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‘A mighty good friend fo have around!

E’S up there, high in the sky, a brave,

fast-flying little fighter, picking oft
the enemies of the lumbering bomber
below .. . . a friend indeed in a great
adventure. :

In the little emergencies of home
Listerine Antiseptic is that kind of a friend
—one that looks out foryou, watches over
you, and pitches in and helps you when

you need it most.

Keep Listerine Antiseptic always handy
in your medicine kit. There will be count-
less times when you will be thankful for
the quick, business-like way it attacks
threatening germs.

For more than 60 years it has been a
dependable first-aid in situations where

THE DELIGHTFUL FIRST-AID

WITH

rapid antiseptic action with complete
safety was the prime requirement.

Aside from this, remember its wondet-
ful test record in combating colds and
sore throat. Tests made over a period of
12 years showed that those who gargled
Listerine Antiseptic twice daily had fewer
colds and usually milder ones, and fewer
sore throats, than non-users.

Yes, indeed, Listerine Antiseptic is a
good friend to have around any time . ..
doubly so in an emergency.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louzs, Mo.

LISTERINE
ANTISEPTIC

QUICK GERM-KILLING POWER
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‘with 6 Big Kits
of Radio Paris | Send You

Here's a praclical way to learn Radio at home
in spare time — to train for a zood Radio job, or
start your own spare time or full time Radio
Service Business! You get Radio EXPERIENCE
building real Radio Circuits with kits of parts I
send. You get solid KNOWLEDGE of Radio,
Television, Electronie fundamentals from my easy-
to-grasp lessons. You follow the methods that
helped hundreds of beginners make $5, $10
EXTRA a week in spare time while learning.

Future Looks Bright for Trained
Radio Techricians, Operators

The Radio Repair Business is booming. Profits
are larpe and peacetime prospects are bright.
Broadeasting Stations, Aviation Radio, Police -
Radio, Loudspeaker Systems, Radio Manufactur-
ing, all employ trained Radio men at good pay.

Be Ready ¥c Cush in on Jobs Coming
With Teievision, Electronics

Think of the NEW jobs that Television, Fre-
quency Modulation, Electronics, other Radio de-
velopments promise for the peacetime future.
¥You have a real opportunity. I will train you to
¢ash in when amazing wartime Radio develop-
ments are released for unlimited peace-time use.

Mail Ceupon for Free Copy of Lesson
gnd 64-Page lilustroted Book

T will send you FREE, a sample Lesgon, “Geg=
ting Acguainted with Receiver Servicing,”” to show
vou how practical it is to train for Radio in spare
time. And with it T’'ll send FREE, my 64-page,
iliustrated boolk, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio.”
¥t deseribes many fascinating jobs in Radio, tells
how you can get started. No obligation — no
galesman will eall. Just mail coupon in an en-
velope or paste it on a penny postal.—J. E. SiilTH,
President, Depf. 5BM, National Radio Insfitute,
Weashingion 9, D. C.

My Cource includes Training in

TELEVISION ¢ ELECTRONICS
FREQUENCY RMOBULATION

Radlo Servicing payg many good money for
s tull time work, Many others make $5, $10
: & Week EXTRA fixing Radios in spare time.

Ger 8ot
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2ives you waluable
experience. Provides
amplitude - modulated
signals for test and
experiment purposes.
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Yeu build this

el

SUPERHETERODYNE
........ CIRCUIT that bringsinlocal
SR e e and distant stations. You

get praetical experience
putting this set through
~ faseinating tests!

; You butld this
MEASURING ENSTRUMENT
yvourself early in the course — use it
for practical Radio work en neigh-
borhood Radios to pick up EXTRA
gpare time money!

s
-------

~Sample Lesson'FREE
X Gives hinte on Recoiver Servie-

ety ing, Locating Defects, Repair of
@:  Loudspeaker, I.F. Transformer,
5 Gang Tuner Condenser, eic., 81
ilustrations. Study it—keepn it
— uge it-—without obligation!
Eg-;;ll Coupon NOW for your* el ooy g

le
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MRB. 1. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 5EN
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D. G,

Mail me FRERE, without obligation, Sample Lezson
and 64-pare book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio,”
(No Salesman will eall. Please write plainly.)
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LORDS OF THE GHOSTLANDS ¢ ¢ ¢ &« ¢ ¢ « s« o« o Seabury Quinn 8

To be jerked out of the quiet restfulness of your grave and shipped across four
thousand miles of water . . . but then any mummy might be called unlucky!

SHORT STORIES
IN THE BEGINNING . ¢ ¢ s« s« « o s s s s o s « « H. Bedford-Jones 24

Did you ever hear of an office safe that contained a link with the
philosophers, magicians and soothsayers of past ages?

A BIRTHDAY PRESENT FOR TOMMY . . . ¢« o« + o+ o Charles King 33

The way to conquer horror is to bring your fears out into the open;
but you can’t bring THEM out inio the open. . . .

THE PERIPATETICCORPSE . . « o « 2 o s« o« s« o s s Harold Lawlor 38

The funniest part about g corpse walking into the morgue by
itself is that it just couldw’t happen — could 11? |

THE SHONOKINS . . ¢« ¢« &« ¢« ¢« « « « « . « « Manly Wade Wellman 48

Precautions against the Shonokins are not like precautions
against anything else in this world or out of it

PLEASE GO WAY ANDLET ME SLEEP . . . . . « o Helen W, Kasson 56

The family was gathered just as it would have been gathered in
any other room . . . only this was the crypt

ALUANNAH . ¢ « ¢ « o s s 2 o« o a 4 s a5 o =« =% Stephen Grendon 64

Any senstéive, imaginative child lives in a world of make-believe —
at least “make-believe” is what the prosaic mind calls it

THE TOMBSTONE . . . . « « « 2 « s+ + + o« & » « Ray Bradbury 72
“No dead man’s going to rest easy with strange folks
sleeping right on top of him”

SECOND CHILDHOOD ° e s a o & s 3 & 4 U £ L a @ o JH.{.‘:I{ Si‘lﬂW‘ 76

As one approaches the end of life’s long journey
memory becomes brilliantly clear and vivid

ASIP WITH SATAN . ¢« &+ ¢« « s s s o ¢« o« s o » Roger S, Vreeland 80

Just one old man alone in a f!ace big enough for a hotel.

And the THINGS he did, well, what do you think?

VERSE

QUEST UNHALLOWED . « s« 3 ¢ o & 5 3 6 6 % o % o o Page Cﬁoper 3
BEWITCHED G vire W oere W Ws e W E s v w e e o WAlaTd N - Marsh 32
WIND WALKS NOT A ONI e S e & e 5 e E A . Dan Eﬂllf 5D

SUPERSTITIONS AND TABOOS . ¢« ¢« ¢« « 2 ¢« ¢ ¢« s o Irwin J. Weill 63
THE EYRIE AND WEIRD TALES CLUB . « ¢« ¢« o ¢ ¢« o ¢« « s - <« . 93

Except for personal experiences the contents of this magazine is fiction. Any use
of the name of any living person or reference to actual events is purely coincidental.

sfasr
patsl

Published bi-monthly by Weird Taies, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. Reentered as second-class matter
danuary 26, 19490, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 15 cents.
Subscription rates: One vear in the United States and possessions, 90¢. Foreign and Canadian postage extra.
English Office: &barles Lavell, Limited, 4 Clements Inn, Strand, London, W.C.2, England. The publishers are not
responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuseripts although every care will be taken of such material while in their

possession. Copyright, 1944, by Weird Tales. Copyrighted in Great Britain, s 173
- Title registered in U. S. Patent Office. FHRSEI
PRINTED IN THE U, S. a. Vol. 88, No. 4

D. McILWRAITH, Editor. LAMONT BUCHANAN, Associale Edilors
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MORTAL lips will never touch you,

-~ Mortal eye or hand or thigh or breast
Give you comfort of delight of loving,
Give you ecstasy or rest.

Thrall to phantom lips that sear you,

Burn your trembling flesh with bliss designed
For the angels, eyes whose lonely glory
Strikes you impotent and blind.

Stumbling through yous finite paces

Hounded by a dream, you'll pray ~
to die,

End this hot unhallowed lust for
beauty

Mortals may not live to spy.




Are You LOSING MONEY on Work You Can’t Handle?
LOSING IME o

f= N0 MATTER HOW TOUGH
- A JOS LIMPS (N
|

2 = JUST LOOK INTD
MoToRE AUTO REPAIR MANUAL

S FOLLOW SIMPLE STEP-BY-5TSP
INSTRUCTIONS |

e COLLECT A NEAT PROFIT— :
« ON A JOB YOU THOUGHT YoU
WERE "TODBUSY TO HANDLE"

oo,

Same_ FRE
Applies on

es, Toraue DIVIC
%ﬁlsem Brakes, Steering,
hox in coupon abt right.

E 7[::. Offer
MzTnR' %

TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL

tvpes Gasoline En=
Gwersmggléls,mriasselm&nﬂ} el

ines; ! ToR's
vernors, Lubrication, Mo

Iglﬁ}%g' Eﬁ?ﬁ%ﬂmﬂ. Starters, 'FG:'E_E.ET:' manuais -nsu

ators, Clutches, Transmissions, gyre high

viders, Transfer

e

n Hard-to-Do Johs?

\ SEE HOW THIS AMAZING NIIA l
DewoRTH 2 MEN" IN YOUR SHop;

" You Can Do ANY Basic Repair

T

Job on ANY Car Built Since 935!

- No need to keep on los-
ing money on Jjobs you
just don’'t have time, or
enough hands, fo dol Ii's
like adding ‘2 mechanics'’
1o your shop when you ﬁut
MoToR's AUTO REPAIR
MANUAL on the job!

With this book on hand
ou can repair anything
rom carburelor to rear end

—more duickly and easily!
Just look up make, model,
and job in the quick index
in © i-;rea.t book—and go
to work! Clear, illustrated
instructions lead you step

by step.

To make such an amaz-
ing book possible, engineer=
editors of MoToR Maga~-
zine collected and ‘“‘broke
down’’ 150 official factory
shop manuals for you,
spotted all vital repair ine
formation you need, dove-
tailed it all into ONE
Eanﬁiy, easy=to=understand

(010} .o

No Other Manual Like If!

This BIG book— 764
papes, is 8% x 11 inches,
bound in sturdy fabric —
brings you nearly 200,000
serviee, repair, adjustment,
replacement, tane-up facts
on every car built from
1535 tp 1942. More than
1,000 cut-away photos, dia-
grams, drawings show you
exactly WHAT io do, HOW

Published by
MoToR, The
Leading Au-
gomofive
Business
Magazine.

standards of

efc. Check gepair work.

Buy War Savings Bonds and Stamps regularly.

to do it! Used by U. S.
Army, trade, technical
schools, thousands of auto
Servicenen.,

The PARTTIATL, Table of
Contents shown here can
only give you an ideg of
all the thousands of jobs
this book covers, Hundreds
of ““war-timely’’ pointers on
maximum mileage and per=
formance with minimum
fuel consumption. Full
wheel alignment data to

prevent tirewaste and wear,

SEND NO MONEY

Just mail cou below—
without money! When post=-
man brings book, payv him
nothing. Pirst make it
show ywyou what it’s got!
Actuglly try it out on &
few extra-tough jobs, See
for yourself how ifs quick
index, easy Iinstructions,
and clear pictures can save
vou time, trouble and
money—how_ the hook can
pay for itself the fAirst few
days you use it!

Unless you agree this is
the greatest time and
work-saver you’ve ever
seen—return book in 1
days and pay nothing.
Mail coupon foday!
MoToR Book Depi., Desk
608, b72 Madison Avenue,
New York 22, N. Y.

l Nearly 200,000 Service and Re-
| pairFactson All These Makes:

§ American Dodge Nash Reo |
¥ Bontam Ford Oldsmobile
{ Auburn Graham  Overland

i Austin Hudson Packard

& Buick Hupmobile Pierce

| ChevroletlLafayetie Plymouth

{ Chrysler Lincoln Pontiac |
d Cord Lincoln Studebaker |
Crosley Zephyr Terraplane

Pe Soto Mercury Willys

i important specifications,

§ Dression Pressure;
j Reading;

‘ Clutch & Brake Specifications; Front §

HE N e i 2

Cadillae La Salie Arrow

764 pages; 50 pages of carburetor
text, charts, illustrations, covering
all models.

Over 500 charts, tables covering
clear-
ances, measurements, arranged in
handy {form, including; Tune-up
Chart: Valve DMeasurements: Com-
Torque Wrench
Starting Motor; Fngine
Clearances; Main & Rod Bearing
Journal . Dimenslons; Generator:

Iind Measurements, ete.
Detailed, pictured instructions on
gines; Ilectric, ¥Yuel, Cooling,
Lubricating Systems; Transmissions:
Wheels; Front ¥nds; Universals: |
ERear Ends, ete,, eic. ]

FREE

7-DAY
OFFER

MoToR Book Department, Desk 69B, 572 Madison Ave., New York 22, N.

Bush to me at once:

{check box opposite

_—_—m-__——
Y. |
you want).

bools

MeTeR's AUTO REPAIR MANUAL, If O.K. I will remit $1 in
T days, and $1 monthly for 4 months, plus 35c delivery charge with

final payment (35.35 in all).
1 days.

L]

| / _ Otherwise I will return book postpaid in
(Fereion price, remit $7 cash with order.)
MaToR's TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL,
O.K, I will remit $2 in 7 days, and §2 monthly for 3 months, plus
35e delivery charges with final payment ($8.35 in all),

(Deseribed at left.) If

return book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $!1 cash with order.)

Pl’iﬂt NEEIEI NEN N Y EEN N ENEE F N T E R IR TR B RN W NN RN N RN N ﬂg&.;.;-

Print Address
City

Htate
SAVE 35¢!
(Check, M. 0O,)

11111 s FrARSEeSA B eBE B

& R AR AR SRy A

Ye pay postare If you ENCLOSE fi'l payment.
Same 7-day return-refund privilege.

I FE AN TR AN R Y E N Y N P S R N R R R RN

Zona No.

Otherwize I will l

e e T S (if aNY).sese

e Ve omedm el DRSO G Meatd SRS ST RS SRR

PLEASE mention NEWSSTAND FictioN UnNIT when answering advertisements
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T euths ﬂczt #dve feen
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FOR every word that has left the lips of bishops or states-
men to enlighten man, a thousand have been withheid.
For every book: publicly exposed to the inquiring mind, one
hundred more have been suppressed—damred o oblivion. Each
year of progress has been wilfully delayed centuries. Wisdom
has had to filter through biased, secret sessions or ecclesiastical
council meetings, where high dignitaries of state and church
alone proclaimed what man should know.

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

THIS free BOOK OF EXPLANATION

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

Ihe ROSICRUCIANS (AMORCQC)

SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U.S. A.

]
| S P = p wp v ooy s ew ER F G BB PR S e B e ol e e

R

''''''''

TR P e S S R B B e T T e e S S R E TS e e - -

Scribe H. D. G.
THE ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
Resicrucian Park, San jJose, California, U.S.A.

Please send me your FREE Sealed Boek. I
am sincerely interested in icamning how I may
receive these long-concealed facts of life.

Hﬂme..n....-"..._"... A EE S R '-..1.11-.1.1- sEmsEFRE AR T F R E L

Addres'a---l-l il jeapafiinsaidsdinisiddigeeagnepeigiadgras apnnampew gL EE A

Eam e wmm T = ﬁ:ﬂ'“ﬂ---.*'-ﬂﬂ L F o F = o rl!t

PLEASE mention NEWSSTAND FICTION UNIT when answering advertisements
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Tﬁe‘f"'ww OF SILENCE HAS BEEN BROKEN !

#The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” the author says, “All the Mysteries of Life
“from the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyund It tells you the particular day and hour to

do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”

Heo claims, ‘“The power i{o get whal you want revealed at marvels were aimost beyond belief. You, too, ean learn io do
Iaat for tha first time since the dawn of creation, The yery them all with the instructions written in this Book,”” Lewis
same power which the ancient €Chaldeans, Cuthic, Priests, de Claremont claims, “It would be & shame if t.heaar things
Fgyptians, Pabylonians, and Stumeriang used iz at our dis- could all be yours and you failed to grasp them.”

Pposal tﬂday."
' He claimsg, “‘It i3 every man’s birthrizht to have these thingd

He says, “Follow the simple directions, and you ecan do
anyihing you desire. No one can tell how thess Master of life: MONEY! GOOD HEALTH! HAPPINESS! If voul lacic
any of thess, then this book has an imporitant message forf

Forces are used withont knowing about this book, but with it
vod. No matter what you need, there exisis a spiritual power

you can mold anyone to your willL™
¥rom this book, He says, ““You can learn ths arts of an which is abundantly able io hnﬂg you whatever things you

pld Science g8 pracilced by the Ancient Priestly Orders. Their neead.”

OVERCOME ALL ENEMIES.OBS TACLES’&H/BOEN FEARS
ARE YOU CROSSED IN ANY WAY?

The Seven Keys to Power, Lewis de Claremont says, shows you
how to remove and e¢ast it back.

The Book Purports to Tell You How to—

Gain the love of the opposiie gex,
Unite people for marriages.
Obtain properly.

Make people do your bidding,
Make any person love you,

Make people bring back etolen
goods,

Maks anyone lucky in sany gamesd,

Cure any kind of sickness with-
ouf medicine,

Get any job you want,

Cast a spell on snyone, no mags
ter where they are.

(Glet people out of law suity,
couris, or prison,

Banish all mlizery,

:ain the mastery of all things.

Regain your youth and vigor,

Choose words according to an=
cient, holy methods,

THE ONLY TRUE BOOK OF SUPREME MASTERSHIP!

inpg it.
hesgitate,
tice.
worth,

rush. your order for this book NOW.

MR LUCK’S CURIO COD., Dept. 702
213 N. Michigan Avenue,
GChicago 1, iilinois,

This coupon is worth $1.00 to you.
Power—Rerularly $2 for only $1.

N W -

If you wish we Prust You. . .
few pennies Postarce,

Thias i3 the Power, He says, from which the old masters gained their
knowledge and from whleh t,hezr sold limitless poriions to certain favored
Kings, Priests, and others at high priees, but never to be revealed under
& YowW, the nﬂiatwn of which entalled severe punishment,

THE VOW HAS NOW

This book, he claims, shows wou the pecrets of old which when prop=
erly applied makes you able to control the will of ali without their know=-
II you have a problem and you wish to solve it,
Advertisements cannot deseribe nor do thiz wonderful book jus-
You musf read it and digest its meaning, fto really appreciate itg

T L}
1

: Attach a Monsy Order for 31
io this coupon and we will send you your copy of The

H’H’mﬂ e R e R R & LB B I A T B A E N L N N N Y E RS P R R

ﬁddrﬂﬂﬂ sp il ssonnPass s sl sRanR R dBbBdndbr e adrnsraend b idrsbad w8

I Eity et vt e Lt B L SR LR B N S L E N S NN ENS R R LER S KRS K stﬂtﬁiiiliiiiliiiii

SEND NO MONEY!

. Pay Postman $£1 on delivery plus a
Check here ( ). o

e A R £ ma RS e NS DR A D R ES NN 50 - EE0 GRS ) R 5E R R P ]

BEEN EROKEN

ke says, don't

GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY BREFUNDED

Only a limited number available for sale, so don’t Wwait.
It is worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will

{

iﬂ“ﬂ'ﬂ‘lﬁﬂl!ll

Seven XKeys to

PLEASE mention NEWSSTAND FicTioN UnNrr when answering advertisements



AMAZING NEW

$' COSTS LESS THAN
| chsH BENEFITS i

e st For Accidental Loss of Life, erb. 5
i o S _'i-ﬂ: or Slght up io sednsescnads bseee 1I"
. ACCIDENT

. ¢ ¥ BENEFITS 2 400 ﬂﬂ
S R = For Accident Disability, policy pays

5 S 25 up ie $160 a month for as leng as

':'f e e 1 24 months, or UP D asccccssocsece

i _n
iiiiii

e
-----
‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

. . v SICKNESS
GENEEITS
"% For Sickness Disability, policy pnys }
: o for as long as 3 months, a monthly
INCOME UP t0eccsvsece 9eocss0scee _

L
-
5
'I"" lllllllll
Ay
S e posam o
s e e s S e Y
% A Rt

o SRR (E |
R R R EXPENSES -
e Eﬁjﬁh i a:‘:‘*s:-:z:-;i";;: e L : 2 255
5 'i!ﬁr‘_ kS x?..s::. G '&-:;:3_.,-953;?:: : -,_“-“'?‘-t-?ﬁ:-.’ Policypays for “hospitalization” from J§ B B
o : either sickuness or accident, includ- * E
R ing room at $5.00 per day, to over .. @& a2 '

(/4 Azmd PROTECTION! . . .
(€ash for almost everyemergency! Benefits that are big enough H 0 M Eﬂ i [:n l Exﬂ MI HATB a H EEQ " B H EB y

to be worthwhile . . . yet, this extra-liberal **Gold Seal'” No red tape! Fast Service! Policy issued BY
Policy, issued by old-line LEGAL RESERVE Service Life In- MAIL at big savings to men and women,
surance Company acfually costs less than S1 per month. ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent for 10 Days’
|Here is the protection you need, and should have, at a price FREE Examination. Write for it today. No

vou CAN afford. It is an extra-liberal policy that provides cost. No obligation. No salesman wiil call. /}
IOUIGK CASH to pay doctor bills, hospital bills, for medicines, Use coupon below. Do it today! Provide for [
-iﬂr Ioss of time and other pressing demands for cash that tomorrow! _ j
\invariably come when sickness or accident strikes.

DON'T TAKE CHANCES! Act Today!

Tomorrow May Be Too Late!

[EHere is a policy that pays, as specified, for ANY and ALL acci-
‘dents, ALL the common sicknesses, even for minor injuries:
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ULES DE GRANDIN passed the
brandy sniffer back and forth beneath
. his nose, savoring the bouquet of the
fune champagne with the keen appreciation
of a connoisseur. He took a light, prelimi-
paty sip, and his expression of delight be-
came positively ecstatic. “Parblen,” he mut-
mured, “as my good friend Francois Rabel-
ais was wont to say, ‘Good wine is the living
soul of the grape, but good brandy is the
living spirit of the wine,” and—"

“The devil!” Dir. Taylor broke in as a
netvous movement of his.elbow dislodged
the bubble-thin inhaler from the tabourette
beside his elbow and sent it crashing to the
floor.

“Quel dommage—what a pity!” consoled
de Grandin. “To lose the lovely crystal is 2

misfortune, Monsienr, but the viexx cognac,
he are priceless, to lose her are a calamity,
no less!”

“You're not just saying that!” Dr. Taylor
answered grimly. “That’s the last bottle of
Jérébme Napoleon in my cellar, and heaven
only knows when I'll get a replacement.
These things always seem to run in threes.
This morning at breakfast I upset my coffee
cup, this afternoon I nearly dropped a bit of
absolutely priceless papyrus in the fire, now”
—he broke off with a grimace of self-dis-
gust—"'I hope I've completed the cycle.”

“One understands, Monszenr,” de Gran-
din nodded commiseratingly. “It is the
times—the strain of war, the—"

“We can’t blame this on the war,” Taylor
denied. "I hate to confess it, but I've been

Heading by A. R. TILBURNE




By SEABURY QUINN

jumpy as a bit of popcorn in a popper for
the past few days. My goat’s gone.”

“Comment?” de Grandin’s brows went
up the barest fraction of an inch. “He was
a valuable animal, this goat of yours, Mox-
szeur?”

Despite himself our host gave vent to a
shott laugh. “Very, Dr. de Grandin. Unless
I get him back again I shall—oh, T'll not
pull your leg. To lose one’s goat is an
American idiom meaning to become utterly
demoralized. It’s that dam’ mummy that is
driving me almost to distraction.”

This time de Grandin was not to be
caught napping. “Translate, if you will be
so kind, Friend Trowbridge,” he begged.
“Is it another of his idioms—is the mummy
to which he refers a genuine cadavre, ot
pethaps a papa’s wife, or a mother—"

“No!” Dr. Taylor held explosive laugh-
ter in by main force. “This is no idiom, Dir.

de Grandin. I wish it were. The fact is that
though I'm not superstitious I've had a bad
case of the jitters since last week when they
brought out a new mummy at the Museum.
It had been greatly delayed in transit due to
the war, and when it came it took us all by
surprise. Several of our younger men have
joined the services, so I took it in charge. I
wish I hadn’t now, for unless I'm much mis-
taken it's what's called “unlucky,” and—well,
as I've said, I'm not superstitious, but . . .~

I should think that any mummy might
be called unlucky,” I put in rather fatuously.
“To be jerked out of the quiet restfulness of
your grave and shipped across four thousand
miles of water, then exhibited for people
whom you'd call barbarians to gawk at—"

D ]Y FAINT attempt at humor was com-
pletely lost on Dr. Taylor. “When an
Egyptologist refers to a mummy as unlucky

T he ancient gods of E gypt have the power to punish those disturbin £
| the tombs of mummnies
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he has reference to its effect on the living,
not to its peculiar Juck or lack of it,” he cut
in almost sharply. “Call it nonsense if you
will—and probably you will—but the fact 1s
there seems some substance to the belief that
the ancient gods of Egypt have the power to
punish those disturbing the mummies of
people dying in apostacy. Such mummies are
referred to 1n the trade as ‘unlucky —un-
hacky for the people who find them ot have
anything to do with them. Tutankhamen is
the classic example of this. He was a noted
heretic in his day, you know, and had given
great offense to the ‘Old Ones’ or their
priests, which in the long run amounted to
the same thing. So when he died, although
they gave him an elaborate funetal, they set
no image of Amen-Ra at the prow of the
boat that ferried him across the Lake of the
Dead, and the plaques of Seb, Tem,
Nepthys, Osiris and Isis were not prepared

to go with him into the tomb. Notwith- -

standing his belated efforts to be reconciled
with' the priesthood, Tutankhamen was little
better than an atheist according to contem-
poraty Egyptian theology, and the wrath of
the gods followed him beyond the grave. It
was not their wish that his name be pre-
served to posterity or that any of his relics
be brought to light.

“Now, just consider .contemporaty hap-
penings: In 1922 Lord Carnavon located
the tomb. He had four associates. Carnavon

and three of these associates died within a
year or so of the opening of the tomb. Colo-
nel Hetbert and Dr. Evelyn-White werte
among the first to entet the tomb. Both died
within twelve menths. Sir Archibald Doug-
lass was engaged to make X-rays of the
mummy. He died almost before the plates
could be developed. Six of the seven French
journalists who went into the tomb shottly
after it was opened died in less than a year,
and almost every workman engaged in the
excavations died before he had a chance to
spend his pay. Some of these people died
one way, some another. The fact is: they all
died.

“Not only that: Even minor asticles taken
from Tut’s tomb seem to exercise malign
influence. There is proof absolute that at-
tendants at the Cairo Museum whose dufies
keep them in or even near the room where
Tutankhamen’s relics are displayed sicken or
die for no apparent reason. D’'ye wonder
that they calkhim an ‘unlucky’ mummy?”

- “Bien, Monsteur. E¢ puis?” de Grandin
prompted as our host lapsed into moody
silence.

“Just this,” responded Dr. Taylor. “This
mummy I've had wished on me is dam’ pe-
culiar. It’s Eighteenth Dynasty work, that
much is plain, but unlike anything I ever
saw before. There i1s no face mask nor fu-
nerary statue, either on the mummy ot in
the coffin, and the case itself is bare of writ-
ing, The old Egyptians always wrote the
titles and brographies of the dead upon their
coffins, you know, but this case is just bare,
virgin wood; a beautiful shell of thin hard
cedar to which not even varnish has been ap-
plied. Most mummy case lids are held in
place by four little flanges, two to a side,
which sink into mortises cut in the lower
section and are held in place by hardwoeod
dowels. This case has eight, three to each
side and one at each end. They must have
wanted to make sure that whoever was fas-
tened in that coffin wouldn’t break out. Fur-
thermore—and this is more than merely un-
usual, it’s absolutely unique—the bottom of -
the cofin is strewn four inches deep with
spices.”

“Spices?” echoed Jules de Grandin.

“Spices. Yes. We haven't analyzed ’em
all yet, but so far we've identified clove,
spikenatd, cinnamon, aloes, thyme and gin-
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ger, mustard, capsicum and common sodium
chlogide.”

De Grandin pursed his lips in a soundless
whistle, “This are unusual, zrazment,” he
conceded. “And have you unwrapped him
ot perhaps X-rayed her?”

“Well, yes and no.”

- “Comment? Ouwuz ef non? Is this perhaps
some of the famous double talk of which
one hears so much?”

“Not exactly,” our host grinned. “I
meant to say that I've unwrapped the first
layer of bandages, the crust or shell that’s
plastered with bitumen, you know, and sub-
jected the mummy wrapped in its inner
bandages, to the fluoroscope—"

“Yes? And then, Monsienr?” de Grandin
prompted as Dr. Taylor paused so long it
seemed he had no more to say.~

“That’s just it, Dr. de Grandin. It isn’t
well at all. What I've found confirms my
first suspictons that I've an ‘unlucky’
mummy on my hands,

“Woeltjin, Dr. Oris Woeltjin, found this
mummy in a cleverly hidden tomb between
Nagada and Dér El-Bahri, on the very east-
—ern border of the Lybian Desert, territory
given up as thoroughly worked ovet years
ago. While they were excavating two of his
fallaheen were bitten by tomb spidets and
died in terrible convulsions. That in itself
was unusual, for while the Egyptian tomb
spider’s an ugly-looking brute, he’s not par-
ticularly venomous; I've been bitten by ‘em
half a dozen times and not suffered half as
much as when stung by a scorpion. This
must have impressed the rest of his work-
men, too, for they deserted in a body, but
Woeltjin stuck it out, and with the help of
such neighborhood men as he could hire for
double wages he finally reached the funerary
chamber.

“That was only the beginning. He had
the devil’s own time getting down the Nile
with it. Half the crew of his dehabeeyalhs
came down with some sort of mystetious
fever, several of ’em died and all the rest
went overside, so it was almost two weeks
before he’'d finished a trip which 1n ordinaty
circamstances would have taken five days at
most. The Egyptian government doesn’t let
you take a mummy out these days, but
Woeltjin was an old hand at the game. He
wheedled where he could and bribed where

he had to, and finally smuggled the thing
out disguised as a crate of Smyrna sponges;
got it as far as Liverpool, and died. _

“The mummy knocked around the
whatves and warehouses at Liverpool for al-
most two years, the war kept it there still.
longer, but finally it arrived, and—believe it
or not!—our shipping department actually
took it for a lot of sponges and let it lie
around out storeroom almost two mote
years. The curator discovered it putely by
accident last week, Well, with that back-
ground, what I-found yesterday just about
confirmed my suspicions that the thing’s un-
lucky.”

ULES DE GRANDIN leaned forward in
his chait. “Non d’un million moustiques
pestiféres, Monsienr, what was it you dis-
covered?”’ he demanded. "Me, I am con-
sumed with curiosity.”

Taylor smiled a trifle grimly. “The fluoro-
scope revealed the bony structure of the
chest had been broken. Either she had died
from an injury in what corresponded to the
modern traffic accident, or”’—he paused and
took a sip of brandy— "she ﬂuffercd death
by a ritual roughly corresponding to the
peine forte et dure of the medieval English
ctiminal courts——crushed to death beneath a
great ptle of rocks, you know.”

“But 1t might have been an accident,” I

- objected. “Those two-wheeled chariots of
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ancient days weren't very stable vehicles,
and it would have been quite possible—"
~ “Possible, but not probable, in view of
what the papyrus says,” Dt. Taylor cut m.

“1-found the sheet of writing tucked be-
tween two layers of bandages— sutrepti-
tiously, I'd say—just after I'd completed my
fluoroscopic inspection.”

De Grandin tweaked the needle-points of
his small wheat-blond mustache. “Tens,
Monszenr, why do you torment us thus, mak-
ing a long stoty still lenger? What did it
say, this twenty-times-accursed papyrus of
yours?”

“Plenty,” Dr. Taylor answered. "I
haven’t finished translating it, but evea its
beginning has an air of eerie mystery. She
describes herself as Nefra-Kemmah, servant
of the Most High Mother, the Hotned One,
the Lady of the Moon—in fine, a priestess
of the Goddess Isis. You get the implica-
tion?” |

I shook my head; de Grandin leveled one
of his unwinking cat-stares at our host, but
made no answer,

_“The priestess of Isis, unlike the servants
of all other Mother-Goddesses of ancient
days—Aphrodite and Tanith, for instance—
were vowed to chastity and were as com-
pletely celebate as Vestal Virgins or Chris-
tian nuns. If one of them forgot her sacred
obligations even to the small extent of look-
ing at or speaking to a man outside the
priesthood the consequences wete decidedly
unpleasant. If she, as the saying goes, ‘loved
not wisely but too well,” death by torture
was the penalty. This might take several
forms, Burial alive, wrapped and bandaged
like a mummy, but with the face exposed to
permit breathing, was one form of inflicting
the punishment. Another was to crush her
erring heart to pulp beneath a great pile of
stones. . . .”

“Parbley,” de Grandin murmured, “This
poor one, then, was one of those unfortu-
nates—"

“ Al signs point to it. She was a priestess,
vowed to chastity on pain of death; her ribs
have been crushed in: her coffin bears no in-
scription, not even so much as a brush mark.
It seems not only death, but oblivion had
been her potion. Now, perhaps, you under-
stand why I'm inclined to be jumpy. It’s all
right to say ‘stuff and nonsense’ when you

hear unlucky mummies talked of, but any
Egyptologist can cite instance after instance
of ‘accidents’ occutring to those who come
in contact with the mummies of those who
died under interdict.”

“What else did the papyrus say—ot have

“you gotten any farther?” I asked.

“Humph. The farther I get into it the
mote I'm puzzled. You know semething of
Egyptian medical ideas?”

“A little,” Jules de Grandin admitted,
“but I would not presume to discuss them
with you, Monszenr.”

TAYI.OR smiled appreciation of the com-

liment. =

“They had some odd notions. They
thought, for instance, that the arteries con-
tained air, that the seat of the emotions was
the heart, and that anger generated in the
spleen.”

“Perfectly,” de Grandin nodded.

“But they were far in advance of their
contemporaries, and even of the Greeks and
Romans, for they had dpartly grasped the
truth that reason resided in the brain. Re-
member that, for what comes next ties in
with it. |

“The Egyptians wete probably the fitst
great people of antiquity to formulate a defi-
nite idea of immortality. That was their
reason for mummification of their dead.
They believed that when three thousand
years had passed the soul returned to claim
its body, and without a fleshy tenement to
welcome it, it would have to wander bodi-
less and homeless in Amenti, the realm of
the damned. As the Priestess Nefra-Kem-
mah lived during the XVIIIth Dynasty—
roughly somewhere between 1575 and 1359
B.C., she should now be about ready—"

“Ah?” murmured Jules de Grandin. “Ab-
ba? You think—"

“I don't think anything. I'm only puz-
zled. Instead of praying to the gods to guide
her wandering £a or vital principle back to
her waiting body, Nefra-Kemmah asserts—
states positively—she will rise again with
the help of one who lives, and by the powet
of the brain. That is absolutely unique.
Never before, to my knowledge, has such a
thing been heard of. Even those who died
apostate sought the pity of the gods and
begged forgiveness for their sin of unbelief,
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beseeching divine assistance in attaining
tesurrection. This little priestess declares
categorically she will rise again with the
help of a living human being and by the
power of the brain.” He drew an envelope
from his pocket and scribbled a notation on
it.

“Repeatedly I found these idiographs,”
he told us as he held the paper out for our
inspection. |

“The first one signifies ‘arise,” or, by ex-
tension, ‘I shall arise,” and the second means
almost, though not quite, the same thing.
‘Awarke,’ or ‘I shall awake to life’ And
always, she repeats that she will do it by
the power of the brain, which complicates
the message still farther.”

“How’s that?” 1 asked.

¢4 HY, if she’s a mummy she can have

no brain. One of the first steps of
Egyptian embalming was to withdraw. the
brain by means of a metallic hook inserted
through the nose.”

“She surely must have known that,” I
began, but before our host could answer we
heard laughter on the porch, a key clicked in
the front doot, and Vella Taylor swept into
the drawing room with an unusually good-
looking young soldier in her wake, “Hullo,
Daddy-Man,” she greeted as she planted a
quick kiss on Taylor’s bald spot. “Good
evening, Dr. Trowbridge—Dr. de Grandin,
This 1s Harrock Hall, my most 'special-par-
ticular boy friend. Sorty, I couldn’t be here
for dinner tonight, but Harrock’s ordered

away to camp early tomotrow, so 1 ran
around to his house. It wouldn’t have
seemed fair to have taken him from his
mother and father on his last night home,
and I knew I wanted to be with him just as
much as
drinking? Cognac?” She made a face sug-
gestive of vinegar mixed with castor oil.
“Vile stuft! Come on, treasure,” she linked
her hand in the young soldier’s. “Let’s us
see 1f we can promote some Benedictine and
Spanish brandy. That's got a scratch and
tastes good, too.”

“You will inform us of developments?”
de Grandin asked as we prepared to go.
“This so remarkable young lady who had
courage to defy the priests who had con-
demned her and declared that in spite of

possible, so—what're you folks

their sentence to oblivion she would zise
again, she interests me.”

T MUST have been toward three o’clock
when the persistent ringing of the tele-
phone awakened me. The voice that came
across the wire was agonized, almost hysteri-
cal, but doctors get used to that. “This is
Granville Taylor, Trowbridge. Can you
come right over? It's Vella—she’s had some
sort of setzute, .. .”

“What sort?” I interupted. “Does she
complain of pain?” :

“I don’t know if she’s in pain or not.
She’s unconscious—perfectly rigid, and—"

“T'll be there just as fast as gasoline can
bring me,” I assuted him as I hung up and
fished for the clothes which years of prac-
tice had taught me to keep folded on a bed-
side chait.

“What makes, mon vienx?” de Grandin
asked as he heard me stirring. “Is it that
Monsicur Taylor has met with the accident
he feared—" -'

“No, it’s his daughter. She’s had some
sort of seizure, he says—she’s rigid and un-
conscious.”

“Pardiey, that pretty, happy creature? Let
me go with you, my friend, if you please.
Perhaps I can be of assistance.”

- Her father had not overstated her condi-
tion when he said that Vella was rigid.
From head to foot she was as stiff as some-
thing frozen; taut, hard as a hypnotist's as-
sistant in a trance, We could not chafe her
hands for they were set so stiffly that the
flesh was absolutely unyielding. It might
have been a lovely waxen tailor’s dummy
over which we bent rather than the happy,
vibrant, vital girl to whom we'd said good-
night a few hours before. Treatment was
futile. She lay as hard and rigid as if petri-
fied. As if she had been dead, her tempera-
ture was exactly that of the surrounding at-
mosphete, the uncanny hardness of the flesh
persisted, and she was unresponsive to all
stimuli, save that the pupils of her set and
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staring eyes showed slight contraction when
we flashed 2 light in them. There was prac-
tically no pulse perceptible, and when we
dtove a hypodermic needle in her arm to
administer 2 dose of strychnine, there was
no reflex flinching of the skin, and the im-
pression we had was more like thrusting a

needle through some tough waxy substance
than into living flesh. As far as we could

see vital functions were suspended. Yet she
was not paralyzed in the ordinary sense of
the term. “Of that much we were certain.

“Is—is it epilepsy?” Dr. Taylor asked
fearfully, “Her mother had a brother
who—"

“Non, calm yourself, my friend,” soothed
de Grandin. It is not the epﬂepsy, of that ]
can assure you.” To me he added in 2 whis-
per: “But what it 1s Je bon Dien only
knows!”

The dawn was brightening-in the east
when she began to show signs of recovety.
The dreadful stiffness, so like rigor-mortis,
gave way gradually, and the set and horrified
expression of her eyes was replaced by a
look of recognition. The rigid, hard lines
faded from her cheeks and jaw, and her
slender bosom fluttered with a gasp of res-
piration as a little sigh escaped her. The
words she spoke I could not understand, fot
they were uttered in 2 mumbling v ndertone,
strtung together closely, like an invocation
hurriedly pronounced, but it seemed to me
they had a harsh and guttural sound, as
though containing many consonants, utterly

unlike any lanuguage I had ever hea,rd be--

fore.

Now the whisper gave way to a cha.nt
sung softly in an eerie rising cadence with a
sharply accented note at the end of every
measure. Over and over, the same meaning-
less jargon, a weird and wavering tune
vaguely like a Gregorian chant. One singlé
word I recognized, or thought I did, though
whether it really were a word or whether my
mind broke its syllables apart and fitted
them to the sound of a more ot less familiar
name I could not be sure; but it seemed to
me that constantly recurring in the rapid
fow of mumbled invocation was a sibilant
disyllable, much like the letter s said twice
in quick succession.

“Is she trying to say ‘Isis’?” I asked, rais-
ing my eyes from her ﬂuttermg lips.

De Grandin was regarding her intently

with that fixed, unwmkmg stare which I

had seen him hold for minutes when we
were in the amphitheatre of 2 hospital and
a piece of unique surgery was in Proggess.
He waved an irritated hand at me, but
neither spoke nor shifted the intentness of
his gaze,

The flow of senseless words grew slower,
thinner, as though the force behind the
Lmtchmg red lips were lessening, but the
weird soft chant continued its four soft
minor notes slurred endlessly. Now her
enunciation seemed more perfect, and al-
most without effort we could tecognize a
phrase that kept recurring: O Nefra-Kewm-
mah nehes—INebes, O Nefra-Kemmah!”

“Good God!” exclaimed Dr. Taylor.
"D’ye get it, gentlemen? She’s chanting,
‘Nefra-Kemmab, awake—Arise, O Nefra-
Kemmah! Nefra-Kemmah was the name of
that priestess of Isis I told you of last night,
remember? In her delirium she’s identify-

- ing herself with the mummy!”

“She probably heard you talking of 1t—"

“I'm hanged if she did. You were the
only two to whom I've mentioned it outside
the Museum. I knew de Grandin has a taste
for the occult, and you were to be relied on,
Trowbridge, but as for mentioning that
mummy to anybody else—no! D’ye think I'd
want my daughter to think me a supersti-
tious old fool, or would I court the pitying
smiles of other outsiders? 1 tell you she
never heard that cursed mummy’s name,

e

“S-h-5h, she awakes,” de Grandin warned.

Vela Taylor loocked from Jules de Gran-
din to me, then past us to her father.
“Daddy!” she exclaimed. ~O, Daddy, dear,
I've been so frightened!”

“Frightened, dear? Of what?” Taylor
dropped to his knees beside the bed and
took her hands in his. “Who's been trying
to scare my little girl?”

HE smiled 2 little ruefully. “I—I don't
quite know,” she confessed, “but who-
ever set out to do it surely got away with it.
“1 fhmk 1t must have been those horrlble
old men.”
“Old men, Mademoiselle?” de Grandin
echoed. “"Who and where wete they, ome
asks to know? Tell me and I shall have
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great pleasure in kicking their false teeth
out—" |

“Oh, they weren’t really men at all, just
dream-images, I suppose. But they seemed
terribly real, and oh, how dreadfully afraid
of them I was!”

“Tell us of it, if you please, ma belle.
You have suffered a severe shock. Perhaps it
was the result of nightmare, perhaps not; at
any rate, if you can bring yourself to discuss
the painful subject—"

“Of course, sir. Talking of it may help
sweep my memory clear. Harrock left a
little after you did, for he had to catch an
eatly train this morning, and 1 came right
upstairs and cried myself to sleep. Sometime
this morning—I don’t quite know when, but
it must have been a little before three, for
the moon had risen late and it was vety
bright when 1 awakened—I woke up with a
dreadful sense of thirst. It must have been
that crying made me feel so, I can't account
for it otherwise; at any rate I was utterly de-
hydrated, and went to get a glass of water
from the bathroom tap. When I came back
to my room the first thing that I noticed was
— that a single shaft of moonlight was slanting
through the window and striking full upon
the mirror,” she gestured toward the full-
length glass that stood against the farthet
wall. “Something, 1 don't know what,
seemed urging me to go and look into the
. glass. When 1 stopped before it, it seemed

the moonlight had robbed it of its power of
reflection. I couldn’t see myself in it at all.”

“Ah?” de Grandin nodded. “You cast no
shadow?”

“None at all, sir. Instead, the mirrot
seemed to be glossed over with a layer of
opaque silver—not quite opaque, etther, but
rather irridescent. I could see small points
of light reflected in it, and somehow they
seemed moving, whirling round and round
each other like a swarm of luminous midges,
and burning with an intense blue, cold
flame. Gradually the glowing pinpoints of
light changed from their spinning to a slow,
weaving pattern. The luminous sheet they
spread actoss the mitror seemed breaking
up, forming a definite design of highlights
and shadows. It was as if the mirror were
a window and through it I looked out upon
another world.

_ “The place I looked into was bright with

moonlight, almost as bright as day. It was a
long, wide, lofty collonaded building. I
thought at first from what I'd heard Daddy
say that it must be a temple of some soft,
and in a moment I was sure of it, for I could
hear the tinkling of sistra shaken in unison,
and the low, sweet chanting of the priest-
esses. They knelt in a long double row, those
sweet, slim girls, all gowned in robes of
white linen, with bands of silver set with
lapis lazuli bound about their brows. Theis
heads were bowed and their hands raised
and held at stiff right angles to their wrists
as they sang softly. Presently a young man
came into the temple and walked slowly to-
ward the altar-place. Despite the fact his
head was shaven smooth, I thought him ut-
terly beautiful, with full red lips, a firm,
strong chin and great, soft, thoughtful eyes.
He kept his gaze fixed on the tiles as he .
walked toward the altar, but just before he
put aside the silver veil that hung before the
face of Isis he glanced back and his eyes fell
with a sort of sad reproachfulness upon the
kneeling girl nearest him. I saw a flush,
mount up her throat and cheeks and brow,
and she bent her head still lower as she
sang, but somehow, though she gave no
sign, I knew a thought-message had passed
between them. Then slowly he passed be-
yond the veil and was gone.

“Suddenly to the chanting of the priest-
esses was joined the heavier chant of men
singing in a sort of harsh harmony. Instinc-
tively I knew what was transpiring. The
young man I had seen had gone into the
sanctuary of Great Isis to become one of her
priests. He was being initiated into her mys-
teries. She would flood him with her spirit,
and he would be hers for eternity, He would
put away the love of woman and the hope
of children, and devote himself whole-
heartedly to the service of the Great All-
Mother. The priestess I had seen blush knew
it, too, for I could see the tears fall from be-
neath her lowered lids, and her slender body
shook with sobs which she could not control.

“Then slowly, as if steam were forming
on the mirror, evetything became cloudy,
and in a moment the scene in the temple was
completely hidden, but gradually the vapos
cleared away and I was looking out into
bright daylight. The sun shone almost daz-
zlingly on a temple’s painted pylon. Iz the
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forecourt the sacred birds were feeding, and
jets of water glinted jewel-bright from a
founfain. A woman walked across the coutt-
yard toward the splashing fountain, the
priestess I had seen before. She was robed
in a white linen shift that left her bosom
and her agkles bare. Sandals of papyrus
shod her slender henna-reddened feet, and
jewels were on her arms. A band of silver
set with lapis lazuli crowned the hair which
> she wote cut in a shouldei-length bob. In
one hand she held a lotus bud and with the
other she balanced 2 painted water pot on
her bare shoulder,

¢VUDDENLY, from the deep shadow

cast by the high temple gate, an old
man tottered. He was very feeble, but his
tage and hatred seemed to impart power to
his limbs as wires moved a marionette. By
his red robe and blue turban and his flowing
milk-white beard, no less than by his fea-
tures, I knew him to be a Hebrew. He

planted himself in the girl’s path and let
- forth a perfect spate of invective. Of their
actual words I could hear nothing, but sub-

jectively I seemed to know what passed be-
tween them. He was reviling her for
proselyting his son from the worship of the
Lord Jehovah, for the Jewish youth, it
scemed, had seen her and gone mad with
love of her, because her vows made it impos-
sible for them to wed, he had abjured his
race and kin and God to take the vows of
Isis, so that he might be near her in the

temple and commune with her in'common

worship of the goddess.

- “The little priestess heard the old man
through, then turned away contemptuously
with a curt, ‘Jewish dog, thou snarlest
fiercely, but wherewith hast thou teeth to
bite?” and the old man raised his hands to
heaven and called a cutse on her, declaring
she should find no peace in life or death
until atonement had been ‘made: until she
turned against the heathen gods she wor-
shipped and bore testimony to their down-
fall through another’s lips.

“ ‘How sayest thou, old dotard?’ asked the
girl, ‘Our gods are powetful and everlast-
ing. We rule the wotld by their favor. Is it
likely that I should turn from them? And if
I did, how could it be that I should speak
through the lips of another? Shall I become

as one of those magicians the Greeks call
polyphonists, who ‘make a stick or stone of
brute beast seem to talk because they have
the power of voice-throwing?’

“Once more the scene shifted, and 1
looked out upon a moonlit night. The stass
seemed almost within reach overhead, and
there blew such a soft perfume on the moon-
drenched air that you could almost see it
take shape like dancing butterflies. In the
deep blue shadow of the temple pylon
crouched the priest and priestess, clinging to
each other with the desperation of denied
love. I saw her rest her curling shoulder-
length-cut hair upon his shoulder, saw her
turn her face up to his with eyes closed and
lips a little patted, saw him kiss her brow,
her closed eyes, her yearning, eager mouth,
her pulsing throat, the gentle swell of her
bare bosom . . . then like a pack of hounds
that rush 1 for the kill, I saw the Hebrews
pounce upon him. .Knives flashed in the
moonlight, curses hard and sharp as knife-
blades spewed from their lips. ‘Apostate
swine, turncoat, backslider, renegade!’ they
called him, and with every bitter curse there
was another biting stab. He fell and lay
upon the sands, his life-blood spurting from
a dozen mortal wounds, and as his murder-
ers turned away I seemed to hear the patter
of bare feet upon the tiles, and half a dozen
shaven-headed priests of Isis came running.
"What passes here?” there leader, an old
man, panted angrily. "Thou Jewish dogs, if
thou hast—'

“The leader of the assassins interrupted
with a scotnful laugh: ‘Naught passes here,
old bare-poll, all is passed. We took one of
your priests and priestesses red-handed in
infidelity. The man we dealt with, for afore-
time he had been one of us; the woman we
leave to thy vengeance, ’tis said thou hast a
way of treating such.’

"I saw the priests seize the poor, stricken,
trembling girl and lead her unresistingly
away.

“Then once again the mirror clouded, and
when it cleated I was looking full into the
little priestess’ face. She seemed to stand
directly behind the glass, as close as my own
reflection should have been, and she held
out her hands beseechingly to me, begging
me to help her. But my power of under-
standing was gone, Though I saw her lips
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move in appeal I could make nothing of the
words she strove so desperately to pro-
nounce, although she seemed repeating
something with a deadly, terrible insistence.

“Then suddenly I felt a dreadful cold
come in the air, not the chill of the wind
from the opened window, but one of those
subjective chills we sometimes have that
make us say, ‘Someone is walking over my
grave,” Instinctively I felt the presence of
another person in my bedroom. Someone—
no, something had come in while I watched
the changing pictures in the mirtor.,

“I tutned to look across my shoulder—
and there they were. 1 think that there were
five of them, though possibly there were
seven—old men in long white robes with
dreadful masks upon their faces. One wore
a bull’s head, another a mask like a jackal,
another had a falseface like a giant hawk'’s
head, and still another wore a headdress like
a lion’s face—"

“If they were masked how did you know
they were old men?” I asked.

“I knew it. Their eyes were bright with a
fierce, supernatural light, the kind of gleam
that only those who are both old and wicked
have in their eyes, and the flesh of their
forearms had shrunk away from the muscles,
leaving them to stand out like thick cotds.
Their hands and feet were knotty and mis-
shapen with the ugliness of age, and the
bones and tendons showed like painted lines
against the skin,

“They grouped behind me in a semi-
circle, staring at me menacingly, and though
they made no sound I knew that they were
threatening me with something dreadful if
I acceded to the little priestess’ entreaty,

* *Vella Taylor, you are dreaming,’ I told
myself, and closed my eyes and shook my
head. When I opened them again the hot-
rible old masked men still stood there, but it
seemed to me they had come a step nearer.

“The priestess in the mirror seemed to see
them, too, for suddenly she threw her hands
up as if to ward off a plow, made a frenzied
gesture to me as if to warn me to escape, and
turned away. Then she disappeared in
vapor, and I was leit alone with those ter-
rific, silent shapes.

“‘T won’t be bluffed by anything so ut-
terly absurd,” I declared, and started toward
the door. The masked men drew together,

barring my way. I turned toward the bed
and they shrank back toward the corners of
the room. Then I lay down and closed my
eyes. T'll count up to a thousand,” I said.
"When I'm done counting T'll open my eyes,
and they’ll be gone.’

“But they weren't. In evety cotner of the
room they hunched "and crouched and
panted, waiting the moment to pounce.

“I felt stark panic hammering at me; ter-
ror yammered at my will, abysmal fear
ripped at my nerves, and when I tried to
call to Daddy I could make no sound. A
dreadful weight seemed pressing on me, soO
heavy I could not endure it; I felt it crushing
out my breath, cracking my ribs, breaking
every bone in my body. My eyes scemed
starting from my face, 1 could feel my,
tongue protruding from my mouth, and...™

“Yes, Mademoiselle, and then?” de
Grandin prompted as she ceased talking
with a shudder.

“Then I saw you and Dt, Trowbridge and
my own dear Daddy standing by me, and
the terrible old men had gone away, You
won't let them come back, will you?”

“Be assured, Mademoiselle, if they come
back while I am here they shall indubitably
wish they had not. Now it is time for you to
get some rest and gather back your strength.

“Will you prepare the hypo, good Friend

Trowbtidge?”. he asked me.

6T WYE realize what Vella saw was the
Infernal Assizes of Old Egypt?” Dir.
Taylor whispered as we tiptoed from the
bed chamber. '
“The Infernal Assizes?” 1 repeated. |
“Precisely. When a man died the Egyp-
tians believed his soul was led by Thoth and
Anubis to Amenti, where it stood trial be-
fore the Judges of the Dead. These included
hawk-headed Kebhsnauf, ape-headed Tau-
matet, dog-visaged Hapi, cat-headed Bes,
and, of course, ox-headed Osiris. Similatly,
when a living person was accused of here-
sey, a coutt of priests made up to represent .
the infernal deities tried him or her. The -
Priestess Nefra-Kemmah must have stood
trial before just such a tribunal.”
“Ab?? de Grandin murmuréed.
Ab-ba-ta?”
“What is it?” _
“I am persuaded, Friend Taylor, that

"AM&P
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what your daughter saw was mote than
‘such stuft as dreams are made on’—ot, to be
more explicit, just such stuff as that of
which a dream is compounded, namely,
thought-force. Just what it 1s I do not know,
but somewhere there is an influence running
from the mummy of the Priestess Nefra-
Kemmah to Mademoiselle your daughter.
The poor, misfortunate priestess secks her
aid, the ghostly old ones would prevent it.
The daylight quickens in the east, my friend.
Soon it will be full day. We shall arrange
to have a nurse attend Mademoiselle Vella,
and if you will be so kind we shall repair
to the Museum and inspect this precious
mummy of yours.”

"H’m, that’s a bit irregular,” Taylor de-
murred. .

“Irregular, ha? And by damn-it, was it
not irregulas for Mademoiselle your daugh-
ter to be vouchsafed a glimpse of the old
- times, to watch the unfolding of the ro-
mance of those so sadly unfortunate lovers,
and to sce the olden ones from the parapets
of hell come trooping into her bed chamber?
Parblen, 1 damn think yes!”

\ A 7ITH a precision rivaling that of a jew-

eler, Dr. Taylor cut away the criss-

crossed bandages of yellowed linen that
swathed the mummy of the Priestess Nefra-
Kemmah. Yard after endless yard he reeled
off, finally coming to a strong, seamless
shroud drawn sackwise over the body and
tied at the foot with a stout cord, The cloth
of which the bag was made seemed stouter
~and heavier than the bandages, and was
heavily coated with beeswax or some cera-
ceous substance, the whole being, appat-
ently, both air- and water-tight.

“Why, bless my soul, I never saw a thing
like this before!” exclaimed Dr. Taylor.

“Monsienr, unless 1 am mote greatly mis-
taken than I have any right to suppose, 1
make no doubt there are at least a dozen
things 1n this case which will be novelties to
you,” de Grandmn answered rather grimly.
- “Come, cut away that seventeen-times-
damned sack. I would see what lies within
it.

“Ab-ha?” he exclaimed as with a gentle
twitching motion Dr. Taylor worked the

waxed bag upward from the mummy’s
 shoulders. “Que diable?”

The body that came gradually in view -
beneath the blue-white glare of the electric
lights was not technically a mummy, though
the aromatic spices i1n the coffin and the
sterile, arid atmosphere of Egypt had com-
bined to keep it in a state of almost perfect
preservation. The feet, first parts to be ex-
posed, were small and beautifully formed,
with long straight toes and narrow heels and
high-arched insteps, the digits as well as the
whole plantar region stained brilliant red

with henna. There was astonishingly little

desiccation, and though the terminal ten-
dous of the brevis digitorum showed promi-
nently through the skin the effect was by no
means revolting; I had seen equal promi-
nence of felxor muscles in living feet whete
the patient had suffered considerable emaci-
ation.

The ankles were sharp and shapely, the
legs straight and well turned, with the lean-
ness of youth rather than the wasted look of
death; the hips were narrow, almost boyish,
the waist slender, and the gently swelling
bosom high and shatp.

“Morblen, Friend Taylor, you had right
when you said she had suffered grievous
hurt before she died,” de Grandin mur-
mured as the waxed sack slid over the body’s
shoulders.

I looked across his shoulder and gulped
back an exclamation of horrified amazement.
The slimly tapering arms had been folded
demurely on the breast 1n accordance with
Egyptian custom, but thé humerus of the
left arm had been cruelly crushed, resulting
in a compound comminutive fracture, so that
an inch or more of splintered bone had
thrust through the skin above the deltoid at-
tachment. The same cruel blow that crushed
the arm had smashed the bony structure of
the chest, the thisrd and fourth ribs had
snapped in two, and through the smooth
skin underneath the breast a prong of bone
prottuded. “La pauvre!” de Grandin mur-
mured. “F7 donc! By damn-it, if I could but
cotne to grips with those who did this thing
I should—" He paused in mid-wotd, pussed
his lips as if about to whistle, then whus-
pered  half-thoughtfully,  half-gleefully,
“Nom d’un porc vert, c’est possiblel”

“What's possible?” 1 .demanded, but his
only answer was a shrug as he diverted his
gaze to the face exposed as Dr. Taylor drew
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the sack away. The features were those of a
woman in her early youth. Semetic in their
cast, they had a delicacy of line and contour
- which bespoke patrician breeding. The nose
was small, high-bridged, a little aquiline,
with slim, aristocratic nostrils.  The lips
were thin and sensitive, and where they had
retracted in the process of partial desiccation
showed small, sharp teeth of startling white-
ness. The hair was black and lustrous, cut in

4 shuulder-leﬂgth bob that seemed amaz-

ingly modern, and bound about the brows
was a circlet of hammered silver set with
small studs of lapis lazuli. For the rest, a
triple-stranded necklace of gold and blue
enamel, armlets of the same design, and a
narrow golden girdle fashioned like a snake
composed her costume. Originally a full,
plaited skirt of sheer white linen had been
appended to the girdle that ciscled her slim
torso just beneath the bosom, but the fragile
fabric had gnot been able to withstand the
years of waiting in the tomb, and only one
ot two thin whisps remained.

“La panvre beile créature!” de Grandin
repeated. "If it were only possible—"

"I think we’d better wrap the body up
again,” Dr. Taylor broke in. “To tell the
truth, I'm just a little nervous—"

“You fear,” de Grandin did not ask a
question, he made an assertion. “You fear
the ancient gods of olden Egypt may take

offense at our remaining hete to speculate .

upon the manner of this poor one’s death—
or mutder, one should say.”

“Well, you must admit there’ve been
some unexpected things happening in con-
nection with this mummy—if you can call it
that, for technically it’s never been  em-

palmed at all, just preserved by the aroma-

tics sprinkled in the coffin, and—"

“One understands and agrees,” de Gran-

din nodded. “There have been unexpected
happenings, as you say, Friend Taylor, and
unless I'm more mistaken than I think, there

will be more before we finish. I should say

—gran Dien des pommes de terre, observe
her, if you please!”

— As Dr. Taylor had reminded us, the body
had not been embalmed but merely pre-
served by the spices strewn around it and
the almost hermetic sealing of the coffin and
waxed shroud. It had been dehydrated in
the years since butial so that blood, tissue

and bones while retaining their contours had
been reduced to something dess stable than
talcum powder. Now, beneath the impact of
the fresh damp air and Dr. Taylor’s gente
handling the triturated body-substance be-
gan crumbling. There was nothing horrify-
ing in the process. Rather, it was as if we
witnessed the slow disintegration of a lovely
image moulded in sand or' chalk-dust.

“Sic transit bellitas mund:,” murmured
Jules de Grandin as the shape before us lost
its human semblance; “At least we've seen
her in the flesh, which is a thing those
wicked old ones never thought would hap-
pen, and you, Monszeny still have the coffin
and her priceless ornaments for souvenifs.
They are dectdedly worthwhile, and—"

“Damn her coffin and her ornaments!”
Dr. Taylor cut in sharply. “What frightens
me is what this devilish business may do to
my girl., She’s already partially identified
hetself with Nefra-Kemmah and saw a vi-
ston of the priestly court that condemned
her to be crushed to death beneath great
stones. If that vision keeps recurring—isn't
there some way we can break up this obses-
sion—"

“By blue, there 1s, Monsienr,” de Gran-
din assured him. “Precisely as a phobia may
be overcome by showing him who suffers
from 1t that it has no basis, so we can clear *
the vision of those wicked old ones from
your daughter’s mind. Of that I am pez-
suaded. But the treatment will not be ontho-
dox—"

"I don’t care what it is. D'ye realize her
sanity may be at stake?” |

“Perfectly, Monsienr, Have we your con-
sent to proceed?”

“Of course—"

“Trés bon. Tonight, at your convenience,
we shall call at your house, and unless I am
far more mistaken than I think, we shail
give battle to and wrest a victory from those
shapes that haunt the darkness. Yes. Cer-
tainly. Of cousse.”

ALL day he was as busy and as bustling as
a bluebottle fly. Calling on the tele-
phone repeatedly, swearing poisonously im-
probable French oaths when he found out
Friend John Thunstone had been called
away trom New York on a case, rushing to
the Libraty to consult some books the libra-
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rian had never heard of, but managed to dig
up from dust-hidden obscurity at his insist-
ence; finally dashing to the wholesale poul-
try market to secure something which he
brought home in a thermos bottle and
placed with loving care in the sterilizing
cabinet of the surgery. At dinner he was al-
most silent, absent-mindedly forgetting to
request a third helping of the lobster cardi-
nal, a dish of which he was inordinately
fond, and almost failing to refill his glass
with Poully-Fuisse a fourth time.

“You've figured everything out?” I asked
as we began dessert,

“Corblen, 1" only wish I had,” he an-
swered as he raised a forkful of apple tart to
his lips. "I used brave wortds to Monszenr
Taylor, Friend Trowbridge, but just be-
tween the two of us 1 do not know if I am
right or wrong. 1 grope, I feel my way, 1
stumble 1n the dark like a blind man in an
unfamiliar street. I have an hypothesis, but
it cannot yet be called a theory, and there is
not time to test . I warn you, what we do
tonight may be dangerous. You can ill be
spared to suffering humanity, my friend.
The sick and ailing need your help. If you
prefer to stay at home while 1 give battle
to these olden fosces of evil I shall not feel
offended. It is not only your privilege, it is
almost your duty to remain away—"

“Have I ever let you down?” I broke in
reproachfully. “Have I ever stayed behind
because of danger—"

“Non, par la barbe d’un bowe wverf, that
you have not, brave comrade,” he denied.
“You may not be a. trained occultist, but
what you lack in training you make up in
courage and loyalty, dear friend. You are
one in twenty million, and I love you,
vieyx comyade, may the devil serve me hot
with sdwuce bordelaise for his dinner f 1 do
not!”

HORTLY after nine o'clock that evening
we gathered in the tecreation room of
Dt. Taylot’s: house. Vella, looking littl
- worse for her attack of the night before, was
wearing a black velvet dinner dress, quiet
and unadorned, save for a great intricate
gold pin which emphasized by contrast the
wvoty of her complexion and the dark misti-
ness of her black hair.
i2e Grandin set his stage precisely. Drib-

bling red liquid from his thermos bottle, he
traced a double interlaced triangle across the.
tiled floor and placed four chairs inside it.
“Now, Mademoiselle, if you will be so
kind,” he invited with a bow to Vella.

She dropped into an armchair, hands
folded demurely in her lap, head lolling
back against the cushions.

The little Frenchman took his stand be-
fore her, drew out a small gold pencil and
held it vertically in front of her face.
“Mademoiselle,” he ordered, “you will
please be kind enough to look at this—at its
very tip, if you will. So. Good. Excellent.
Observe him closely.”

Deliberately, as one who beats time to a
slow andante tune, he wove the little gleam-
ing pencil back and forth, describing afra-
besques and intricate interlacing figures in
the air. Vella watched him languidly from
under long black lashes, but gradually her
attention became fixed. We saw her eyes
follow every motion of the pencil, finally
converge toward each other until it seemed
she made some sort of grotesque grimace;
then the lids came down across her gteat
datk eyes and her head moved slightly side-
wise as her neck muscles relaxed. Her
folded hands fell loosely open on her velvet
clad knees, and she was, to all appearances,
sleeping peacefuliy. Presently the regular,
light heaving of her bosom and her softly
sibulated, regular light breathing told us she
had indeed fallen asleep.

De Grandin returned the pencil to his
pocket, put his fists upon his hips and held
his arms akimbo as he regarded her steadily.
“You can hear me, cannot you, Mademo:-
selle?” he demanded.

"1 can hear you,” she repeated drowsily.

“Bien. You will rest a moment, then, as
the inclination moves you, say whatever
comes into your mind. You understand?”

1 understand.”

For something like five breathless minutes
we waited in silence. I could hear the great
clock in the hall above: “Tick-tock—iick-
tock!” and the soft hiss of a green log burn-
ing in the fireplace, then, gradualy, but cet-
tainly, for no reason I could think of, the
room began to grow colder. A hard, dull
bitterness of cold that scemed to affect the
spirit as well as the body pervaded the at-
mosphere; a biting, searing cold suggestive



LORDS OF THE GHOSTLANDS | 21

of the limitless freezing eternities of inter-
stellar space. 2

“Ahb-bha!” 1 heard de Grandin’s small
‘strong teeth click sharply, like a pair of
castanets. “Ah-ha-ha! It seems you did not
wait a second invitation, Messieurs las
Singeries.” How they came there I had no
idea, but there they were—a semi-circle of
old men in flowing robes of white linen,
masked with headgear simulating hawks,
jackals, lions, apes and oxen. They stood in
a grim, silent crescent,” looking at us with
dull, lack-luster eyes, the very embodiment
of inhibitory hatred.

“Mademoiselle,” de Grandin whispered,
“the time has come for you to speak, if you
cath find the words.” |

The sleeping girl moaned softly, tried to
articulate, then seemed to choke upon a
word.

The semi-citcle of grim silent watchers
moved a step nearer, and the cold that
theretofore had been a mere discomfort be-
came a positive torture. The nearest of the
shadowy masked figures reached the point
of one of the interlaced triangles, paused
irresolutely a moment, then shrank back.

“Sa-ha, Monsieur Téte de Singe, you do
not like him, hein?” de Grandin asked with
a short spiteful laugh. “Have patience,
Monsienr Monkey-Face; there 1s to come
- that which you will like still less.” He
glanced across his shoulder at the girl.
“Speak, Mademoiselle. Speak up and fear
no evil!” |

“Lords of the Ghostland,” came a voice
from Vella Taylor’s lips, but it was not her
voice. There was an indefinable and eerie
undercurrent to the tone that sent a shiver
tingling up our spines. Her words were
slurred and langorous, yet strangely mechan-
ical, as though an unseen hand were play-
ing a gramaphone:

“Revered and dreadful judges of the
worlds of flesh and spirit, ye awful ones who
sit upon the parapets of hell, I answer guilty
to the charge ye bring against me. Aye,
Nefra-Kemmah who siands now before ye
on the brink of deathless death, whose body
waits the crushing stones of doom, whose
spitit, robbed forever of the hope of fleshly
tenement, must wander till time blends into
eternity, confesses that the fault was hers,
and hers alone.

~Behold me, awesome judges of the liv-
ing and the dead, am I not a woman, and a
woman shaped for love? Are not my mem-
bers beautiful to see, my lips like apricots
and pomegranates, my eyes like milk and
beryl, my breasts like ivery set with coral?
Yes, mighty ones, I am a woman, and a
woman formed for joy.

- “Was it my fault or my volition that I
was pledged to serve the Great All-Mother
or ever I had looked upon the daylight? Did
I abjure the blissful agony of love and seek
a life of sterile chastity, or was the promise
speken for me by another’s lips?

"I gave all that a woman has to give, and
gave it gladly, knowing that the pains of
death, and after death the torment of the
gods awaited me, nor do I deem the price
too high a one to pay.

7 E FROWN. Ye shake your dreadful

heads upon which test the crowns of
Amun and of Kneph, of Scb and Tem, of
Suti, and Osiris’ mighty self. Ye whisper
one to other that I speak sacrilege. Then
hear me yet awhile: She who stands in
chains before you, shorn of all reverence as a
priestess, stripped of all honor as a2 woman,
tells ye this to your teeth; knowing that ye
cannot do her greater hurt than she stands
prejudged to endure. Your reign and that
of those ye serve draws to a close. A litle
while ye still may strut and preen youtselves
and mouth the judgments of your gods, but
in the days to come your very names shall be
forgot save when some stranger f{rom an-
other time and place drags forth your with-
ered mummies from the tomb and sets them
up to make a show of. Aye, and the gods ye
serve shall be forgotten, They shall be sunk
so low that none shall be found in the worid
to do them reverence; none to call on their
names, not even as a carse, and in their
ruined temples there shall oot be found a
living thing except the fearful, whimpering
jackal and the white-bellied lizard.

“And who shall do ¢his thing to them
and ye? An offspring of the Hebrews. Yea,
from the race of him I loved and for whose
sake I trod my vows of cold sterility into
the desert sand, from that race that ye
despise and hate shall come a child-and
unto Him shall be all glory, He shall put
down your gods beneath His feet and speil -
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them of all respect; they shall become but
shadow-gods of a forgotten past.

"My name ye've stricken from the roll
of priestesses of the All-Mother; no writ-
ing shall be graven on my tomb or coffin,
and I shall be forgotten for all time Dby
men and gods. So reads your dreadful
judgment,

“Ye hoary-headed fools, I hurl the lie
into your teeth! Upon a day in the far
future men from a strange land shall delve
into the tomb where ye have laid me and
take forth my body from it, nor shall yout
spite and hatred stop them till they've
looked upon my face and seen my broken
bones and heard the story of my love for
the Hebrew who for my sake abjured his
God and became a shaven-headed servant
of the great All-Mother. I swear that I shall
tell the story of my love and death, and in
another age and land strange men shall
hear my name and weep for me—but your
names they shall never know.

“Ye think to cast me to oblivion? I tell
ye I shall triamph in the end, and it is ye
who shall be uttetly forgotten, nameless as
the sands the wind pursues across the
desert.

“Pile now your stones of doom upon my
heart and still its fevered beating. To
death I go, but not from out the memory
of men as ye shall. I have spoken.”

The girl’s voice ended on a weary little
sob, and de Grandin’s shout of spiteful
laughter slashed the silence as a sword
might slash through flesh.

“And hast thou heard, thou animal-faced
fools?” he asked. “Who prophesied the
truth, and who was caught in the web of
his own conceit, old monkey-faces? Take
now your pale and breathless shades back
-to that shadow-land from whence they
came, Ye tried your evil best to keep her
from revealing het story, and ye have failed.
Go—go quickly to oblivion. In nomine Dej,
I bid ye begone now and henceforth!”

He took a step toward the half-circle of
masked forms, and they gave ground before
him. Another step, and they fell back an-
other pace. They were wavering now, be-
coming less substantial, more shadowy; as
he raised his hands and tock a third. step
toward them they seemed merely nebulous
gray vapor swirling and eddying in the

light draft from the open fireplace where
the logs blazed, and—suddenly they wete
gone.

“Fini—iriomphe—achevé—parfast!” de
Grandin drew a silk handkerchief from his
cuff and wiped his brow. “Ye wete strong
and hateful, Messienrs les Revenants, but
Jules de Grandin he is strong, too, and
when it comes to hating—morblen, who
knows his power better than you?”

WHAT was that stuff you sprinkled on
the floor of Taylot’s recreation room
before we began tonight, and why did it
hold back those dreadful shadowy forms
while Vella spoke?” 1 asked him as we
drove homeward.

He broke off the tune he hummed with
a laugh. “It was pigeons’ blood, my friend.
I got it from the marchand de volaille this
afternoon. As to why it held them back,
morbleay, 1 am as much at sea as you. It
is one of those things we know without
understanding.

“You know, by example, that in all an-
cient religions the priest was wont to purify
the altats with the blood of the sacrifices
—of the goats, lambs, doves of bullocks
offered to the god?”

“Yes, I've heard that.”

“And for why? Not that the blood is
cleansing. Mazs non. Blood is simply liquid
tissue, and very messy stuff indeed. Why,

then? Because, my friend”’—he tapped me

solemnly upon the knee—""the blood con-
tained some secret, potent power to hold
the god i check. He could not pass beyond
a circle traced in it. That kept him in his
place and kept him in control as one might
say. He could not swoop down on the con-
gregation past that barrier of sacrificial
bleod, as long as that stood between him
and them they were safe from his wrath
or spite ot his capricious wish to do them
hurt and injury. Yes. Of course. Very
good. The priests of Isis wet her altars with
the blood of doves. I secured a similar sub-
stance and with it traced a pentacle about
us; the votaries of Isis, like their mistress,
could not pass by that barrier; within it we
were sate. And then, pardien, when Made-
moiselle Vella had delivered Nefra-Kem-
mah’s message to us—shown those olden
ones their cruel and wicked judgment had



been set at naught—then, morbleu, they
wete completely undone. They had not
strength nor spirit to oppose me when I
ordered them to begone. Parblen, 1 literally
laughed them out of existence!” He
drummed gloved fingers on the silver knob
of his short military cane:
Sacre de nom,
Ron, ron, ron.
La vie est bréve,
La nutt est longne—"

LORDS OF - THE GHOSTLANDS
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he hummed. “Make haste, Friend Trow-
bridge.” -

“Why, what’s the hurry?” _

“It is dry work, this battling with those
olden dusty ones, and just before we left
for Monsteur Taylot’s I saw a man put 2
bottle of champagne in the frigidaire.”

A man put champagne in our frigid-
aire?” I echoed. ““Who—"

C’est mor—I1 am the man, my friend,
a.nd mort & un rat mort, how 1 do thirst!”

1
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By H. BEDFORD-JONES

ASPER CONKLING is not a queer fel-
low at ali. He is head of Conkling &
Strauss, impotters, a pretty keen bust-

ness man, and like most men who have at-
tained sixty or so, knows a good deal that
he doesn’t broadcast. :

As his lawyer and fairly intimate friend,
I was aware that he had a certain leaning

toward the occult and that was all. Prob-
ably he took me for a hard-headed un-
believer. ‘

He was right about that. I am.

When he broke this story to me, I thought
at first he had gone off his nut.

“What would you say,” he began, “if I
told you that my office safe contained a link

Heading by A. R. TILBURNE

Most men who have altained sixty or so Ernow a good deal they
| don't broadcast—or can't . . .
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with the philosophets, magicians and sooth-
sayets of past ages?”

“It's entirely possible,” I rejoined. He
fingered his white goatee and mustache,
smiled slightly, and his brilliant, pietcing
eyes twinkled at me. -

“But if I weat further and said that this
link was articulate and could relate its history
and experience in such a manner that these
could be made 1ato coherent stories?”

“I'd say your agile mind was slipping,” I
replied, “or else that some drugstore spook-
chaser had you under his thumb, which
amounts to the same thing.”

He chuckled. “My boy, I'm going to sut-
ptise you. I'm telling you cold facts. Also,
they will be supported, or at least credited,
by the thousands of people who today are in

more or less constant communication with -

the other world.”

I relaxed. “Bosh! Jasper Conkling, have
you become comverted at your age to the
inane mouthings and doubletalk of spirit
mediums and street-cotner charlatans?”

“You misapprehend,” said he, with a
quiet earnestness that was impressive. “I
grant you that professional mediums, spirit-
ists and so om are the bunk. T'll go farther
and say that anyone, anyone, who exploits

~ the occult for gain of any sort, is a rascal. If -

he had some occult power in the first place,
as many have had, and used it to these ends,

it was withdrawn from him. That is the first .

law of the supernatural.”

“What the devil do you know about the
supernaural?”’ 1 demanded. He chuckled.
He chuckled again. -

“More than you'd imagine. On the other
hand, there are countless people today, and
always have been, who do possess occult
knowledge or powets, unsuspected by any
around them. They keep their mouths shut,
wisely, about it. They have no dealings with
the false prophets who chase the dimes and
dollars of the eredulous.” _

“What do you mean? Can you rattle off
some incantation and call up 2 ghost?”

“My boy, I'm speaking of plain, common-
sense, practical things, like the brass cup now
in my office-safe. I can give you the notes
of its memoirs, if I may so term them.”

“A cup?’’ I echoed. “Did you say a cup?”

“I said a cup. A brass cup.” His shrewd
. blue eyes were twinkling again. ‘Later, if
you re intesested. I cam show you this object

at work—though I cannot yet explain its
workings. I hope to do so later. If you'd care
to take the notes I have regarding its origin
and expand them into suitable form, you
may do so.”

“Very well,” I said, to humor him. As a
client, his account was worth a large sum
annually, and I was not fool enough to
chuck it up. '

“But mind you,”’ he added gravely, “while
perhaps these memoirs cannot be substan-
tiated, the existence of this cup is a historical
fact, as far back as the sixth centuty AD at
the very least. Here are the notes; you weave
them into a yarn as you like.” |

I took the bulky envelope of typed pages
he thrust at me, and when I got home laid
them aside and, for a few days, forgot them.
Jasper Conkling’s talk of plain, practical
things rather tarnished the gloss of illusion;
had he declared this to be arrant black magic,
curiosity would have tempted me to jump
into i,

But the moment came when I opened the
cnvelope and delved into the typed pages,
and from the very first sentence, the lure
took hold of me. "It is gainful knowledge
to make dead men speak the truth.” Curious,
almost sinister words!

IF THAT cup spoke the truth—and I say
"sdpoke” advisedly—what a strange link
it made with Greek and Roman fumblings
at the occult, with Gothic and Saracen necto-
mance, with wizardry of old France and Get-
many! The pages to hand dealt only with
its origin. ‘This was two thousand years ago,
in the day when the sage Apollonius lived
1n Tyana and was world-famed as the master
of all wisdom, and beneath the shady old
fig-tree by the harbor mouth sat deep-eyed
Cleon, architect of the new temple being
built in honot of the earth-mother. A pleas-
ant. man, Cleon, an athlete until a falling
block of marble crushed one foot in youth;
now he limped, walking with a stick, and

the Greeks who worshipped beauty turned

their eyes from him, and the woman whom
he loved was forced to see him no more.
Helen was her name, and Agias her fathes
was president of the city council and a
merchant whose ships traded to lands afar.

If she could not see Cleon, at least she
could and did go to Apollonius, the mastes
of healing, who was called a wizard because
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in his search for medicinal art, then thought
to be magical, he had traveled over the
known wotld and had pierced the secret
mysteries of all people. He was the only
Greek, other than Plato, to have passed the
veil of Isis and gained the secrets of the
Egyptian masters, and now he was an old,
old man who healed without fee and loved
all men, and was loved by them.

Helen came to him and clasped him about
the knees, after the manner of a Greek sup-
pliant, and broke into tears. She was a slim
golden creature, too slim for beauty—the
Greeks liked ‘em plump—but she had a
way with her, When they called her Helen,
which meant “taker,” they were right.

“Help him, Apollonius!” she begged.
“Cleon is your friend; help him! They're
plotting against him—my father, and that
tascal Thyrax who hopes to marry me, and
Captain Hiram, the Sidonian shipmaster who
.serves my father.”

“What are they plotting?”’ demanded the
sage, blinking at her.

“I don’t know. I can’t find out; but they
mean to have his life. Thyrax hates him
because I love him., My father hates him
because he limps, and is not wealthy, and
loves me. Captain Hiram is a hard, evil
man who hates everything and everyone.”

“Is that the master whose big galley is
just back from Alexandria, and lies un-
loaded at your fathet’s whatves?”’

“Yes, yes. Oh, you must help Cleon! No
one else can help him. You can do anything,
and you ate his friend.”

“But I cannot heal his injured leg, child,”
sald Apollonius sadly. “Many things I can-
not do. Wisdom can help itself, but can
rarely help others. Still, Cleon is a brave fel-
low and has a heart of gold, and 1s beloved
by the gods. T'll see what I can do.”

She rose, all tears and laughter, and flung
her arms around him in joyous gratitude.
Apollonius kissed her cheek, not without a
sigh, and patted her shoulder.

“There was a- time—"" he said, and
checked himself. “Why, child, these arms
of yours are muscled like steel!” he ex-
claimed in surprise. ““You make me afraid.”

“Of what?” she asked, smiling.

“The future,” he answered darkly. His
wisdom had many secrets. Now he would

say no motre, but put her from him and bade

het return home and trust to him.

But it was too late; the hour had already
struck. Even while they talked here, the
heavy-browed Agias and two other elders of
the council had been visiting the temple con-
struction.

Cleon received them hospitably, gave them
seats 1n the shade of the wide fig-tree, and
discussed his plans with them. He was sur-
prised by the friendliness of Agias; instead
of his usual hostility, the merchant showed
confidence and warm approval of the work,
complimenting him highly.

~I would like your opinion on something,”
Agias said to him. “One of my ships, as you
know, has just arrived from Egypt—she’s
not yet unloaded. Well, Cap'n Hiram had a
chance to pick up several pillars from the
temple of Demeter at Tanis; that’s the Greek
colony near Alexandria, you know—a very
ancient city.”

“Oh!” exclaimed one of the councillors.
“Hebrought them for our temple of Demeter
here, did he?”

Agias laughed. ““That was his idea; but
can they be used?” He's due at my house
now with his reports. Why not come along,
everybody? And you, Cleon. I don’t know
whether you can use those pillars here; if
you can, I'll contribute them gratis to the
work. And, by the way, he brought some
excellent wine of Cyprus. I'd like you to

try it.”

O ONE had to be asked twice, and the

patty set off at once for the pleasant
villa of Agias in the upper town. On the
way, Thyrax met and joined them, so that
they made a round half-dozen in all.

Cleon was a trifle suspicious of the
merchant’s sudden cordiality, and was well
aware of the feelings of Thyrax—he re-
ciprocated them fully, having no love for
this coldly scheming man who aspired to
Helen’s love. Praise of his work had dulled
the sharp edge of caution, however, and
when Captain Hiram joined the party and
spoke with admiration of his architectural
skill, Cleon quite warmed to the dark Si-
donian. Also, Agias brought out a precious
silver goblet from Crete, and insisted on
toasting the architect of the new temple,
which was a pleasant honort.

That Cyprian wine was tich and heady,
and the slaves kept the cups filled, and by
the time they got around to discussing those
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pillats, Cleon had put away more than he .

tealized. Captain Hiram’s warm praises wete
pleasant in his ears, too.

“There are four of the pillars,” said the
captain after another drink. “Not large, and
instead of being plain they are exquisitely
sculptured. They have neither capitals not
bases—just the marble pillars. They are said
to have been brought from Greece long ago,
and to have been carved by Pheidias him-
self.”

“But they're Egyptian, all the same,”
spoke out Thyrax. The Sidonian assented.

“Yes, of course.”

“And it’s quite 1mpossible to use Egyptian
pillars in a Greek temple. It can’t be done,”
asserted Thyrax positively. “The propottion
and shape—" .

“Why, that’'s nonsense,” broke in Agias.
“I never heard of such a thing! What d
you say, Cleon? You'te an architect.”

It was too good a chance to set Thyrax
back on his heels. Cleon jumped at it.

“How high are they?” he asked.

“About eighteen feet,” Captain Hiram
teplied. “"But damned heavy.”

"“You set 'em down at my temple con-

struction, and I'll put 'em up in a week,”
he said confidently. "I have the exact place
for them—to hold up the cornice on the east
front. No other pillars there, so they won't
have to match anything else—"
-~ “You'll ruin the whole work!” exclaimed
Thyrax vehemently. “You'll spoil the entire
temple and make the city ridiculous! I tell
you it can’t be done!”

A violent argument burst forth, consider-
ably heated by the Cyprian wine. The city
councillots were in alarm lest the temple be

tuined; Cleon was overjoyed to have Agias

on his side against Thyrax, and stuck to his
contention.

Captain Hiram could give no description
of the columns, except that they were
marvelously carved.

Cleon tried to keep his head, but came
close to blows with Thyrax, who finally
threw a heavy purse on the table.

“Five hundred pieces of gold says it can’t

be done—and the city council to be the

judges!” said he furiously.

“That’s a fortune,” rejoined Cleon. *T've
nothing to match it—"

“You have brains,” Thyrax countered
mockingly. “What! The famous architect

can’t support his own notions? You do well
to be afraid, you rascally upstart!”

“That’s the price of a first-class slave,”
said  Captain Hiram, laughing. “Match it
with yourself, Cleon! Wager your freedom
against the purse!”

This, eventually, was just what Cleon did.
Infuriated by Thyrax, his judgment ruined
by the wine, he cast prudence to the winds.
A scribe was called. The wager was duly
written out and witnessed by all present.
The columns wete to be so placed as to be
approved by the council and the citizens;
failing which, Cleon was to be sold as a
slave and the money handed over to Thyrax.
Success meant that the putse of gold would
go to him. The time element was extended
to a month, however.

Captain Hiram promised to deliver the
four columns on the mottow.

EWS of the wager spread like wildfire.
While the city was ruled by the council,
every citizen had a voice, and civic pride ran

- high; council and citizens were to be the

judges, and a good thing too. There would
be no spoiling the looks of this temple to
please an architect’s whim. The average
citizen was a pretly good judge of att, as
well,

~ Yet the very thought of incorporating in
this temple four pillars from the famous
old city in the Nile delta, and said to have
been carved by the hand of Pheidias himself,
hundreds of years ago, was inspiring. Public
sentiment was fairly balanced. No one cared
a hang whether the wager were won ot lost;
all that mattered was the temple, but this
mattered vitally, because heavy taxes had
been levied to pay for it. The excitement
began to rise daily.

Apollonius, who had been called over to
Samos to help combat an outbreak of plague
there, came back home to find 2 despairing
note from Helen asking why he had not in-
tervened. He read it, heard the news from
his slaves, and shook his head. Donning a
clean white chlamys with scarlet bordet—he
was not above a trifle of vanity in his old
age—he took ‘staff in hand and stumped
downtown, his white hairs and wvenerable
beard blowing in the breeze. '

As usual, quite a crowd tagged after him,
for he was easily the most famous man 1n
the city, and wheaever he went abroead peo-



28 WEIRD TALES

ple thronged around begging for charms or
miraculous cures or bits of wisdom.

But today he sent them all packing, and
made his way to the new temple, where
Cleon'’s table was set beneath the shady fig-
tree. The table was heaped with sketches
and writing materials, and Cleon sat staring
at nothing. He jumped up as the sage ap-
proached. -

“Pardon, master—I did not see you com-
ing. Here, take my stool.” |

“You look like a stricken man, my
friend.”

“So am I, by my own folly,” said Cleon.-

“I'm a fool!”

“No; you walked into a trap,” rejoined
Apollontus. I know about the wager; 1
tried to warn you, but it was too late. Tell
me the rest.”

Cleon walked over to one of the four
columns, laid nearby and covered with can-
- vas. He latd one of them bate. 1t was a
beautiful shaft of marble, barely six inches
thick at the bottom, rising and swelling
until, halfway up, it became the figure of
the goddess Demeter, whose uplifted arms
were ready to suppott a cornice above.

“Look at it!” he said bitterly. “The
others are similar—tiny shafts at the base,
widening into full figures above.”

“I see nothing wrong with it,” said Apol-
lonius, “Indeed, it seems exquisite, Of
course, I am no architect. I can discourse
of medicine, of healing herbs, or philoso-
phy and the wisdom of the gods. I deal with
the clouds, not with stones.”

“I've been working over it for days, all
in vain,” said Cleon gloomily. “A pillar or
column cannot rest upon so tiny a base—
there must be a pedestal of some sort. It
looks like a bottle upside down. Here,
glance at these sketches—TI've tried in every
conceivable way to make the things look
proper. It is impossible. No one knows
how they were placed in that temple in
Egypt. . ..~

‘He raked over his countless sketches,
making the point clear. He had sketched
bases of every imaginable kind for those
four columns, and in every case they looked
grotesque. Apollonius suggested 1nverting
them; this was all very well, except that the
figures would then be standing on their
heads.

For an hour, the matter was argued on
every side. - Apollonius told of how Helen
had begged his aid; but now, as he said
frankly, he was powerless to give any. The
ingenuity of the trap was deadly. There
was no escape from it. No possible way
appeated in which those pillars, with their
spindly narrowing bases, could be placed.

“And yet,’" said Apollonius thoughtfully,
“Pheidias placed them and made them, and
he was the greatest scuiptor and artist of
the ages!” |

“Then let him tell us how,” said Cleon,
with a despairing laugh. “I'm done. So
far as I can see, the thing’s impossible. T'll
become a slave for life, and serves me right
for being a fool.” ==

The old man started slightly, at those
words. -

“My son, Pheidias might indeed tell us,”
he said gravely. “There is a way.”

“I'm not jesting,” snapped Cleon.

“Nor am I. I have never used this way,
this means, to talk with the dead; yet it is

_gainful knowledge to make dead men speak

the truth! I heard from the priests in Egypt
of the method. If you like, we may try it.
But first I must warn you.”

Cleon, startled, regarded him with com-
prehension. “Do you speak of magic?”

“So it is called; whenever people do not
understand a thing, they call it magic.  Yet
I must warn you,” went on Apollonius ear-
nestly. “A penalty is attached to the use of
this method to serve personal ends, as in this
case.”

“Anything’s better than slavery,” said
Cleon. “Even death. I'm not afraid of
death; but I dread slavery.”

“Death, to the uninformed, is always a
heavy thing, but the wise man smiles at it,”
said the sage. “Have you any knowiedge of
graving 1n metals?”

“Every architect must have such knowl-
edge,” said Cleon.

“Very well. Search in the shops for a
cup of brass, good soiid brass. It must be a
span actoss the top, and at least a span
deep.”

‘%asiiy found,” said Cleon promptly.

“Ah, but you must work upon it! Inside
this cup, a third of the way down from the
rim, you must engrave the letters of the
alphabet, so that they run clear around the
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cup. And to one outer edge of the rim, at-
tach a small brass ring. That 1s all. Do
this, bring it fo my house tomorrow evening,
and I shall furnish the rest.”

“Master,” said Cleon, wide-eyed, ““sutely
you do not deal in sorcery?”

“You fool, haven't I more sense, at my
age?” barked the philosopher. "1 must see
Aglas now and arrange to have Helen come
to my house also; she must take part in this
wotk. Sorcery, magic, mumbo-jumbo, wiz-
ardry—call it what you like. You have an
educated brain and should know better. 1
suppose you think I can mumble some in-
cantation and pluck a demon out of the air!
Well, perhaps I could. At least, it can be
done. But how am I to explain natural laws
to idiots? 'This is merely natural causa-
tion. . . .

Snorting in his beard, he seized his staff
and stumped away, still growling. Cleon
stared after him, then broke into a laugh.

“Magic or not, what's the difference?” he
said. “He’s lending his help, which is the
main thing, Talk with the dead, indeed!
I'd talk with the gods themselves or the
Lord of Hades if it would get me out of
this trap!”

Just the same, it was a trifle startling to

talk in that matter-of-fact way about speak-
ing with the dead. What to Apollonious
was purc matter-of-fact, to others was apt
to be somewhat hair-raising.
- Little Cleon cared; his faith in the sage
was absolute. And the prospect of secing
Helen was heartening, Xe had not ex-
changed a word with her for weeks past, so
strictly did Agias keep her guarded by
- slaves. So he went to work at his assigned
task hopefully.

It was not difficult to obtain such a cup
as was desited; he got a handsome, heavy
cup that stood solidly on three feet, made
fast the ring as ordered, and set to work on
the alphabet. This required nicety of crafts-
manship, and was not finished until sunsct
of the following day.

HE daylight died, the stars came fotth.
The cup wrapped and under his arm,
Cleon made his way to the house of Apoi-
lonius, going to the rear entrance, A slave
admitted him and led him to the private
apartment of the sage, through rooms whose

walls held cases of manuscripts. The house
had been decorated by a Cretan artist, and
everywhere were scen the strange patnted
sea-monsters such as ranged in the palace ot
King Minos at Crete, '

In the 1nmost chamber, an austere room
lighted by a tall bronze Etruscan lamp, was
waiting Helen. She started up as Cleon en-
tered; he set down the cup and folded her
in his arms—a meeting of silent, tense emo-
tion too deep for words.

“Where 1s Apollonius?” he asked at
length, :

“With my father—oh, yes, he insisted on
coming. Apollonius will manage him. I'm .
supposed to be quite ill.” She laughed a
little and drew back. “Cleon! Is it all irue,
what Apollonius told me? Yes, of coutse it
is—and yet, so strange, so incredible! But
here he comes—I hear his staff—"

The sage himself strode into the room
and greeted Cleon with a growl.

“Welll Agilas 1s safe for the present.
Let’s see that cup.” He unwrapped the
brazen cup and inspected it. “Well enough.
Sit down, you two, at the table under the
lamp. Now den’t pester me with questions.
Obey me, and fear nothing.”

The table-top was empty. A far of water
stood neatby, and taking it, Apollonms
filled the cup pattly full, until the water
was neatly up to the graven letters. He set
the cup carefully on the table, then pro-
duced a cord and a short rod of brass.

The base of this rod he fitted into the
ring on the lip of the cup, which held the
rod upright. The top was bent over in a2
curve and was fitted with a ring, through
which he slipped one end of the cord. This
was a heavy three-fold cord of silk. He drew
it through to the end, which was fastened
to a light brazen circlet or ring. Thus, the
cord with its ring was suspended directly
over the cup. He lowered the ring until it
was inside the cup and almost touching the
water, then seated himself.

“Now,” he said, separating the loose ends
of the cord into three parts, “each of ypu
hold, with me, one of these strands. Cleon,
have you writing materials?”

Cleon produced a wax tablet and stylus,
and laid them ready.

“No talk,” went on Apollonius gravely.
“Fasten your eyes and thoughts on the ring
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hanging inside the cup. I'll do any talking
that’s necessary.”

To Cleon, the whole performance looked
silly. He did not know what to expect;
and assuredly there was no necromance at
- work.- The light was bright; the gods were
not invoked; there were no incantations or
other indicia of wizardry, He was rather
disappointed, and it was hard to fasten his
~-mind upon that brass ring, with Helen so
close., His foot found hers beneath the
table, and her blue eyes danced at him.

The silence became heavily oppressive.
Nothing happened. Apollonius sat gravely
intent, his massive features like rock. Cleon
shifted position restlessly, until Helen’s foot
touched his, and her smile warmed his heart,
and he quite forgot what he was here for.
He knew from her words that Apollonius
had talked with her regarding this work and
no doubt had extended his vague warnings.

He stiffened suddenly as her face blanched.
Following her startled gaze, he looked at
the ring inside the cup.
The cord on which it hung was swinging
His eyes darted to their three hands, holding
the three strands of the cotd: not so much as
a finger was twitching, and only a decided
pull could have moved the cord—but the
fing was swinging, swinging, circling ever
wider and wider, . . .

“Tmgl” With gentle tinkle, it struck the
side of the cup.

“Write down the letter it touched,” said
Apollonius.

Cleon obeyed. The cord was spinning
again, the brass ring was agam in motion;
it touched another letter, and continued its
course. How did it move and why? There
was none to answer. There was nothing to
explain., :

“Vety curious,” said Apollonius mus-
ingly. "I never played with this toy before.
How the Egyptian priests could have used
it, I cannot say, with the abundance of chat-
acters in their hieratic script. We have only
twenty-four letters in Greek, yet they have
barely enough space on that cup. . . . Cleon!
What is written? What is the wotrd?”

The cord had ceased its motion, the brass
ring spun a little and hung quiet. Cleon
locked at his tablets.

- “Ask!” he said, impressed in spite of
himself, “Just the one word—ask!”

It was moving.

“Very well,” said the sage. “‘First, with
whom are we speaking?”’

Gradually the cord picked up motion, the
ring swung, and began to strike the side of
the bowl. Helen was watching, wide-eyed,
startled, as those letters were touched. Al
three were spelling the words as they came
—no need of the tablets now.

“The- guard!” said Apollonius. “Very
well, gnard. We wish to speak with Phei-
dias the sculptor or with one of his mastet-
workmen., Can he speak with us?”

Almost at once the cord moved, the ring
swung. Came only one word: “Wait.”

HEY relaxed, stealing glances one at an-

other. Apollonius smiled grimly as
Cleon bent dark brows upon him in unut-
tered questions.

“Ask me not,’ he said. “Even to a
Magus, a seer who knows all the mysteties,
there are things too simple to be explained.”

“You did not pull the cord,” said Helen,
wondering. “I watched. Nor did I. Nor
Cleon. Who did, then?”

“Perhaps all three,” said the sage quietly.
“What does it matter, if answers come to
what we ask? In the other world is no time
or space, as we know them. Now take down
the letters as they come, Cleon, for we shall
need to refer to your tablets {ater. What 1s
said will not be repeated. . . . With whom
are we talking?”

The ring was swinging, gathering mo-
mentum, and this time it began to strike the
cup more rapidly, with greater force. Came
the answer: “‘Pheidias is here.”

“We ask information,” Apollonius said,
as though to some other person before them.
“In the name of the gods! Four pillars have
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