotten
so much.

*Cateran: one of the common people. -

I wandered down the valley, secing that
the heather was struck black with some
mysterious blight, that the yellow gorse
bushes were gnarled black fingers and
without a bloom, that all the bluebells had
gone and the grass was gray with the
grayness of death. All life was dead.
Nothing stirred. The valley was still,
with a hand that seemed cold and white,
gripping it in a vise-like hold. Ehlor
screamed again, wheeling above my head,
and then, as if thrown high by some in-
visible catapult stalled against the currents
and was whirled aloft almost out of my
sight. With a parting scream his tawny
body lay over on the air and he swung like
a scythe across the rim of the hills and was
gone, never to come back again.

Wearily, feeling that indeed I had come
back to the land of the living dead, I made
my way to the dark black waters of Loch
Dhu and sat down, in my suit of skins and
furs, my crest of eagles’ feathers and the
dark-blue of my kilt, on a craggy rock at
the water’s edge. Suddenly I saw a face in
the loch!

In my childhood I had never known a
mirror. In the days of the clans there were
no mirrors but the waters of glen burns
or the stillness of the loch, and men and
women took no vanity in themselves apart
from dress and weapons. So that now, as
I saw the face looking at me from the dark
water, I leapt to my feet and drew my dirk
to defend myself against this monster with
the flaming mass of tangled red hair, and
the deep piercing eyes that seemed to
smoke in a face like saddle leather.

But as I leapt—i leapt! My dagger
was matched by the Thing’s dagger!
Fiercely I scowled and it scowled back.
Then—and it surprised me to hear it, for
I had not heard the sound of it since before
the night of the massacre—I laughed!

I lay on my belly on the crag and
laughed and laughed like some screaming
beast, and the more I laughed the more the
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Thing laughed! And, suddenly, I knew it
was myself!

The face that looked back at me was as
wild-looking as the whiskered fury of a
Highland wildcat, for my eyes flashed like
bright emeralds and my teecth were long
and white and there was a great beard of
flaming hair from my chin and streaks of
flame-colored hair hung from my upper
lip. The fuzzy fur and leather I wore and
the great nails of my hands and feet made
me more like a beast than a man, and in
my laughter I had slavered, so that flecks
of foam were on my lips which were red
as blood.

Gazing at myself, as Narcissus is said
to have gazed at himself, I felt no love for
this face, but a great fear came upon me
and I drew back, frightened. But as I did
so I saw something come over my shoulder
and with the lightning quickness of a
trapped cat I twisted sideways, rolled over
and came up, lunging with my dirk.

Something seized me and threw me on
my face. A terrible ferce held me pinned
to the dead earth. Struggle as I did, and
I struggled with the ferocity and strength
of a mountain lion, I was helpless in the
mighty grip that clutched me. Yet, as I
twisted my head to look above me—there
was no onc holding me!

Gradually the strangling grip relaxed
and slowly I got to my feet, the dirk flying
from my hand as if plucked out of my
trembling fingers by a giant. I watched it
in terror as it circled in the air and came
back, pointing its razor edge at my throat—
suspended by an invisible hand in the ait!

Then my fearful eyes saw something
that I had often dreamed about but never
met. On the tip of a shattered bush that
once had been a cluster of golden gorse,
there stood a tiny little figure, no bigger
than my hand, an exquisite little creature
of incredible loveliness and beauty, so frag-
ile, like a bubble, pink and soft and glit-
tering with bright jewels, her tiny breasts
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outlined in mother-of-pearl breast-plates,
her little head surmounted by a golden
helmet with bright blue wings—a. fairy—
one of the “wee folk” from the land we
never see! -

From her tiny throat, so small that even
a bird like a robin would seem grotesque
and ugly before her matchless perfection,

a voice like the piping of some insect came
forth.

“Stand, Dhu Glas!” she said. *‘Stand
up!”

I RAISED myself to my full height and
lost sight of her as I did so. But soon
I felt a breath, like the swish of a buttet-
fly’s wings, and she stood on my shoulder,
smiling into my face. I had no will of my
own. I was struck dumb by her manifest
power to control me as if I were a feather
and the sight of her matchless beauty and
the fragile appearance she had, compared
to my own wild and terrible look, and the
strength of three men that surged in my
great body, were too much for me.
“Malcolm,” she said, “you have grown
to be a man, yet you have not done a2 man’s
work. It was said that if you did not
avenge the Clan Dhu Glas you would
spend seven years among the dead—and
that 1s where I am taking you! You must
not speak all the time you are with me or
you will never come back to this earth,

And, when you do come back, you must
live as one dead until you carry out your
oath!”

But, I could not remain silent. I swore
a great Celtic oath, and my voice must
have rumbled like thunder in her tiny eats.
But I told her I had had no chance against
the hordes of MacGreggans. I told her

how they had hunted me into the hills, how
I had put the evil eye on them, and

She laughed like the tinkling of a little
silver bell and said, “Be done, Dhu Glas!
I know of these things, too! But it was
as it was said, and it must be done as it
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will be done. You will come with me for
seven years, and after that you will attend
to the MacGreggans. Queen Boadellen
commands you—rest!”

Before I could answer, a great weariness
came on me and I sank down on the
ground, and when I opened my eyes again
I was lying 1n the Court of the Seven Cit-
cles in Queen Boadellen’s kingdom. The
circles overlapped one another like designs
you will see on a Celtic wall or stone and
they seemed to touch within a single circle
as rings placed together will touch. Within
the circle there was a stone, built like a
Roman maypole, and I was pagan enough
to know what it meant. This was the
center of Life.

Though the Queen herself was exqui-
site, with a beauty that defies my poor
powers of description, she was surrounded
by fearful hosts of terrible aspect. Among
these T was a giant, yet I was as helpless
as a baby. For there were satyrs with great
horns and devils of malignancy with sharp-
pronged spears and barbed tails and little
men with pig’s faces and snakes that walked
and looked like green women with naked
breasts.

There was an army there, too! They
were dressed in copper that glinted, and
they would join hands to hold the light-
ning and send it out like shocks, or would
play a game, like tag, riding the air and
exploding shafts of lightning from their
bodies.

The Borderland was greater than my
own valley by a thousand times, and there
were great retorts in it which blew flame
and smoke to the skies; yet there was no
sky but simply a great curve in the air
filled with flying things and clouds of elves
and gnomes.

I saw many strange things before Queen
Boadellen called me to her castle which
sat, like a vast bannock on the top of a
huge hill that glittered brightly. Every-
body, with the exception of the army and

smaller gnomes and elves, was naked, and
for a moment or two I had it in me to speak
about this; for even a wild beast has some
modesty about, its body, but I was taken,
by some great force and speed, to her and
she spoke to me as if I were dressed in
my kilt and furred doublet as I had been
when she met me, and soon I felt no more
about it and listened to her silently. For
I was forbidden to speak.

She ordered her army to take my hands,
and as they did so I was shaken as if by
palsy and stood with blazing sparks flying
off my body like a torch in flames. And
after this it stopped and I felt mighty and
powerful and unafraid. And she sent me

with the army.

We took a road that wound into dark-
ness, lighted by green torches that threw a
ghastly glow upon us, and soon we passed
out of this into red flame, engulfing us,
but we went on and stepped into a pool
of blood. They told me it dripped from
the battlefields.

This was the Place of Trials, where mon-
strous creatures leered and gibbered at us.
I would have drawn back in fear, but the
soldiers pushed me forward, laughing at
my fears. Some of these creatures looked

like ancient gods in the likeness of bulls,
hawks and cats.

WE WENT on for what seemed a long
time and began to climb high on
rocks that glowed with flame but seemed
to have little effect on my feet. Here, I
imagined, must be the Purgatory that
priests talk about, for I came upon those
of my clan, unshriven as they had. died,
suffering terrible tortures.

Suspended in a cavernous gloom between
Earth and the Underworld were my clans-
men—turning like pigs on a spit over ever-
lasting fire—Malcolm my father, and
Deirdre my mother, and my six strong
brothers, Iain, Ronald, Shamus, Eric, Stuart
and Colum—all screaming at me—Dbegging
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me to avenge them quickly that they might
be free from these invisible bonds.

They were as they had died. They had
been awakened in the dead of night to find
Death waiting for them and no one had
been able to give them absolution for their
sins.

Their stricken bodies cried aloud to me,
the only one alive, to be strong—to be
faithful to my vow—to avenge the massacre
of Clan Dhu Glas. .

Though I tried to shut out the ‘sight,
secking to cover my eyes and close my ears
against them, the soldiers forced my hands
away and I had to endure it. I felt myself
growing weak, and with the ebbing
strength I still possessed I fought against
the soldiers.

For what seemed ages in Time I watched
them, and it burned into me as it had never
done on Earth that indeed I had forgotten
them and sentenced them to almost un-
endurable suffering. For it is a tale with
us that spirits can suffer as badly as humans,
and we believe that they hold anger and
spite against those who do not free them
from their torture, enlisting dark forces to
impose nightmares and horrid visions on
the living.

I was taken once more to the Court of
the Seven Circles and my arms were bound
on the symbol of Life in the center circle.
Around me the most beautiful women I
had ever seen danced lightly as deer, but I
hung there, weary and broken-hearted
though they swept close to me, their lips
ruby red with a great desire, their bodies
swaying as gently as reeds on the edge of
a blue pool.

“You see,” Queen Boadellen said. * Th1s
is beyond me. You alone can free your
people. And for that task you must be
strong, in body and in soul. But if you
desire anything it shall be yours. I can
give you all your heart desires—here in my
kingdom—but if you succumb to these
temptations your people will remain where
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they are forever—and you 2lso will re-
main—to see them!” |

And so she tested me as she tests all those
who would enlist the powers she possesses.
I would pick a flower and it would turn
to gold.

A tree on which I'd lean would be a
soft woman with perfumed skin, and
stones would become cushions, raindrops
turned to diamonds.

The vast concourse of the Underworld
tried me with every lure their ingenious
brains could devise. I could have had the
whole world for a plaything had I but
weakened, had my will to wvengeance
strayed from the path which now appeared
to me dark and tortuous.

After I had resisted these tests for some
time I was called to the presence of Queen
Boadellen again. In the peatly vastness
her body was like a tiny jewel that out-
shone them all. Around her the living
shield of her army glittered. Before her,
a rug, made of human skins, stitched in
the form of a seven-pointed star, was
spread.

On this I knelt at her command.

“Malcolm Dhu Glas,” she said, “sut-
vivor of your clan, for seven years you have
been here, tested as few human beings are
ever tested. Now you are gifted beyond
any human. You have terrible powers—
the power to control the elements, to trans-
fuse and impregnate solids with solids, to
transmute dross to gold, to move earth and
sea—these powers you have only thmugh
your allegiance to me!

“Return to Earth, Malcolm Dhu Glas.

Seek your enemies. Keep ever in your
mind’s eye the fulfilment of your oath.

Call on the powers of my kingdom when
the moment of your triumph nears. I will
be with you on the instant!”

And as she spoke I was walking up the
hill to the pass that leads to the glen. Far
below me I saw Loch Dhu again, dark and
terrible beneath the lowering sky.
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HE same air of deathliness pervaded
the deep glen that twisted among the
stark hills, and the ground was bare and
lifeless as if a great pestilence had swept
it clean and bare. No birds chirped in the
valley and no flowers bloomed at all. The
deadly grayness of everything that lives by
nature was weirdly horrible, and I stood on
the crest of the hill, fearful of the glen,
as 1t sent up once more to me that indefin-
able feeling of gloom and dread.
But I went down into the glen and once
more I stood on the site of my home,

among the scattered stones and the dead

memories of those I had loved, but now I
had another memory, of those twisting
pain-racked figures in the space between
Earth and Borderland. I had the sound
of their eternal screams in my ears and I
was possessed of an awful power.

On past the glen T marched and now I
was dressed in fine linen with a jabot at
my throat and ruffled cuffs; a silken doublet
was on my broad back and a plaid of a
royal tartan swung from a great jewel-
crested brooch on my left shoulder. On
my belt the glinting head of a claymore,
studded with gems, swung casily; my dirk
was of fine Toledo steel, and a sharp skean
dhu was stuck down my stocking. Buckled
shoon and fine hose made my feet look
like a noble’s. In the water of Loch Dhu
I saw a handsome face, the face of a god,
with golden bright hair and shaven jowls.
It was myself!

A fine carriage waited for me at the
brow of the hill that leads down to the
valley of the MacGreggans, the lovely Glen
Dhronna, and by the side of the carriage
stood a footman in livery and on the box
was a driver dressed the same. The foot-
man bent low as I came up the hill and
opened the door. I entered and sat down.
The footman jumped to the box, the driver
snapped his whip and the six black horses
leaped into the traces.

Down the hill the carriage rolled, and

far away the sentinels of Clan MacGreggan
saw me approach. Clansmen rushed out,
hiding dirks in their shirts. Their women
dropped the cares of the cabins and with
their bairns at their knees straddled out and
put their hands on their sonsy hips, wish-
ful to see the grand one who would be
coming into the glen in this fashion.

Well I knew what they would be think-
ing. If I was not one of the English then
I would be soft picking for them. For
they had the air of kindly men at times
and would sit and eat bread and salt with
those whosc wealth they coveted, and later,
when the one would be asleep, they would
creep in like rats and draw their dirks across
his throat or stab him in the bzack, below
the shoulders.

There were deep pits in the Glen
Dhronna where dead men lay and there -
were bright silver ornaments among the
men and the women: hidden in the thatch
of the house therc was gold and silver;
below the beds there were thin French
swords and stilettoes from Toledo—Dbe-
longing to the dead men in the deep holes.

So, knowing them, the hundreds of them
that came streaming from the long deep
glen to sce me, I sat in my carriage, know-
ing well that none of them would take me
for Malcolm Dhu Glas, nor yet the wild
secer of Benallerton, nor again the animal

who lived among the eagles by Dhuaran,
the great hill!

Queen Boadellen had sent me to fulfill
my oath, and I was going to wreak ven-
geance on these people until not a soul
was left to take the name MacGreggan.
The shame of the world on them for the
injustice they had done me and mine! The
wrath of the Underworld was ready, wait-
ing my call, and my carriage was rolling
down the hill to Glen Dhronna of Mac-
Greggan.

Their evil eyes glinted as they saw the
wealth of my equipage, and I saw the
stealthy smiles they gave each other and
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the manner in which they fingered at their
hidden dirks. The men were hard of face
but tried to smile, and it twisted their
mouths to one side, as if they tasted vinegar
and found it bitter on the tongue.

Fawning like slaves they bowed their
heads as I passed and doffed their bonnets,
their hands across their hearts as if they’d
be bowing, but gripping the hafts of their
ditks beneath the stuff of their shirts, so
eager for my gold and my horses and the
silk of my clothes that their hands trembled
with _he miserly greed of their black hearts.

My carriage drew up at the house of the
Chieftain, and I saw him standing on the
threshold, as they all do, his hands empty
of weapons, and not even a skean dhz in
his stocking. He was big and hard as the
men around him, a man of great strength
and cunning, whose pale eyes did not miss
a single silver button, a jewel or a silken
thread among my clothes, my servants or
my equipage.

The clan was around me, thick and
stifling, and my footman had to fight his
way through the caterans and the women
and children until he could open the door.
I waited, knowing that the Chieftain was
eager for my arrival, and in time the door
opened and I stepped out.

They gasped as they saw the splendor of
my clothes, the jewels that glittered in my
jabot, on my weapons and the fingers of
my hands. As one man they bowed, shoot-
ing me glances of hate and unruly greed,
as I marched up to Gregor MacGreggan.

Instantly the great studded door behind
was thrown open as he raised his hand,
and he welcomed me in tones that were
soft and gentlemanly, and his smiles were
sunny on his face, though, like the rest of
the men of his name, his mouth was
twisted. I stepped into the great hall of
his castle and stood by the fire and there,
above the mantel, I saw the claymores of

my father and my uncle, the two leaders
of my clan.

They were stuck behind the battered
targe that had shielded my father’s heart

in many a battle, battles fought clean with
a man’s enemy before his face; and now
they hung in the hall of a treacherous
snake, 2 man who could come to a clachan

and eat bread and salt with his host, and
rise in the night and kill him.

Y HEART blazed as I saw this, and

my hands trembled as I held them

out to the fire. He saw me and said, in an

oily voice, “You must be from the South?

Because it is the Southern men who feel

the cold here. We are used to it, being

men of the hills. And what might the
name be at you?”

“My name is Lanarkton!” I answered
him readily, knowing it was a Sassenach™
name and it would throw him off the scent,
and as he spoke to me in English, thinking
I had no Gaelic, I allowed him to think
so; for it would be better for my plans if
he and his men thought I did not know
the old tongue.

While I stood before the fire, warming
myself, one of his villainous clansmen came
in and took off his bonnet, saying in Gaelic,
“May God bless this house!” and at the
words I felt weak and ill; for the name 1s
one that has a weakening on those who
have lived on the Borderland as long as I
did. But I felt strength come back to me
as Gregor MacGreggan, with a smile, said
in Gaelic to his servitor, “You need not be
so civil, Donald! This is a Sassenach with
no Gaelic at him; so never mind the bless-
ing, for you know well I seldom use it!”

Then MacGreggan swung round on me
and said, “Indeed, now, it is glad I am
that you've come to the poor home of Mac-
Greggan and honored us with your pres-
ence; for tonight we will be having a big
meal of venison and plenty to go with it
in the way of usqubaugh—which is our
Highland drink called ‘whisky’'—and be-

*English.
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fore the gloaming the young men of the
clan will be at the games.” -

“That is something I would like to see,”
I answered, keeping my eyes on his servi-
tor, who prowled about like a curious cat,
watching everything I did and moving his
head eagerly as my jewels flashed. So, call-
ing to the servitor to bring some whisky,
he sat down before the fire on a wide chair
laced with thongs and leather, and I sat
down opposite him and we talked on this

and that and he was trying to find out
where I came from and what family I had
and if I was on a mission to the North.

Knowing it would whet his murderous
greed, I told him I was alone in the world,
that I had inherited great wealth from my
father and was making a tour of the North
for a manuscript I was going to make for
the monks at Saint Goddard’s in the South.
When he heard that I could read and write
he became fulsome, and as the whisky ar-
rived and we drank horns of the fiery liquid
he became rough and coarse and jested
about women and maids in a most dis-
gusting way.

Thus, drinking and making these coarse
and repellent jests, we passed the hours
until we were called forth for the games.
I looked round for my servants, but they
were nowhere to be seen, and when I
asked for them I saw the men around me
exchange glances that seemed evil and full
of hate and guile. But I was not to be
forsworn, and in time they came to me,
looking weary and sick, and took me to a

room, a great bare stone room with iron
manacles on the walls that, at first, I

thought was a prison.

My host apologized for the delay in pro-
curing my servants and explained that they
were being shown around the clachan; but
I had my own ideas about that, and as soon
as the door was closed behind him I waited
and then walked over and pulled it open
quickly, to find his evil-faced servitor ap-
parently tying the throngs around my bro-
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gans. I waited while he got up and went
away.

Then I washed and had my men bring
up my boxes' and changed into another
shirt with new jabot and ruffled cuffs and
took a great handful of copper pennies
with me and then walked out to see the
games. The Chieftain was waiting for me,
his brow as black as thunder, but he swept
it from his face with a smile in which I
was quick enough to detect his avarice and,
from what my servants told me, that they
had been held at the dirk-point and robbed
of their money, I was ready for him.

“You have a very rough courtesy in these
parts,” I said without returning his smile.
This took him aback, and the scowl came
back to his face as I told him of the plight
of my men. For an instant he could not
face me, but then he turned around and
began to curse the caterans in English,
which, of course, they did not understand.

“May Hell damn you!” he screeched at
them. “You have taken from this gentle-
man’s servants the money they had with
them and what valuables they carried!
Bring them back instantly!” And then, in
Gaelic, he cried, “The Sassenach fool has
found out about the servants and what you
did to them. You acted overhasty. Now
bring the stuff back and give it to him,
and soon, tonight or tomorrow night, you
will have it back again with more!” And
they trooped up and laid the stolen money
and clothes at my feet. I called my men
and gave it back to them, thanked the
Chieftain and took my place beside him
as the games started.

E APOLOGIZED for his men, ex-

plaining that their manners were un-
couth and that they never saw many like
me or my servants and, like innocent chil-
dren, just picked what théy wanted. 1
smiled at him and pretended to swallow
his transparent excuses as the members of
the clan prepared to wrestle, toss the caber,
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engage in the battle of broadswords and
singlesticks and otherwise show their skill.

As each man won an event I tossed him
a handful of coppers which instantly
changed to gold, and the looks of envy,
greed and malice that suffused their faces
was reflected in the bared fangs of the less
successful and the almost uncontrollable
impulse of all there to kill me outright.

But the games went off without incident,
although a bowman, with a yard-long ar-
row, almost pierced my throat as he let fly
at the target; but my sojourn with Queen
Boadellen had given me a forcknowledge
of this and I bent down, ostensibly to pick
up a coin I had dropped, and the evil
servitor of MacGreggan, who stood at my
back with his hand on his dirk, toppled
to the earth with the arrow transfixing his
heart. His face screwed up in devilish
pain as his body was carried away, almost
as if, even in death, he hated to lose sight
of me.

Those were terrible days in Scotland and
life was as cheap as a rabbit’s fur; so I did
not say anything when MacGreggan cursed
loudly, drew a ditk from a nearby clans-
man and slew the archer. Nor did anyone
else. Their faces were cold and stony.

Such things did not lessen my enjoy-
ment of the games nor cause me sorrow in
any way, for soon now I was going to do
some killing myself and what had hap-
pened this afternoon would be but a pretty
interlude.

I began to roll my revenge on this hellish
crew around my heart, as a drinking man
rolls a mouthful of wine around his tongue,
and the feel of it was like fresh blood run-
ning through me and I felt myself surging
inside with demoniac energy.

There are many people who will declare
that it was not possible for me to do all
this, but, as I shall show you, it was easy
for one in league with the forces of the
Underworld as I was; too easy, as a matter
of fact! I could have struck every man

of this rotten crew dead on the instant, but
that would not have satisfied me; for I still
thought of all my family had been forced
to suffer by their untimely deaths, and in
the memory of their twisted bodies, alter-
nately burning and renewing on the red-
hot hill of the Borderland, I hardened my
heart.

So I smiled when MacGreggan asked me
indoors and I saw that the table was laid
with horn drinking-glasses and silver plates
for a big party. There were no kaives,
as all men in those days used their skean
dhn daggers which they wore in the tie of
their stockings, or skewered the meat on
dirks and put it to their mouths if they did
not just use their fingerts.

Well I knew this sort of dinner. It is
given by those who wish to kill their guests,
for, by the custom, it is a dinner where
claymores are not carried and only the dirk
is used, and without a claymore a victim
has no chance against a dozen dirks.

I noticed that even the servants carried
dirks, and so, loosing my claymore, with
its glittering jeweled handle, I gave it to
my host and watched his piggy eyes gleam
greedily. I had walked into his trap! But,
again, he smiled and so did I.

The dinner proceeded, a wild boat’s head
and venison and grouse and a newly-slaugh-
tered lamb following each other, and the
grease-splashed faces of my fellow-diners
looked weird in the light of the wall
sconces as they wolfed the meat, tearing it
apart with fanged mouths and slobbering
the fatty pieces into their gaping jaws.

Soon, I knew, they would be sated with
meat and the wild Scots whisky, and then
their murderous bloodshot eyes would turn
on me, their dirks would flash out from
the scabbards and they would fall upon me
and hack me to pieces. So I was ready!

TI{E signal was given almost before I

could set myself, but I leaped away
from the table and cried: “Queen Boadellen
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—give me your powers!” before the first
cateran had snatched his blade from his
belt. ' e

As by magic the room burst into crack-
ling flame as the copper-armored army
of the Borderland capered about, touching
the men lightly, forming a chain of flashing
power between me and the men who would
murder me.

The murderous clansmen found them-
selves struggling in the grip of a force they
could not see. Only to me were the hosts
of the Underworld visible, laughter gleam-
ing from their faces as they spun and flew
among the MacGreggans. And every man
they touched twisted in agony, their mouths
flying open with pain and their eyeballs
bursting in their heads, while their bodies
seemed to discharge a horrid smell of burn-
ing flesh, and the steam that rose from them
was a sickening smell in the air. T could
see them burning to death before me, their
dirks flashing sparks as they strove to throw
them away.

In all this Gregor MacGreggan stood as
if turned to stone!

Suddenly he began to scream as the sight

of the dying men broke his spell of hor-

ror. “In the name of " he began, but
a sprite flew near him and his hand flew
to his scorched lips, and I laughed madly
at the sight of his fear-struck face.

“Now!” I yelled above the noise. “Now,
MacGreggan—it is Malcolm Dhu Glas you
are dealing with! It is the last of the clan
—the clan you hoped had been lost for-
ever! You—and all with you—prepare for
your fate!”

There was a great roar outside, and the
surge of hundreds of maddened clansmen
beat open the great door. But at the sight
and the smell that met them they recoiled,
their eyes filled with terror, and turning
about saw the glen begin to fill with’ shad-
owy shapes, while above them, where the
hills meet, the air was filled with flame
that leapt from peak to peak, thunder

rolled in the sky and the earth buckled be-
neath them. '

“Send my father—send my uncle—send
my brothers—O Queen Boadellen!” I cried,
and there was a great scream of fear from
the crowd at the awful sight of my dead
family coming in great jumps down the
hillside, their wounds gaping open, my
uncle’s ghastly head erect with its single
gleaming eye. . . .

With a leap I tore down the claymores
and threw them to the dead. My father
grasped his. My uncle gripped the metal
basket-hilt of his own weapon. I recovered

' my jeweled sword and with fury and wild-

ness, dead and living eyes gleaming in our
faces, we fell upon MacGreggan and sliced
him apart, his body falling in shivering
pieces beneath the blades! On the points
of the swords we carried him like food for
dogs and threw him among his clansmen.

Now Hell opened up as Queen Boad-
ellen’s hordes set in among the clansmen,
sprites and gnomes tearing them with red-
hot pincers, the army of copper soldiers
spitting fire and flame, while great mon-
sters set upon them with teeth and claws.

All over the glen there was a roaring
and thundering such as no man had heard
before and the earth shook and trembled.

Smoke belched upward. Flames roared.
Houses blew apart in a rain of hot stones.
Thatches flared like torches and a great
screaming and shrieking split the ear-drums
as if all the banshees in Hell were loose.

In less time than it takes to tell, the Clan
MacGreggan was no more. INot a living
soul remained of that once flourishing fam-
ily whose black deeds were a byword in the
land. The hillsides were covered with
them as our own glen had been covered
with our dead clansmen.

And amid the ruins I danced in berserk
glee!

Vanished were my servants and gone was
my handsome carriage. Into whatever home
they had earned by their release the spirits
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of my kinsmen were sped. I was alone,
a mad wild thing dancing on the grave of
the MacGreggans as night cast its veil upon
the awful scene.

AS I walked back to my own glen, the
great claymore I clutched in my hand

became the old scarred blade I had worn
before I met Queen Boadellen. Once again

I was clad in my old tattered kilt and furred
doublet. The wild cagles’ feathers were
still in my hair and my feet were clad in
lambskin brogans tied with rough leathern
thongs.

At the brow of the hill, as I saw the
glen before me, I felt it would be differ-

ent.
And so - was. The village was back

again as it had been in the days of my
father. The flowers were blooming on the

mountainside and bluebells nodded in the
forest. Dark are the waters of Loch Dhu,
but now the sky was pearly blue and the
waters smiled a welcome to me.

The hills were covered with green grass,
and except for the deep scars on the hill-
side which would always be there to re-
mind me of our vanished name, everything
was as it had been before the Clan Mac-
Greggan came over the pass in the snow,
shrouded like ghosts, with claymores, dirks

- and Lochaber axes to murder my people.

Do not believe those who will say I am
mad and that I dreamed all this; nor those
who will tell you that a great volcanic
eruption visited the Glen Dhronna and
killed every living soul in it. I know what
happened — for I was seven years with
Queen Boadellen in the Borderland—and
I have the power to move the world!

7/

e
‘Dweller

By H. P. LOVECRAFT

It had been old when Babylon was new;

None knew how long it slept beneath that mound,
Where in the end our questing shovels found

Its granite blocks and brought it back to view.
There were vast pavements and foundation walls,
And crumbling slabs and statues, carved to show
Fantastic beings of some long ago

Past anything the world of man recalls.

And then we saw those stone steps leading down
Through a choked gate of graven dolomite

To some black haven of eternal night

Whete elder signs and primal secrets frown.
We cleared a path . . . but raced in mad retreat
When from below we heard those clumping feet.
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rain for Flushing

By MALCOLM JAMESON

An odd and fascinating story that runs backward instead of
forward—a curious tale of the Flying Dutchman

HEY ought never to have
hired that man. Even the

1% I \
- most stupid of personnel man-

agers should have seen at a glance that he
was mad. Perhaps it is too much to ex-

pect such efficiency these days—in 72y time
a thing like this could not have happened.
They would have known the fellow was
under a curse! It only shows what the
world has come to. But I can tell you that
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if we ever do get off this crazy runaway
car, I intend to turn the Interboro wrong-
side out. They needn’t think because I
am an old man and retired that I am a
nobody they can push around. My son
Henry, the lawyer one, will build a fire
under them—he knows people in this
town. |

“And I am not the only victim of the
maniac. There is a pleasant, elderly
woman here in the car with me. She was
much frightened at first, but she had rec-
ognized me for a solid man, and now she
stays. close to me all the time. She 1s a
Mrs. Herrick, and a quite nice woman. It
was her idea that I write this down—it
will help us refresh our memories when
we come to testify.

“Just at the moment, we are speeding
atrociously downtown along the Seventh
Avenue line of the subway—Dbut we are on
the #ptown express track! The first few
times we tore through.those other trains
it was terrible—I thought we were sure
to be killed—and even if we were not, I
have to think of my heart. Dr. Steinback
told me only last week how careful I
should be. Mrs. Herrick has been very
brave about it, but it is a scandalous thing
to subject anyone to, above all such a kindly
little person.

“The madman who seems to be direct-
ing us (if charging wildly up and down
these tracks implies direction), is now
looking out the front door, staring hor-
ribly at the gloom rushing at us. He is a
big man and heavy-set, very weathered and
tough-looking. I am nearing eighty and
slight.

There is nothing I can do but wait
for the final crash; for crash we must,
sooner or later, unless some Interboro offi-
cial hes brains enough to shut off the cur-
rent to stop us. If be escapes the crash,
the police will know him by his heavy red
beard and tattooing on the backs of his
hands. The beard is square-cut and there

WEIRD TALES

cannot be another one like it in all New
York. -
“But I notice I have failed to put dow

how this insane ride began. My grand-
daughter, Mrs. Charles L. Terneck, wanted
me to see the World's Fair, and was to
come in from Great Neck and meet me
at the subway station. I will say that she
insisted someone come with me, but I can
take care of myself—I always have—ecven
if my eyes and ears are not what they used

to be.
e :

¢6FYHE train was crowded, but somebody

gave me a seat in a corner. Just be-
fore we reached the stop, the woman next
to me, this Mrs. Herrick, had asked if I
knew how to get to Whitestone from
Flushing. It was while I was telling her
what I knew about the busses, that the train
stopped and let everybody off the car but
us. I was somewhat irritated at missing
the station, but knew that all I had to do
was stay on the car, go to Flushing and re-
turn. It was then that the maniac guard
came in and behaved so queerly.

“This car was the last one in the train,
and .the guard had been -standing where
he belongs, on the platform. But he came
into the car, walking with a curious rolling
walk (but I do not mean to imply he was
drunk, for I do not think so) and his
manner was what you might call masterful,
almost overbearing. He stopped at the
middle door and looked very intently out
to the north, at the sound.

“ ‘T hat 1s not the Scheldt!” he called out,
angrily, with a thick, foreign accent, and
then he said *Bah!” loudly, in a tone of
disgusted disillusionment.

“He seemed of a sudden to fly into a
great fury. The train was just making its
stop at the end of the line, in Flushing.
He rushed to the forward platform and
somehow broke the coupling. At the same
moment, the car began running backward
along the track by which we had come.



TRAIN FOR FLUSHING 23

There was no chance for us to get off, even
if we had been young and active. The
doors were not opened, it happened so
quickly.

“Then he came into the car, muttering
to himself. His eye caught the sign of
painted tin they put in the windows to
show the destination of the trains. He
snatched the plate lettered ‘Flushing’ and
tore it to bits with his rough hands, as if it
had been cardboard, throwing the pieces
down and stamping on them.

*“ “That is not Flushing! Not 2y Flush-
ing—not Vliissingen! But 1 will find it.
I will go there, and not all the devils in
Hell nor all the angels in Heaven shall
stop me!’

“He glowered at us, beating his breast
with his clenched fists, as if angry and re-
sentful at us for having deceived him in
some manner. It was then that Mrs. Her-
rick stooped over and took my hand. We
had gotten up close to the door to step
out at the World’s Fair station, but the
car did not stop. It continued its wild
career straight on, at dizzy speed.

“‘Rugwaartsch!” he shouted, or some-
thing equally unintelligible. ‘Back I must
go, like always, but yet will I find my
Vlissingen!’

“Then followed the horror of pitching
headlong into those trains! The first one
we saw coming, Mrs. Herrick screamed.
I put my arm around her and braced my-
self as best I could with my cane. But
there was no crash, just a blinding succes-
sion of lights and colors, in quick winks.
We seemed to go straight through that
train, from end to end, at lightning speed,
but there was not even a jar. I do not
understand that, for I saw it coming,
clearly. Since, there have been many
others. I have lost count now, we meet
so many, and swing from one track to an-
other so giddily at the end of runs.

“But we have learned, Mrs. Herrick and
I, not to dread the collisions—or say, pas-

sage—so much. We are more afraid of
what the bearded ruffian who dominates
this car will do next—surely we cannot go
on this way much longer, it has already
been many, many hours. I cannot compre-
hend why the stupid people who run the
Interboro do not do something to stop us,
so that the police could subdue this maniac
and I can have Henry take me to the Dis-

trict Attorney.”

SO READ the first few pages of the
notebook turned over to me by the
Missing Persons Bureau. Neither Mrs.
Herrick, nor Mr. Dennison, whose hand-
writing it is, has been found yet, nor the
guard he mentions. In contradiction, the
Interboro insists no guard employed by
them is unaccounted for, and further, that
they never had had a man of the above
description on their payrolls.

On the other hand, they have as yet pro-
duced no satisfactory explanation of how
the car broke loose from the train at
Flushing.

I agree with the police that this note-
book contains matter that may have some
bearing on the disappearance of these two
unfortunate citizens; yet here in the
Psychiatric Clinic we are by no means
agreed as to the interpretation of this
provocative and baffling diary.

The portion I have just quoted was
written with a fountain pen in a crabbed,
tremulous hand, quite exactly correspond-
ing to the latest examples of old Mr. Den-
nison’s writing. Then we find a score or
more of pages torn out, and a resumption
of the record in indelible pencil. The
handwriting here is considerably stronger
and more assured, yet unmistakably that
of the same person. Farther on, there are
other places where pages have been torn
from the book, and evidence that the jour-
nal was but intermittently kept. I quote
now all that is legible of the remainder
of it.



24 WEIRD

“JUDGING by the alternations of the

cold and hot seasons, we have now
been on this weird and pointless journey
for more than ten years. Oddly enough,
we do not suffer physically, although the
interminable rushing up and down these
caverns under the streets becomes boring.
The ordinary wants of the body are
strangely absent, or dulled. We sense heat
and cold, for example, but do not find their
extremes particularly uncomfortable, while
food has become an item of far distant
memory. I imagine, though, we must
sleep a good deal.

“The guard has very little to do with
us, ignoring us most of the time as if we
did not exist. He spends his days sitting
brooding at the far end of the car, staring
at the floor, mumbling in his wild, red
beard. On other days he will get up and
peer fixedly ahead, as if seeking some-
thing. Again, he will pace the aisle in
obvious anguish, flinging his outlandish
curses over his shoulder as he goes. Ver-
doemd’ and ‘verwenscht’ are the common-
est ones—we have learned to recognize
them-—and he tears his hair in frenzy
whenever he pronounces them. His name,
he says, 1s Van Der Dechen, and we find
it politic to call him "Captain.’

“I have destroyed what I wrote during
the early years (all but the account of the
very first day); it seems rather querulous
and hysterical now. I was not in good
health then, I think, but I have improved
noticcably here, and that without medical
care. Much of my stiffness, due to a re-
cent arthritis, has left me, and I seem to
hear better.

“Mrs. Herrick and I have long since
become accustomed to our forced com-
panionship, and we have learned much
about each other. At first, we both wor-
ried a good deal over our families’ con-
cern about our absence. But when this
odd and purposeless kidnapping occurred,
we were already so nearly to the end of
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life (being of about the same age) that
we finally concluded our “children and
grand-children must have been prepared
for our going soon, in any event. It left
us only with the problem of enduring the
tedium of the interminable rolling through
the tubes of the Interboro.

“In the pages I have deleted, I made
much of the annoyance we experienced
during the early weeks due to flickering
through oncoming trains. That soon came
to be so commonplace, occurring as it did
every few minutes, that it became as un-
noticeable as our breathing. As we lost
the fear of imminent disaster, our riding
became more and more burdensome
through the deadly monotony of the tun-
nels.

“Mrs. Herrick and I diverted ourselves
by talking (and to think that in my earlier
entries in this journal I complained of her
gacrulousness!) or by trying to guess at
what was going on in the city above us by
watching the crowds on the station plat-
forms. That is a difficult game, because
we are running so swiftly, and there are
frequent intervening trains. A thing that
has caused us much speculation and discus-
sion s the changing type of advertising on
the bill-posters. Nowadays they are fea-
turing the old favorites—many of the
newer toothpastes and medicines seem to
have been withdrawn. Did they fail, or
has a wave of conservative reaction over-
whelmed the country?

“Another marvel in the weird life we
lead is the juvenescence of our home, the
runaway car we are confined to. In spite
of its unremitting use, always at top speed,
it has become steadily brighter, more new-
looking. Today it has the appearance of
having been recently delivered from the

builders’ shops.

¢¢T LEARNED half a century ago that
having nothing to do, and all the
time in the world to do it in, is the surest
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way to get nothing done. In looking in
this book, I find it has been ten years since
I made an entry! It is a fair indication of
the idle, routine life in this avandering car.
The very invariableness of our existence
has discouraged keeping notes. But re-
cent developments are beginning to force
me to face a situation that has been grow-
ing ever more obvious.
evidence is by now almost overwhelming
that his state of ours as a mcaning—has
an explanation. Yet I dread to think the
thing through—to call its name! Because
there will be two ways to interpret it.
Either it 75 as I am driven to conclude, or
else-l i .

“I must talk it over frankly with Nellie
Herrick. She is remarkably poised and
level-headed, and understanding. She and
I have matured a delightful friendship.

“What disturbs me more than anything
is the trend in advertising. They are sell-
ing products again that were popular so
long ago that I had actually forgotten
them. And the appeals are made in the
idiom of years ago. Lately it has been hard
to see the posters, the station platforms are
so full. In the crowds are many uniforms,
soldiers and sailors. We infer from that
there is another war—but the awful ques-
tion is, "“What war?’

“Those are some of the things we can
observe in the world over there. In our
own little fleeting wotld, things have de-
veloped even motre inexplicably. My health
and appearance, notably. My hair is no
longer white! It is turning dark again in
the back, and on top. And the same is
true of Nellie's. There are other similar
changes for the better. I see much more
clearly and my hearing is practically per-
fect.

“The culmination of these disturbing
signals of retrogression has come with the
newest posters. It is their appearance that
forces me to face the facts. Behind the
crowds we glimpse new appeals, many
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and insistent—'BUY VICTORY LOAN
BONDS!” From the number of them to
be seen, one would think we were back
in the happy days of 1919, when the sol-

diers were coming home from the World
War.

¢ AY TALK with Nellie has been most

comforting and reassuring. It is
hardly likely that we should both be in-
sane and have identical symptoms. The
inescapable conclusion that I dreaded to
put into words is so—it must be so. In
some unaccountable manner, we are #n-
living life! Time is going backward!
‘Rugwaartsch,’ the mad Dutchman said
that first day when he turned back from
Flushing; ‘we will go backward'—to Ais
Flushing, the one he knew. Who knows
what Flushing he knew? It must be the
Flushing of another age, or else why
should the deranged wizard (if it is he
who has thus reversed time) choose a path
through time itself? Helpless, we can
only wait and see how far he will take us.
“We are not wholly satisfied with our
new theory. Everything does not go back-
ward; otherwise how could it be possible
for me to write these lines? I think we
are like flies crawling up the walls of an
elevator cab while it is in full descent.
Their own proper movements, relative to
their environment, are upward, but all the
while they are being carried relentlessly
downward. It is a sobering thought. Yet
we are both relieved that we should have
been able to speak it. Nellie admits that
she has been troubled for some time, hesi-
tating to voice the thought. She called my
attention to the subtle way in which our
clothing has been changing, an almost im-
perceptible de-evolution in style.

¢ E ARE now on the lookout for
ways in which to date ourselves in

this headlong plunging into the past.
Shortly after writing the above, we were
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favored with one opportunity not to be
mistaken. It was the night of the Armis-
tice. What a night in the subway! Then
followed, in inverse order, the various is-
sues of the Liberty Bonds. Over forty
years ago—counting time both ways, for-
ward, then again backward—I was up
there, a dollar-a-year man, selling them on
the streets. Now we suffer a new anguish,
imprisoned down here in this racing sub-
way car. The evidence all around us brings
a nostalgia that is almost intolerable. None
of us knows how perfect his memory is
until it 1s thus prompted. But we cannot
go up there, we can only guess at what 1s
going on above us.

“The realization of what is really hap-

pening to us has caused us to be less an-

tagonistic to our conductor. His sullen
brooding makes us wonder whether he is
not a fellow victim, rather than our ab-
ductor, he seems so unaware of us usually.
At other times, we regard him as the prin-
cipal in this drama of the gods and are be-
wildered at the curious twist of Fate-that
has entangled us with the destiny of the
unhappy Van Der Dechen, for unhappy
he certainly is. Our anger at his arrogant
behavior has long since died away. We
can see that some secret sorrow gnaws con-
tinually -at his heart.

““There is een vloek over me, he said
gravely, one day, halting unexpectedly be-
fore us in the midst of one of his agitated
pacings of the aisle. He seemed to be try-
ing to explain—apologize for, if you will
—out situation. ‘Accursed I am, damned!
He drew a great breath, looking at us ap-
pealingly. Then his black mood came back
on him with a rush, and he strode away
growling mighty Dutch oaths. ‘But I will
best them—God Himself shall not pre-
vent me—not if it takes all eternity!’

¢¢\UR orbit is growing more restricted.

It is a long time now since we went
to Brooklyn, and only the other day we

swerved suddenly at Times Square and cut
through to Grand Central. Considering
this circumstance, the type of car we are in
now, and our costumes, we must be in
1905 or thereabouts. That is a year I re-
member with great vividness. It was the
year I first came to New York. I keep’
speculating on what will become of us.
In another year we will have plummeted
the full history of the subway. What
then? Will that be the end?

“Nellie 1s the soul of patience. It is a
ptece of great fortune, a blessing, that since
we were doomed to this wild ride, we hap-
pened in it together. Our friendship has
ripened into a warm affection that lightens
the gloom of this tedious wandering.

“IT MUST have been last night that we

emerged from the caves of Manhat-
tan. Thirty-four years of darkness is ended.
We are now out in the country, going
west. Our vehicle is not the same, it 1s an
old-fashioned day coach, and ahead is a
small locomotive. We cannot see engineer
or fireman, but Van Der Dechen frequently
ventures across the swaying, open platform
and mounts the tender, where he stands
firmly with wide-spread legs, scanning the
country ahead through an old brass long-
glass. His uniform is more nautical than
railroadish—it took the sunlight to show
that to us. There was always the hint of
salt air about him. We should have known
who he was from his insistence on being
addressed as Captain.
“The outside world 7s -moving back-
ward! When we look closely at the wagons
and buggies in the muddy trails alongside

‘the right of way fence, we can see that

the horses or mules are walking or run-
ning backward. But we pass them so
quickly, as a rule, that their real motion is
inconspicuous. We are too grateful for
the sunshine and the trees after so many

years of gloom, to quibble about this
topsy-turvy condition.
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“FIVE yeéars in the open has taught us
much about Nature in reverse. There
1s not so much difference as one would
suppose. It took us a long time to notice
that the sun rose in the west and sank in
the east. Summer follows winter, as it
always has. It was our first spring, or
rather, the season that we have come to
regard as spring, that we were really dis-
concerted. The trees were bare, the skies
cloudy, and the weather cool. We could
not know, at first sight, whether we had
emerged into spring or fall.

“The ground was wet, and gradually
white patches of snow were forming. Soon,
the snow covered everything. The sky
darkened and the snow began to flurry,
drifting and swirling upward, out of sight.
Later we saw the ground covered with
dead leaves, so we thought it must be
fall. Then a few of the trees were seen
to have leaves, then all. Soon the forests
were in the full glory of red and brown
autumn leaves, but in a few weeks those
colors turned gradually through oranges
and yellows to dark greens, and we were
in full summer. Our ‘fall,” which suc-
ceeded the summer, was almost normal,
except toward the end, when the leaves
brightened into paler greens, dwindled lit-
tle by little to mere buds and then disap-
peared within the trees.

“The passage of a troop train, its win-
dows crowded with campaign-hatted heads
and waving arms tells us another war has
begun (or more propetly, ended). The
soldiers are returning from Cuba. Our
wars, in this backward way by which we
approach them, begin with victory cele-
brations and end in anxiety! More nos-
talgita—I finished that war as a major. I
keep looking eagerly at the throngs on the
platforms of the railroad stations as we
sweep by them, hoping to sight a familiar
face among the yellow-legged cavalry.
More than eighly yeats ago it was, as I
reckon it, forty years of it spent on the

road to senility and another forty back to
the prime of life.

“Somewhere among those blue-uni-
formed veterans am I, in my original
phase, I cannot know just where, bécause
my memory is vague as to the dates. I
have caught myself entertaining the idea
of stopping this giddy flight into the past,
of getting out and finding my way to my
former home. Only, if I could, I would
be creating tremendous problems—there
would have to be some sort of mutual ac-
commodation between my alter ego and
me. It looks impossible, and there are no
precedents to guide us.

“Then, all my affairs have become com-
plicated by the existence of Nell. She and
I have had many talks about this strange
state of affairs, but they are rarely conclu-
sive. I think I must have over-estimated
her judgment a little in the beginning.
But it really doesn’t matter. She has de
veloped into a stunning woman and her
quick, ready sympathy makes up for het
lack in that direction. I glory particularly
in her hair, which she lets down some days.
It is thick and long and beautifully wavy,
as hair should be. We often sit on the
back platform and she allows it to blow
free in the breeze, all the time laughing at
me because I adore it so.

“Captain Van Der Dechen notices us
not at all, unless in scorn. His mind, his
whole being, is centered on getting back to
Flushing—Azs Flushing, that he calls
Vlissingen—wherever that may be in time
or space. Well, it appears that he is tak-
ing us back, too, but it is backward in time
for us. As for him, time seems meaning-
less. He is unchangeable. Not a single
hair of that piratical beard has altered since
that far-future day of long ago when he
broke our car away from the Interboro
train in Queens. Perhaps he suffers from
the same sort of unpleasant immortality the
mythical Wandering Jew is said to be
afflicted with—otherwise why should he
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complain so bitterly of the curse he says is
upon him?

“Nowadays he talks to himself much
of the time, mainly about his ship. It is
that which he hopes to find since the
Flushing beyond New York proved not
to be the one he strove for. He says he
left it cruising along a rocky coast. He
has either forgotten where he left it or it is
no longer there, for we have gone to all
the coastal points touched by the railroads.
Each failure brings fresh storms of rage
and blasphemy; not even perpetual frus-
tration seems to abate the man’s determina-
tion or capacity for fury.

ErMHAT Dutchman has switched trains

on us again! This one hasn't even
Pintsch gas, nothing but coal oil. It is

smoky and it stinks. The engine 1s a wood-

burner with a balloon stack. The sparks
are very bad and we cough a lot.

“I went last night when the Dutchman
wasn't looking and took a look into the
cab of the engine. There is no crew and
I found the throttle closed. A few years
back that would have struck me as odd,
but now I have to accept it. I did mean to
stop the train so I could take Nell off, but
there is no way to stop it. It just goes
along, I don’t know how.

“On the way back I met the Dutchman,
shouting and swearing the way he does,
on the forward platform. 1 tried to throw
him off the train. I am as big and strong
as he is and I don’t see why I should put
up with his overbearing ways. But when
I went to grab him, my hands closed right
through. The man 1s not reall It is
strange I never noticed that before. May-
be that is why there is no way to stop the
train, and why nobody ever seems to no-
tice us. Maybe the train is not real, either.
I must look tomorrow and see whether it
casts a shadow. Perhaps even we are
Aot .
“But Nell 1s real. I £now that.

“THE other night we passed a de