


How Listerine
Antiseptic can help
to head off a Cold

or lessen its severity

HEN you feel a cold cnming on, 1t's

likely to be a sign that a virus has in-
fected you .md that millions of germs called
the “‘secondary invaders’ are threatening a
mass invasion of your tissues through throat
membranes.

That's the time to "'baby” yourself a bit
and get started at once with the Listerine
Antiseptic gargle regularly. Here's why:

Kills “*Secondary Invaders"

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on
throat surfaces to kill millions of the “sec-
ondary invaders”. . . the ugly germs, ac-
cording to some authorities, that cause so
much of the misery you know so well.

Often this prompt, delightful precaution
megr halt the mass invasion of these germs
and nip a cold in the bud, so to speak.

Germs Reduced up to
96.7% in Tests

Fifteen minutes after a Listerine An-
tiseptic gargle, tests showed bacterial
reductions on mouth and throat sur-
faces ranging up to 96.7%, and up to
80% one hour after a Llsterme Antl-
septic gargle.

“SECONDHR‘I' IN\'HDERS "

e e

TOP ROW, left to right: Pneumococcus Type 111, Pnaumm:ut

cus Type IV, Streptococcus Viridans, Friedlander’s Bacillus.

BOTTOM HU‘H left to right: Streptococcus Hemolyticus,

Eaml!us |nﬂuunna Micrococcus Catarrhalis, Slnphrlntntl:us
ureus

-

Fewer Colds in Tests

If your cold has already started, the Lis-
terine gargle, taken early and often, may
help reduce the severity of the infection.

Bear in mind Listerine’s impressive record
made in tests over twelve years: Those who
gargled with Listerine Antiseptic twicc a day
had fewer colds and usually milder colds
than those who did not gargle . . . and fewer
sore throats.

So, when you feel a cold coming on, eat

sparingly, keep warm, get plenty of rest, and

gargle with Listerine Antiseptic. It may
spare you a lot of trouble.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louzs, Mo.

THE SAFE ANTISEPTIC

FOR ORAL HYGIENE
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BE INDEPENDENT! §

GET ALL THE MONEY YOU EARN! §

Your own business! Your own boss! That’s the dream of every man who L EE&s
wants to come and go as he pleases, who wants to “'make or break’ as a ¥JdE&S
gesult of his own judgment—who wants a chance to become independent VRS
jinstead of being tied down to a job. Now yow can make that dream
come true, for here is a book that will help yown. It gives, in complete detaii,
the facts about 60 different kinds of business that _s:;arane can start—tells you
how much money i1s required to begin, what kind of experience, f any,

L]
i

1
]

#s necessary—and what the main considerations are for success, It explains g How fo Start
what each venture needs, how to start, how to get business, how to conduct A e entertainment bureaw’
your business, It points out the dangers and disadvantages where they exist, SRR Do travel bureau

@nd gives you a description of the work involyed, literary agency

SPARE TIME or FULL TIME |

vacuum-cleaner repait
service for babies
hostess service
: home repair service

Many of the businesses suggested tdn be started in your spare time gn-ull:ry usiness

©r by some member of your family until you are ready to take

over. Many of the ventures require no capital or very little.

Many of the businesses require no inventory of merchandise, Some

of the suggesuons are for outdoor work and some are for those

aby-furniture matt
who work at a desk. A special chapter tells Sesvice Men how

phonograph record
exchange

to get the most help from the Government, including provisions

©f the ‘Gl Bill of Rights."

7 DAYS’ TRIAL!

| weekly newspaper
where-to-get-it service
local delivery service
64”7 x 914”7 in size, completely indexed for ready reference, It is . R lor entecprise, fits your
pr{i'lttd in large, ch:;r, easy-to-read type and is durably bound. Sifice { iy } 2 obifities, capifal _gnd
every individuval must place his own value on the information con- h%j s i capacity,

ond mony ofhers — olf
completely exploined s0
tained in this volume, the publishers offer to send it on 7 days’ trial.
¥ it is not worth much more than its price to you, simply return it

you can decide which
and it will not have cost you a cent, It is not necessary to send any = mFREE EXAMINAT|0N goupoﬂ.1

photographic business

8How to Start Your Own Business” is a book of nearly 200 pages, of these, or which simis
VY MpenTe AWIEDE Slw RRAE A, AT

money now—just mail the coupon., When the book arrives pay the

ostman only. $1.98 plus delivery charge for the regular edition—or § FOREMOST BOOKS, Dept. 2NU

48 for the De Luxe edition. Your money will be refunded upon
return of the book within 7 days, without guestinn. If reminancg is § 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. l

wnajled with coupon we will pay delivery charges and the same [ Please send me a copy of “How te Start Your Own !
mooney-back guarantee applies, l Business.”” When it arrives | will pay postman:

; ] $1.98 for regular edifion
9 l 4 L] $2.48 for the De Luxe edition
s E N D N o M o N E Y - . (please check the editien you want)
> . plus delivery charges. If | em not delighted with
You have thought many times about the advantages of working for j the book | -EHI rﬂ?m it within THEur:‘nfd';w‘::I[;
yourself. The longer you wait the less likely you are to %ert. As you refund my money. :

get older your fear gwwslfrtater—the time to starg is NOW, whatever f NAME . ..
your age. Don’t wair. Mail coupon now and sertle for all time whether S T

you are going to run your own business, or depend on having a job, i ADDRESS : couisvansssisssayersontestrisaticiiay
CITY,ZQHEJSTATEII-!!--I##E-Il-l--p-tll--liq 58 i & &

| o Ty NOTE: 1 iktan panie
FOREMOST BOOKS,; Dept. 2NU i fg{mm{ we wil p{r.yfgi?ﬂvggg charges. Same |
i . J Tl= &
353 Fourth Anu“_;; New York TO, N Y a —M:J-Ei iu:: 4!1—1‘.1 2 II_PI:EE- = m = owS -'.
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Unseen Worlds
At me Command./

Possi.bly there are universes beyond this one to be
realized. Perhaps within the nucleus of each atom is
the energy of a thousand dynamos—awaiting man’s
command. But for all of this outward conquest, are you
still at the mercy of mysterious sndwelling forces? No
man is a master who has not explored self —to whom
the wotlds of inspiration, menial creating, and intitution
remain dark continents of the mind, Would you like
to shatter the illusions of time and space — know what
is real and what are the oppressing limitations in life?
Would you like to &zow the true purpose of your con-
scious existence — and experience the Cosmic forces
which influeaces it?

ACCEPT THIS ZPzee BOOK

Now is the time to discard obsolete, traditional
thought. We are on the horizon of a new era. Learn
how mature was intended to obey your commands.
Write the Rosicrucians, a world-wide fraternity (nota
religion), fortheir fascinating free book, “The Mastery
of Life.” It will throw new and searching /igh? upon
you and your universe,

AddressSCRIBE: J. A. V.
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AMAZING NEW

PROVIDES THIS PROTECTION
ﬁ, FOR JUST

CASH BENEFITS 8/6
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

10000,

40000
*b00000

SICKNESS ACCIDENT
and MATERNITY

HOSPITALLZATION PLAY

Fnlir:f pays “hospitalization benefits”
for sickness, accident or maternity, in-

l:ludlni hospital room at rate of $5.00
per day, operatin anatﬂﬁnm,
drugs, :htmng!, la amry, -ray, oxy-
tent and cther services, even ambu-
sevvice, Total hospital benefits as

; ﬁ“dﬁeﬁtﬂm sesasvgesrasdabady

The SERVICE LIFE INSURAHcE Co.
450-W Jeviee ' OMAMA 2, NEEBRASKA

SICKNESS BEMEFITS!

Policy.pavs torloss of time due
to sickness, a recular monthly
income fof ‘as long -as .3
months, up to

ACCIDENT BENEFITS!

Policy pays far accident dis-
ability at rate up to $100 per
month, for as long 4524
months, or

ACCUMULATED CASH!

Policy pays for accidental loss
of lite, limb or. sight up to
54,000, accumulated to
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CASH for Almost Every Em ergencﬂ
Now, added millions can aflord all-around insurance protection. Heme
Is a combination SICKNESS, ACCIDENT & HOSPITALIZATI

policy for just a dollay a month that pays in strict accordance with

provisions for ANY and ALL accidents, ALL the common M
even non-<confining illness and minor injuries. It pays disabjliey
benefits from the very first day. NO waiting period! NO this is not the
usual “limited” policy. It’s an extra-liberal policy that provides quide
cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, for m-tdlnnm

‘and other pressing demands for cash that iavariably come. when
gickneéss or accident strikes,

POLICY ISSUED By Mail AT BIG SAVINGS
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION! |

Ages 15 to 69, Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Davs “
Free Examination. NO f:mrt' NO obligatian! NO

salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your- ‘g"”

pelf. It's the protection you need and shouid have at ‘;E ﬂh%
& price you can afford, }ust mail coupen below! But e C
do it today. Tomorrow might be too late?

. h DUPL
N -UF < s
--------‘t-h

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

450-W Service Life Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebraska

SEND without cost or obligation yeur extra-liberal
“*Gold Seal'’ §1-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days® Free
Inspection.

o
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Learn by Poingl

Use Rea! Radio Equipment
Furnished with Your Course

Experience 1s the best teacher and
you learn by experience with the
Natlonal Shop Methad of Home
Eraining. You build along distancs,
high fidelity, superheterodyne re-
eelvar—build manv other cireuits
and oconduct experimants with the
blzg kits of standard radio parts
énoluded with gowr troining of no
eira oost. -

Here is the kind of training that
gives you a firsi-hand keowledge
advanced and approved means and
melhods. Not only do you understand
the basic principles of the imdusiry
but you become expert with prac-
tical experience. 3

Send the coupon for detailed in-
formation on all the different de-
partments of this course of traiming.

CHOOSE YOUR FUTURE

1. Radio is & $6-billion busi-
ness. Radar, just starting. al-
ready does $2-billiom & year.
9. Thousands of men needed
for statlons and communication
companles—~for operation and

maintenance.

3. Half million jobs in Tele-
viglon right at start is the
opinion  of industrial leaders.
&. Limitiess futurein Electron-
fes—in the home and industry.

a
l+_-

L,

e o

Get ready for Television end
FM. Get your share of the Radio
service Business, Take your place
in industry as an Electronics ex-
peri. Here 13 a sonasalionally im-
proved sway for vou to get the
right training. Study in spare
time—odd hours, even minutes—
and bhava the advaniage of gotual
shop erperience behind you.

This exclusive shop method of
home trainlng comes to you right
from one of the world’s greafest
vocatlional educalional centers—
the resident training shaps and
experimental laboratories of the
great NATIONAL SCHOOLS, It
is sound, based on the aotual ex-
perience of qualified instructors,
engineers and technicians—men
who are right in the industry.

Shop Method Training Wins
Good Jobs

“AMy latest offer
was $5.800.00 =as
Radio Photo Engl-

neer..,but I'm do-
s ety ing well where I am
| AR ) o e . ] IIGW Eﬂgagﬂﬂ, I -ﬂ.m

deeply indebted to
National.” — Jozeph Grumich,
Lake Hiawatha, New Jorsey.

“Due to my train-
ing at WNational I
was selected to in-
struct in the labora-
torr woark of Navy
dnd Marines.""—R,
B. Wright, Black-
foot, Idaho,

““T belleve Nation~
al offers tha hest
e {;Eurm to be timd. s
g e s eep up ths goo
L:F.";":-J-=ff:??:::§£?~:.355_5:;'1 work,"'—0, K. Ivey,
Eremas ™ Washington, D. C.

ltead wimt hundrads of olher
enthusiastio students have writ-
ten about National Training.
Send in yeur coupon today,

T4 g

nmne w

e
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and Prove to Yourself How
Quick and Easy You Get

National Sohoola has heen traine
ing men for higher pay and gregier
oppartunily for more than a third
of a eentury. Fill out and mall
the coupon below for detalls.

Grasp This Opportunity

Experts agrea that Radio, Plee-
troniecs and Television ia right at
the start of the greatest boom in
history. Right now is the time to
prepara yourself for BIG SUC-
CESS and LIFETIME SECUR-
ITY. Tako part in the great ex-
pansion. The field 48 wide open.

You need no previous experi-
ence—no eleetries] or mechanieal
knowledgs. National Shop Method
Home Training 43 complete in
#self—aup-to-date.

Make use of vwour fras time
NDW to bulld yourself a great
future. See how guickly wou
progress—how easy it is to get a
firm, practieal understanding of
Electronics in all branches,

See for Yourself

Tako the first step now. Fill
out, and mail the coupon below.
Be among the first to get into the
big money—ito win a position of
fimportance—to have & BUSI-
NESS OF YOUR OWN.

Thas industry is -erying for
trained men everywhere. It holds
out rich rewards—a prosperous

Ahead in Radio by the NEW

SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING

OF THIS GREAT, ESTABLISHED RESIDENT SCHOOL

futuro, Well trained men ONLY ars
wanted.

Examine the Natlonal Shop Mathod
Home Training carefully in the
Make up

of
quiet of your own home.

your own mind. No salesm from
National will eall on you. I oul
and mail the conpon today.

= ﬁ, ‘;:":.'_'.;:I.

Si¢ Books FREEL,

I 8arn for youtsell just how-gasy

= this:SHOPMETHON ROME TRAINING gives

“iyatithe practical; down.lo-ecihs §

Tgxperience ou, can never gk}

. ._i{r_'g:_rr:r‘lﬁl'h_e-: cyedlone.

LOS ANGELES 37, CALIFORNIA EST.1905 il _
"MAIL"OPPORTUNITY COUPON FORQBICK ACTION
NATIONAL SCHOOLS, Dept. NS-2

l 4000 Seuth Figuerca Street
l Les Angeles 37, California

Send me FREE the two books mentioned in

(Yoksbs ! 45
BT e

( Mail this in on envelope
or paite on a posteard. ) '

your ad including a l

I gemple losson of your course, I understand no salesman will call on me. l

NAME .....

N EEEREEE R R N N R RN R R R R R Aﬂﬂilili

T R S S R S S T

i QITY

AR SRR E R A

@ § W ®F 8 8 B W

Include i'-:::ur zone number,

vinsiaep DERTI a5 oo ¥
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.shows you how to service and
repair ANY part of ANY carl

No auto repair job is teo tough

when you've got MoToR’s AUTO
REPAIR MANUAL! YOU can re=
pair andyﬁii?g from ﬂc;rburfﬂa; tt%
.rear end—quickly, easily, rg Gs
look up make, model, and the job

in the guick index—and go to work!

Clear, illustrated instructions lead
you step by step.

o make such an amazing book!
. r-editors of

L
B!ﬂTﬂR Magazine collected and

ssible, the enginee

‘“hroke down' 160 official factory

ehop man
the vital repair

bools. s
No Other Manual Lika k!

This BIG book—640 pages, 815x11
inches, bound in sturdy e€overs—
brings you nearly 200,000 gervice,’
adjustment, replacement,
facts on every c¢ar builG
from 1935 to 1942, More than 1000
cut-away photos, diagrams, drawe . New York,

repair,
tune-up

For mechanies, truck spe-'
eialists, service stations

fieet owners. Covers EVERY mans, Fuel Bystems, Govera
{ Job on EVERY truck made  nors,” Lubrieation Bystems,
B since 1936! 1400 pictures, 900 ] ion Bystems, Stariers,
: meﬁsao.mu acts., Used by enerators, Clutches, Transe |
I m Fﬂrﬁﬁﬂh Wﬂrﬂntﬁltﬂ miﬂﬂi'ﬂﬂﬂ'. g
contain every essential fact  widers, Transfer Cases,

need to know. Sturdy
mfﬂﬂa'. size 832 x 11, ;

ne,

IN LESS

\ show yor YWHAT
MoToR's New AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. gﬁo ﬁgﬁ it

trade and technieal schools

it can pay for itse
times you use it.

SEND NO MONEY

ualg for wyou, spotted all
information you

need, dove<tailed it all together in.
to ONE handy, easy-to-understand,

: Samej' ;y Ofe;' Appﬁ&s ﬁ New §
MoToR’s TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL®
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C:']Vice Cursed

By MANLY WADE WELLMAN

. .. see by this image, which is
thine own, bow utterly thou has

murdered thyself.”
—EDGAR ALLAN POE,

William Wilson.
) GBS

BUT everything was a wonder now
that I was in New York again, and
pleasantly wonderful, too—not hor-
ridly wonderful, like the sniper-haunted
jungles and bullet-ripped beaches I had
striven for in the war I hoped would be
the last forever. I still wore my uniform,
since I had no other clothes, with on the
right breast a discharge device in bright yel-
low thread and on the left my color-mixture
of campaign ribbons. A sandy-haired civilian
bought me a drink in a bar near Unton
Square and assured me that battle-fears
weren't as terrible as fears of the unknown.
He argued that you knew what to expect in
war. What could you tell someone who had
never heard a shot fired in anger, a shot fired
in-anger straight at him? Of that nothing is
more unknown than the outcome of the
battle you are in, with Joe and Mac and the
other friends you love dropping limp and
dead beside you or trying to stuff back their
insides that have been blown out, and the
thought coming to you a dozen times a min-
ute that perhaps your side is losing? I plas-
tered on a smile, thanked him for the drink,
and went out to walk down Fourth Avenue
among the bookshops. And there it was, not
far from Tenth Street, rather different be-
cause it hadn’t a table in front with shabby
old volumes for a dime or a quarter, but
with its windows jammed with interesting
things and its sign:

THE SPOORN, BOOKSELLERS

I have never decided if the bizarre ar-
rangement in those windows was an arrange-
ment at all, but it was impressive, The big-
gest book was bigger than a volume of the
Congressional Record, bound in some pale
leather, with strange printing that might be
Arabic or Urdu, and a colored picture of
something ten-armed and scowling and star-
ing. Near this, a Summers, Geography of
Witchceraft, flanked by paper-bound Albertus
Magnus and The Long Lost Friend. There
were some recent publications—Tell My
Horse by Hurston, Hex Marks the S pot, by
Ann Hark, and poor William Seabrook’s
No Hiding Place. One shabby book looked
like a pasted-up collection of scraps and
manuscript notes, entitled in ink The Fersey
Deyil. This was like old times, when I
found all my thrills and chills in strange
writings about ghosts and devils.

I walked in. The shop itself couldn’t have
been more perfect if it had been built as a

.set for one of those B-picture scaries at the

Rialto. All the lights were close to the door,
quite glaring, and the shelves that stood
endwise to us at the back had no lights at
all, so that the spaces between them were
like gloomy caves. Under the lights were
some counters and tables, with cards saying
things like: RARE AND CURIOUS—ASK
CLERK—COLLECTOR'S ITEM. On the wall
hung a painting, one of those clutters that
can be put with any edge up and be some-
thing different and startling.

From one table I took up a book. On its
fly-leaf was written in pencil: Of Brownyis
and of Bogilis full is thys Buke. I'd read that
somewhere—Gawain Douglass or Robert
Burns? Or had Burns quoted Douglass at

T'here are some things more deadly than war experiences—
like working in a particular bookstore!

10



the head of some poem? Tam O’Shanter, Spoorn’s proprietor was smaller and
maybe? - slighter than I, though I am hardly a big

“Yes, Sergeant?” someone was half whis- man. His clothes did not look expensive, but
pering at my elbow, evidently with eyes on they fitted him beautifully, there is no other
those three stripes I wore, I put down the word for it. Some figures are like that, any
book and turned. cheap suit in their size arrays them as though

Heading by A. R. TILBURNE

11



12 WEIRD TALES

brilliantly tailored. He was long-jawed and
sharp-nosed, smiling harshly, with bracket-
lines all around his mouth and his tin-
colored eyes. His hands, with their great
long fingers and great long nails, rubbed to-
gether rather like Uriah Heep's. "What

would you like to see?” he was prompting.

To tell the truth, I could hardly buy any-
thing worth money. I had received only part
of my separation pay and had spent most of
it. "T'm not exactly a customer,” I ventured,
smiling back.

“I see,” said the proprietor, and rubbed
his hands faster. "A job, then. What's your
name, Sergeant?”’

The thought of working in a bookshop
was brand new to me, and intriguing, I
wondered why I hadn’t considered it before.
“I'm Jackson Warren,” I told him, "and I'm
not a sergeant any more.”

"Yes, I know. We hadn’t really planned
En your being here until tomorrow morning,

ut—"

This was where training and experience
in strange and surprising situations helped.
The fellow was actually hiring me, pretend-
ing some kind of second sight or other sym-
Eghy that had prepared him to do so. I

n't expected to be employed so soon, or
in any field I liked so well. Even as I decided
not to act mystified or stupid, he was naming
a salary not too small, and discussing hours
of work. “"One day you can open the shop in
the morning and stay until six,” he said, “'and
the next come at noon and remain open until
nine at night. Since you're here today, sit
down in the office back there read what I've
written about the job. You're intelligent and
liberal-minded. I know. Tomorrow morning
you'll be ready to start.”

I went past those dark bookshelves at the
rear of the room, and into a little cell not
much larger than a telephone booth, with its
walls solidly lined with old, curious and
strangely-titled books, There was room for
a chair, a little table with a typewriter and a
telephone. I sat down with the pencilled
sheets of paper he indicated, and began to
fead and puzzle.

Plainly those instructions had been writ-
ten lately and hurriedly. My name was at the
top, and tne first sentence was enough to
make my eyes pop. "I expect great things
from you, on the word of your sponsor. . ,.”

“My name,” said the proprietor, “is, of
course, the Spoorn.”

“The Spoorn?” I repeated. “It's a Scotch
name?"

“Yes,” and he was gone. I reflected that
the heads of Scottish clans used the definite
article to name themselves—the MacDon-
ald, the MacLeod, and so on. I had never
heard of Clan Spoorn, or of the head of a
clan who ran a bookshop in a foreign coun-
try, As I returned to my written pages, the
telephone purred on the table, and I picked
it up. “The Spoorn Bookshop,” I said
briskly. |

“This is Jackson Warren.” That was not
a question, but a confident statement.

“Jackson Warren speaking,” I told the
transmitter.

“"Hmmm,” said the man at the other end,
in a way I sometimes use myself, “You don’t
understand. I'm Jackson Warren. I wanted
to call about the job—"

“But I have the job,” I assured him. “"I've
just been hired. What can I do—"

“"Hmmm,” he said again, and hung up. I
shook my head over it, all by myself in that
tiny office, and resumed my reading.

“As an ex-soldier and an ex-sergeant, you
know without being instructed what is
meant by loyalty and discretion,” the Spoorn
had written for me, “Any good employee
will keep his council while learning—"

The telephone rang again, and again I
picked it up. “The Spoorn Beokshop,” I an-
nounced into it.

“Did I hear you right?” said the same
voice as before, “You called yourself Jack-
son Warren.” |

“Ex-Sergeant Jackson Warsen,” I replied.
“Just out of the service and into the retail
book trade, What can I do for you?”

“You can explain,” was the sharp re-
joinder. "It so happens that I'm Ex-Sergeant
Jackson Warren.”

“Is this a gag?” I laughed, not very heart-
ily. “There can’t be two of us.”

“I wonder.” There was a moment of
moody silence. “Will you do me a favor?”

“Such as?” I prompted.

“When you leave there, will you meet
me?” He sounded eager and a little shaky.
“Somewhere near there?”

I frowned over it, then told him the name
of the bar where the civilian had instructed



TWICE CURSED 13

me about known and unknown fears. "I'll
be there as soon after six as possible,” I in-
formed him. “Right?”

“Right, and thaaks.”

I hung up. The Spoorn had come to the
door,

“Why,” I asked him, “should anybedy
know I was working here?”

“Why shouldn’t he know, if he’s a friend
of yours?” asked the Spoorn. “Wasn't it ar-
ranged some time ago?”

To those questions I had no answer to
give. I took up the sheets. “May I take these
with me? I'll absorb them between now and
opening time tomorrow.”

He nodded- his head to grant the request,
and I folded them and slid them inte my
shirt pocket. I left almost at six, and weant to
the bar. | :

But as I sat on a stool and ordered a beer,
it came to my mind that neither I nor the
strange man on the telephone had offered
any basis for recogaition. There were half a
dozen men at that bar, and unless I asked
each in turn 1f he bad taken part in a strange
conversation that day—

But someone camae in at the door, and to-
ward me. I stated straight into the question-
ing eyes of myself.

i1

THE man was young, twenty-six years old
or so. He was perhaps five feet nine
inches tall, spazely made, a little wide in the
shoulders.

His hair was dark and short, with a
square face and wide-set brown eyes and
a creasy dimple in his chin. He wore an
army uniform, a little worn but neat, with
the three stripes of a sergeant and the device
that betokened honorable discharge, All
these things I recognized instantly. I had
seen them so eften before, in mirrors.

He and I smiled at the same moment and
with the same perplexity. He spoke first:
“You look enough like me to be my twin
brother.”

“I haven't any twin brother,” I said. That
was out of Wedehouse,

“Neither do I, This is a funny thing, I
came here to meet somebody with the same
name as I have,”

“I'm Jackson Warren,” i told him,

He put out 2 hand just the size and shape
of mine. “So am I. Let’s start talking.”

I picked up my beer and we went to a
booth, A waiter brought him a beer like
mine, and he began talking rapidly.

“Let's get it straight at once,” he said.
“That's my job. Rowley Thorne—my friend
—knew I was looking for work, and called
up the Spoorn shop and fixed it for me to
stact there tomorrow. What are you doing
with my job and my name and my face?”

It never took me too long to get angry.
“The job you can have, because apparently
the Spoorn thinks I'm you,” I told him.
“But I grew up with the name and face and
they're as much mine as yours. I won't
change the name, and I don't think you'll
get far changing the face.”

For a moment he glared back, His expres-
sion must have been a mirror-replica of
mine. Then he relaxed a little, and the hard-
ness became mystification. “We're going at
this wrong,” he said. “I don’t blame you for
being sore if you're as rattled as I am. Maybe
it’s not too much that we look alike—we're
only a little more than average size, and we
both have the usual Anglo-Celtic face. Asto
the name, Warren’s not uncommon, but
Jackson is—for a Christian name, anyway.”

“I was botn in Lynchburg, and my people
named me for Stonewall Jackson,” I ex-
platned, also a little less heatedly.,

“And I'm Carolinian, though I haven’t
kept much of the accent,” said my compan-
ion. “I was named for the other Jackson,
Andrew. Let's go back to the last remark
but one, as somebody says in Alice, 1
thought you'd been pretty elaborate about
gnawing under me into that job. But you
said you didn’t want it.”

“Oh, I want it. I'm not very rich or any-
thing. But,” and I drew the Spoorn’s in-
struction sheets from my pocket, “I haven't
really started, and I won't start where I don't
really belong. You can have these, study
them—they tell what your duties will be—
and go in there tomorrow. The Spoorn won't
know the difference.”

The other Jackson Warren took the
sheets, but did not glance at them for a mo-
ment. " You know, I've heard of a case like
this before. At Leavenworth Prison it was,
I think—two men sentenced there, the same
size and with faces alike enough to fool their
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mothers. Both named West, and I can’t re-
member the first name, but they both had it.
Fingerprints were the only difference. I
wonder if ours are alike, or anywhere near
alike.”

I was born in Lynchburg,” I said again,
“May 8, 1921—"

“Me, too!” he cried, so sharply that one
of the two customers glanced our way. And
now neither of us spoke for 2 moment, until
I tried to say something.

“There’s too much coincidence here, Too
much.”

“There’s no coincidence,” he said harshly.
“This was planned some way or other. But
~ how? Why? I wender if the two of us aren’t
in a jam.”

"Read those instructions,” I suggested.
- “Since you're the right man for the job, they

may make sense to you.”

HE BEGAN to read, and I sipped at my
beer. After some minutes he folded
the papers carefully, picked up his own glass
and drank deeply.
“They make sense, all right,” he said.
“Who do Rowley Thorne and the Spoorn
think they’re fooling?”
I couldn’t answer that, so I waited for
him to go on, He was stud ying my cam-
1gn rxbbons “Pacific Theater,” he said.
‘Well, we're different there. I was in
Eumpe, and for a while in Iceland. I had
fime on my hands, and dug into witchcraft
and demonology—"
“For which Iceland is famous,” I added.
Irn not very surprised that you know
that,” he said. “Somebody up there gave me
the name of Rowley Thorne in the States,
and when I came back here he and I got to-
gether. He suggested that I take this job,
and I was grateful for it. Wait a second, are
you part of whatever his scheme is?”
“I'm part of no scheme that I know of,
and everything I told you is true.” I dug out
papers and orders I had been given at the

separation center, and he took them and read -

my name on them. He passed them back as
though they weighed a ton. Then he tapped
hls fingers on the Spoorn’s written pages.
“Here's the payoft. The Spoorn is run-
nlng a funny bookshop, a very funny book-
shop indeed. What Rowley Thorne sent me
there for, and what the Spoam hired me—

or you—for, was the stuff I studied in Ice-
land, But I don’t want anything to do with
it.”

“It's a shop full of peculiar books,” 1
said, and told him a little about it. He
heard me silently, nodding a hittle as if I was
telling him a lot.

“I have a notion,” he said when I fin-
ished. “Let’'s both go up there and wreck
the place. Wish we had some grenades.”

“Is it that bad?”

“Worse. What little I know—and I don't
want to know any more—wait. We'll have
to talk this over, Where are you staying?”

I had no place, and said so. My baggage
was checked at the Pennsylvania Station.

“Come to my place, then. I've got a big
room, with 2 bed and a couch, on West
Nineteenth. I meant what I said 2 moment
ago, this is no coincidence. We’'ve both been
put into this as duplicate cogs in some sort
of machine. Let’s talk and think and get the
machine running the right way.”

“That’s a deal,” 1 said, and our identical
right hands grabbed at each other again.
“Come up with me to get my bag. But
what'll we call each other? We can't both
be Jackson.”

“We're different Jacksons,”
“I'll call you Stonewall.”

“You be Andy,” I said, and he grinned.
I liked that grin, perhaps because I'd seen it
so often in my shaving mirror. We finished
our beer and started out together,

A man turned from the bar to stare at us
His eyes grew as big as dollar watches, and
he set the highball he was holding back on
the bar.

“Not another drop,” he stammered to the
bartender "Never again. Not when I see
‘em in twos—"

Andy and I went out laughing at the tops
of our voices. I mention that because we
had so little to laugh at in the days that fol-
lowed.

he reminded.

I11

ANDY'S lodging was en West Nine-

teenth Street, and we went there after
eating dinner in the Village. His street was
full of immense, loud trucks, but the
rooms—he had two, part of a widow’s
apartment—were at the back. We took -
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mre beer u%mﬂa us, and sat talking, more
ourselves than about The Spoorn’s

"““}’P

t kept adding up to a case of complete
duplication. We found we were both
orphans, reated by aunts. We'd both been
half-mile runners in high school, we'd both
gone to college—he at Cha.pel Hill, T at
University of Virginia—and left in junior
year to enhst. Even our studies and grade-
levels were alike. We both liked to read
about the supernatural; he'd logically poked
into Icelandic demoa-lore, just as 1T'd tried
to learn something about devil-devil and
praying to death when I was stationed in
the Solomoss.

"1 wonder #f we aren’t both avoiding one
consideration,” said Andy, pouring beer
nfto my mug.

“You meen the doppleganger business,”
1 nodded. "“TFhe way I used to hear it
everyone has his rephca either a spirit or a
living creature. You come face to face

with it, and yeu fall dead. But I never felt

better in my life, Andy.”

“Me, toe,” he informed me. “If we
wrote all this down it woulda't be C{}nvinc-
in

&, “It sounded convincin 8 enough when
Edgar Allan Poe wrote it,” I argued. "Re-
member William Wilson?”

“I've been remembering all evening.
Likewise Charles Dudley Warner—My
Double and How He Undid Me. Probably
we ought te decide which of us is the vic-
ttm and whieh the nemesis. Toss a
coin—"

“Roger,” and I pulled a dime from my
pocket, Hipped it i the air and let it fall.
It rolled, struck a wide crack between two
floor boards, and remained on edge.

“There's our answer,” said Andy, hand-
ing the dime back to me. “"We're both in
this thing together. Let's keep on drink-
ing, orf well not get much sleep.”

We dida't, anyway. The reveille habit
was strong in both of us, and we woke be-
fore dawn. Andy pulled open 2 closet.

“I'm a little up on you,” he smiled. “I've
got some clvwies, two or three suits. Pick
one out. Shirts in the drawer. You'll buy
some for today or tomorrow.”

His clothes fitted me nicely. I he fed him

with breakfast, eggs and rolls and coffee,

whipped up over an electric grill on his
bureau. “Now what?” he asked.
“Go to the Spoorn’s, and meet me for
lunch at noon. We'll powwow some more.
Don’t let on about this double business.
Maybe it's an ace in the hole for us.”
“Right.” We decided on a cafeteria not
far from the shop, and he went away.
Even then my chief reaction was of fas-
cinated wonder that I had stumbled upon
so complete a twin to myself. I ’Sl?eﬂt the
motning in clothing stores of the Twenties,
getting a gray suit and some shirts and ties
of different style from Andy’s. This was
deliberate. I even considered growing a
mustache, or wearing spectacles, but the
clothes were enough of a difference.

WAS at the cafeteria a quarter of an

hout before noon, and so was Andy.
He had begged off early, saying he must
buy some cough medicine. I put plenty of
lunch en my tray, but Andy’s appetite, at
least, was different from mine. He led
the way to a semi-remote table, gulped at
his coffee, and began lecturing me.

“It's a litHe more disgusting than I
thought possible,” he began. “That sounds
funny, from an old frontline infantryman
who knows what the score is on disgust;
but I mean it. They don’t want me to sell
books—they don’t sell books themselves,
except as a front—"

“They?” 1 interrupted. “Who are l:hey’
Are there two Spoorns, t00?”

“Lots of 'em,” said Andy. "He's one of
a bunch of wrong guys, Stonewall. All
wrong guys. You and I read about witches
and devil-worshippers for fun and think
it’s fiction. They are witches and devil-wor-
shippers, and think—and know—it’s real.”

“Then they’re mad,” I began, but he
waved me quiet. |

“With rotten method in their madness.
Think off all the dirt you've ever heard or
suspected about black magic. Nasty cere-
monies, baby sacrifices, death spells, coward-
ly sneaky organizations to fight anything
that's normal and pleasant and friendly.
Think of it as actual, or at least studied
and done by all sorts of little cabals and
societies everywhere—thick in New York,
because this is a big town and full of funny
doings. And think of a sort of library-meet-
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ing place for those people, or anyway their
Ieaders their miserable wry-faced, wry-
minded leaders. Did you notice the book-
shelves without any lights at the back of
the room?”

“1 wondered how anybody could even
read the titles there,” I remembered, watch-
ing Andy closely and nervously.

“Don’t look at me as if you wanted to
call for a straitjacket. Some people can
read the titles, because they have special
eyes. Or perhaps they know the books by
touch or instinct—anyway, the Spoorn has
nothing there that he oﬁers for sale. Odd
customers look only at the stuff on the
tables and counters. The Spoorn’s real
business 1s with people who come in and
borrow those dark-shelf volumes.”

- "Get to some sort of starting point,” I
begged him, and he drew a long breath.

“You saw those instructions, and didn't
understand them. I read them a bit more
clearly, because they referred to a wish to
use my studies in Iceland, and because they
were building up to some kind of oath of
secrecy.” Again Andy drew a long breath,
as if to clean some sort of bad air out of
his lungs. “When I arrived, this morning,
the Spoorn was waiting for me. He had
me into that little cubby of an office, and
gave me a book to translate. It was all in
handwritten letters of a funny jagged sort
—runes, I think, and Icelangnc When 1
said I couldn’t read Icelandic, only talk a
little, he wasn’t at all dlsappmnted He
said I'd pick it up soon, and left me alone.
He was right. After I was alone a while,
that writing began to make sense.”

“What was it about?”

“Magic. Power. All the wrong sort.
There were spells to bring up devils—I
stopped reading one in the middle, because
I had a sense of something getting ready to
crawl out from under the table. There was
quite an essay, sneering because the investi-
gators of the Moira-Blockula witchcraft
seem to have missed the boat on its real
leaders. And a lot of instruction for novices
coming into the outfit. That's when I
paused and shut it up and told the Spoorn
I wasn’t having any.

"What was he doing while you were
letting those runes seep into you?” I
asked.

“He waited on a customer of two, and
greeted several of his ugly friends. Twice
men came in with what I think was food—
lots of food—and he unlocked a door and
let them go downstairs to deliver it—some-
where.” Andy licked his lips. I do that,
too, when my lips are dry from excitement,
“But when I said I'd had enough of his
runic book, he turned on one of those hard
smiles of his. He said it was too late. By
reading the book at all, I was practically
past my first initiation inte a very unoftho-
dox but very interesting fellowship. Those
were his words. He tried to get me to go
downstairs through that door he keeps
locked. Finally I pretended to agree, but
asked for a chance to go to lunch first. He
made me swear, by some names 1 never
heard, that I'd tell nobody about it except
myself.”

Andy told me the names, and it will
shortly be apparent in this account why I
do not mention them here.

“You're breaking your oath,” I re-
minded him. “You're telling me—but,
when it comes to that, I'm really yourself,
or your other face and mind. Look here,
you're upset. Let me go back there instead
of you.

“Neither of us will go back,” he said
firmly.

“We can 't let it sweat us out, Andy,” I
argued. "We're onto something that needs
to be investigated. We're the guys to do it.
Go back to the room and I'll sit in for you
this afternoon.”

But he shook his head. “We're dressed
differently now. He'd wonder about that.
I'll go myself—you're right about finding
out more things. Meet me at the corner
after quitting time.”

And I let him arrange it that way. I went
back to West Nineteenth Street, washed
my face—it was hot and feverish—and sub-
wayed up to the public library to track down
something I seemed to remember.

I found it in Reginald Scot’s Disconverie
of Witcheraft, Book Eight, Chapter Fifteen.
I copied 1t down in modern spelling:
“. . . and they have so frayd us with bull-
beggers spirits, witches, urchins, elves,
hags, - fairies, satyrs, Pans, fauns; sylvans,
Kitt-with- the candlestock, tritons, centaurs,
dwatfs, giants, imps, calcars, conjurers,
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nymphs, changelings, incubus, Robin Good-
fellow, the spoorn, the man-in-the-oak, the
hellwain, the fire-drake, the puckle, Tom
Thumb, Hobgoblin, Tom Tumbler, Bone-
- less and such other bugbears, that we are
afrard of our own shadows, insomuch that
some never fear the devil but on a dark
night; and ‘then a polled sheep is a perilous
beast, and many times is taken for our
father’s soul, specially in a churehyard,
where a right hardy man heretofore durst
not to have passed by night but his hair
would stand upright.”

That catalogue of frightening monsters
held its riddles. The man-in-the-oak must
be a forest devil, the hellwain per-
haps Hellequin—harlequin?—but = what
were Kitt-with-the-candlestick, Boneless, and
the spoorn? >

I had used to wonder about that last.
Now it was a name I knew.

Going back to the room, I smoked too
much and made myself some coffee, The
landlady came and knocked and said there
was a visitor. " John Thunstone, he says his
name is,” she told me.

I knew no John Thunstone, but Andy
might. “Tell him to come 1n,” I said, and
he entered, stooping to get through the
door. He was inches over six feet, and
unusually broad even for that height. All
his clothes must have been made specially
for him, suit, shoes, shirts. He had a face
like a rectangle, with a broad brow and
jaw, a small dark mustache and black hair
combed close to his great cranium,

“Are you Jackson Warren?” he asked,
and when I nodded his big face lighted up
with relief.

“Thank heaven for whatever made you
fail to go back to work at that bookshop
this afternoon,” said John Thunstone. "Be-
cause if you had, 1 might never have
brought you out again.”

IV

I SAT down hard, without the thought or
manners left to invite him to take a
chair. He stepped closer and towered over
me like some statue of heroic size.

“You know a little something, I think,
about demonelogy,” he began. “Enough to
appreciate what I mean when I tell you

only

that the Spoorn and his are a fronf
for a rankly wicked group of—"

"I knew a little about it,” I broke ie,
not too politely. “"But how do you know?
What makes it your business?”.

He smiled down, as from calm summuts.
“So many people think I meddle where 1
have no right or motive,” he said. “Let me
say at once that such people are the sort
whose good will I reject, and whose de-
struction I practise. I found out about you
the same place that Rowley Thorne found
out, from someone in Iceland. That some-
one sald you were being referred to Thorne
in New York, and that Thorne would try
to use you in a way you'll find decidedly
unsatisfactory—" e —

“Mr. Thunstone,” I interrupted againm,
“You've got the wrong Jackson Warren.
You're talking about my double, Andy.” -

I was probably foolish to trust him on
his own showing, but I told him everything.
as quickly and simply as I could. He listened
calmly and politely, and without the slight-
est indication that he found the story
unusual.

“I like what your friend—Andy, as you
call him—said about this being no coinci-
dence. Only deliberate and cosmic plan-
could make you duplicates in all things,
and bring you together at this time and in
this situation. I have an explanation—but
no time to make you understand it. Later,
perhaps. We have to get your friend Andy
out of a dangerous mess.”

“What kind of mess?” I demanded.

He picked up his gray felt hat, a hat big
enough for even Daniel Webster’s spacious
crantum. ~Come along, and I'll talk as we
get a taxi.”

He did, while we rode to Tenth Street.
He said that Rowley Thorne was one of
many who patronized the Spoorn’s back
shelves full of evil books, and that the shop
was a sort of rendezvous for diabolists and
psychic scoundrels, just as a certain corner
drugstore draws the adolescents of a
neighborhood, or a certain bar is a hangout
for prize fighters and thetr managers, or 2
certain restaurant gets the artistic trade to
the exclusion of most others. It-was not
an unofficial reference library for
them, but a place to receive mail—lots of
them, said Thunstone, did not dare stay a:
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one address for any length of time for a
variety of reasons. And there was some-
thing going on in- the basement that he,
Thunstone, was trying to learn about.

“Andy told me something-at lunch,” said
I. “About food being sent down through
a locked door.”

“"Food?” echoed Thunstone. “"In other
words, not only is there activity in that base-
ment—there’s a set of living quarters.
Here's where we get out.”

It was not at the Spoorn shop, nor even
on the same street, but around the corner.
Thunstone led me to a door flush with the
sidewalk, a little stationery stand. The
proprictor greeted him with a smile of
warm welcome that used the mouth, the
eyes, the whole face. Thunstone led me to
a telephone booth with a sign that said “out
of order,” and pulled open the door. He
squeezed his big body in—and through.
His hand came back to twitch me by the
sleeve, and 1 followed him. As I entered,
I saw that the back of the booth was hinged,
and when it swung before us we went into
a chamber beyond.

“My busybody activities have gathered
me friends and helpers like the fellow out
there,” Thunstone told me. “People give

me information and shelter and weapons

and—no time to tell all about that. I've
spent months arranging to slip quietly along
here,” and he led me through another door
to a room still rearward, “to a point directly
behind the booleshop.”

This last room we entered was complete-
ly bare of furniture, rug or pictures. Its
walls were drab, covered with that stuff
they call—very accurately—distemper. The
one window was covered with a blind, and
a single naked hght bulb hung from a
cord overhead. Thunstone moved silently
as a foraging cat for all his size, coming to
the wall and placing his ear against it, At
his gesture, I did the same.

AT ONCE 1 heard something, muffled
at first, then separating itself into
sounds, words. They were words in a lan-
guage I did not know—or did I not? The
sense, at least, of what was being said bes
hind the wall was clarifying in my ear and
my brain. It was like a_prayer: Saya Saina
Elenke Serna, give us the wisdom which

only we can endure, having strength by

humility. . . .

Thunstone had caught my shoulder, pull-
ing me away from the wall and through
the door into the first hidden room. There
were chairs, and he pushed me into one,
then sat down himself. "How many were
reciting?” he asked.

“Several. More than one, anyhow.”

“It’s the school,” he muttered, to him-
self more than to me. “And the poor kid's
being matriculated—" He paused, looking
at me. “Tell me something again. I think
you said that Andy spoke of giving a
promise of some sort to the Spoorn.”

“That's right,” I remembered. “He pre-
tended to agree to a suggestion—"

“Pretended—and - put himself in daa-
ger!” exploded Thunstone. “The vety
nursery tales are full of things like that. A
chance word or action, not meant at all, be-
comes binding when the dark powers are in-
terested. Willing or not, deliberate or not,
your friend Andy has made an act of alle-
giance. The book he began to read was an-
other point. A glance at it showed him it
was downright evil. He should have walked
out then and there, and all they could have
done was try to kill him.”

“But you spoke of a school,” I said un-
steadily. “You think Andy’s being put into
that,”

“I do, and I believe it will change him
completely, Up to now he’s been normal,
decent, sane. But three years undet-
ground—"

I whistled sharply. “Three years! In that
basement?”

“Others have done that course of study.
I knew one, who died wretchedly and
whose only hope was that he could repent
enough before death. I'm sure of the school
now, the Icelandic tie was the final bit of
evidence,”

He told me a stoty, out of the history of
Iceland., It can be read in almost any
library of the United States, for he quoted
largely from the sagas of Eric the Red and
Leif the Lucky. The beginning was with
Eric’s voyage to Greenland,, after he had
been exiled for-murder from Norway, then
from Iceland, and: gave to.hgs bleak new
home what he thought was a good name
to attract colonists.
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To Greenland and Eric’s colony came the
sorceress Thorbiorg at the invitation of the
pagan settlers, to prophesy for them the
fate of their venture. Even her description
descends to modern time—a dark blue
cloak, a hood made of the fleece of a black
lamb, a necklace of glass beads, a jewel-
headed staff, a leather pouch full of charms,
On her second evening she asked for help,
someone to sing the chants of power, and
nowhere in that colony were there sibyls or
warlocks.

Gudrid, a girl of the colonists, said: “Al-
though I am npeither skilled in the black
art nor a sibyl, yet my foster-mother, Hall-
dis, taught me in Iceland that spell-song,
which she called Warlocks.”

“Then are-thou wise in season,” ap-
plauded Thorbiorg, but the girl demurred.
“This is an incantation and ceremony of
such a kind that I do not mean to lend it
any aid,” she said, “for that I am a Chris-
tian woman.”

UT her friends and relatives pleaded

with her until she consented to help,
and Gudrid sang, "so sweet and well” that
the sorceress thanked her for the song. “She
nas indeed lured many spirits hither,” said
Thotbiorg, “those who were wont to for-
sake us hitherto and refuse to submit them-
selves to us.” She prophesied glibly about
an end to famine and disease; but the fol-
Jowing year, the winter after Leif’s first
voyage to shores which must have been
Canadian, there was an epidemic in Green-
land that had horrible aspects. One wo-
man who died and was buried rose and
walked in the night, so that only a spell
involving the holding of an axe before her
could make her return to her grave. Thor-
stein, son of Eric, also returned after death
to say that Christian burial rites must be
practised for all funerals to prevent such
phenomena.

Thunstone paused in his story, looking at
me significantly. “You have, then, the
story of Gudrid—a sane and honest and
well brought up young person—being pre-
vailed upon<to perform a rite of black
magic she I:mﬂ.r fearned in Iceland and which
she did not particularly believe. After that
came supernatural terror. What's the
thought in your mind?”

"My friend Andy,” I said at ence. "He
was sane and normal, and in Iceland he
learned—" |

“Exactly,” broke in Thunstone, slapping
his great hand down on his knee. “Using
him in what they're doing will be 2 triumph
to them. A thousand years ago in Green-
land, magic was used to start a whole series
of ugly events.”

“Including the discovery of America be-
fore Columbus?” I put in. “Was that
ugly?”

"It was a failure, at least. They went to
Vineland the Good only a few times, and
lost touch. America was found for us by
Columbus and his Spaniards, who while
sailing called on the saints, not the devils,
with almost every breath. But to get back
to the sagas and their accounts—"

He told about the voyage to Vineland of
Karlsefni, of how the pagan prayers of
Thorhall brought a whale to the hungty
voyagers and of how ea-ting that whale made
them sick. There was fighting with the
swarthy, broad-faced natives the Norse
called Skraelings, who had a weapon that
sounded like a bomb—a black ball that ex-
ploded loudly when flung. The women of
the voyage waited behind a fence while
their men fought. Among them was
Gudrid, to whom suddenly appeared a wo-
man like herself, with chestnut hair, pale
white skin and large eyes. :

“What 1s thy name?” demanded the
appatition. ;

"My name 1s Gudrid,” replied the girl
who once had allowed herself to be argued
into singing of black magic. "But what is
thine?” .

“Gudrid!” cried the strange being, and
vanished with a crash like that of the
Skrachngs’ strange weapon.

When Thunstone had made an end, I
did not wait to be asked a question.

“Gudrid met her doppelganger,” I said.
“"Someone like her in appearance, even in
name. It's the story of Andy and my-
self.” |

“Exactly,” said Thunstone again. “Well,
after the battle the explorers sailed back to
Greenland. A Christian bishop sailed for
Vineland later, and never was heard of

~again. The Greenland colony itself van-

ished. But Icelandic magic remained, and
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now it makes its return to the shores of this
continent once called Vineland.”

“You make it sound baleful,” I ventured.

“And so it is. A bad beginning’s been
made, and your friend Andy is involved
without knowing why or how. You and I
are going to get him out of it, I say, and
at once.”

Y

KEPT wondering about the school.

Three years underground—it seemed
incredible, impossible. Thunstone must
have read my thoughts, as a surprising num-
ber of clever people can.

“The institution’s old enough in its be-
ginnings,” he said. “I can give you even a
reference in medieval history-—the career
of Saemund inn Frodi Sigfusson, Iceland’s
great teacher and poet of the eleventh and
twelfth centurtes.”

“All that I can remember,” I said, “is
that he’s credited with writing the Elder
Edda.” 3

“He spent years of study on the conti-
nent,” Thunstone told me. “His friends
lost track of him, and a very good priest—
St. Jon Ognurdson, later bishop of Holar
- —went to find him. Saemund bobbed up,
but so changed that St. Jon barely recog-
nized him. He even had a new name—
Kol. You change your name when you go
dizbolist, you know.”

“I know,” T nodded, for I had read about
that in Summers, Wickwar, and Margaret
Alice Murray.

"He'd attended the Swvartaskoli, the
Black College,” went on Thunstone. "It
took prayers and holy water and other
things—St. Jon’s white magic—to restore
him. And after that, a nip-and-tuck flight
from those who wanted to hang onto him.
But he got away, was an ornament in the
crown of Iceland’s cultural history, and by
his escape we know about that school, its
terrors, and the way to fight it. Well, the
Svartaskoli’s right on the other side of the
wall from us now, or a branch of it, any-
way. Are you game for—"

He broke off, and we both stared. Some-
thing was happening on that drab wall.

You can see such things over a period
of days or weeks, where damp and decay

darkens and cracks and disintegrates a
§tre-tch of plaster. But this happened fast,
1in moments.

All at once a great patch went rotten and
porous, and through it seeped a cloud of
something.

“Freeze, Stonewall,” muttered Thun-
stone, not even his lips twitching. "Don't
move a muscle until I speak. Then—"

I made a statue of myself. My eyes stung
with a desire to blink. I fixed them on the
vapor. It was dark, oily-seeming, here and
there clotting as if with particles of mosisture
coming together. It made a figure, vaguely
human, the half-man-form that is the most
terrifying thing of which imagination is
capable.

We'd been detected from beyond the
wall, then. It had been too much to hope
that we would go unguessed. And this that
had been sent—it must have power to de-
stroy, or it would not have come. Some-
thing else, more terrible, would—

My dry throat convulsed in spite of me.
I had kept silent in my time, within touch
almost of scouting enemy infantry, but I
could not now. I made a noise, a sort of
choking rattle. And the cloud turned to me,
turned its lumpy half-shaped headpiece as
if it had a face and eyes and could see. Its
arms, like two streamers of oil smoke, lifted,
then paused. It was afraid, or surprised. it
shrank back toward the wall from which it
had cleared.

“No!” yelled Thunstone.

I never saw a big man move so fast, not
even the ex-wrestler who'd taught us his
rough-and-tumble school of fighting and
killing with bare hands. Thunstone was
down on hands and knees, between the
thing and the wall, and one fist shot out
with a lump of something pale red. He
scraped the floor—a mark—he was draw-
ing with chalk, seemingly speeded up like
the decay of the wall. He slashed here,
angled off there, and was back. The vapory
thing turned back to him, and he scrambled
off around it. A big rough star of chalk-
lines showed all around the bottom of it,
where real figures would have feet. -

“Recite,” said!:Thunstonesjc “The begin-
ning of ‘the Gospel of St. john. Do yot
know it?” |

I did know it, or something put th
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words into my mind and my mouth. "In
the Beginning was the Word,” I stam-
mered, “and the Word was—"

BETWEEN the points of the star, Thun-
stone was dashing in signs, or perhaps
letters in an alphabet I had never secen. As
I quoted the Gospel, the thing in the center
of his diagram quivered and writhed, but
did not move. It was rooted, I thought, to
the worn floor-boards. Rising to one knee,
Thunstone fairly whirled a circle outside
his star and the signs. He stood up, pant-

ing.

It's in prison,” he told me exultantly.
“See what I've done? Instead of drawing
the pentacle and circle around us, I got it
around it—and there’s no passing that set
of lines and figures.”

“I'm afraid I almost bungled it,” I man-
aged to say, and my voice and my knees
trembled.

“You didn't mean to, and neither of us
knew that the best way to surprise the thing
was to rivet its attention on you,” Thun-
stone assured me. “You're the image of
Andy, who's the last human being it ex-
pected to find here. Its dark mind, or what
it uses for a mind, was taken aback, and
gave me my chance. Look!”

The thing wavered here and there, but
shrank back from the chalk lines, as from
electric wires. I half understood that it was
cenfined as stone walls and iron bars could
never confine such a thing. “What is it?”
I became bold enough to ask. “Where did
it come from?”

"From a bottle, in which nasty things
were mixed. Men like those we're fighting
can maké their own crude ghosts and
demons. We'll stop that, along with some
other things.”

Thunstone pointed to the rotted space of
plaster. "It would have retreated through
there, and warned them in ways they'd
understand, Since it’s helpless here, we can
use its passageway. Best defense is a good
offense.”

“Get there first with the most,” I glibly
quoted Bedford Forrest, and Thunstone’s
great hand clapped my shoulder in approval.

“Pay attentzon,” he bade me solemnly.
“We can get in there easily now; but we'll
find ourselves ameng things you can't
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imagine, and I can’t explain, I speak of a
school in a cellar—it won't be a cellas,
Once for a few moments I slid into the
other world they make, and none of is
mysteries are pleasant to solve. But re-
member this, Stonewall; the only way they
can defeat and destroy you is to awe yo#
into helplessness.”

“We're both quoting a lot,” 1 replied,
as solemnly as he. "T'll give you some-
thing from John Bunyan: ‘For here lay the
excellent wisdom of him that built Mansoul,
that the walls could never be broken down
nor hurt, by the most mighty adverse poten-
tates, unless the townsmen gave consent
thereto.” ™

“The Holy War,” Thunstone identified
the passage, and clapped my shoulder again.
“And it’s true. The most evil spirit is
powerless unless you give it. power over
you. A werewolf shifts his shape back to
human if you s to him boldly, if you
even look levelly. A vampire runs from
the simple sign of the cross, made with two
fingers. The devil's afraid of music, and
the Angry Gods died, the whole leash of
them, from the negative cause of having no
more worshippers. Will you follow my
lead? Then come on.”

He stepped forward and with a sweep of
his hand as at a curtain struck away the
decayed plaster. It fell to dust, and if there
had been Jath or siding beyond, that van-
ished too. He stooped, strode through, and
struck hard at something beyond. As I fol-
lowed him in, I saw his target lying on the
floor 1n a shadowed little corridor—a man
almost as tall as Thunstone, but scrawny
and with evil lines in his stunned face. The
man wore a star-spangled garment like a
gown, and from his untidy head had fallen
a cone-shaped cap, like the archaic costum-
ing of a sorcerer.

“One of the least important of our oppo-
sition,” said Thunstone quietly. "He was
posted here just to guide that vapor-creature
in and out.” His left palm massaged his
right fist. “When I hit men like that, they
don’t get up for an hour. It sheuld be
enough.”

Down the corridor was a single door,
marked with a looped cross like an Egyp-
tian sign. Thunstone turned the knob, and

the door swung inward with a whispery
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creak. He went down stairs into darkness
as black as a pond of ink, and I went with
him

VI

O, 1T WAS no cellar. If you choose

not to believe me, probably you are
going to be easier in mind. We came down
the steps, and I am sure that if I had turned
to look for them they would have vanished.

I had done what I once learned to do in
night operations, closed my eyes tightly to
dilate the pupils, and so when I opened
them I was able at once to see a little. Every
moment I saw a little plainer, and quite
plainly enough to suit me.

We were in the open somewhere. The
strange ground underfoot was flat, and the
flatness extended far, There may have been
hills or cliffs in the distance. Here and
there grew what I shall call trees, and lower
brushy clumps, without a leaf on them. I
thought some of them quivered, thought it
might have been a conscious blind writh-
ing, like the writhing of half-sleeping
snakes. '

In the empty dark overhead, what
passed here for sky, rode a round moon,
and 1t was the color of blood, as if foretold
of the moon at the world’s destruction in
the Book of Revelations. It gave only the
faintest bloody light, outlining nearby
banks of dark, filthy clouds. I chose not
to believe that those clouds were gigantic
vapor-forms of life, bigger and grosser and
mote grotesque than the man-size entity
Thunstone had trapped in his magic chalk-
lines.

Thunstone, a pace ahead of me, snapped
his fingers for attention, like a bush-guide
in the Pacific islands. I followed his intent
gaze. Something came toward us.

It seemed as large and strangely shaped=
as a camel, and it gleamed tallow-pale as

with its own inner radiance. After a mo-
ment I had the impression of 2 man on a
hotse, approaching at a shambling trot. But
though the rider might once have been a
man, he rode no horse thing.

They were bones, skeleton things, but.

not clear-cut to the bony anatomy we know
in medical schools or museums. Everything
was gross, strangely joined, lacking here

and extra there. The beast had earlike jutt-
ings to either side of its skull, and below
its eye-caverns sprouted a horn, set too far
forward to make it a unicorn. It wore 2
bridle of sorts, but the rider seemed not
to guide it. He sat upright in his saddle,
as awkwardly arrogant as Don Quixote who
had gone over to Satan. I thought he wore
a blunt-peaked helmet, then judged that
this was part of his bald, polished skuli.
From the chin-point below the lipless teetl
hung a beard, long, lank and white as
thistledown. Over his shoulders was
draped a cloak of the moon’'s same bloody
red, his left arm wore a shield with 2
squat, ugly figure for blazonry, and 1n his
right hand he held aloft a spear. All this I
saw as he came toward us, with an un-
hurried noiseless intensity of movement, At
perhaps thirty yards he dropped the lance
in rest. Its head, that seemed of some rough
white stone like the point of a stalactite,
aimed full at Thunstone,

If Thunstone had not stood so confidently
immovable, I myself might have turned and
run, and I cannot think where I could have
run to safely. As it was, I was able to draw
from my companion some part of the
mighty assurance that matched his mighty
frame, and I, too, stood fast. The horrid
rider on the horrid beast sped at him, upon
him—and Thunstone had shot up his mas-
sive forearm, striking aside the lance, and
was in close with both big hands clutching
at the bridle.

E STOPPED the creature, forcing its
bumpy, horned skullhead up and back
until its fore hoofs rose and pawed. The
two lipless rows of teeth on the rider’s
bearded face shot apart, and out came a
reedy cry. I ran in on the left side, took a
glancing blow from the shield that filled
the upper space around the red moon with
pale swimming stars; but then I got my
arms around a bony leg in rattly chain mail,
and with a heave in and up I tumbled him
out of his saddle. As he fell, and I threw
myself upon him, I saw that Thunstone
had somehow twisted the steed’s head and
neck so that it fell uncouthjy on its side, -
with a sickening clatter of bare bones.
Because I was_beyond amazement, I had
no sense of wonder at the burst of strength



TWICE CURSED

by which Thunstone achieved that over-
throw, -

My own capture had dropped his lance,
but he flogged at me with the shield bound
to his arm. I got my knee on his mailed
chest and worked a hand through that white
beard—it was coarse and dry as dried grass
—to0 find his throat. There was no throat,
only a struggling column of bones joined
together, like a spinal column. My fingers
recoiled of their own sickness, closed in the
beard, and it twitched oft of his skeleton
jaw, like something ed on. I would
not allow fear, but disgust shook me and
made me faint. Somehow I stayed on top,
pinning the thrashing body until Thunstone
sprang to my side and knelt.

“Thunstone!” wheezed the lipless, flesh-
less mouth. It needed no lips to articulate
that name. “You—"

“You know me,” said Thunstone, with
a quiet triumph that somehow made every-
thing all right. "I know you, then. Who
are you—who were you?”

The misshapen skull shifted and turned
its sockets up to me. Deep in their shadows
was the hint of real, glaring eyes. The jaw
stirred again,

“Stonewall. . . .”

“You know me, too!” I gasped.

“Call him by name,” Thunstone bade me
quickly. _ _

Only one person beside Thunstone him-
self had ever called me Stonewall, and 1
spoke at once.

“Andy,” I stammered. “Andrew Jack-
son Warren. What have they done to you?”

The form I held shuddered and went
slack. I heard hoarse breathing, like a dying

man struggling for a hold on life as it left .

him. A hand rose, not to strike or push, but
to grope at me, appealing and pitiful. My
eyes were sprung all full of tears, and I
scrubbed them clear on my sleeve. Then
I could see. |

It was Andy.

He was trying to sit up, and I crept clear
of him. He stared blankly at me and at
Thunstone, his wide mouth open in his
pallid face. He dabbed at his disordered
hair. The red €loak fell from his shoulders.
He looked doWwn at the shield he wore, and
wiiggled it off of his arm,

“Ghaa!l” He cleared his throat, and spat
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on the ground, near some things like faint-
ly phosphorescent toadstools. “"What goes
on here?”

TI—IUNSTONE hooked a big fork of a
hand under Andy’s armpit and set him
on his feet. “Of course they'd send him,”
he said to me. “Send him, changed like
this, to blood himself into their horde by
killing his rescuers. Try not to puzzle it
out too much, Stonewall. This place where
we ve come 1sn't logical. It's proof of more
dimensions than three, and of more senses
than five.”

I was thinking of what Thunstone had
said about the Svartaskoli, and of the years
spent there. They had had Andy brief
hours, and had changed him to—Thun-
stone read my thoughts again. |

"It wasn’t real,” he told me. "The old
scholars called such thing a glamor, and
they didn't mean Hollywood glamer.
Things can seem otherwise than they are,
to sight and touch. You know about were-
wolves, and the ‘appearances’ in Salem long
ago—disguise by sorcery, not by grease-
paint or theatrical costume.” He smiled
down at Andy. “You don't know how
much good this has done all hands. Their
logic sent you against us, for they sensed
our attack; and put you back into the right
ranks.”

I strolled over to where Thunstone had
hurled that riding creature. It lay in a heap
of mouldering bones, like some ancient
fossils dug up by scientists, I stooped to
touch them, and thought better of it.

“What else is standing in the way here?”
Thunstone igquired gently of Andy.

Andy shook his head again, slowly, as if
to get sense back into it. “Nothing that I
know of. Everything’s been blurred, like
2 dream. But they pointed me out here
alone. Their orders were definite, anyway,
and a2 moment ago I was set to carry them
out.”

“Remember Saemund, the Icelandic
scholar?” Thunstone reminded me. “St. Jon
called him his own name, and he was him-
self again. We've done just that. Now,
Andy, tell us what you know, while it’s
still even faintly in your mind. Then I
want you to go en and forget it.”

Andy told, haltingly, as if it was a story
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out of his babyhood. The and one
or two others had given him a book to
read, in characters that were provocatively
mysterious but which clarified as if his effort
to decipher them made them more easy.
And he grew foggier and dreamier, and
gathered ideas that seemed at the time like
brilliant truths, worth following to death
and beyond. Finally they told him to come
downstairs, and he did so very witlingly,
into the country we now saw. A long trail
led to a squat tower, blacker than soot, and
inside was his school.

“I was to stay there and learn to be
worthy of their fellowship,” Andy told us.
“Those were the Spoorn’s words. It was
50 black inside, charcoal would have made
a white mark on the wall. But the books—
they had letters of cold fire, like rotten
wood—"

“Never mind telling us what they said,”
mterrupted Thunstone, “How many were
with you?”

“Two others, I think. We weren't to
speak to each other. Only study. Once a
hand came from somewhere, all sh
with gray hair, and put down food. I didn't
eat st.”

- “Probably a good thing,” I wventured.
“Three students—not much of a university,
M:. Thunstone.” |

“Harvard was no larger in the begin-
ning,” replied Thunstone sententiously.
“One more question, Andy. Which way is
this tower where you entered the primer
class of the Svartaskolz?”

Andy pointed silently into the dark dis-
tance behind him.

“Come,” said Thunstone, and step out
lightly and swiftly as the biggest of all
cats.

We followed side by side, Andy and 1. It
scemed a long, gloomy way, though there
was a marked trail underfoot wiich our
feet easily groped upon. Once or twice we

ssed through wugly thickets, which I

ancied were alive and menacing, like ranks
of tentacled animals. There was a way up
a steep slope, and once we all three scram-
bled on all fours over a wall of close-set
stone that was warm as if from recent fires
upon it. I felt a damp wind, and had the
sense of great space everywhere,

Thunstone stopped at last, uader a
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mighty overhanging boulder tufted with
lichenlike growths, and snapped his fingers
as before. We saw what he saw.

The red moon had dropped toward a
horizon, not far away. Against it was sil-
houetted a squat, square tower, black, to
quote Andy, as soot. The damp wind blew
from that direction.

VII

THE purpose of all military training is
success in battle, and there are a myriad
sciences toward that success. If you have
been an infantryman, you have learned how
best to-approach a hostile building,.

Thunstone must have been an officer
once, with plenty of experience in the front
lines. He knew and did everything admir-
ably.

gle even knew the silent motions, nudges
and signs by which to give us orders. We
crept, belly to the gritty soil, on a long
dim circle to the right that brought us
around and in toward the tower. I wished
for a weapon—an M-1, a carbine or 2 BAR
—on that approach crawl. Then I reflected
that Thunstone had a master plan that in-
volved no rifles.

He went ahead, leading us to the right,
then in. We kept the tower between us
and the red light of the sinking moon. It
showed us two scrubby trees like gnarled
talons spread upward, and then it showed
us moving figures. These were human, or
probably human. Two of them stcod beside
the tower, by the door, as if conversing. The
other, a hunched thing with skinny long
arms that hung almost to.the ankle, stood
to one side, as if guarding something that
lay on the ground. At last one of the two
moved to this hunchback, with a gesture
and apparently a word. I guessed that this
speaker was the Spoorn, for he showed
small and slim, with a suggestion of ele-
gance in position and movement. The long
arms of the hunchback scooped up some-
thing, a tray, and waddled toward the
tower and 1n, | -

“The food,” whispered Andy, faint as
thought, in my ear. .

I remembered what he said about the
shaggy gray hair on the hands of the food-
bringer, and hoped that if I came into close
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conflict with that thing I could make a quick
job of it.

The two who had spoken had a final
word together, and one of them started in
our direction, along the trail we had
followed.

Thunstone scrambled back to us, and in
less than six words gave us our orders. I
lay flat on the trail. Thunstone, a few feet
ahead, made his big body small as possibie
behinc. one of those filthy-seeming bushes.
Andy, on the opposite side of the trail,
found a hummeock behind which he took
cover like the good soldier he had learned
to be. The man came briskly along,
whistling something minor. He was not the
Spoorn, too squat and ruggedly built.

He did not see me until he was almost
upon me, and I sprang to my feet. Of
course he stop ead. I think he would
have yelled, but Thunstone and Andy were
upon him from both sides. I saw the dart-
ing chop of Thunstone’s big hand, edge in,
to the fellow’s throat. That bruising wal-
lop on the adam’s apple quiets anybody. A
moment later Andy had pinned the enemy’s
elbows from behind, and Thunstone hit
him four or five times, to head and body.
I could hear Thunstone grunt with the

effort. When Andy let go, the man dropped

as limply as an old rag.

We clustered around him. Thunstone's
face was close enough to me to let me see
his grin of savage relish.

"I know him,” he whispered. “A fool,
of course—nearly everyone in business like
this 1s a fool or a tricked victim, as they
planned to make Andy.”

He gave the forward sign, and we
headed towerward again.

THE one remaining outside was the
Spoorn, all right. He was humming the
- same song that our late objective had
whistled. Thunstone, still leading, gained
cover within twenty yards of him. Then
he stood up and walked swiftly forward.
Andy and 1 did bkewise, but kept behind.

“Hello, Thunstone,” said the Spoorn,
with an affectation of quiet cordiality. “We
knew you'd be in this. You ve come awfully
clese.”

“I like to get close to my work,” replied
Thunstone.

“I see,” and the Spoorn’s head-silhouette
nodded. “You've come so far by brash,
brainless audacity, and probably a few
wallops with those big fists. You think you
can crush me like 2 fly? But I'm no fiy,
Thunstone.”

“A spider,” amended Thunstone.

The Spoorn nodded again. “T accept the
compliment. A spider. A blood-drinking
spider. I'll drink your blood, Thunstone
—figuratively. And it'll be drunk literally,
and your flesh eaten, by some of the native
fauna of this little pleasure ground. All
I have to do is whistle a2 note through my
fingers and they’ll be here.”

“I'm safe for the moment, then,” said
Thunstone, and edged around the Spoorn.
“You won't dare whistle them up unless you
can get inside to safety, or they'll eat you,
too. As long as I stay between you and
the door—"

“I've always admired your ability to find
things out,” said the Spoorn. “You ought
to be in with us. Really you ought, You'd
have' fun here.” |

“This place,” said Thunstone, “is a
dream. It’s here because an attitude of mind
creates it. I don’t live in dreams, not this
kind of dream, anyway. We're going to
wake up the dreamer.” -

“Your friends are still shy,” put in the
Spoorn, and laughed quietly. He had a
master flair for restrained drama.

“If you insist on meeting them—" Thun-
stone beckoned us. “Come on, gentlemen.”

We marched quickly in, shoulder to
shoulder, and the Spoorn turned to gaze
at us. At the same moment Thunstone
struck a match,

I saw the Spoorn’s mouth open, his eyes
goggle. In the light of the match Thun-
stone held, his face turned whiter than wax,
He tried to say something, and achieved
only a bat-squeak. Then:

“Not two!” he wailed. “"Not two!”

Maybe he fainted, Thunstone caught him
and picked him up.

“Come on,” he said, and rushed at the
tower. It seemed made of earth, as if
whittled out of a great natural mound of
claylike consistency. Even the door was
like that, perhaps its hinges. Thunstone
threw the Spoorn like a javelin, and the
door broke all to pieces.
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We were inside, lighting more matches.
There was a little enity, and in one corner
wriggled and cowered the hunchback,
holding the tray in front of him. He wore
no clothes that I could see, only a thick
coat of grizzly hair,

“He's blind,” said Thunstone. “Lock, in-
side this place is wood—old wood, older
than the first planks ever sawn in
America.”

He touched a match to the wall, and it
kindled like candlegrease. Someone yelled
farther inside—one of Andy’s ex-school-
fellows, I suppose. We backed out into the
open, and it wasn't the open.

It was a cellar now, a cellar such as you
find under many old houses in New York.
The walls were of crumbly cement, there
~ was a2 mass of trash everywhere. From the
direction we had just quitted, and to which
we now turned, beat a wall of flame, healthy
red flame as in a monstrous fireplace.

“The stairs,” said Andy, and pointed.
“We can get out.”

“Wait.” I panted, and bent to look at
something lying among the trash. “It’s the

tn. Here, too. Help me lift him.”

Thunstone’s hand closed on my shoulder
and plucked me up and away.

“But he’ll die 1n that fire!” I protested.

“Certainly he will!” Thunstone snapped.
~ “Fire in this world, and fire 1n the next—
that's the judgment on him!”

He rushed me up the stairs, and Andy

followed. We were in the corridor we had

once seen, and Thunstone poked me through
the hole in the wall into the room behind

the stationery stand.

VIII

N THE floor of the room showed a2
rough figure in chalk, a star, some
- Jetters and a circle. There was nothing,
not the slightest suggestion of anything, in
its center. Thunstone scuffed the lines
away with his heel. ,
“So much for the Speoorn’s magic,” he
said. “Do you understand what happened?”
“1do,” Isaid. “A little. You said down
there that the place was a dream place.”
“Dreamed up—in the strictest sense of
the word,” nodded Thunstone. “Normally,
we have a bookshop and a cellar beneath
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it. Some individuals with warped impulses
and a decidedly unusual pattern of thI:):lght
get together and tead things and make com-
plicated ceremony-gestures. The cellar be-
comes a subterranean country, full of ab-
normal conditions and objects.  Frighten-
ing, unspeakable—but if it's that easy to
create, it's that easy to destroy.”

“The Spoorn made it?” ventured Andy,
and Thunstone nodded again.

“He considered himself master of all
magic. What paralyzed his mind was the
sudden sight of you two. Somewhere along
the line you decided that your duplication
wasn't coincidence, but a depart of a de-
Liberate plan. You were right.,”

“Why couldn’t he stand the two of us?”
asked Andy.

“Because he knew he had lost power
over the one by the freedom of the other.
You were aware, too, of the belief that
doubles are a curse. They were this time—
a curse on the Spoorn. He had not expected
any such opposition to him. He wanted
all the supernatural on his side. When you
popped in on him to —"

“He folded up,” Enished Andy. "Quit.
Blacked out.” |

“And everything he had charmed up for
himself was ruined. We had a few seconds
to set the fire, which always makes every-
thing clean.”

Outside we heard voices, commotion and
gongs. Thunstone led us out through the
shop into the street.

“Fire engines?” he inquired mildly of an
excited fat housewife.

“The bookshop around the corner,” she
chattered. “It's blazing like tinder. Fire-
men say they can save the shops around it,
but that nice man that runs the place—Mz.
Spoorn—he and his friends are caught in-
sitde—they’'ll. never be got out—"

"I see.” Thunstone._strolled away, and
we with him.

“It's almost dinner time,” he told us,
“and I've an invitation. Won't you two
come along? Several others will be there. A
little Frenchman named de Grandin, who
will want to hear all about this. And,” he
smiled, “my host has daughters. Two strik-
ingly beautiful - girls. Theyre identical
twins—can't be told apart.”

“Let’s go!” cried Andy.



ogy Man Will Get You

By ROBERT BLOCH
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He was 5o very different from other men! -
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HE fisst time Naney met Philip =~ —just a A/d. But that was last year, and
Ame2r@he didn'tieven moiice her.  this time it was different.

Of aourse, you’ really couldn’t Nancy's folks went back to Beaver Lake
blame him. After all, she was only fifteen

for the summer in June, and she could
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hardly wait to find out if Philip Ames still
had his cottage down the road.

Hedy Schuster said he was up, all right.
She said Mr. Ames lived at the cottage 4l
year. Everybody knows how cold 1t gets at
the lake in winter—practically out of this
world. But Hedy Schuster knew, because
she talked to Mr. Prentiss down at the store
and he said so. That Prentiss was like an
old woman, he had his nose in everybody’s
business.

. Fhe first chance she got, Nancy took a

walk up the road past Philip Ames’ cot-
tage. The door was closed and there were
curtains on the windows, so she didn’t see
anything. But then, Mr. Ames wasn't
around much in the daytime. Practically a
hermit. Hedy Schuster said it was because
he was writing his Ph.D. thesis for the
untversity. He only shined around at night.

“But after all, that’s the best time, isn't
it?” Hedy Schuster said. It was just like
her to make such a snotty remark to Nancy,
knowing how it would burn her up.

Not that Nancy ever tried to hide the
way she felt about Philip Ames. Why
should she? After all, she was sixteen, she
had 2 mind of her own. And Philip Ames
was really something. .

Nancy always liked tall men, and Philip

Ames was positively statuesque. He had
such luscious black hair and dark eyes and
his skin was so white. That ‘came from not
getting any sun at the lake. She wondered
how he would look in bathing trunks and
if he would spend much time with her folks
again this year. He was very friendly with
them the last season. He seemed to like
Ralph—but then, everybody liked her Dad.
And Laura was glad to have company.

Of course, if her mother even suspected
how Nancy felt about the man she would
be positively farious. But she needn’t
know, yet. Not unless that Hedy Schuster
gave it away, and she’d better not of Nancy
would £7// her,

Hedy knew some boys around on the
other side of the lake who had a roadster,
and she wanted Nancy to double-date
some night, but the first few evenings
Nancy stayed at the cottage. Of course she
was hoping Philip Ames would come over,
and she dressed very carefully; no bobby-
socks or kid stuff, enly her best slacks and

——

one of those luscious sweaters Laura bought
for her at Saks. Those sweaters really d7d
something for her, and it was about time
Mz, Philip Ames found it out.

But he didn’t come over and he didn’t
come over, and it was almost a week now
and Nancy was going stark raving goony
because Hedy kept telling her what she was *
missing not coming along.

And then, Philip Ames came over. He
was even better than she’d remembered—
she'd forgotten all about that deep voice
of his. A real man's voice, and he didn't
langh all the time like those repulsive young
icks Hedy was so excited about. He really
was reserved; you could tell he was deep.
He was glad to see Ralph and Laura, but
he didnt smile,

Then Laura said, “You remember ou?
Nancy, don’t you, Phil?” and he looked at
her and nodded and then he just looked.

Honestly, it just sent shzvers through her.
You'd think she was a mere infant, stand-
ing there and trying to keep from blush-
ing. But he didn’t seem to notice that. He
noticed other things, though, because when
they all went out on the porch and sat
down, he sat next to her and asked her all
sorts of questions.

It wasn't that he was trying to be polile.
Nancy could tell the difference. For the
first time he was looking at her as a womany
she knew it. And she would never forget
it, never. Some day they would both re-
member this moment together. Some day—

ALPH and Laura kept interrupting

Philip with questions about his thesis.
He said it was coming along and he hoped
to finish it this summer. Then Ralph
insisted on telling him about his old con-
struction job, and Nancy knew he was just
enduring it all. He wasn’t really interested
a bit.

Philip asked her why she didn’t have
much of a tan, and she said she wasn't go-
ing out much these days.

“I den’t know what's gotten into her,”
Laura butted in. “She just mopes around
the cottage all day, reading. I wish she'd
get some fresh air.” 3c

“Oh, mother!” Nancy said. You d think
Laura was talking about a ten-year-old
child or something.
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"1 don’t get out very much myself these
days,” Philip said, rescuing her. "We seri-
ous students have to stick together. What
say we go for a hike tomorrow evening?
Like to see what's going on at the pavilion
across the lake, Nancy?”

Would she? Imagine showing up with
Philip when Hedy Schuster and her crowd
was around. Why it would be—

"No objections, I hope?” Philip was
asking Ralph and Laura now and it was
OK, of course.

“All right, young lady.
eight, then.”

That was all that mattered. Of course
Ralph had to kid her later about her new
boy-friend, and the next afternoon Laura
made her promise on her bended knees
that she’d be back before eleven. “After
all, we don’t really £now very much about
Mr. Ames. He seems like 2 very fine young
man, but—"

“Please, mother! I hope you don’t tell
me about the bees and flowers.”

Laura looked just a little bit shocked,
but she didn’t say any more, and Nancy
went back to work on her hair.

She scarcely took time out for supper be-
cause the upsweep was so difficult. Her
hair wasn’t really long enough for an up-
sweep yet, but it added years to her ap
ance and it was worth it. After all, Philip
was older. Twenty-seven? Twenty-eight?
Certainly not thirty. Maybe she could ask
him tonight. Or in a couple of nights. Be-
cause there would be other nights. The
whole summer was ahead of them. Tbhesr
summer, '

At quarter to eight, Nancy was out on
the porch, waiting. It would be just child-
ish to pull that old gag about not being
ready yet. Philip didn’t deserve such treat-
ment. So she was all ready when he came
up the path.

“Good evening, my dear.”

Yes. He said it. "My dear.” Nancy was
glad he couldn’t see her face plainly in the
shadows. The sun was just setting,

She started down the path to join him,

“I'm all ready,” she said,

Philip sort Gf backed away and looked

down
“I—I'm surry," he mumbled. "Came
around to tell you I couldn’t make it to-

See you about

night. Something came up all of a sud-

den—"

“Oh!”

“I hope you understand—"

Why did he keep backing away from
her? What was the matter?

“Well, I'll have to be running along
now. Some other time, perhaps.”

Nancy just stood there with her mouth
open. It was a brushoff, all right.

Who did he think he was, anyway? Was
he crazy?

She wanted to say something but couldn't
seem to think. It made her so mad she al-
most cried. The tears came into her eyes
and she saw Philip sort of swimming away
from her. The moon was just rising over
the lake now, cutting the darkness. Philip
was dlsappearmg down the path.

All at once he was gone, and then she
noticed this thing flying low, along the
trees. It squeaked at her and came for
her head.

It came straight from where Philip had
been standing, and when it got close she
could smell it, all rubbery, and see its little
red glaring eyes.

It was a black bat.

Nancy didn’t scream. She didn't make
a sound, just ran straight into the house
and up to the bedroom. She didn’t begin
to cry until she had her mouth biting into
the pillow.

AURA was really swell about the whole

thing. She didn't say a word. She

pretended she never even noficed. Nancy
would have dzed if she did.

Besides, what was there to say?

The brush-off wasnt so bad. Nancy got
over that. But when she was lying there in
bed, in the middle of the night, she got
the other idea. And you wouldn't even
dare whisper about things like that.

But it Aad to be that way. He couldn't
have just stood her up on the spur of the
moment. He wanted to be with her.

Oh, she was being silly., Frightened of
a bat. Just because Philip Ames lived up
there all year and nobody saw him in the
daytime and he broke a date when the moon
came up and all at once this bat—

Maybe somebody would £now some-
thing. That old woman of a Mrs. Prentiss
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down at the store. Of course you couldn’t
come right out and ask him that.

Then Nancy thought of 2 way. The next
morning she went down to the store and
gave Mr, Prentiss the works.

“We're going to have Mr. Ames over
for dinner this week and Mother wanted
to find out if there’s something special he
might like—you know, some kind of
canned stuff—"

Mt Prentiss said it, then. She £knew he
would.

“He don’t trade here at all. Never seen
him in my place.”

Yes. Philip Ames lived here all the year
round, but he never came out in the day-
time. And he never bought any food.
Never. And it was a lie about having him
over for dinner because come to think of
it, Nancy had never seen him eat anything.

That proved it. |

But—she had to be sure. Weren't there
other tests?

In the afternoon Nancy made a date
with Hedy Schuster to visit the boys across
the lake. She was glad, because when she
got home after dark, Ralph said he’d met
Philip. Philip was coming over tonight for
a while.

So Nancy was able to tell him she al-
ready had a date and wouldn’t be there be-
cause she just simply coxld not break it.

Yes, she was glad. She couldn’t face him
tonight, after what happened and after—
what she thought.

And also, that meant tonight would be
a good chance to do what she planned. If
Philip was out, she could go to the cottage.

IT WASN'T easy. Hedy was just ready to
blow ber top when Nancy broke the date.
But she didn't ask any questions, and it
was only about nine when Nancy sneaked
back past the cottage.

Philip was in there, all right. Nancy
went up the path then to his place. It was
dark, and there were clouds over the moon.
She almost fell flat on her face before she
got to the door.

It was locked, anyway. But the window
was open. Nancy
crawled inside.

The cottage was just a cottage. She had
a pencil flashlight and held it down low

o

took off the screen and
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while she looked around. But there was
nothing to see. Nothing!

Of course, the bed hadn’t been slept in.
At least, it was made pretty well for a man.
And he didn’t have any dishes or stuff. Not
even a camp stove in the place. There were
suits in the closet and a drawer full of
clothes.

It gave Nancy a funny feeling to open
his bureau and feel the shirts and socks and
stuff, all lying there in stacks. Most of it
was brand new.,

There was no mirror above the bureau.
There was no mirror in the bathroom, or
anywhere else. Of course there wouldn't
be, if—

But she had to be sure. |

Nancy finally went over to the work
table. There was a typewniter on it, and a
big stack of manuscript on one side. Maybe
he was writing a thesis, after all. |

She ruffled through the pile of papers,
looking for the title page. It was there.

"“Some Notes Upon the Empirical Ap-
proach to Demonology in the Modern
World.”

Somehow, that shocked her more than
anything else. It seemed to all tie in.
Demonology. In the modern world, today.
He was writing about demons, and—
things.

Nancy knew now that she’d have to do
something, tell somebody. -

Yes. That was it. Tonight, after Philip
left, she’d tell Laura. Tell her that Philip
didn't eat and there were no mirrors and
he was so pale and nobody saw him in
the daytime and a bat flew out of the sun-
set. =
Tell her that Philip was . . . a vampite.

ANCY never knew how she managed

to get through that night after she
told Laura. Laura was afraid she would
go into Aysterics, until she managed to
deadpan. If Laura wanted to take it that
way, let- her. Some people are just too
superior for their own good.

But Nancy wouldn’t stop now. She
couldn’t. If her own mother acted that
way, how could you expeéét anyone else
to—? ©3 P

There was only one thing left to do and
that was see it through. At least Laura
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wouldn’'t s2y anything—she
wouldn't dare. .

So the next night, when she heard that
Philip might drop in again, Nancy excused
herself just in time. She waited outside
until she saw Philip come up the path. It
was cloudy again, but that suited her. Then
she headed straight for the cottage down
the path.

After she finished there, Nancy

positively

came

~* back to their place. Philip was still talk-

ing with Laura and Ralph. She could hear
him through the window.

“You're afraid of the dark, aren’t you?

“Oh, but you are. I know all about you,
do you understand? You were afraid of the
dark when you were a child. Not because
of robbers . . . or thieves . . . or murderers.
Children don’t think of such things. You
were afraid of the datk because of . . . the
- Bogy Man!

“That’s the term your parents used. Bogy
Man. One of those smart, sophisticated,
grown-up terms, designed to hide the terror
behind it. But the terror exists.

“Because, when you were a child, you
knew what the Bogy Man looked like. You
would see him in your dreams—that black,
grinning face with the wicked red eyes.
You heard -his buzzing voice mumbling to
you in sleep, when you had nightmares.
And you'd wake up, screaming for your
mother.

“Admit it. You did scream, didn’t you?
And now that you're grown up, you laugh
about 1t. INow you're ashamed of your fear.

“But—you're s#7/] afraid. You may have
learned to sneer at witchcraft and demon-
ology. You read slick, scientific explana-
tions dismissing the basic phobias with 2
psychiatric phrase. Mythology, folklore,
primitive ignorance—that’s what tales of
witches and wizards are, aren’t they? There
1s no Satan, no Hell. Right?

“Yet somehow, you can't keep away
from such thoughts. You w7/l buy books
about the supernatural and patronize horror
movies, and visit spiritualists, and listen to
ghost stories, and talk about your dreams,
and speculate ;on the Faust legend. Even
though you patrot the -arfguments you've
learned—you cant keep away from the
mysteries. And ever so often, you'll find
yourself in the darkness with that deep

fear; the fear which all bravado and pre-
tending cannot drive from your soul.

“Because you know it’s true. There are
such things, such forces, such Evil. And
. . . the Bogy Man will get you if you don't
watch out!”

Philip laughed. “Now—in the face of
all that—is it so difficult for you ¢to under-
stand why your daughter might think I'm
a vampire?”

They all laughed. But Nancy didn’t
laugh. She crouched under the window and
bit her lip.

Laura had opened her trap, after all. And
—to  hzm! Probably blabbed everything;
about the food and the bat and all the rest.
Now they were having a good time over it.

"Damn them!” she muttered.

Philip had keen ears. She heard him
get up and come to the window, There
was no use in trying to hide. Nancy walked
around to the potch and opened the door.

“Why, hello, my dear.”

“Nancy—back so soon?” .

They were all grinning at her at once.
She couldn’t look at them. Philip had a
big smile on his face, and for the first
time she noticed his teeth. His big, white
teeth; the points hidden under his full red
lips. That was all she could see—Philip’s
teeth, gleaming at her. =

Nancy made the sign of the cross and
ran sobbing into her room.

THE next day they had it out.

Laura told her she was acting like a
child. She had just embarrassed them to
death.

“But why did you have to tell him about
it?” Nancy wanted to know.

“Because he asked us.,”

“Asked you?”

“Yes. Somebody told him you were
making inquirtes about him at the store.”

So that was it. That was why he came
up with his long line about the Bogy Man.
Oh, he was clever, all right. Making them
think she was just pulling some kid stuff.
Making them laugh at her.

It was no use talking to Laura at all,
after that. She was just waiting to fly off
the handle about the whole thing,

“Let's skip it,” Nancy said, and went
out.
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She sat under the trees for a long time
that afternoon, just trying to think things
out,

After all, she cowld have made a mis-

take. There were lots of bats flying ‘around

at sunset. A man doesnt have to keep
house for himself—he can always eat in
restaurants. Maybe he did work all day on
his thesis. You don’t have to be a vampire
to write about demonology. Many people
have gleaming white teeth. And nobody
had been bitten in the throat, or killed, or
stuff like that. . . .

But something was wrong. She felt it.
Nancy knew what Laura thought . . . that
she was just burned up because Philip had
prushed her off on the date. That she had
been reading too much silly stuff in books.
That she invented the whole thing just to
make Philip notice her,

Well—it was true. She d7d want him to
notice her. He was the most a#fractzve man
che'd ever met. If only it wasn’t true. It
couldn’t be true. But Philip had no mir-
£OLS 55

She went on like that for hoxrs. It was
getting dark before she pulled herself to-
gether. Laura and Ralph would be going
ahead with supper by now.

Nancy got up and started along the path
near the lake. She had the jitters, all right;
the shadows kept jumping around so, and
she walked fast.

All at once something moved out of the
shadows up ahead. She nearly jumped out
of her skin.

“Did I startle you?”

He was standing there.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to frighten you,
my dear.”

]ust standmg there, smiling at her.

“But say, I've been up at the house look-
ing for you.’

“For—me? "

“Yes. I wanted to talk to you.
take a walk, shall we?”

“Oh, I'm sorry. I have a date—" .

“Too bad. I was hoping we might get
together. You aren’t angry with me about
the other night, are you?”

-“Not at all.” Nancy couldn’t figure out
what the score was. Philip sounded like
an ordinary drip, now. Well, she could
handle t44t one.

Let’s

']."lna-yr kept walking 2long the path. It
as getting darker now, and she wondered
:f the clouds would lift. Not that she was
really frightened, but— - |
-Phi] ip was rubbing his eye.

“What's the matter?”

“Got a speck in my eye, or something,
Have you got a mirror in your purse, my
dear?”

“A—miuror?”
“Yes. If you please.”

NANCY’S hands trembled so she nearly

dropped the purse. But she got the
mirror out and gave it to him. ‘

He looked straight into it and rubbed
his eye.

Nancy leaned over his shoulder and saw
his reflection. He bad a reflection,

She didn’t know what she was doing,
what she was saying. The words just
blurted out. “You—you looked into the
mirror!” |

Philip smiled and handed the mirror back
to her.

“Of course I did. And I found that sprig
of hemlock on my doorknob last night, too.
The one you put there when you sneaked
off before coming into the cottage to make
the sign of the cross at me.”

Nyl

“Oh, don’t look so startled, Nancy! 1
know all about your ideas. You thought I
was a vampire, didn't you?”

She couldn’t say 2 word. She felt as if
she would sink right into the gromwnd. -

But Philip grinned.

“Just because I work all day and eat in
restaurants and walk at night, you won-
dered about me. My thesis had you puzzled
too, didn’t it?

“But you're wrong, you know. Vampires
wear long black cloaks and during the day
they sleep in coffins or grave-earth. You.
didn’t find any cloaks or coffins when you
searched my cottage.”

“But I—-" |

“I'm not angry with you, my dear. I just
wanted you to get things straight. I wanted
you to know that I can touch hemlock and
look in mirrors and all the rest.”

Nancy looked away. The €louds were
lifting from the moon. Like the weight was
Lifting from her heart.
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"X see,” she whispered. "I guess you
think I'm an awful dope, Philip.”

“Not at all.” He took her hand. A vam-
pire’s hand is cold, but his touch was warm.
"I think you're a very lovely girl. You have
beautiful hair, Nancy. Did you know that?
Look—the moon is rising. Gleaming on
your hair. I can see you, now. Nancy—
you aren't afraid of me any more?”

“No, Philip. I néver was afraid. Not
really. I—I guess Laura was right. It was
my subconscious.”

“Subconscious? Scientific, aren’t we?”

“You know. I must have thought up all
this vampire stuff just to make you notice
me. And besides, vampires are supposed to
be tall, dark and handsome—Ilike you—"

Philip held her very close, then.

“You're a very clever little girl, Nancy.
Very clever. It's a pity you had to stir up
such a fuss over nothing.”

“But I didn’'t mean it, really. And it's
all over now. Only Laura and Ralph

know.”

HILIP didn’t kiss her yet. He shook
his head. “I’'m afraid it isn’t that simple
after all. Like throwing a stone into a
pool. Ripples.”
“Ripples?”
“Laura and Ralph will talk to people.

Make a joke out of it. Laura has, already
—she said something to Prentiss. Pretty
soon people will start whispering. Won-
dering. A stranger is always a suspect,
Nancy. A reputation is a very flimsy thing.
It’s no use, my dear. I shall have to clear
out of here.”

Nancy couldn’t believe her ears.

“What do you care?” she whispered.
“Let them talk. We’'ll just laugh at them.”

“I'll laugh at them,” said Philip. "You
won't.”

He held her vety close and she couldn't
sce his face. He mumbled against her
shoulder.

“Too bad you were such a meddling
little fool, Nancy. But I can’t let you get
away now. It would spoil everything.
You've guessed too much.”

Nancy pulled away, but he held her. He
was very strong,

“Philip! Let me go!” |

He kept pulling her closer—closer—
there was no escape.

The moonlight was full on his face now,
and for the first time Nancy noticed the
change.

“Philip—it’s true, then! You are a vam-

ire!” |
: "Oh no, my dear,” he whispered. “I'm
not a vampire. I'm . .. just a werewolf!”

EEP in the fastness of a Druid wood

She saw no path between the somber trees;
Leaf-mold and moss were dank, and where she stood

Silence was older than the cypresses.
There crept along her veins a chilly flow

Of something not of flesh; her fingers curled

On emptiness. Ten thousand years ago

This might have been the dawn-dusk of the world!

Her lips moan like the wind; her arms, uptossed,
Were long and supple, and a dark-winged bird

Perched on her shoulder. Beautiful and lost,
She felt upon her brow, once white and fair,
A crown of leaves that rustled softly there!
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UT this is most pleasant, vras-
ment,” Jules de Grandin told me
as we reached the corner where

the black-and-orange sign announced a bus

stop. “The moteusr, he is a convenience.

({4

Yes, Whiz—pouf! he takes you where you

wish to go all quickly, and sifflement! he
brings you back all soon. But where there
is no need for haste—non. It is that we
grow soft and lazy substituting gasoline for
- walking-muscle, Friend Trowbridge. Is it
not better that we walk on such a lovely
evening?”

The brief October dusk had deepened
into dark as if a curtain had been drawn
across the sky, and in the east a star sprang
out and a cluster of little stars blinked after
it. A little breeze came up and rustled
faintly in the almost-leafless maples, but
it seemed to me a faint sound of uneasi-
ness came from them, not the comfortable
cradie-song of evening, but a sort of re-
strained moaning.

And with the sibilation of the wind
there came the sound of running footsteps,
high heels pounding in a sharp staccato on
the sidewalk with a drumming-like panic
made audible. The diffused glow of a street
lamp showed her to us as she ran, hurrying
with the awkward, knock-kneed gait of a
woman unused to sprinting, casting fearful
looks across her shoulder each few steps,
but never slackening her terror-goaded pace.

It was not until she was almost within
touching-distance that she saw us, and gave
vent to a gasp of relief mingled with
fright.

“Help!" she panted, then, almost fiercely,
“run—run! He—it's coming. ..."”

“Tenez, who is it comes, Mademoiselle?”
de Grandin asked. “Tell us who it is an-
noys you. I shall take pleasure in tweaking
his nose—"

an 1n Crescent Terrace

“Run—run, you fool!” the girl broke
in hysterically, clutching at my lapel as a
drowning person might clutch at a floating
plank. “If it catches me—" Her breath-
less words blurred out and the stiffness
seemed to go from her knees as she slumped
against me, flaccid as a rag-doll.

I braced her slight weight 1n my arms,
half turning as I did so, and felt the warm
stickiness of fresh blood soak through my
glove. “De Grandin,” I exclaimed, “she’s
been hurt—bleeding—"

“Hem?” he deflected the sharp gaze
which he had leveled down the darkened
street. “What is it that you say—mordien,
but you have right, Friend Trowbridge! We
must see to her—hola, taxi, a moi, toi
vite!” he waved imperatively at the rattle-
trap cab that providentially emerged from
the tree-arched tunnel of the street.

“Sorry, gents,” the driver slowed but did
not halt his vehicle, “I'm off duty an’ got
just enough gas to git back to the garage—"

“Pardien, then you must reassume the
duty right away, at once, immediately!” de
Grandin broke in. “We are physicians and
this lady has been injured. We must con-
vey her to the surgery for treatment, and
I have five—non, three—dollars to offer
as an incentive—"

“I heard you the first time, chief,” the
cabby interrupted. “For five dollars it's a
deal. Hop in. Where to?”

OUR impromptu patient had not re-
gained consciousness when we reached
my house, and while de Grandin concluded
fiscal arrangements with the chauffeur I
carried her up the front steps and into the
surgery. She could not have weighed a
hundred pounds, for she was slightly, al-
most boyishly built, and the impression of
boyishness was heightened by the way in
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added little to

her weight. It was a dress of black watered
silk consisting of a sleeveless blouse cut at

soft waves., Her costume

i
| .-‘. .
y i e )

. ._. | _,...nﬂ..n.ﬂ..u.n.r..
o RS

- .wf.,.r_ﬂ._

¥
#,

||||||||||

L]
!

Heading by A. R. TILBURNE

and sides and combed

straight back from her forehead in short

-
i

which her flaxen blond hair was cropped

closely at back

Mummys are to be found in musenms

%0l running after people in

ibe street!




36 "WEIRD TALES

the neckline in the Madame Chiang man-
ncr and a pleated skirt that barely reached
her knees. She wore no hat, but semi-elbow
length gloves of black suede fabric were
on her hands and her slim, small, unstock-
inged feet were shod with black suede
sandals criss-crossed with straps of gold. If
she had had a handbag it had been lost or
thrown away in her panic-stricken flight,

“Ah—so, let us see what is to be done,”
de Grandin ordered as I laid my pretty
burden on the examination table. Deftly
he undid the row of tiny jet buttons that
fastened the girl's blouse at the shoulder,
and with a series of quick, gentle tweaks
and twitches drew the garment over her
head. She wore neither slip nor bandeau,
only the briefest of sheer black-crépe step-
ins; we had only to turn her on her side to
inspect her injury.

This was not very extensive, being an in-
cised wound some four inches long begin-
ning just beneath the right scapula and
slanting toward the vertebral aponeurosis
at an angle of about sixty degrees. * At its
commencement it was quite deep, striking
through the derma to the subcutaneous tis-
sue, but at termination it trailed off to a
~ mere superficial skin wound. It was bleed-
ing freely and its clean-cut edges gaped
widely owing to the elasticity of the skin
and the retraction of the fibrous tissue.
"H'm,” de Grandin murmured as he bent
above the wound. “From the cleanness of
its lips this cut was evidently inflicted by
a razor or a knife that had been honed to
razor-sharpness. Do not you agree, Friend
Trowbridge?” |

I looked across his shoulder and nodded.

“Précisément. And from the way it
slants and from the fact that it is so much
deeper at commencement than at termina-
tion, one may:assume the miscreant who
inflicted it stole up behind her, hoping to
take her by surprise, but struck a split-sec-
ond too late. The blow was probably di-

rected with a slicing motion at her neck,

but she was already in flight when her
assailant struck. Tzens, as things are, she
had luck with her, this little pretty poor
one. A little deeper and the weapon might
have struck into the rhomboideus, a little
to the right, it might have sliced an artery.
As it is—" He wiped the welling blood

away, sponged the wound and surrounding
epidermis with alcohol and pinched the
gaping lips of the incision together in pet-
fect apposition, then laid a pad of gauze
on the closed wound and secured it with a
length of adhesive plaster. “Voia,” he
looked up with an elfin grin. “She are
almost good like new now I damn think,
Friend Trowbridge. Her gown is still too
wet with blood for wearing, but—" he
paused a moment, eyes narrowed 1n
thought, then: “Excuse me one small, little
second, if you please,” he begged and
rushed from the surgery.

I could hear him rummaging about up-
stairs, and wondered what amazing notion
might have taken possession of his active,
unpredictable French brain, but before I
had a chance to call to him he came back
with a pleased smile on his lips and a
Turkish towel from the linen closet draped
across his arm. “Regard me, Friend Trow-
bridge,” he ordered. “See what a fellow of
infinite resource I am.” He wrapped the
soft, tufted fabric about the girl's slim
torso, covering her from armpits to knees,
and fastened the loose end of the towel with
a pair of safety pins. “Morblen, 1 think
perhaps a brilliant contuwier was lost when
I decided to become a physician,” he an-
nounced as he surveyed his handiwork.
“Does she not look #rés chic in my creation?
By damn it, I shall say she does!”

“Humphf,” I admitted, “she’s adequate-
ly covered, if that’s any satisfaction to you.”

“I had expected more enthusiastic
praise,” he told me as he drew the corners
of his mouth down, “but—tgﬂe voulez-vous?
—the dress-designer like the prophet must
expect to be unhonored in his own country.
Yes.” He nodded gloomily and lifted the
girl from the table to an easy chair, taking
care to turn her so her weight would not
impinge upon her injured shoulder.

E PASSED a bottle of ammonium car-
bonate beneath her nostrils, and as

the pungent fumes made her nose wrinkle
in the beginnings of a sneeze and her pale
lids fluttered faintly: “So, Mademorselle,
you are all better now? But certainly,

- Drink this, if you will be so kind.” He

held a glass of brandy to het lips. “Abh,
that is good, #'est-ce-pas? Morbles, 1 think
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it is so good that I shall have a small dose
of the same!

“And now,” with small fists on his hips
and arms ‘akimbo he took his stand before
her, "will you have the kindness to tell us
all about it?”

She cowered back in the chair and we
could see a pulse flutter in her throat. Her
eyes were almost blank, but fear stared
from them like a death’s head leering from
a window. “Who are—where am I?” she
begged piteously. “Where is it? Did you
see it?” As her fingers twisted and un-
twisted themselves in near-hysteria then
came in contact with the towel swathed
round her. They seemed to feel it unbe-
lievingly, as if they had an intelligence
separate from the rest of her. Then she
looked down, gave a startled, gasping cry
and leaped from the chair. “Where am
I?" she demanded. “What has happened
to me? Why am I dressed in—in this?”

De Grandin pressed her gently back in
the chair. "One question and one answer
at a time, if you please, Mademoiselle. You
are in the house of Dr. Samuel Trowbridge.
This is he,” he bowed in my direction, "and
I am Dr. Jules de Grandin. You have
been injured, though not seriously, and
that is why you were brought here when
you swooned in the street. The garment
you are wearing is fashioned from a bath
towel. I am responsible for it, and thought
it quite chic, though neither you nor Dir.
Trowbridge seem to fancy it, which is a
great pity and leaves your taste in dress
open to question. You have it on because
your gown was disfigured when you were
hurt; also it is a little soiled at present.
That can and will be remedied shortly.

“Now,” his little round blue eyes twin-
kled and he laughed reassuringly, "I have
answered your questions. Will not you be
so kind as to answer ours?”

Some of the fear went out of her eyes
and she managed to contrive a little smile,
People usually smiled back at de Grandin.
“I guess I've been seeing too many horror
films,” she confessed. "I saw the operat-
- ing table and the bandages and instru-
ments, and smelled the medicines, then
when I realized I was dressed in this my
first thought was that I'd been kidnaped
ﬂ-ﬂd—‘" e

De Grandin’s shout of laughter drowned
her half-ashamed confession. “Mordies,
you thought that you were in the house of
Monsieur Dracula ], Frankenstein, and that
the evil, mad surgeons were about to make
a guinea-pig or white rabbit of you, n’est-
ce-pas, Mademoiselle? 1 assure you that
fear is quite groundless. Dr. Trowbridge
is an eminently respectable practitioner, and
while T have been accused of many things,
human vivisection is not one of them.

“Some three-quarters of an hour ago Dr.
Trowbridge and I stood at Colfax and
Dorondo Streets, waiting for an omnibus.
We observed you coming toward us, run-
ning like Atalanta racing from the suitors,
and obviously very much afraid. When you
reached us you cried out for us to run also,
then swooned in Dr. Trowbridge's arms.
It was then we saw that you had been in-
jured. Alors, we did the proper thing. We
bundled you into a taxi and brought you
here for treatment. You know why we re-
moved your dress, and why you wear my
own so smart creation.

“That puts you in possession of the facts,
Mademotselle. 1t is for you to tell us what
transpired before we met. You may speak
freely, for we are physicians, and anything
you say will be held in strict confidence.
Also, if we can, we shall be glad to help

ou.
: She gave him a small grateful smile. "I
think you've done a lot to help me already,
sir. I am Edina Laurace and I live with my
aunt, Mrs. Dorothy Van Artsdalen at 1840
Pennington Parkway. This afternoon 1
called on some friends living in Clinton
Avenue, and walked through Crescent Ter-
race to Dorondo Street to take a number
four bus. I was almost through the Ter-
race when—" she stopped, and we could
see the flutter of a little blue vein at the
base of her throat as her heart action quick-
ened—"when I heard someone running.”

“Parblen, another runner?” murmured
Jules de Grandin. Aloud he ordered:
“Proceed, if you please, Mademoiselle.”

“Naturally, I looked around. It was get-
ting dark, and I was all alone—"

“One understands. And then what was
it that you saw?”

“A man was running toward me. Not
exactly toward me, but in the same di-



38 WEIRD TALES

reczion I was going. He was a poor-look-
ing man; that is, his clothes were out of
press and seemed too loose for him, and his
shoes scuffed on the pavement as he ran—
you know how a bum'’s shoes sound—as if
they were about two sizes too large? He
seemed almost out of breath and scared of
something, for every few steps he’'d glance
back across his shoulder. Then I saw what
he was running from, and started to run,
too. It was—" her hands went up to her
eyes, as if to shut some frightful vision out,
and she trembled as if a sudden draft of
cold air had blown on her—"it was a
mummy!”

“A what?” 1 demanded.

“Comment?” Jules de Grandin almost
barked. :

“All right,” she answered as a faint flush
stained her pale cheeks, “tell me I'm crazy.
I still say it was a mummy; one of those
things you see in museums, you know. It
was tall, almost six feet, and bone-thin. As
far as I could make out it was about the
_ color of a tan shoe and seemed to be entire-
ly unclothed. It ran in a peculiar sort of
way, not like a man, but sort o' jerkily,
like a marionette moved by unseen wires;
but it ran fast. The man behind me ran
with all his might, but it kept gaining on
him without seeming to exert itself at all.”

Her recitation seemed to recall her ter-
ror, for her breathing quickened as she
spoke and she paused to swallow every few
words. “At first I thought the mummy had
a cane in tts hand, but as it came nearer I
saw it was a stick about two—maybe three
—feet long, tipped with a long, flat spear-
head made of gold, or perhaps coppet.

“You know how it is when you're fright-
ened that way. You run for all you're
worth, yet somehow you have to keep look-
ing back. That's the way I was. I'd run
a little way, then feel I had to look back.
Maybe I couldn’t quite convince myself it
was a mummy. It was, all right, and it
was gaining steadily on the man behind me.

“Just as I reached Dorondo Street I
heard an awful cry. Not exactly a scream,
~and not quite a shout, but a sort of com-
bination of the two, like ‘ow-0-0-0h” and
I looited back just in time to sce the mum-
my slash the man with its spear. It didn't
stab him. It chopped him with the edge

of its weapon. That’s when he yelled.” She
paused a moment and let her breath out in
a long, quivering sigh. “"He didn't fall; not
right away. He sort o' staggered, stum:-
bling over his own feet, or tripping over
something that wasn't there, then reeled
forward a few steps, with his arms spread
out as if he reached for something to break
his fall. Then he went down upon his face
and lay there on the sidewalk perfectly still,
with his arms and legs spread out like
an X."”

“And then?” de Grandin prompted soft-
ly as she paused again.

“Then the thing stood over him and be-
gan sticking him with its spear. It didn't
move fast nor seem in any hurry; it just
stood over him and stuck the spear into
him again and again, like—like a woman
testing a cake with a broomstraw, if that
means anything to you.”

DE GRANDIN nodded grimly, “It does,
indeed, Madenioiselle, And then?”

“Then I did start to run, and presently I
saw it coming after me. I kept looking
back, like I told you, and for a while I
didn't see it; then all at once there it was,
moving jerkily, and sort o’ weaving back
and forth across the sidewalk, almost as
if it weren’t quite sure which way I'd gone.
That gave me an 1dea. I ran until I came
to a dark spot in the road, the point be-
tween two street lamps where the light was
faintest, and rushed across the street, run-
ning on tiptoes. Then I ran quietly as I
could down the far side of the road, keep-
ing to the shadows as much as possible. For
a time I thought I'd shaken it, for when it
came to where I'd crossed the street it
scemed to pause and look about. Then it
seemed to realize what I'd done and came
across to my side. Three times I crossed
the street, and each time I gained a few
yards on it; but I was getting out of breath
and knew I couldn’t keep the race up much
longer.

“Then I had another idea. From the
way the creature ran it scemed to me it
must be blind, or almost so, and followed
me by sound more than sight. So next time
I crossed the street instead of running I hid
behind a big tree. Sure enough, when the
thing came over it seemed at fault, and
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stood there, less than ten feet from me,
turning round and round, pointing its spear
first one way, then another, like a blind
man feeling with his cane for some
familiar object.

"It might have missed me altogether if
I could have stayed stock-still, but when I
got a close-up look at it—it was so terrible
I couldn’t keep a gasp of terror back. That
did it. In an instant it was after me again,
and I was dodging round and round the
tree.

"You can’t imagine how hotrible it was.
The thing was blind, all right. Once I got
@ good look at its face—its lips were like
tanned leather and I could see the jagged
line of its teeth where the dried-up mouth
bad come a little open, and both its eyes
were tightly shut. But blind or not it could
hear me, and it was like a dreadful game
of blind man’s buff, I dodging back to keep
the tree between us, then crouching for a
sprint to the next tree and doubling and
turning around that, and all the time that
dreadful thing following, sometimes thrast-
ing at me with its spear, sometimes chop-
ping at me with it, but never hurrying. If
it had rushed or sprung or jumped at me
it wouldn't have seemed half so terrifying.
But it didn’t. It just kept after me, seem-
ing to know that sooner or later it would
find me.

“I'd managed to get back my breath
while we were dodging back and forth
around the trees, and finally I made an-
other break for freedom. That gave me a
short respite, for when I started running
this time I kept on the parking, and my
feet made no noise on the short grass, but
before I'd run a hundred feet I trod on a
dried, curled-up leaf. It didn’t make much
noise, just the faintest crackling, but that
was enough to betray me, and in another
second the mummy was after me. D’ye re-
member that awful story in Grimms’ Fairy
Tales where the prince is captured by a
giant, and manages to blind him, but finds
that the charmed ring upon his finger
forces him to keep calling, ‘Here am I,
each time he eludes his pursuer? That's
_ the way it was with me. The thing that
followed me was blind, but any slightest
sound was all it needed for direction, and
no matter how still I tried to be I couldn’t

help making some small noise to betray
my position.

“Twice more I halted to play blind man’s
buff with it around the streetside trees, and
the last time'it slashed me with its spear.
I felt the cut like a switch on my shoulder,
it didn’t hurt so much as smart, but in a
moment I could feel the blood run down

‘my back and knew that I'd been wounded.

Then I lost my head completely and
rushed straight down the sidewalk, run-
ning for my life. That would have been
the end of me had it not been for the cat.”

“The cat, Mademoiselle?” de Grandin
asked.

“Yes, sir. It—the mummy—was about
a hundred and fifty feet behind me, and
gaining every step, when a bii black cat
came across the sidewalk. I don’t know
where it came from, but I hope that it has
cream for dinner and two nice, fat mice for
dessert every day for the rest of its life.
You know how cats act sometimes when
they see something coming at them—how
they sort o’ crouch down and stay still, as
if they hope whatever it is that threatens
‘'em won't see ‘em if don’'t move?
That’s the way this cat did—at first. But
when the mummy was almost on it, it
jumped up and arched its back, puffed out
its tail and made every hair along its spine
stand straight up. Then it let out a miaul
almost loud enough to wake the dead.

“That stopped the mummy in its tracks.
You know how deceptive a caterwaul can
be—how it rises and falls like a banshee’s
howl, and seems to come from half a dozen
places at once? I think that’s what must
have happened. The mummy was attuned
to catch the slightest sound vibration, like
a delicate radio instrument, but it couldn’t
seem to locate the exact place whence the
cat’s miaul came.

“I glanced back once, and if it hadn't
been so horrible it would have seemed
ludicrously funny, that murderous blind
mummy standing there, swaying back and
forth as if the unseen strings that moved
it had suddenly come loose, turning its
leathery, unseeing face this way and that,
and that big black tomcat standing stifi-
legged in its path, its back arched up, its
tail fluffed out, and its eyes blazing like
two little spots of green fire. They might
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have stayed that way for two minutes,
maybe more. I didn't stop to watch, but
kept on running for dear life. The last I
saw of them the puss was circling round
the mummy, walking slowly and stiff-kneed,
the way cats do before they close for a
fight, never taking its eyes off the thing,
and growling thnse deep belly-growls that
angry cats give. I think the mummy slashed
at it with its spear, but I can’t be sure of
that. I know the cat did not give a scream
as it almost certainly would have if it had
been struck. Then I saw you and Dr. Trow-
bridge standing by the bus stop, and” she
spread her slim hands in a gesture of
ity— “"here we are.”

“We are, indeed,” de Grandin conceded
with a smile, “but we cannot remain so.
It grows late and Tante Dorothée will
worry. Come, we will take you to her and
tomorrow you may come to have your
wound dressed, or if you prefer you may
go to your own family physician.” He took
his chin between his thumb and forefinger
and looked thoughtfully at her. “I fear your
dress is not yet quite dry, Mademoiselle,
and from my own experience I know blood-
wet garments are most uncomfortable, We
shall ride in Dr. Trowbridge’s motenr—do
you greatly mind retaining the garment I
devised for you, wearing one of my top-
coats above it? No one would notice—"

“Why, of course, sir,” the girl smiled
up into his eyes. “This is really quite a
scrumptuous dress; I'm sorry I said horrid
things about it.”

“Tiens, the compliment is much appre-
ciated, Mademoziselle, even though it is a
bit late,” he returned with a bow. “Now,
if we are all ready. . . .” He stood aside
to let her precede us to the hall.

“Perhaps it would be best if you did not
tell Tante Dorothée all your adventure,”
he advised as I drew up before the modest
but attractive little house where she lived
with her aunt. “She might not under-
stand—" -

“You mean she'd never believe me!” the
girl broke in with what was more than the
suggestion of a giggle. "I don't think I'd
believe a person who told me such a story.”
Her air of gaiety dropped from her and
her laughing eyes became serious. I know
it really couldn’t have happened,” she ad-
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mitted. “Mummies just don’t run around
the streets killing people like that—but all
the same, it's so!”

“Tu parles, ma petite,” de Grandin
chuckled. “When you have grown as old
as I, which will not be for many years,
you'll know as I do that most of the im-
possible things are quite true. Yes, I say it.”

¢/ OU mean you actually believe that
cock and bull yarn she told us,” I de-
manded as we drove home.

“But certainly.”

“But it's so utterly fantastic. Mummies,
as she herself admitted, don’t run about
the streets and kill people—"

“Mummies ordinarily do not run about
the streets at all,” he corrected. “INevet-
theless, I believe her.”

“Humpf. Next thing, I suppose, you'll
be calling Costello in on the case.”

“If 1 am not much more mistaken that
I think the good Costello will not need my
summons,” he returned as we reached my
driveway. “'Is not that he at our front door?”

“Hola, mon Lieutenant,” he called as he
leaped from the car. “What fortunate
breeze has wafted you hither?”

“Good evenin’ gentlemen,” Detective-
Licutenant Jeremiah Costello” answered as
he stepped back from the door. * "Tis luck
I'm in, fer Mrs. McGinnis wuz just afther
tellin’ me as how ye'd driv away, wid yer
dinner practic’'ly on th' table, an’ hada't
said a word about when ye’'d come back.”

“But now that we are so well met, you
will have dinner with us?” asked the
Frenchman.

“Thank ye kindly, sor. I've had me sup-
per, an’ I'm on duty—"

“Ah bab,” de Grandin -interrupted, "I
fear you are deteriorating. Since when have
you not been competent to eat two dinners,
then smack your lips and look about for
more? But even if you have no appetite, you
will at least lend us your company and
share a cup of coffee, a liqueur and a
cigar?” ,

“Why, yes, sor, T'll be glad o’ that,” Cos-
tello returned. “An’ would ye be afther
listenin’ to me tale 0’ woe th’ while?”

“Assuredly, mon wviexx., Your shop-talk
is invariably interesting.”

“Well, sors,” Costello told us as he
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drained his demi-tasse and took a sip from
the glass of old whiskey de Grandin had
poured for him, "it's like this way: I wuz
about to lave th’ office an’ call it a day, fer
this bein’ a lootenant ain't as easy as it wuz
when I wuz sergeant, d'ye understand, an’
I'd been hard at it since eight o'clock this
mornin’, when all to onct me tellyphone
starts ringin’ like a buzz-saw cuttin’ through
a nail, an’ Dogherty o' th’ hommyside
squad’s on th’ other end. He an’ Schmelz,
as fine a lad as never ate a bite o’ bacon
wid his breakfast eggs an’ fasted all day
on Yom Kippur, had been called to take
a 1ook into th’ killin’ o' Louis Westbrook,
also known as Looie th’ Louse. He wuz a
harmless sort o' bum, th’ Louse, never doin’
much agin th’ law except occasionally get-
tin’ drunk an’ maybe just a mite disorderly,
an’ actin’ as a stooly fer th' boys some-
times—"

“A stooly?” echoed de Grandin. “And
what is that, if you please?”

“Sure, sor, ye know. A stool pigeon.”

“Ah, yes, one comprehends. A dénoncia-
teyr, we use them in the Sureté, also.”

“Yes, sor. Just so. Well, as I wuz say-
in’, Looie’d been found dead as a mackerel
10 Crescent Terrace, an'—

“Morblen, do you say it? In Crescent
Terrace?”

“That same, sor. An’, like I says—"

“One moment, if you please. He was
dead by a wound inflicted from the rear,
possibly in the head, but more likely in the
neck, and on his body were numerous deep
punctured wounds—"

“Howly Mither! He wuz all o' that, sor.
How'd ye guess 1t?"

“I did not guess, my friend. I knew,
Proceed with your description of the homi-
cide.”

“Well, sor, like ye said, Looie had been
cut down from th’ rear, swiped acrost th’
neck wid a sword or sumpin like that. His
spinal column wuz hacked through just
about here—" he turned his head and held
his finger to his neck above the second cerv-
ical vertebra. "I've seen men kilt just so
when I was in th’ Fillypines. They're
willin’ workers wid th’ bolo, those Filly-
pino johnnies, as many a bloody Jap can
certify. An' also like ye said, sor, he wuz
punctured full o’ deep, wide wounds all

up his back an’ down his legs. Like a big,
wide-bladed knife or sumpin had beci
pushed into him.

“Ever see th’ wvictim o’ one o' them
Comorra torture-killin’s—th" Sfregio or
Death o’ th' Seventy Cuts, as they calls it’
Well, th’ way this pore Joe had been man-
gled reminded me o' them, on'y—"

“A moment, if you please,” de Grand:s
interrupted. “This Joseph of whom yeu
speak? We were discussing the unhapp;
demise of Monsieur Louis the Louse; now
you introduce a new victim—"

“Arrah, Dr. de Grandin, sor, be atsy,
Costello cut in, halfway between annoyance
and laughter, “when I say Joe I mean
Looie—"

“Ha? It is that they are identical?”

“Yes, sor. Ye might say so.”

De Grandin glanced at me with quizzical-
ly raised brows then lifted narrow shoulder:
in the sort of shrug a Frenchman gives
when he wants to indicate complete disse
ciation with the matter. “Say on, mv
friend,” he ordered in a weary voice. “Tel’
us more of this Monsieur Joseph-Louis anc
his so tragic dissolution.”

“Well, sor, like I wuz tellin’ ye, Looie’d
done a bit o' stoolin’ now an’ then, but i
wuz mostly small-fry, unimportant stufi
puttin’ th' finger on dips an’ dope-peddlers.
or tippin’ th’ department off when a pawn
broker acted as a fence; sometimes slippin
us th’ office when a loft burglary wu-
cookin’, an’ th’ like o' that. We hadn’:
heard that he’d been mixed up with anv
of these now black-handers, so when h=
turns up dead an’ all butchered like I said
we're kind o' wondering who kilt him, an
why.”

“I have the answer to one part of your
question, mon Lieutenant,” de Grandin in-
formed him with a grave nod.

“An’ have ye, now, sor? That's jus!
grand. Would ye be afther tellin’ me whe
done it, just for old times” sake? That is,
if it’s not a military secret.”

“Mais non. Point du lout.
killed by a mummy.”

“A—glory be to God!” Costello drained
his glass of whiskey at a gulp. "Th’ mar
says he wuz kilt be 2 mummy! Sure, Dr
de Grandin, sor, ye wuz always a greal

He was

one for kiddin’, but this is business.”



42

De Grandin’s little round blue eyes were
hard and cold as ice as they looked into
Costello’s. “I am entirely serious, my
friend. I who speak to you say he was
slain by 2 mummy.”

"O.K,, sor. If ye say so, I s’pose it's so.
I've never known ye to give me a bum
steer, but sayin’ a gink’s been kilt be a
mummy is pretty close to tryin’ to tell me
that pigs fly an’ tomcats sing grand op’ry.
Now, th’ question is, "How’re we gonna find
this murderin’ mummy?" Do they kape him
in 2 museum, or does he run loose in th’
streets?”

“Le bon Dieu only knows,” the little
Frenchman answered with a shrug, “but
!}erhaps we can narrow down our search.

omorrow I shall go to the morgue and
inspect the corpse of Monsicur Joseph-
Louis. Meantime there is something you
can do to aid the search. This Crescent
Terrace, as I recall it, is a little street.
Secure the names of every householder and
compile as complete a dosszer on each as
1s possible: what his habits are, whence he
comes, how Jong he has lived there—
everything. The smallest little detail is

important. There are no unimportant
things in such a case as this. You compre-
hend?”

"I do, sor.”

“Trés bon.” He cast a speculative look
at the decanter of whiskey. “There is at
least three-quarters of a quart left in the
bottle, my friends. Let us do a little seri-
ous drinking.”

HE street lights were coming on and

the afterglow was faint in the west
under the first cold stars when we gathered
in my study for a council of war next eve-
ning. De Grandin tapped a sheaf of neatly
typed pages lying on the table before him.
“This Monsieur Grafton Loftus is our most
likely suspect,” he announced. “This is the
dossier compiled on him by your depart-
ment, Friend Costello:

No. 18 Crescent Terrace—Loftus, Graf-
ton. Unmarried, about fifty. Born in
England. Came to this country from Lon-
don four years ago. No occupation,
maintains fair account in the Clifton
Trust Co., periodically replenished by

¢
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foreign bank drafts. Pays all bills
promptly. Goes out very little, has no
intercourse with neighbors. Few visitors.
Nothing known of personal habits, hob-
bies, etc. No pets. Neighbors on each
side speak of having heard low, pecu-
liar whistle, no tune, coming from his
home at night, sometimes continuing for
half hour at a time, have also soted
strong smell like that of Chinese incense
coming from his house at times.

“Perhaps I am a trifle dull,” I said sar-
castically, “but I fail to see where anything
in that dosszer gives ground for suspicion.
We haven't any personal description of Mz,
Loftus. Does he look like a mummy?”

"I would not say so,” de Grandin re-
plied. “I-took occasion to call on him this
afternoon, pretending to ask direction to
the house of an entirely mythical Monsieur
John Garfield. Monsieur Loftus came to the
door—after I had rung his doorbell unre-
mittingly for half an hour—and seemed
considerably annoyed, He is a big man,
most decidedly stout, bald-headed, with a
red face and fat cheeks threatening to
engulf his small eyes. His lips are very
red, his mouth is small, and pouts like that
of a petulant child. Also, he was distress-
ingly uncivil when I asked most courteous-
ly for the non-existent Monsieur Garhfield’s
address. I did not like his looks. I do not
like him. No. Not at all.”

“All the same, there's nothing in what
you've told us to indicate he goes around
disguised as a mummy and murdering in-
offensive bums,” I persisted.

“Ab bah!” he answered. “You vex me,
Friend Trowbridge. Attend me, if you
please. When I had seen this Monsieur
Loftus I called New Scotland Yard on
Transatlantic telephone, and talked with
my friend Inspector Grayson, formerly of
the British Intelligence. He told me much
I wished to know. By example: Monsieur
Loftus served with the Bsitish troops in
Egypt and Mesopotamia during the first
World War. While there he foregathered
with decidedly unsavory characters, and was
three times court-martialed for being absent
without leave when native powwows were
in progress. Of no importance, you say?
Very well, to continue: When he returned
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to England he became identified with sev-
eral malodorous secret societies. The first
of these was the Gorgons, ostensibly a na-
tare-worship cult, but actually concerned
with diabolism. He appears to have grown
tired of these and joined the cult of Loka-
pala, which comprised as sinister a com-
pany of blackguards as could be found any-
where. They were known to have sacrificed
animals with revolting cruelties, and were
suspected of having indulged in human
sacrifice at least on one occasion. The police
broke this gang up and Loftus, with sev-
eral others, was sentenced to a short term
in the workhouse.

“We next hear of him as a member of
the gang known as Los Leopardos, the
Human Leopards, whose headquarters in
the Shooter’s Hill locality of Blackheath
was raided by the police in 1938. Again
the estimable Monsieur Loftus served a
short term in jail. He was also implicated
in the deviltries of Rowely Thorne, whose
nemesis our mutual friend John Thunstone
1s. Now,” he swept us with a cold, chal-
lenging stare, “you will admit the com-
pany he kept was something less than de-
sirable.”

“That may be so,” I conceded, “but all
the same—"

“But all the same he was a member of
the Esoteric Society of the Resurrection.
You comprehend?”

“I can’t say that I do. Was that society
one of those half-baked religious organiza-
tions?” *

“NEITHER half-baked nor religious, in

the true sense of the term, my
friend. They were drawn from every stra-
tum of society, from every country, every
race. Scientists some of them were, men
and women who had perverted their knowl-
edge to base ends. Others were true mys-
tics, Indian, Egyptian, Syrian, Druse, Chi-
nese, English, French, Italian, even some
Americans. They brought together the wis-
dom—all the secret, buried knowledge—
of the East, and mated—not married—it
to the science of the West. The offspring
was a dreadful, illegitimate monster. Here,
let me read you a transcription of an eye-
witness’ account of a convocation of the
society:

The members of the cult, all robed in
flowing white draperies, gathered in the
courtyard of the society’s headquarters
around the replica of an Egyptian tomb
with heavy doors like those of an ice box
held fast with triple locks and bolts of
solid silver. After a brief ceremony of
worship four members of the society
wearing black and purple draperies came
out of the house, led by the Grand
Hierophant robed in red vestments. They
halted before the tomb and at a sign from
the High Priest all members of the con-
gregation stopped their ears with their
fingers while the Hierophant and his
acolytes mumbled the secret formula
while the silver locks and bolts were be-
ing unfastened. Then the High Priest
cried the Secret Word of Power while his
assistants threw incense on the brazier
burning before the tomb.

In a moment they emerged bearing a
black-painted bier or stretcher on which
lay the unwrapped body of an Egyptian
mummy. Three times they bore the
embalmed corpse around the courtyard
that every member of the congregation
might look on it and know that it was
dead. Then they went back into the
tomb.

More incense was burned while every-
body knelt on the bare earth and stared
fixedly at the entrance of the tomb. Min-
utes passed, then at the gaping doorway
of the tomb appeared the mummy,
standing upright and moving slowly and
mechanically, like a marionette moved by
invisible wires. In its right hand it held
a short spear tipped with the tempered
copper that only the ancient Egyptians
knew how to make.

The Chief Hierophant walked before
the mummy, blowing softly on a silver
whistle each few steps, and the revivi-
fied litch seemed to hear and follow the
sound of the whistle. Three times the
mummy followed the High Priest in a
circuit of the courtyard, then.priest and
living corpse went back into the tomb.

- The priest came out in a few moments

and quickly fastened the silver locks of

the tomb door. He was perspiring pro-

fusely, although the night was cold.
The strictest silence was enjoined dur-



44 WEIRD TALES

ing the entire ceremony, and instant dis-
missal from the society was the penalty
decreed for any member making even
the slightest sound while the mummy
was out of the tomb. Once, it was said,
a woman_ member became hysterical
when the mummy emerged from the
tumulous, and burst into a fit of weep-
ing. The litch leaped on her in an in-
stant and struck her down with its spear,
then hacked her body to ribbons as she
lay writhing on the earth. It was only
by the shrilling of the High Hierophant's
whistle that the thing was ﬁnalﬁr per-
suaded to give over its bloody work and
lured back to the tomb.

“What do you think from that, bein?”
he demanded as he finished reading.

"It sounds like the ravings of a hashish-
eater, or the recollection of a most unpleas-
ant dream,” I volunteered.
~ There was no hint of impatience in the
smile he turned on me. "I agree, Friend
Trowbridge. It are assuredly extra ordinem
—outside things’ usual and accepted order
—as the lawyers say; but most of us make
the mistake of drawing the line of the pos-
sible too close. When I read this transcrip-
tion over the "phone to our friend Monsicur
Manly Wade Wellman this afternoon he
agreed it was entirely possible for such
things to be.

“Now,” once more he swept us with his
fixed, unwinking cat-stare, "me, I have
evolved an hypothesis: This so odious
Loftus, who had been a member of this
altogether destestable society, has made use
of opportunity to cheat. While others stop-
ped their ears as the Hierophant pro-
nounced the secret invocation—the Word
of Power as the witness to the ceremony
calls it—he listened and became familiar
with it. He anticipated making similar ex-
periments,- I have no doubt, but the onset
of the war and the bombings of London
interfered most seriously with his plans,
Alors, he came to this country, took up
residence in the quietly respectable Crescent
Terrace, and proceeded with his so unholy
trials. That would account for the incense
his neighbors smelled at night, also for the
whistlings they heard. Do not you agree?”

"I don’t agree,” I answered, “"but if we

grant your premises I see the logic of yout
conclusions.” -

“Triomphe!” he exclaimed with a grin.
“At last good skeptical Friend Trowbridge
agrees with me, even though he qualifies
his agreement. We make the progress.

“And now, my friends,” he turned from
me to Costello, Dogherty and Schmelz, “if
we are ready, let us go. The darkness

comes and with it—ehb bien, who shall say

what will eventuate?”

RESCENT TERRACE was a short

semilunar byway connecting Clinton
Avenue and Dorondo Street built up on the
west side with neat houses. There were
only twenty of them in the block, and their
numbers ran consecutively, since a. small
park faced the east curb of the street.

We drew up at the far side of the park
and walked across its neatly clipped lawns
between beds of coleus and scarlet sage. At
the sidewalk we halted and scanned the
blank-faced houses opposite. “The second
building from the end is Number 18,”
Jules de Grandin whispered. “Do you take
station behind yonder clump of shrubs,
Friend Costello, and Sergeants Dogherty
and Schmelz will form an ambuscade just
behind that hedge of hemlock. Friend Trow-
bridge, it is best that you remain with the
Licutenant, so that we shall have two par-
ties of two each for reserves.”

“An’ where will you be, sor?” Costello
asked.

“Me, I shall be the lure, the bait, the
stalking-horse. I shall parade as innocently
as an unborn lamb before his lair.”

“But we can't let ye take th’ risk all by
yerself, sor,” Costello objected, only to be
cut short by de Grandin'’s sharp:

“Zut! You will do exactly as I say, mon
ami. Me, I have worked this strategy out
mathematically and know what I am do-
ing. Also, I was not born yesterday, ot
even day before. A biento?, mes amis.”
He slipped into the shadows silently as a
bather letting himself down into dark
water. In a2 moment we saw him emerge
from the far side of the park into Clinton
Avenue, turn left and enter Crescent Ter-
race. Somehow, as he strode along the
footway with an air of elaborate unconcern,
his silver-headed ebony stick tucked be-
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neath his left elbow, he reminded me of a
drum major strutting before a band, and
we heard him humming to himself as if
he had not a care in the world.

He had almost traversed the three hun-
dred yards of the short half-moon of the
Terrace, walking slower and more slowly
as he approached Dorondo Street. “Nothin’
doin’ yet,” breathed Dogherty. ~ “I been
lookin’ like a tomcat at a mouse-hole, an’
don’t see nothin'—"

“Zat so?”” whispered Costello sharply. “If
ye'd kape yer eyes on th' street an’ not
on Dr. de Grandin, maybe ye'd see more
than ye have. What’s that yonder in th’
doorway o’ Number 18, I dunno?”

Dogherty, Schmelz and I turned at his
sharp question. We had, as he said, been
watching Jules de Grandin, not the street
behind him. Now, as we shifted our
glances, we saw something stirring in the
shadow that obscured the doorway of
Number 18. At first it seemed to be no
mote than a chance ray of light beamed
into the vestibule by the shifting of a tree-
bough between house and street lamp, but
as we kept our eyes glued to it we saw
that it was a form—a tall, attenuated, skele-
tally-thin form moving stealthily in the
shadow.

SLOWI.Y the thing emerged from the
gloom of the doorway, and despite the
warning I had had, I felt a prickling sen-
sation at the back of my neck just above
my collar, and a feeling as of sudden chill
ran through my forearms. It was tall, as
we had been told, fully six feet from its
bare-boned feet to hairless, parchment-cov-
ered skull, and the articulation of its skeleton
could be seen plainly through the leathery
skin that clung to the gaunt, staring bones.
The nose was large, high-bridged and
haughty, like the beak of a falcon or eagle,
and the chin was prominent beneath the
brownish sheath of skin that stretched
drum-tight across it. The eyes were closed
and showed only as twin depressions in
the skull-like countenance, but the mummi-
fied lips had retracted to show a double line
of teeth in a mirthless grin. Its movements
were irregular and stiff, like the movements
of some monstrous mechanical doll or, as
Edina Laurace had expressed it, like a
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marionette worked by unseen wires. But
once it had: emerged from the doorway
it moved with shocking quickness. Jerkily,
and with exaggeratedly high knee-action,
it crossed the lawn, came to the sidewalk,
turned on its parchment-soled feet as if on
a pivot, and started after de Grandin,

e luckless bum it had pursued the
night before had run from it. De Grandin
waited till the scraping of its fleshless feet
against the flagstones was almost at his el-
bow, then wheeled to face it, little round
blue eyes ablaze, small téeth showing in a
grin as mirthless and menacing as the
mummy's own. “Sa-ha, Monsiear le Ca-
davre,” he spoke almost pleasantly, it seems
we meet to try conclusions, bein? Monsieut
Joe-Louis the Louse you killed, but me you
shall not kill, Oh, no!”

Glinting like a flash of silver lightning
in the street lamp’s glow the blade of his
sword came ripped from its sheath, and he
fell into guard position:

The mummy paid no more attention to
his sword than if it had been a straw. It
never faltered in its advance, but pressed
upon him, broad-bladed spear raised like
an axe. Down came the chopping spear-
head, up went de Grandin's rapier, and for
a moment steel and spear-haft locked 1n an
impasse. Then nimbly as an eel escaping
from a gloved hand the Frenchman's
weapon disengaged and he leaped back be-
yond the reach of the spear.

But the mummy came on relentlessly or,
more exactly, insensately, with the utter lack
of caution of an automaton. The rapier
played lightning-like, weaving: glittering pat-
terns in the pale light of the street lamps;
de Grandin danced as agilely as the shadow
of a wind-blown leaf, avoiding heavy slash
and devastating lunge, then closed in
quickly as a winking eye, thrusting, stab-
bing, driving with a blade that seemed more
quicksilver than steel. Once, twice, three
times we saw his rapier pass clear through
the litch, its point emerging four full inches
from the leather-skinned back, but for all
the effect his thrusts had, he might have
been driving a pin into a pincushion.

The mummy could not have weighed
much more than fifty pounds, and the little
Frenchman’s devastating thrusts drove it
back on its heels like blows from a fist,
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rocking it from perpendicular until it leant
at an angle of forty degrees to the earth, but
it scemed endowed with devilish equilib-
rium and righted itself like a gyroscope
€ach time he all but forced it off its balance.

Mazs c’est Fenfantillage—ithis is childish-
ness!” we heard de Grandin pant as we
closed in and sought a chance to seize his
skeleton-like antagonist. “He who fights
an imp of satan as if he were human is a
fool!

“Stand back, my friends,” he called to us
as we approached, “this is my task, and I
will finish it, by blue!” He dodged back
from the chopping of the mummy’s spear,
fumbling in his pocket with his left hand,
then once more drove in savagely, his rapier
slipping past the weapon of his adversary to
pierce clear through the bony body.

And as the sword hilt struck against the
mummy's ribs and swayed it backward, he
thrust forward with his left hand. There
was a click, a of sparks, and the blue
point of a little cone of flame as the wick
of his cigarette lighter kindled.

The tiny blue flame touched the mum-
my’s wrinkled skin, a flickering tongue of
yellow fire bloomed like 2 golden blossom
from the point of contact, and in an in-
stant the whole bony, bitumen-smeared
body of the litch was ablaze. If it had
been composed of oil-soaked cotton waste
it could not have caught fire more quickly
or blazed more fiercely. The flame licked
up its wasted torso, seized greedily upon
emaciated limbs, burned scrawny neck and
scraggy, parchment-covered head as if they
bhad been tinder. The stiffness went from
thigh- and shin-bones as they crumbled into
ashes, and the blazing torso fell with a hor-
rifying thud to the flagstones, flame crac-
kling through its dryness.

“Ha, that was a trick you had not thought
of, Monsieur le Cadavre!” De Grandin
thrust the tip of his sword into the fast-
crumbling remnants of the litch, stirring
them as he might have stirred a coal-fire
with a poker. "“You were invulnerable to
my steel, for you had no life in you to be
let out with a sword, but fire you could not
stand against. Oh, no, my old and very
naughty one, you could kill poor Monsieur
Joe-Louis the Louse, you could frighten
poor Mademoiselle Edina, and wound her
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most sorely in the shoulder, but me you
could not overcome, for Jules de Grandin is
one devilish clever fellow and more than
a match for all the mummies ever made
Egypt. Yes, certainly; of course!

“And now, my friends,” he turned to us,
“there is unfinished business on the agen-
dum. Let us have some pointed conversa-
tion with this so offensive Monsieur Loftus.”

BRASS knocker hung on the door of

Number 18 Crescent Terrace, and de
Grandin seized its ring and beat a thunder-
ous tattoo. For some time there was no
response, but finally a shuffling step came
in the hall, and the door opened a few
inches. The man who stared at us was big in
every way, tall, broad and thick. His fat
cheeks hung down like the dewlaps of a
hound, his little mouth was red and full-
lipped, like that of a spoiled child or wilful
woman, and he starego;t us through the
thick lenses of rimless spectacles with that
expression of vague but vast kindliness
which extreme short-si ness often con-
fers. “Yes?” he asked in a soft oleaginous
voice,

“Monsieur Loftus, one assumes?”’ de
Grandin countered.

The man looked at him searchingly, “Oh,
so it's you?” he replied. “You're the man
who came here today—"

“Assurément, Monsteur, and 1 have re-
turned with these gentlemen of the police.
We would speak with you if you can spare
us a few minutes. If you find it incon-
venient—eh bien, we shall speak with you
nevertheless.”

“With me? About what?”

“Oh, various matters. The matter of the
so abominable mummy you endowed with
pseudo-life by means of certain charms you
learned as a member of la Société de la
Résurrection Bsotérique, by example. Also
about the death of Monsieur Joe-Louis the
Louse which was occasioned yesternight by
that same mummy, and of the attack on
Mademoiselle Edina Lurace by your utterly
detestable mummy-cteature—"

The fat face looking at us underwent sud-
den transformation. The childish, peevish
mouth began to twist convulsively and little
streams of saliva dribbled from its corners.
“You can’t do anything to me!” Loftus ex-
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claimed. “I deny everything. I never had
a mummy; never raised it from the dead;
never sent it out to kill—who would believe
you if you tried to bring me into court on
such a charge? No judge would listen to
you; no jury would convict me—"

“Silence,. cochon!” cried de Grandin
sharply. “Go up the stairs and pack a valise.
We take you to the Burean de Police all
mﬂ.il

The fat man stepped back, looking at
him with an almost pitying smile. “If you
wish to make a fool of yourself—"

“Allez vous-en!” the Frenchman pointed
to the stairs. “Go pack your things, or we
shall take you as you stand. Your execrable
mummy we have burned to ashes. For you
the fire of the electric chair awaits. Yes.”

As Loftus turned to mount the stairs the
little Frenchman whispered to Costello:
“He has right, by damn it! He could not
be convicted in a modern court of law,
especially in this country, We might as well
charge him with riding on a brooms'ick or
turning himself into a wolf.”

“Be dad, sor, ye've got sumpin there,”
Costello admitted gloomily. *“We seen th'’
whole thing wid our own ten eyes; we seen
ye fight wid it an’ finally make a bonfire
out o’ it, but if we tried to tell it to a
judge he’d have all five o' us in th’ bug-
house quicker'n ye could say 'Scat!’ so he
would.”

“Précisément. For that reason I ask that
you will go out on the porch and await me.

I have a plan.”
- "I don’t see how ye're goin’ to work it,
sor—"

“It is not necessary that you see, my
friend. Indeed, it is far better that you
do not. Be swift and do as I say. In a
moment he will be among us; then it will be
too late.”

FILED out the door and waited on

the little roofless porch before the
house. “If this ain’t screwy,” Dogherty
began but got no further, for a sharp cry,
half of protest, half of terror, sounded
from the house, and we rushed back into
the vestibule. The door had swung to be-

hind us and the lock had snapped, so

while Costello and Dogherty beat on it
Schmelz and 1 raced to a window.

“We're coming!” 1 called as Sergeant
Schmelz broke the glass, thrust his hand
through the opening and undid the lock.
“We're coming, de Grandin!”

Costello and Dogherty forced the front
door as Schmelz and I broke through the
window, and the four of us charged into the
hall together. “Howly Mither!” exclaimed
Costello: Loftus lay at the foot of the stairs
as oddly and grotesquely lifeless as an over-
stuffed scarecrow. His head was bent at
an utterly impossible angle, and his arms
and legs splayed out from his gross body,
unhinged and nastily limp at knees and
elbows.

De Grandin stood above him, and from
the expression on his face I could not de-
termine whether laughter fought with weep-
ing or weeping with laughter. “Je suis
desolée—]1 am completely desolated, my
friends!” he told us. “Just as Monsicut
Loftus was about to descend the stairs his
foot slipped and he fell heavily. Hélas, I
fear his neck is broken. Indeed, I am quite
sure of it. He are completely dead. Is it
not deplorable?”

Costello looked at Jules de Grandin, Jules
de Grandin looked at Costello, and nothing
moved in either of their faces. “Ye wouldn't
‘a’ helped him be any chanct, would ye,
sor?”’ the Irishman asked at length.

“Helped him, mon Lieutenant? Alas, no.
He was below me when he fell. I could not
possibly have caught him. It is unfortu-
nate, disastrous, most regrettable—but that
is how things are. Yes.” |

“Yes, sor,” Costello answered in a tone-
less, noncommittal voice. “I had a hunch
that's how things would turn out.

“Schmelz, Dogherty, why th’ divil are ye
standin’ there gapin’ like ye'd never seen
a dead corpse before, an’ ye both mem-
bers o’ th’ hommyside squad? Git busy,
ye omadhauns. Tellyphone th’ coroner an’
tell him we've a customer for him.

“An’ now, sor, what's next?”’ he asked de
Grandin.

“Eh bien, my old and rare, what should
men do when they have finished a good
day's work?”

“Sure, Dr. de Grandin, sor, ye'd never
be advisin’ that we take a wee dhrap o’ th'
potheen, would ye?”

They exchanged a long, solemn wink.



-

By STEPHEN GRENDON

ead Man’s Shoes

green
, with

here and there, and the not-long-

th early
turned fields black or brown, as the nature

1

rolled away in
but in that middle stage

paie W
From all around

&

v PR

.
x
i

V(AR -4

LT

ide
with woods and fields, a

the Midwestern countrys
that was neither lush nor vet
of the soil determined it.

R >
=1 . -1....._... m 1,
SR ol -
) .._,.1.\_?__...“..... . et &0 m
o QFsel
- > = B
Q ©
2
e il L] ] E - d
o AL S J
. m o, Sﬂ U m
0 I e lm
et Byl L - e
B H 5} o) L cd
- R o Tt - G = e =
= ® m..“__ — S N
W 5 S LBLSG
ORI P el s v 3 m O e H .m
- RO Al =R
A e o -.u ..._.m ﬂnr.._” F n
(@ Qo e
P il T © ™ O Q
O 84g &
L ._.m LY Bl fhh = I ™
St M o S
o Ne ol G
A e M o -
7 % Ea g
SERERER
e S U TED 800
L, s
e o e 2 £y 5
AT S T R e R G &N O —
T4ty cas LI @ _m_ e
v b ey

To be sure the boots were a trifle tight, but otherwise they seemed all right.
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him rose the pungent perfume of bergh-

motte crushed underfoot where he walked.
A peewee sang dulcetly from the deep
woods down the farther slope. Far off to-
ward the northern horizon he could just see
the river, and a little to the east, a pair of
lakes, cobalt under the cloudless sky.

It was such a scene and such a day as
Pouglas Lynn had often known. Not that
it was prosaic; the natural beauty of a May
afternoon could never become that. He sat
down on a stump and relaxed, and with his
act of relaxation something happened to
him, It was important to recall to himself
later that his thoughts had been only of
mushrooms, of the beauty of the earth spread
out before his eyes from this hilltop van-
tage point, of the perfumes of flowers on
- the wind, and that the sun was warm, and
- the day warm, with a mild wind blowing
out of the West. What happened was in
direct contrast, for suddenly, without warn-
ing, the scene before his eyes vanished, and
he found himself in the midst of a blinding
snowstorm; he was conscious of intense
cold, and he had the sensation of falling
through space. Snow, icy snow, struck into
his face, blinding him. For a few moments
he seemed to see tall pine trees rising darkly
up toward him through the snow, and great
drifts of snow below, with dark water flow-
ing out from under ice,

HEN it was over, and all was as before—

the sensation of cold, the sight of snow,
the pine trees and the flowing water—all
were gone; and before his eyes rolled once
more the familiar countryside, serene, un-
changed, precisely as it was five minutes be-
fore, save that a pair of horses drawing a
plow across a slope some distance away had
advanced halfway through the field. The
sensation of snow and cold had been so

= strong that Lynn unconsciously touched his

face to see if it were wet and cold; it was
not. He thought that perhaps he had been
the victim of a curious kind of functional
suspension—perhaps of heart ‘or digestive
tract or nerves, and yet he had never felt
better, only a little tired, and his pulse was
normal.

That was how it began.

It bhappened twice more during that
afternoon, and each time Lynn was keenly
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aware of a violence of conflict, as between
two worlds; each time he felt a bitter cold,
with snow driving into his face, he experi-
enced a wonder of falling, a terror of space,
the consciousness of something—yes, some-
thing malignant toward which he was fall-
ing unchecked. After the third time, he
retracted his steps rather more hurriedly
than he had cofne, and something had
gone out of the afternoon. He was con-
scious of a curious tension.

‘I really felt that cold and snow,” he
said later, explaining to his wife. “1 was
falling—just as plainly as I'm sitting now.”

Mrs. Lynn spoke somewhat glibly in
terms of psychiatry. “That sort of halluci-
nation is rather rare, but not at all out of
bounds.” =

“But the reason, Milly!”

- "Oh, who knows? Those things don't
need a reason, Doug. They just happen.”

“That's a dreadful thought—that things
like that can hit 2 man without warning any
day, any time.”

"You were relaxed at the time—ryour
mind was open to imptessions from out-
side.”

"Hal!” he interrupted her. “And where
in the devil would I get an impression like
that when the only thing I had in mind
was mushrooms?”

“Anyway, you're attaching importance to
it—and that’s not advisable. Forget about
it. It's just something that you imagined
or, if you like, something that happened.”

Lynn did not forget it, but in a few days’
time, he remembered it only as a curious and
inexplicable incident. He had cause to think
about it even more when he mentioned it
casually to Howard Sherman. Sherman had
grown unaccountably agitated; he had paled
a little, asked one or two sharp questions,
and then abruptly changed the subject. In
itself, from the usually jolly Sherman, this
was fully as curious as the thing that had
happened to Lynn on the hill. He said
nothing about it to his wife, lest she con-
clude that what had happened was still prey-
ing on his mind.

A week later, following an all night’s
rain, which was certain to stimulate mush-
room growth, Lynn went out again. He
took a different route this time, going to
examine some old orchards he knew. Or-
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chards produced as many morels as oak
groves and shady pastures and burnt-over
areas.

It was again a fine day, and the orchards
did not disappoint him. Mushrooms grew
profusely, and he picked steadily during the
two hours that remained of the morning.
He had had the foresight to bring lunch
with him, since he intended to stay out well
into the afternoon, and, having completed
his search in his second abandoned orchard,
he sat down on a fallen tree and began to
open his lunch.

In the midst of this mundane occupation,
he was once again stricken with that curi-
ous and terrible hallucination—the land-
scape blotted away, the quiet of the noon
hour gave way to a tearing, whistling wind,
to the rattle and whine of bullets, to sharp
cracking, as of shots, to shouting and ter-
ror and horror; he was falling again, fall-
ing through snow and sleet and icy winds,
falling out of dark heaven to the ghostly
white earth beneath, among trees brushing
at him and the frozen fingers of fear and
death reaching up toward him. And
hatred, and malignant, violent, frustrated
anger! Then, as suddenly as it had come
upon him, it was gone—and with it went
his appetite for food, and for more of that
zestful hunting after mushrooms. He felt
suddenly an overwhelming desire to escape
the uncertainty of what had happened and
take flight into the familiar once more.

The boots he wore seemed tight; his
hands tingled. His sandwich lay before him,
just as he had unwrapped it. He wrapped
it again, resolutely, and stood up. His boots
seemed to clasp to his feet and legs, heavy,
insistent. What a curious feeling! he
thought. Perbaps he had been right after
all, when he had hesitated to buy them
from Howard Sherman, thinking them a
little small. Only the fact that they had
been Jack’'s had decided him. He moved
his feet inside the boots, as if to restore
circulation, and in a little while the cramped
feeling passed.

He went home.

HIS time he did not tell his wife. After
all, he had enough mushrooms to ac-
count for his being home earlier than he
had expected to be. He took a cup of

coffee and said he was going upstzirs to

lie down briefly before getting at the lawn
zrhich he had promised to mow late that
ay.

He lay for some time thinking. He was
not satisfied with Milly’s “‘hallucination™ ex-
planation. Assuming it was not an halluci-
nation, what did he have? He had some-
thing completely, utterly alien. But even
something alien, he reflected, must have rea-
son, meaning, a source. He thought about
it—the snow, the cold, the sensation of fa.l:l-
ing, and as he thought, it was borne 1n
upon him that Jack Sherman had been a
paratrooper, and the boots he had bought
were Jack's, salvaged after. Jack's death in
action in the Aleutians, and the thing that
had happened to him had taken place only
when he wore the boots on his expeditions
after mushrooms! What an extraordinary
chain of thought!

He got up immediately and went down-
stairs. =

“I thought you were resting,". s:md his
wife, looking at him over her knitting,

“I was. I was lying there thinking about
Jad‘.ll

“Jack Sherman?”

“YES‘H'

“That's funny. So was I?”

“Really? What about?” _

*I was just wondering how it was go:g
to turn out over there.” She bent her h
toward the Sherman house.

“You mean—Howard?”

“Oh, yes. A woman would see that he
was keen on Helen, you know. Even be-
fore they went into service and Howard
came back on a medical and Jack didn’t
come back at all.”

“Will she have him, do you think?”

“Why not?”

“I wondered.”

“Helen is practical, I should think.
Widows in this war are less likely to find
second husbands than at any other similar
time.”

“I was thinking about his boots,” he
said.

“Oh, yes. I think that was a good buy.
I wonder that Howard sold them—or that
Helen let him.”

“Howard has a pair of his own, you
know.”
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“That's so.”

“About the boots—you see, I was wear-
ing them when that happened to me last
week—"

“Oh, that!”

“And again today.”

She flashed him a quick, alarmed glance,
“Doug, again?”

He nodded mutely.

“Oh, that’s bad. Recurrent hallucination.
Why don’t you stop in and see Dr. Briggs?
He's good for that sort of thing.”

"Do you think it would help?”

“I most certainly do.”

Perhaps, after all, he had been somewhat
hasty 1n groping for an answer. He stopped
in to see the psychiatrist and told him every-
thing that had taken place. Dr. Briggs said
that he was “frustrated,” and very likely
did not give his impulses free enough rein.
He yearned for “freedom” from the pro-
saic, and the thing that had happened to
him had its roots in a natural rebellion
against a job, his marriage—in short, every-
thing that increased his responsibilities in a
social rather than a personal sense. “‘Yield
to your impulses a little more often, Mr,
Lynn,” he advised sagely. He had a hearty
Jaugh about the boots, when Lynn told him.
Lynn laughed, too, thinking about it in the
white-walled office.

IT TOOK a great deal of inner courage

for him to go out after mushrooms again
next day. He lost no time; as soon as he
came in from the office, he went out into
the woods, wearing Jack’s boots and his
usual outdoors garb. This time he con-
sciously waited for it to happen; he reasoned
that if this thing were going to happen to
him, it need not be when he was unaware.
He relaxed and invited it, as it were.

And 1t came—everything again—the
cold, the snow, the terror; all the horrot
and rage and the frustrated violence. And
something more—a fierce, tearing impulse
toward vengeance and death, a terrible com-
pulsion toward retribution! He came out of
it cold and clammy with perspiration and
staggering. Afterwards, after he had re-
covered his equilibrium a little, he gathered
a few morels and hurried home, lest he be
taken unawares—and now he had no wish
to be, for he was conscious of a cumulative

force in what was happening to him, in this
conflict with another, alien world,

He said nothing at all to Milly.

Just the same, next morning Milly said
something to him.,

“You're thinking about Jack and his
boots too much, I'm afraid,” she said. “Ort
something’s preying on your mind. You
must have had a frightful dream last night?”

“No!” :

“You talked. I thought you were awake.
It was not pleasant.” .

“Really?”

“Doug—don’t you really remember?”

“Not a thing. Tell me.”

"It was about Jack.” She was dubious.
"1 don’t know whether I ought to tell you.
I don’t know where you ever got such an
idee into your head.”

“I'm sure I can bear up under it."”

“You talked to me—as if you were Jack
yourself. It gave me duck bumps, Doug—
it sounded so—so real! Even though what
you said. . . . ! I can't repeat it word for
word, but it was as if Jack were trying
to tell me he was not shot by that Jap at
all, but by someone else.”

“That’s ridiculous, of course. Howard
was there. Howard had gone down from
the plane ahead of Jack, you know, and he
himself shot the Jap who got Jack.” |

“I know.”

UT at the office this brief conversation
came back to him. He repeated in his
thoughts: what he had said. “"He himself
shot the Jap who got Jack.” He took that
apart and mulled it over. If Howard had
come down first and got set, rid of the
parachute and everything, what was the
Jap doing waiting for Jack? He had not
thought of that before. Why had not the
Jap shot Howard, and then picked Jack off?
It did not seem logical at all that fhe_géllf
should stand his ground, wait to shoot Jack,
and then be shot in turn by Howard, who
had previously landed. If Jack had got
down first and Howard afterward. ;. . !
Once having formulated the picture, he
could not get rid of it. He thought about
it all day, maddeningly. Howard had wanted
Helen and Jack had got Helen and now
Jack was dead and Howard was planning
to take his place and—God, what a hellish
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circle! What a devil of a maze for a man
to get into! What a complex of pulp read-
ing and Class C movies and soap operas!

He decided, irrationally, that it was the
boots which were responsible for every-
thing. Perhaps the psychiatrist had been
right in one sense—the boots had impressed
him unfavorably, probably because they had
been taken from a dead man, and this im-
pression, suppressed, had motivated every-
thing which had taken place since. That was
not only a distinct possibility, but a sound
probability.

Having come to this conclusion, there
was only one thing left for Lynn to do.
He would return the boots to Howard and
ask for his money back,

In the afternoon he went over to Shet-
man’s, carrying the boots in a cardboard
box, rehearsing a speech to make to How-
ard. Helen let him in; she did not know
whether Howard was at home, but if Lynn
would go into Howard's den, she would
look around the house, Lynn followed her
docilely, thanked her, and flung himself
down on a lounge.

Almost at once he saw Howard's boots
just inside the closet door—just like his
own—and the sight of them made it pos-
sible for him to see himself objectively, as
Howard might sece him once he began to
explain his errand. And then, instantly, an
impulsive way out presented itself. Why
not simply exchange the boots? Having
thought it, the thought became imperative.
He acted. In a trice the boots were out of
the box and replacing Howard’s; and How-
ard’s were in the box. When Howard came,
he would saysnothing about the boots at all
—they were the same size, they had the
same appearance, Howard would never no-
tice that an exchange had been made. He
would simply pretend that he had come over
to ask him to take a hike into the woods.

But Howard was not, after all, at home,
as Helen came back to tell him; so he was
spared even this.

And when, next day, he went out after
morels, wearing Howard’s boots, he had a
wonderful jaunt in the hills, he collected a
heaping basket of mushrooms, and nothing
whatsoever untoward happened to him.

“It was all right today,” he said to his
wife on his return,

“You needed only a little common sense
and self-confidence, Doug,” she said com-
placently. "I was just a little worrited when
you began to talk about Jack’s boots as if—
well, as if they were haunted or some-
thing!™

He was embarrassed briefly because his
laughter had such a grotesquely hollow
sound. |

May flowered into summer, and summer
into autumn, and presently snow fell, and
nothing at all strange or mysterious hap-
pened to Douglas Lynn any more.

The snow reminded Lynn flectingly of
his curious experience of that preceding
May—something he could look back upon
as utterly strange, a little mystic now, as if it
had not really happened after all, but had ac-
tually been only a figment of his imagina-
tion, as Milly and Dr. Briggs had suggested.
The neighborhood to go out on
skiing parties and sleighing jaunts into the
hills. |

Four days after New Year’s, the neigh-
borhood was torn by tragedy. Howard Sher-
man fell off a cliff and was killed—just a
day before his brother’s widow planned to
announce her engagement to him.

LYNN could not get the thought of How-
ard’s untimely end out of his mind, and
when the District Attorney stopped by one
day on a social visit and began to talk about
Howard, Lynn listened eagerly.

“It was lucky we didn't have to bother
Howard. You know, we had a crackpot let-
ter—not anonymous, though; I'll %‘ive him
that—from some fellow in Seattle, home on
furlough, who wrote to tell us there was
something strange about Jack Sherman’s
death, and if Howard was here, to ask him
about it. Hell, the plain fact was—he was
hinting that Howard had shot his own
brother!”

“Oh,” said Lynn faintly.

His wife looked over in sudden, anxious
curiosity.

“But Jack's death couldn’t have been any
stranger than Howard’s,” the District Attor-
ney went on.

“Why?"’ Lynn asked bluntly.

“Well, I looked over his tracks in the
snow. 1 looked over everything vety care-

fully. I've never seen anything like it. It
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was an accident, of course—it couldn’t have
been anything else; there wasn’t another
footprint around anywhere, and clear, un-
broken snow. But you know, the tracks
and the marks on the frees and the indica-
tions in the snow toward the edge of the
cliff pointed toward something just as cleas-
ly as if it had been written there—as if
something had pulled him over that cliff,
something he couldn’t control or fight, be-
cause the marks were there of where he
tried to hang onto saplings and tree-trunks,
and finally where he apparently threw him-
self flat into the snow—as if to keep him-
self from being dragged or forced off that
chiff. An extraordinary thing! We had to
put it down as an accident, of course—not
another track, not a sign of another human
being for rods and rods around. And yet,
for almost the whole distance from the
grove at the crest to the cliff’s edge, it was
just as if he were fighting something he
couldn't reach, and trying like a poot

o
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daglned soul to keep from going over that
chff!”

Lynn swallowed and licked his dry lips.
"I know,” he said in a husky whisper. "1
know just how he felt—with the snow and
the cold and the falling. He was wearing
the boots—abzs boots!”

“Of course — with the snow and the
weather. Just the thing—those paratroopet
boots! But what got into Howard no one
will ever know, I'm afraid. There was every-
thing to show — broken fingernails, even
torn flesh at the fingertips—that he was try-
ing frantically to get those boots off before
be reached the edge of the cliff!”

“It could have been suicide while of un-
sound mind,” said Milly clearly.

“The boots!” said Lynn in a choked voice.

“Yes, the best,” said the District Attor-
ney heartily, putting on his hat. “First
chance I get, 'm going to buy a pair like
that myself. Second-hand or not—I'm not
superstitious about dead men’s shoes!”
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FIRST saw Chanu across the lobby of

the Africa Club in Mabari. Even at

a distance there was something cold
end feral about him, something that made
me afraid. A moment later he saw me, and
came across to the chair in which I was
sitting.

“You're George Roberts, aren’t you?” he
asked.

“Ah—yes. Won't you sit down?”

He seated himself beside me with, "I'm
Chanu.”

Even though Chanu had evidently heard
of me, I had never heard of him. But I
felt that I should have, I stole a sidewise
glance at him, and found nothing to criti-
cize. His clothing was immaculate and
gm per, his beard carefully van-dyked.

trange little reddish eyes blinked beneath

a pink brassiere of lids. His forehead was
high and domed, and a heavy ridge pro-
truded over his eyes. Outwardly he might
have been a scholar—or an elephant
hunter.

But still something deep and insistent
within me said that I should be afraid. Had
I heeded that voice, or been able to look
into the future, I would have strangled
Chanu on the spot. But you don’t just kill
people in the lobby of the Africa Club.
You are frostily polite until you find out
who their parents were back home, and
whether they themselves might be an earl
of a count, and while you are waiting this
information you invite them to have a
drink.

“Will you have a drink?” I asked.

Chanu chuckled, a low and throaty sound
that reminded me very strongly of some-
thing I bad heard before. It was vaguely
like a tiny whispering wind that wishes to
frolic with a few leaves, and yet doesn’t
wish to use them harshly. I had heard that
sound before, and it had some terrible, al-
most unreal connotation. Yet, I could not
place it. Chanu took a pair of delicate

- Heading by BORIS DOLGOV
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glasses from his pocket and hshed them
with a perfumed handker
them on, and blinked at me w1th hlS sunken,
bloodshot eyes.

“I cannot drink,” he said.

“It 1s against
the law.”
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BY JIM KJELGAARD

- “Against the law?”

“"Against my law,” he amended. He
stared into space and fox one brief sec-
ond, right in the center of the Africa Club,

as weird eventually will be found in the same
country. But it is very disconcerting to be
asked outright, and seriously, what one
thinks of an okapi. Try it on one of your

I had a mental image of something that friends.
should not be within miles of the place. “Why—what should one think of an
And again I could not define it. But the okapi?”
rustling leaves were definitely there, and “That’s right,” Chanu agreed. “What

with them was something wild and fierce,
and wholly brutal. Involuntarily I shud-
dered, and I wanted to run. But another
thing you dont do in the Africa Club is
abandon even an unwanted guest.

“Mr. Roberts,” Chanu said, “you have
been in Africa a long time. Right?”

"Right. I've been collecting all over the
continent for eight years.”

“What,” Chanu asked, “do you think of
the okapi?”

HAT question caught me unawares. 1
knew, of course, that the okapi 1s a sort
of half-horse half-giraffe discovered by Sir
- Harry Johnson in the awful, tangled forest
of the Semliki. It's like nothing else ever
discovered, and certainly other creatures just

Africa is full of queer things
but the strangest is . . ,

2

should one think of it?” ,

He took the glasses off his eyes and re-
sumed polishing them with the scented
handkerchief. Beneath his cultured face,
for one brief second, I had a vision of a
snarling mouth and great fangs. But it was
like Jooking at a face half concealed by 2
pall of mist or a spume of water, and the
vision faded. Africa is full of queer things,
and I told myself that Chanu was just an-
other 1n a long line of them.

But at the same time I knew that he was

more than that. I did not know exactly
what, But— :
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“Tell me, Mr. Roberts,” he said, “if you
have studied the science of genetics.”

“Not especially.” I was becoming a lit-
tle angry with his bland, yet somehow over-
bearing, impertinence. “Ordinarily I just
take care of my own affairs.”

“Oh,” he missed the rebuke and seemed
disappointed. “You have missed a great
deal, Mr. Roberts. It is a most fascinating
study, and yet, most geneticists are fools.
They are concerned with their everlasting
pedigrees, and this, and that. They ignore
the basic truth that strength and beauty are
the only desirable factors. They—"

“Good Lord!” I broke in.

Chanu continued as though he had not
heard me. “Strength survives and rules,
and beauty is the reward of strong things.
Lacking strength to protect it, beauty cannot
live.  Lacking loveliness, strength has no
reason to live. The geneticists, and all who
wish for a better world, should proceed on
that principle if they would be right. " Do
you ever wonder, Mr, Roberts, what will
finally emerge from the welter and hodge-
podge about us?”

“No,” 1n spite of myself I was sweating.
And an inner voice was still trying to warn
me against this man. He was something tet-
rible and twisted, something out of a hellish
nightmare. But, when I looked, he was
only a scholarly, bearded little person who
might have been anything at all. His voice
rose to a high, ecstatic pitch.

"I will tell you,” he said. “There is a
great and wonderful fore-ordained plan that
very few of us appreciate or even faintly
realize. After the weak and ugly have suc-
cumbed, the strong and lovely shall com-
bine to create perfection! Strength, such as
that found in the great gorillas! Beauty,
such as— Ah-h!”

He leaned forward, his eyes seeming to
reflect an unholy light. His mouth was set
and taut, and his whole being expressed a
devilish,” beastly lust. A young woman
whose blue dress swirled lightly about her
- legs, and moulded her lovely form in its
clinging embrace, was crossing the floor.
Her neck was slender, and an enchanting
face was set beneath a wealth of golden
curls, The eycs of every man in the lobby
were following her.

“Beauty such as that!” Chanu whispered.

“A perfect speciment for breeding! Strength
and beauty—who knows what a thousand
years hence may see on the carth if that
young woman were properly mated?”

I was on my feet. Furious anger pulsed
through my entire being. Almost overpow-
eringly, there was upon me the impulse to
take Chanu’s thick neck in my two hands
and squeeze it until his tongue ran purple
from his mouth and his wheezing breath
marked the escape of his stinking life. But
I was still in the Africa Club—and there
was something besides that-which held me.
back.

Again I seemed to hear the rustle of
leaves, to see snarling, man-beast faces.
Again I could not get a clear picture.

“I will thank you!” I snapped, “to leave
my wife out of your insane speculations!”

Almost instantly the transformation had
again occurred. Gone was all impression
of savagery, of rustling leaves, of ferocity.
Chanu was only a surprised and humble
little man who had spoken out of turn.

“A thousand pardons!”” he said. “I hadn’t
the faintest idea that that lovely gitl was
your wife!”

I cast lamely about—anybody can make a
mistake. “Well— Well—— Your apology
is accepted.” "

Chanu rose and bowed elaborately. I
shall see you again, Mr. Roberts. My com-
pliments to your charming wife.”

He strode away. Looking after him, I
knew that he had sought from me informa-
tion which I did not have to furnish. At
the same time, I had an odd feeling that he
had come to the Africa Club on a mission,
and that that mission was accomplished.

I JOINED Ann in our rooms. She was
seated before a mirror, brushing the love-
ly hair that crowns her small head. She had
taken off the blue dress, and replaced it
with a soft robe that revealed all the loveli-
ness beneath. An American, Ann Lawless
had come to Africa on a newspaper assign-
ment, The fact that she had charmed
every male who came in sight was only a
by-product of that assignment. Ann is not
coquettish. But she’s thistledown on a dance
floor, a wonderful conversationalist, and
a dream in a bathing suit. Why she chose
me is something that I never will undet-
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stand. But she had been my wife for two
months.

As for me— Some people thrill to the
touch of a lovely jewel, some rhapsodize
over a rare painting, and some just aren’t
happy unless they can feast their eyes on
some musty antique. I had Ann, and she
was all I wanted. You could say that we'd
been married two months, and the
novelty hadn't worn off. But you'd be abso-
lutely wrong. Between Ann and myself
there was something that no time or attri-
tion could ever lessen. With all my heart
and soul I believed that we had been truly
made for each other, and I was wonderfully
happy. |

When I entered the room she laid her
brush on the dresser and came forward.
Her arms stole about my neck. She kissed
me. It was not a duty kiss, or something
that had to be done for form’s sake, but a
deep and sincetre caress. Ann 1s as genuine
as a tree. It just 1sn’t in her to lie or cheat.

“Who's your friend, darling?”’ she asked.

“Oh, some crackpot who's been in the
bush teo long.”

“What did he want?”

“He wanted,” I said, “to tell me that no-
body could imagine the race of super-people
who'd be on earth a thousand years from
now if you were properly mated.”

Ann snoiffed. “"And what makes him
think I'm not properly mated? What's his
name?” |

“Chanu.”

Ann drew back and looked, puzzled, into
my eyes.  Chanu?” she inquired.

“That's what I said.”

“That’s a coincidence,” she murmured.
*I was supposed to write the story of Chanu
when I came to Africa.”

“Your material’s in the lobby, sweet. All
you have to do is corner and question him.”

“But you don’t understand,” she pursed
her lips thoughtfully, “The Chanu I'm
supposed to write about disappeared a hun-
dred years ago.”

“Okay’'—Aan was fast teaching me some
Americanisms. “'Spill the dirt, shirt.”

“Squirt,” she corrected. “It’s more or
less of a fairy tale, George. Gregory
Chanu, a scholar, came to Africa in 1842.
He went into the interior, and was never
seen again, Three years later an insane

black, the only survivor of the expedition,
returned with some incoherent story of a
terrific battle, The party had been set upen
by natives, Wounded, the black boy had
trembled in a thicket while the rest went
down, Chanu, swinging a clubbed gun,
was the last one on his feet, He killed
eleven natives before he finally succumbed.

“But he wasn’t quite dead and—well— -
you know the native superstitions better
than 1 do, George. The chief of the attack-
ing blacks, not wishing such courage to be
wasted, opened Chanu’s chest and was about
to eat his living heart when the blacks, in
turn, were attacked by a band of club-swing-
ing gorillas. There was another pitched bat-
tle. But, when the gorillas were driven
off, a huge male lay across the body of
Chanu. Both were thought dead. But their
blood had fused in such a way as to impress
a perfect rectangle on the earth. Seeing
that, the medicine man mumbled incanta-
tions over the bodies, and Chanu atose.
But he would not leave the gorilla, and
when the natives tried to seize and bind him
he fell beside it. Then the gorilla arose
and— Do you follow me, George?”

“I'm afraid I don’t.”

“I don’t understand all myself, But the
two expiring lives had united, and the sin-
gle powerful life forged from two weak
ones was able to will to inhabit the body
of either Chanu or the ape. The natives
revered both as gods, and maintained them
as such in the village. And the life they
shared was so strong that only something
able to kill the gorilla could kill either. But,
of course, when one died, both must. I—
Well, that's about the whole thing.”

“Good Lord! I should think it would
be!”

“Of course it's incredible,” Ann said.
“But Gregory Chanu has never been found
and, even if he died of dysentery, there's
still 2 good story 1n him.~

“Well and good, my little news hound.
And where is this fantasy supposed to have
taken place?”

“Nobody knows. But Gregory Chanu
was starting for the Zandel River.”

“A-ha! The plot thickens! We may
find him, his ape other self, and the wot-
shi]?ing savages!”

“Oh, George! Do you mean—?"
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“That's exactly what I mean,” I told
her—Ann loves safari. “Final instruc-
tions just arrived. We go up the Zandel
by boat to Charing Falls, From there,
we'll pack into the forest. I'm taking a
few mules along, and fifty boys.”

"Oh, George, wonderful! What a per-
fectly glorious opportunity to get more
stories!”

“Sure. You'll scoop 'em all. We may
find—" I grinned. “We may find another
okapi even if we can't locate the spirit of
Chanu.”

AR up the sluggish Zandel, with its

murky, hippopotami-filled pools and its
great, man-eating crocodiles, Charing Falls
hutls its spume like a giant bridal wreath.
But above the falls the river is a reluctant
bride. Men, where the waddling hippo-
fotami and lunging crocodiles will let them
live in peace, have hewn their plantations
on the lower part of the river and built
their houses. But above the falls there are
no men, or at least none who remain per-
manently and alive. And it 1s at Charing
where the wedding of the known and the
unknown, the civilized and the uncivilized,
trembles on the verge of fulfiliment.

I was going up partly to map new coun-
try and partly to collect specimens. And,
in spite of the forbidding character of the
wilderness into which we were venturing,
I hesitated neither to go nor to take Ann.
Kip, my head boy, is a Masai. He had
inveigled ten of his brothers and cousins
onto my payroll, and with eleven Masai
one may go anywhere. Kip had personally
chosen all the rest of the porters, and

vouched for them.

- So, as Ann and I stood hand 1n hand on
the deck of the little river steamer Craw-
ford, watching Kip order his men to the un-
loading, I bad neither qualms nor fears.
I liked safari as much as Ann did and
somehow, in that moment, the sky over the
upper part of the river seemed much bluer
and softer than that below. It was the
old, old call, the lure of the unknown. Ann’s
- fingers twined around mine. She felt it,
too, this call to go and see, the urge to
find what lay beyond the ranges. More
properly, here on the Zandel, we were go-
ing beyond the forest. There weren't even

- right u

ranges that anyone had reported, only some
very low hills. |

Kip's men laid the luggage out in orderly
rows on the river bank, and six of the
gleaming, nearly naked blacks returned for
the mules. These were big strapping
brutes, and a couple of them had evidently
devoted their lives to the acquisition of an
ugly temper. But with his right hand on
the halter of the biggest and meanest, 2
brindled minion of hell appropriately named
Old Nick, Kip half dragged the protesting
beast down the gangplank. Then he re-
turned to help with the rest. Blaine,
skipper of the Crawford, touched me on the
shoulder.

“I don’t liké to hurry you,” he said.
"But we have got to get down to an an-
chorage before night.”

“Oh, yes. Yes. We'll leave right away.”

Together Ann and I walked down the
gangplank, and had scarcely stepped from
its end when it was hoisted. Still hand
in hand, we turned around and Blaine
waved at us.

“Good luck!” he yelled. “T'll pick you
here in six weeks.”

“Right. Six weeks.”

The little Crawford gathered speed,
churned down the river, and disappeared
behind a curve, Ann’s fingers tightened
around mine, and when I turned to smile at
her, her eyes were shining.

“Isn’t it heavenly?” she breathed. “This—
This is almost like exploring!”

“It 1s exploring, sweet,” I told her,

“"Well— So it 1s.” %

Kip and two of his most trusted lieuten-
ants were packing the mules, and I strode
forward to assume the white man’s burden
of telling black men what to do. I'didn’t
have to. But they expected it, and thought
the more of me because I did assume the
boss’ place. I'd already laid out a plan. The
few existing maps of the upper Zandel
showed an inclined and evidently a natural
path up the side of the falls. Above, on the
west bank, the river was relatively clear of
entangling foliage for some fourteen miles -
—as far as any man had gone and recorded:
his journey. Some half day’s march from
where we were now was a saitable camping
place, with water and thorns for a protecting

night stockade,
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*We march,” T told Kip.

Ann and I walked at the head of our col-~

umn. Behind us came our two personal gun-
boys, a pair of wizened, scarred savages
whom for llj_urposes of easier pronunciation
we called Tom and Jerry, and the porters
followed them. It was casy enough walking
once we'd reached the top, a wide river-side
path with no trees and not much grass. But
to our left, and aaoss the river, the huge-

boled, vine-draped trees rose like so many
dark and broocﬁng monsters.

“Isn’t it lovely?” Ann asked happily.

“Yes, I—"

I was looking at the trees. There was
nothing to be seen except the mighty trunks
and the sweeping vines. But, at the same
time, I had a strong and wholly irrepressible
feeling that something was watching us.
Curiously I thought of the bearded little
man who had called himself Chanu, Still
within my mind was a half-sensed some-
thing that existed both here and about his

son.

If I had met Chanu in this place, I
would have thought that he belonged.

“T" what?” Ana demanded.

“What was that?”

“You said ‘T" and stopped,” Ann re-
minded me, “Finish what you begin.”

“Oh, yes. I— Ann, don'’t you think we'd
better turn back?”

“George! We've scarcely started!”

“Well—"

“Oh, don’t be an old fuddy-duddy,” Ann
sniffed. “"When we're seventy-five we'll be
too old for high adventure.”

Reason told me that she was right. Yet,
something else told me to tura back now, to
get out of here while we were still able to
‘do so. If I had not been educated to the
point wher€™ listened to reason

“You're right,” I told her.

“Of course, I'm right! Come on, and
think of the grand things we'll see, I'm
going to write 2 whole book about this trip.”

“If your picture is on the front cover, dar-
ling, it will be a best seller.”

“Now vyoure pormal,” she admitted.
“Turn back indeed! I'm having the time of
my life!”

But still there was an insistent, unquench-
able little voice within me, and it said,

“Jdurn back now.”

N SPITE of fears, I slept well that night.
A thorn stockade surrounded our camp,
fires leaped all about, and Kip and his Masai
personally assumed sentry duty. Nothing
could possibly break through and harm us.
Yet, until Ann pillowed her sleepy head on
my shoulder and snuggled up beside me,
my uneasiness had mounted. Afterwards, I
think that nothing could have disturbed me,
There is a peace and serenity about Ann that
is contagious. She has confidence in herself.
That transmitted to me, and I slept to
awaken in the first cold light of early morn-
ing. Kip, my double-barrelled Hollands
under his arm, stood before our tent and I
gave him my usual morning salute,

“Was all well?”

“All 1s well.,”

He had used the present tense, not the
past, and all had not been well while we
slept. Kip turned towards me. There 1s no
fear in a Masai, but plainly he was con-
cerned, Keeping his voice pitched low, so
Ann couldn’t hear, he said:

“There was something out there.”

“What was it?”

“I do not know,” his brow was wrinkled.
“It swung through the trees, and crossed the
river an a log. Almost to the camp it came.
But, when I would have shot it, it was no
longer there. It was a2 huge and hairy thing,
and it walked upright.”

“Was it a gorilla?”

Kip shook his head. “"No. It was not a
gorilla.”

“A man?”

“No. It was not a man.”

What was 1t?”

“I do not know.”

We went onto-the grassy river bank to
search for tracks of the thing that might
have invaded our camp. But the grass, very
thick and springy, held no tracks that even
Kip could discern. If he failed, it was hope-
less for me to look. |

“Was it a dangerous thing?” I asked.

"I do not know,” Kip's face was still puz-
zled.

I looked towards the tent where Ann was
still sleeping, and gazed down the river. The
sun burst into the sky and burned away the
morning mists. And, for some reason, the
instinctive, warning voice of last night was
silent, There were new and unknowan things



———

60 ' WEIRD TALES

up here—Kip did not tell fairy tales. And
part of the reason for my presence above the
falls was to find new things. We had an
impregnable fort, a strong force, should

easily repel the attacks of anything that this

brooding forest might produce. We would
£o on,

it comes again, try to shoot or capture it.”

“Yes,” Kip said simply.

Ann came out of the tent, fresh and radi-
ant at the morning itself. Even jodhpurs
could not hide the grace and slimness of her
Lithe limbs, nor did the man’s shirt conceal
the delicate roundness of her upper body. I
think that clothing has never been designed
so coarse and rough that her beauty would
fail'to shine through it.

"Good morning, George,” she called
gaily, “Do you still want to turn back?”

“You're dreaming! Who said anything
about turning back?”

Ann smiled, “I must have been dream-
ing,” she said cheerfully. “Oh, George, it’s
so beautiful up here that I wonder if we
daililn’t stumble onto some fairyland by mis-
take.”

“You'll find out you didn't when the
flies start in,” I teased. “"They won’t bother
me because no fly in its right senses would
bite anything else while you're around.”

“Thank you, kind sir, she said.” Ann
made a little curisey and washed in the tin
basin of water that our personal tent-boy
brought her. _

Gathered around their fire, the rest of
the boys were feasting on provisions. we'd
carried along. I'd have to shoot a buck
today, or get other fresh meat. It didn’t mat-
ter what because an African boy isn't very
particular as to what he eats. Tethered out-
side the stockade since daylight, the mules
were cropping the rich river grass.

IT WAS about mid-day when we reached
the farthest part of the river that was
marked by any map, and here the character
of the place changed abruptly. The great,
sky-probing trees gave way to smaller and
scattered forest growth. Lush green grass
carpeted the open spaces, and tiny, fox-size

antelope bounded back and forth. It was a
scene right out of Hans Christian Anderson,

and almost involwntarily I found myself

“Say nothing about it,” I counselled. “If

looking for the fairies that should grace it.
Agdthough she had read my thoughts, Ann
said:

“The antelope will have to do, They look
like fairies.”

I grinned, and was about te reply when a
shouted order made me turn. Kip was run-
ning through the grass, trying to head off the
bolting mules. Just beyond, the point to
which they were bolting, the grass grew
especially lush and green over a sort of rock
formation, and Old Nick had decided to
sample it. I don’t know how mules com-
municate their thoughts. But evidently the
big brindled beast was the ringleader of this
stampede, and had invited his comrades to
go with him,

Suddenly, Old Nick reared. But, before
he was halfway up, as suddenly and swiftly
as though he had received a shot in the
brain, he fell to the earth. Another mule
screamed, and the scream was choked in the
middle as it, too, sprawled forward. The
other four tried to run, took one or two
jerky steps, and went down. I saw some-
thing in the grass at their feet, something
sinuous and whip-like, a squirming, hideous
something that struck viciously at one of the
dead mules. -

“Keep away!” I warned Kip.

“1 see,” he said calmly. :

Tom passed the light rifle into my hands,
and Ann trembled beside me as we slowly
retraced our steps towards the mules. The
earth about them was alive with snakes,
scaley, monstrous-headed things with gaping
white mouths and club-like tails, One reared,
spread a hood, and hissed at us. About two
feet long, they were similar to the rhingals.
But they were not rhingals, but something
far more deadls. From the time the first one
struck, it had taken less than a second to kill
the six mules. Ann shuddered, and put her
hands to her motuh. |

“Oh how ugly! Come away from them!”

“I need one for my collection.”

“Come away! Please! George, I'm going
to be sick!” -

Walking very gingerly, his eyes glued to
the earth before him, Kip came to my side
and took the gun, He grinned, and began
shooting the snakes that clustered around
the dead mules—their packs had to be res-
cued, But before I led Ann away, Kip
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flashed me a fleeting, sidewise glance that
in ftself spoke volumes.

“Do you still think it's a fairyland?” 1
asked Ann.

“Take the bitter with the sweet,” she said
grumly. “George, those poor mules!”

We waited in a little open glade, looking
towards a thick growth of trees through
which we would have to pass, and listened
to the ‘snap-snap’ of the little gun as Kip
killed the snakes. The gun became silent,
and I looked around to see the boys dividing
the mules’ packs. They shouldered them, a
grinning, sinuous line, and Kip handed the
gun back to the bearer. Again Ann and I
took the lead, starting straight through the
thick trees.

- The scream that rang out from the end of
the porter’s line was so shriekingly bloody
and so coldly despairing that I missed my
first grab for the heavy gun. Turning
around, I saw a pair of hairy arms seize Kip
and tear his head off. Behind the arms
loomed a mighty furry body, and an evilly
grinning face. Almost at the same second
Ann was snatched from my side into a tree.
Mercifully, she had either been knocked un-
conscious or she had fainted.

Then everything went black.

THE first thing I thought of when I awak-
ened was Chanu. I don’t know why, My
head was throbbing, there was a thick, nau-
seous taste in my mouth, and when I tried
to lift my arms all strength seemed to have
departed. But still, before me, danced the
scholarly, bearded face of the little man
whom I had met in the lobby of the Africa
Club. Then the vision faded, and I regained
complete consciousness to look squarely at a
black and hideous ape. -

I blinked, doubting my eyes and my own
sanity. But when I looked again the ape was
still there, and now I saw that it was con-
fined in 2 wooden cage. Eighteen grinning
white skulls adorned the eighteen upright
bars of the cage. Apparently asleep, one of
the ape’s clumsy, short-thumbed hands were
outstretched on his enormous thigh. His
neckless head was slumped on his mighty
chest. I had seen pgorillas, had broken
through a trackless, bush-strewn little stretch
of jungle and come upon them feeding. I
had heard them beating their chest, and their

roars of rage when they fought. I had
watched an old male seize a boy by either leg
and tear him in half. But I had never seen
any ape, or anything else, that for sheer
brutality and strength compared to the thing
in the cage.

Had he stood erect, he would have been
more than six feet tall. But it was the mas-
siveness of his body, the mighty muscles that
bulged on his chest and in his tremendous
arms, that were most impressive. The gorilla
equalled the weight of five big men, And it
was easy, looking at him, to believe that such
beasts had taken clubs and beaten even ele-
phants to death. The captive gorilla was the
personification of uncontrolled and mighty
power. And, as I looked, I saw him come
awake.

By infinitesimally slow degrees he raised
his fanged head. I shuddered, and looked
away, The head was a small thing on so
huge a torso, a little, weaving bubble that
seemed almost ridiculously out of place. The
gorilla rose on his legs and forearms, wad-
dled almost lazily to the side of his cage, and
drew himself erect. His piggish little sunken
eyes blazed in his ridged forehead, But right
at that moment, for some reason, they
seemed devoid of all brutality. There was a
passion in them, a deep and yearning lust
1at was almost human,

Again, at that moment, there rose before
me the vision of Chanu. I saw the scholarly
little man as he sat beside me in the lobby
of the Africa Club, and it was as though his
face mingled with that of the gorilla. But
once more it was like looking at a face half
hidden by a pall of mist or a spume of water.,
He stood behind the ape, spouting crazy,
half truths about genetics and the turmoil of
life within the world. I heard his spoken
words, “Beauty such as that! A perfect speci-
men for breeding. Strength and beauty—
who knows what a thousand years hence may
see on the face of the earth if that young
woman were properly mated?”

I wanted to keep my eyes closed, to battle
with the horrible dream that was enfaging
my mind and awaken with Ann’s head cosily
pillowed on my shoulder, But some inexor-
able and mighty force that I could not com-
bat forced me to look again. I saw the ape’s
yearning, unholy countenance, followed his
gaze, and tried to tell myself that T would -




62 'WEIRD TALES

not sec that which was going to meet my
eyes. It was a horrible, unreal dream. It
could not be. But Ann was there!

Trussed to a post, her long, round arms
were bound behind her. Her head was up,
and there was no hint of panic in her blue
eyes. Apparently she was unharmed.

My dull, feverish eyes roved beyond my
wife. A row of conical, thatched huts rose
among the low trees, Beside them, stacked
in an orderly row, were all the boxes and
Earcels that the porters had carried. My life
had been spent collecting and I suppose it’s
only natural that, even now, I should first
seck the specimen boxes. Automatically I
selected those which had beea personally
carried by Kip.

VIf that young woman were propetly
mated—" Through the haze that clouded
my mind Chanu was again there, speaking
to me in the lobby of the Africa Club and
following my wife with avid, lustful eyes.
Chanu wanted Ann, But Chanu was the
huge gorilla in the cage of the eighteen bars
and the eighteen skulls. Ann raised her
bhead, looked towards the huts, and it was
then that I saw the blacks approaching.

HEY were tall men, big-boned and mus-

cular, and sweat shone like satin on their
rippling bodies. They bore shields of rhi-
noceros skin, carried long-hafted spears with
cruelly pointed tips. Except for their gear,
which was strange to me, they might have
bcen Masai. In solemn procession they filed
towards me, and with heads averted passed
- Ann. One nudged me with his foot, and
spoke in a variation of the Masai dialect.

“You have awakened.”

Almost automatically I answered, "I have
awakened.”

"It is good,” the black said simply.
"M’gungu will be pleased.”

A pair of blacks reached down to grasp
me by the arms and lift me to my feet. I
stumbled forward, and would have fallen,
had not they upheld me. The blacks half-
dragged me to Ann, and untied her. Her
soft arms passed around my neck. I looked
at her eyes, saw a great compassion and pity
there, but still no fear,

“I—,"” I began.

~But I was drowned out by a mighty bel-
low from the ape. He began to beat his huge

chest with his mighty arms. Slaver dripped
from his jaws. He paced up and down the
cage, and flung himself against the bars, My
arms went around Ann, as though to shield
her from the awful thing in the cage. The
gorilla beat his chest harder and faster. Roll-
ing, drum-like echoes came back to mock
me. The black pulled me away.

"It is good,” ie said. “M’gungu will now
take his mate.”

“His what?” I demanded,

"His mate,” the black said calmly.
"M’gungu has never had a mate, and he
might kill this one had he not seen with his
own eyes that another male desired her.”

"George,” Ann said desperately, “what
are they going to do?”

I looked at the huge ape, thought of my
own bruised and almost helpless self. But,
even had I been unhurt and strong, the
gorilla could have ri%ped me to shreds in a
second. The whole hellish scheme became
apparent, The blacks had deliberately taken
me to Ann in order to incite the jealousy of
the thing in the cage. He recognized me as
Ann's mate, and when he killed me he
would take her for himself.

"Beauty such as that,” 1 remembered.
“A perfect specimen for breeding. Strength
and beauty—"

Again, behind the gorilla’s mask of hate,
rose the scholarly, ascetic face of Chanu, He
was not here. Yet he seemed to be hete. I
thought of Ann’s fable—one life that could
inhabit either 2 man or a gorilla, That was
obviously absurd. But still, Chanu’s face
secemed to be mistily hovering behind that
of the gorilia.

“George, what are they going to do?”
Ann pleaded.

I looked at her, saw all the softness and
glory of the beautiful girl I had married,
and glanced from her to the raging
M’'gungu. And, in that moment, I knew
that if 1 had a knife, spear, or any weapon,
I would have left Ann lifeless at the foot
of the post. But I had neothing, could do
nothing except ask an inane, “And must I
fight M'gungu without weapons?”

“Choose any weapon,” the imperturbable
black said, “except a gun.”

“What if I defeat him?”

“Then,” the black’s face did not change,
*you have a warrior’s promise that you, your
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goods, and your woman, shall be returned
to the place where M'gungu ordered his
people to capture you.”

“What's going to happen?” Ann begged.

"I am going to fight the gorilla,” I said.
*You're the prize.”

“Ob, no,” she pleaded. “Not that!
George, leave me! Get away and let them
have me!” . -

As coldly as I could I turned my back on
her and walked away. I stumbled to the
specimen boxes, selected one by the number,
and my numbed hands nearly dropped it
into the grass. But it was only a little box,
twenty inches long by sixteen high,

“T am ready,” 1 said.

The black man looked, cynically amused,
at the puny weapon. With a tall black sup-
porting either arm, I was guided down to
the cage that housed the huge gorilla,
M’'gungu retreated to the far end, beating
his hands against his chest as 2 challenge to
battle. The blacks opened the door of the
cage, shoved me inside, and stepped back.
Walking on his feet and the knuckles of his
hands, M’'gungu advanced in a slow and
terrifying walk, My hand was on the spring
cover of the little box, At the proper mo-
ment I opened it, flung its contents halfway
across the cage.

M’gungu straightened, and a fleeting look
of horrible agony crossed his reddish little
eyes. He threw himself forward, one huge
hand brushed my chest and sent me sprawl-
ing. Slowly, like a deflating toy balloon,
M’gungu collapsed at my feet. Kip, an un-
derstanding man, had done his work well.
Noting Ann'’s terror, he had waited until we
were gone, then had captured one of the
mule-slaying serpents for me. The snake
slithered on the fallen gorilla, hissing.

But again the awed blacks were at the
cage door, and I fell into their arms when
they opened it. Reeling between them, I
watched them pick up Ann—who had fallen
at the foot of the post—and take both of us
towards the huts: They carried Ann and
guided me into one, and dimly I was aware
of the man lying on the pallet.

It was Chanu. But it could not be Chanu.
The man on the pallet had been dead for
years. When I touched his taut, wrinkled
face, it crumbled dustily under the pressure
of my finger. Groggily I felt about him,

transferred something from his hand to my
own pocket. :
Once more I lapsed into unconsciousness.

HEN I awakened it was to hear the

roar of the river. I was lying in my

own tent and dimly, over me, I saw Ann’s

pale, worried face. I tried to smile, and she

fell, crying, into my arms,

“George!” she sobbed, “Thank God,
you're all right!”

“I— Uh— Of course.”

The tent flaps rustled and a man entered.
It was Gam, another Masai, and Kip's
trusted lieutenant. :

“You may kill me if you like,” he said.
“But we fought the gorilla pec:ﬁle as best
we could. We were driven by them to an-
other part of the forest, and fought six hours
before we could return.”

“You fought well,” T said. "Know no
shame. We shall start immediately back to
the falls, and when we come again we shall
have more armed men.”

“We shall do that,” Gam echoed.

On silent feet he left the tent, and again
Ann bent over me. Her face was pale, and
heavy circles were etched beneath both eyes.

“George, dearest,” she said. "You were
right. We should have turned back when
you wanted to. But who would have thought
that gorillas might attack us?”

“Nobody,” I reassured her. “We'll go
back down the river, and come again pre-
pared to deal with them.”

Ann shuddered. “O-oh! I think I never
want to come back, George, when those ter-
rible things attacked, and I fainted, I had the
most hotrible dream! I dreamed that we
were both taken to a native camp, and that
you had to fight a huge gorilla that
wanted Oh, I'll never forget it!”

“Yes, you will,” T soothed.

But, all the while I was trying to comfort
Ann, my right hand was desperately work-
ing to claw a hole in the dirt floor of our
tent and bury something. It was something
that had unreal and terrible associations,
something that I did not date look at.

But, even by the feel and scent, I knew
that 1 could not possibly mistake the per-
fumed handkerchief with which Chanu had
polished his glasses back in the lobby of the
Africa Club,




You'd expect the sole survivor of a gruesome sea trageay
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to rank with the Marie Celeste,” se-
hashing the oft-told tale about how that
vessel sailed into harbor in perfect condi-
tion, but minus its human cargo, as if every
living soul on if had been snatched off the
face of the earth.

The derelict Bonheur was sighted by a
coast guard off the Ungava shore, but hard-
ly in perfect condition. It gave the appear-
ance of having been battered about by
gigantic, playful hands. The most curious
fact—and this was what coupled its un-
guessed-at tragedy with that of the Marze
Celeste—was that no single body was to be
found on board, neither fiving nor dead.

A life boat was picked up at sea, drifting
at will, with a wreck of a man in it. He
was, from his sodden but readable papers,
identified as one Peter Drang, 2 mathematics
teacher from North Falls, Idaho. All but
dead, he could do nothing but babble wild

incoherencies.

N enterprising newshawk discovered that
Drang had shipped as the sole passen-

ger on the Bonbenr, from Bergen, Norway,
months betore. As the only living man
who could solve the mystery of the Bonbeur.
Drang was hounded unmercifully by news-

~ papermen, after he was released from a

New York hospital. But Drang refused to
talk. He would say nothing of his experi-
ences, even became violent on several occa-
sions.

How did it happen, they asked, that he
—a timid, small, scholarly man 1n his late
thirties, whose heavy glasses and nervous
mannerisms indicated anything but a robust,
swashbuckling character—should contrive
to escape the doom that had obviously over-
taken the hard-bitten horny-handed ship’s
crew?

Peter Drang said nothing, and as soon
as he was able returned to Idaho to resume
his prosaic life as an algebra instructor in
a small town high school.

As you have guessed by now, I am that
Peter Drang. I alone survived the Bonbeur
disaster, and now it pleases me to present,
for the first time, the truth behind the
“mystery of the Bonbeur,” under the guise
of fiction. I do not expect to be believed.
¥ do not want to be behieved.

But now, to begin my story. ¢« »

-

"\

i

‘Fhis sheltering green Idaho valley, many
miles from the ocean, gave me birth. But
my earliest childhood memories are all
curiously tangled up with a powerful,
strange longing for the sea.

But my odd, inborn impulse was many
years in awaiting fulfilment. When my
father was struck by lightning, during a
terrific summer storm, on one of his fre-
quent rambling foot-journeys, it was left to
me to care for my invalid mother. I found
myself trapped in this prosaic teacher’s job
—far from the calling sea. ¥

When my mother died I decided to take
a long holiday. The money I had painstak-
ingly saved was sufficient for a six months’
trip to Europe, where I spent a good deal
of my time delving into the lives of my
antecedents. Geneology was my hobby, and
in my case it was necessary to journey across
half of Europe to unravel the tangled.
skeins of my mingled ancestry. It was in a
small Norwegian village that I came upon
some odd facts, and it was here too that I
suffered a painful shoulder injury which
was complicated by a ghastly return of an
old nerve complaint.

The doctor 1n Bergen told me this nerve
illness was brought about by over-exertion.
For weeks I lay in a raging fever, plagued
by hideous dreams, but then at last it was
over.

It left me weak and enervated. My mind,
which had always been sharp and precise,
became foggy and confused. I found it
difficult to remember things, and had lost
all interest in gencology. My shoulder gave
me considerable pain, so I kept it tightly
bandaged, and that helped.

Most of all, I was possessed with a deep
longing for home. I decided not to go back
to London, but to return on the first boat
leaving Bergen. And that boat was the little
Bonbeunr.

WERE three days out. The ehgin&s

had begun to give trouble, and to
make matters worse, the Captain was taken
ill and confined to quarters. I myself had
been under the weather, kept to my cabin,
and the only crew member I'd talked with
was Flann O’Shea, the Irish lad who
brought me my meals. He was a handsome
chap, with curly auburn hair and lively
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brown eyes, and 1 found him to be very
intelligent and filled with Irish wit.

“How is it today?” 1 inquired, over m
breakfast tray. 4 o :

“Smooth as a baby's hand, sir,” he
grinned. “But the sky's dull and strange.
Looks like it looked off Tahiti just before
the typhoon.”

"1 think I'll chance a turn around the
deck,” 1 smiled.

I found it to be as he said. Sea and sky
blended in an ominous slate grey hue, and
the glassy appearance of the water had a
forbidding iook.

In my stroll I passed one of the crew,
wearing the usual striped dark sweater and
wide-bottom dungarees, but with something
unusual about him, He was a small man,
with a sombre, stony face staring out to
sea, and his kootty fingers clenched the
rail tightly.

“Good morning,” I offered.

He didn’t so much as bat an eyelash.

“Do you think we'll—" 1 tried again.

“No use talking to Suva,” a deep voice
behind me broke in. "He won't answer
you.”

WAS big First Mate Carl Jorgsen, and

he was puffing on his curved pipe, as
he had been that day when I signed up as
the Bombeur's only passenger. His creased
leathery cheeks and black beard, and in-
tensely blue eyes, suggested somehow that
here was a man who had followed the sea
all his life—that it was in his blood, and
that he would die aboard ship and be buried
in it,

He sauntered along with me in silence,
for a time, then I asked, “Why won't he
answer me?”

“Martin Suva's a deaf-mute.”

“Oh.” I nodded, feeling a little foolish.
I knew the crew considered me a landlub-
ber of the most useless specie, and I felt
uneasy about displaying my wvast ignorance
of maritime matters. “I—I suppose that
makes it rather difhcult,” T ventured.

Jorgsen's eyes gleamed out, and his jaw
went out, as if I'd touched on a sore spot.

“That’s not the half of it. If I'd had my
way Suva wouldn't be here now—or ever.”
hi::12" hy?” 1 asked. “Don’t the men like

"No,” he replied succinctly, and moved
swiftly away down the deck.

My cariosity was aroused. Martin Suva.
A deaf-mute. He looked harmless enough.
Surely that was no reason to band against

him. I felt a wave of sympathy for him

as I watched him covertly. Imagine the
desolation of it—cut off forever from nor-
mal contact with his fellow-beings; a
shunned, miserable derelict.

I sought out Flann O’Shea about his
duties, and questioned him about Suva,

“Sure and Suva's as good a worker as
any man on this old tub., Strange? Well,
you might say so. Not bein’ able to talk
and all, naturally the men leave him pretty
much to himself. I try and sound him out
sometimes, but don’t have much luck. He's
shy of us all. Then, too, he’s a Finn.”

“So what?” I blurted, in great surprise.
I'd met many Finnish people, both in
Europe and back in Idaho, and had been
vety favorably impressed with their friendli-
ness and their scrupulous honesty.

“Don’t you know?”

“No!™
 Flann smiled wryly. “Understand, I
don’t necessarily hold with any of it. Still,
I have heard a lot of stories. . . .”

“What on earth are you talking about?™
I exclaimed, bursting with curiosity.

“It's all the old tales sailors tell about
Finns. How they are a race of magicians
and warlocks. How they can sing up a
storm any time they've a mind to. Why,
back in the old sailing days you'd be hard
put to find a captain who would sign up a
Finn—or a crew who would tolerate having
him aboard!™

“Ridiculous!™ I cried. "Superstitious non-
sense!”

“Maybe. . . .” Flann shrugged and went
on with his- work.

Back on deck, I leaned on the rai, and
thought all this over in my mind. So that
was why the crew disliked Martin Suval

HEN I remembered what I had read
about the Finns, as a “mystery race.”
Their language, their legends, their physical
characteristic—utterly different from those

of their-Scandinavian neighbors. Conjecture

as to their origin has run rampant, in fact, s

still under dispute. Some students claim
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that there is an anctent thread of connection
with the Magyars, but this has scant proof.
A subtle and highly intelligent people, as
evidenced by their great architecture and
important music, their civilization sprmgs
from an un]«.nown ‘Land Of Heroes"—and
their legends tell of mighty magicians who
possessed vast power, were able to sing
things into existence, and control the
elements.

My imagination went a step further. Sup-

pose certain members of the Finnish race-

still remembered these ancient songs of
. magic—and with them were able to control
the sea, the wind, the storm. . . .

This reverie was shattered by the sound
of weird, tuneless keening. The sky was
dark and sulphurous, now, and a low, sibi-
Iant wind was stirring the jet sea. I whirled
sharply to see where the weird singing came
from.

It came from Martin Suva, the Finn. He
stood motionless, facing the north, and
there was something ofg a warsh-ilzper of
elemental things in his attitude, as he
a soft, wordless chant which blended curi-
ously with the sudden wind. I shivered.

“PETER! Get up!”
. It was Flann O'Shea. He was quite

drenched, and he was shaking me in great
excitement. The ship pitched and rolled
under his feet, and it was a wonder I hadn't
been flung awake before now. Probably
the tablets the Bergen doctor gave me for
my nerves were the answer.

“What is it?” I cried sleepily.

“Trouble!” he shouted back, for the wind
was like a thousand banshees. “Engines
have gone bad. We're off course! Icebergs!
Get dressed, and on deck at once!”

HE DISAPPEARED like a phantom, and
I hurriedly scrambled into my clothes

staggered on deck as best I could, don-
mng a hife jacket as I went.

First Mate Jorgsen was shouting orders
through cupped hands to the deck crew,
who labored like slickered shadows under
the death-black sky.

The snarling wind knocked the breath
out of me, flung me back against the cabin
door.

I wanted to help, but knew I would only
be in the way, so I stood by, watching with
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wide eyes. Within five minutes I was
soaked to the bone.

Icebergs. . . . We were in northern
waters, and the storm had catapulted us far
off our course. I fully realized the great
danger, with submerged icebergs lurking

in wait, and the engines out of commission.
The night crept on, filled with terror. 1

‘helped Flann the best I was able, and that

kept me from thinking. h fmall;a scemed
as though the sun had forgotten to rise or
—as if the ravening storm had driven us
clear off the face of the earth, into some
sinister other dimension. There are times
when I think it 474!

Then we sighted the iceberg. It loomed
ahead, cragged and white and terrifying.
Under the impetus of the merciless wind,
the little Bonheur was drven straight
toward it. In the engine room men had
been working like demons, and, just when
all seemed lost, the heave of the engines
sent hope flooding through our half-frozen
Veins.

With the engines working, the Bonbeur
was diverted from this icy doom. Then the
wind subsided a little, and faint streaks of
dawn caressed the eastern horizon.

Jorgsen gathered the deck crew about

him, and-thanked them briefly but sincerely

for their herculean efforts. I noticed Mar-
tin Suva standing by the rail, as he had
earlier. He was staring northward and howi-
ing in a low, unnatural voice.

Then I}Jey came.

They came swathed in great purple-black
clouds from out the north. Formless at
first, like swift-rolling thunderheads, then
th
ag?i’nst the black, choppy swells. The wind
sobbed itself down to a whisper.

“What are they?” one of the men de-
manded.

“I don’t know,” Jorgsen cried grimly.
“But 1 know who brought them.”

couched down 1n a sinister fashion

He made a move toward Suva, who stood

transfixed, staring at the weird phenome-
non. Flann stopped him.
“It’s only clouds, sir. Can’t hurt us.”
The silence that followed was shattered

by the sound of cackling laughter—shrill,

sardonic, and wholly alien. It came from
the wnnatural bank of purple-black clouds.
One of the men began to pray.
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Suddenly the clouds broke. A toaring
rush of ‘ce-cold wind hurtled ent at us.
There was yelling and screaming among
the men, then a scramble for the life boats.
There was no semblance of order, now. No
attempt to save the ship. Only panic, and
sheer unbridled fear. We had all seen—
and we knew there was no hope.

How shall I describe them? Like giant
women in the wind, with long streaming
ice-blue hair, with terrible, white, beautiful
faces. Lightning seemed to flash from their
fierce bright eyes, and the gleeful cackle
of their laughter was like unholy thunder.

I bad the brief, tacit knowledge that
their intention was to destroy us as a child
might playfully destroy his dolls. They
were elemental beings—creatures who be-
longed to the storm because they were 2
part of it, visible o us now under some
special circumstance.

All this was born in my tormented mind
as I crawled painfolly against the brutal
wind, in a futde attempt to reach the re-
maming life boat. Then suddenly a
catastrophic wave leaped up and swept me
out into the freezing octan, and conscious-
ness left me.

I SHIVERED, coughed, then opened my
eyes to find that I lay in the bottom of
a life boat, Somcone was forcing a fiery
liquid between my shivering lips.

It was Martin Suva.

I drank, and the fiercely burning liquor
heiFed. I lifted myself up on one elbow
and looked about me. 1 saw Flann smiling
at me encouragingly. And Jorgsen. That
was all. And I was wearing Suva’s dry
coat over my shoulders.

“Are you all right?” Flann asked. “We
thought sure you were a goner when we
fished you out.”

I felt my injured shoulder gingerly. It
ached a little, and the bandage was gone.
Otherwise I was all in one piece.

Suva offered me food, and as I ate 1
noticed that the sun was directly overhead.
I'd been out a long time.

“The others?” 1 asked.

“All dead,” Jorgsen said bitterly. “The
stiurm-franen got them all!”

I turned to Flann a ingly.

“That's what theyre called in old

legeads,” he told me. “Storm-wives. Some
kiand of elemental spirits who can’t make
themselves seen or felt unless—"

“Unless—what?”

Flann sighed.

“Unless there’s a jonah on board. The
legends say that in the old days certain
humans made unholy pacts ‘with these ele-
mentals. In return for certain favors the
stéarm-frauen are able to show themselves
when there is 2 jonah on board ship; and
they will never harm anyone who bears
the mark of the jonah. ...” '

T'he mark of the jonah, ,

Preposterous, my mathematical mind in-
ststed. And yet—I had seen.

It was toward evening, after our frugal
meal of hard tack and tinned fish, that
Jorgsen went berserk.

He went after Martin Suva with his
strong, hairy hands, and would have choked
the life out of him had not Flann and I
pulled him off.

“Let me kill him!” he panted eagerly.
“Let me destroy the dirty jonah!”

SaNo,” Flann gritted. "We can’t be
sure.

“Don’t you understand?” he blared out,
“Don’t you realize why we were saved,
when all the others were taken? It's be-
cause of him—the jonah!” |

“Maybe what we saw was an illusion,” I
said weakly, “Like St. Elmo’s -fite, or
something. The storm and all. We were
overwrought and—"

“Why you poor over-educated idiot!"
Jorgsen raged. “You think because you've
never read of such things. in books they
don’'t exist. Just wait and see, that's all.
Wait and see!”

That night Carl Jorgsen vanished,

I GROANED in the grip of nightmare,
when Flann’s hand on my shouldet
wakened me. It was hardly light enough
to see yet. Martin Suva lay in exhausted
slumber—or so it seemed—at the other end
of the boat. '

“Jotgsen’s gone,” Flann said, in a dry
hollow whisper.,

“Gone?” I blinked.

“See for yourself.” |

I stared in bewildered amazement. It
was as the boy said. 2 -
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“But how?” 1 protested. “I heard noth-
ing!”

“Nor I. But they came in the night and
took him. . .."”

There was no other explanation, and
later, after a frugal breakfast and a few
sips of precious water, we decided to ques-
tion .Martin Suva. Surely if what Jorgsen
had believed was true, the Finn would be-
tray himself.

I wrote our questions, then handed him
the paper and pencil, to scribble his an-
swers. From the books Flann had seen in
Suva’s gear, he was sure Suva understood
English,

“Daoyou believe the stirm-franen legend?”
I wrote. |

Laboriously he wrote, Yes.

~ "Have you seen them before?”

Yes,

“Where do they come from?”

From somewhere else.

“Do they hate men?”

No. They only love to destroy.

I glanced over at Flann. I had been beat-
ing around the bush, and he knew it. He
nodded grimly, and I wrote, "Did you call
the stirm-frauen?”

No.

“Did you kill Jorgsen?”

No.

We gave up. It was natural that he would
lie, if he had stealthily slain Jorgsen as he
slept—it was more than possible—but his
answer was given so unhesitantly that I
was almost inclined to believe him, Per-
haps the stirm-franen did exist, were able
to manifest themselves during peculiar
storms, did murder the ship’s crew in the
midst of their lustful sadistic revels. As
for the rest of it—we had nothing to con-
vince us that Suva was responsible, aside
from the fact that he was a deaf-mute, was
Finnish, and made weird noises when he
thought no one was about. . . .

E DETERMINED to take turns sleep-
ing, and the watcher was to waken
the others at the slightest hint of trouble,
Flann’s turn was first, and when he
wakened me, I pulled Suva's coat about
me against the rising wind, and settled

down to scan the dack sea for any signs of
hurking terror.
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The sky, although clearer than on previ-
ous nights, was still draped with great
scudding clouds, through which I could
occasionally glimpse small patches of white
stars. The sea was ink-black.

My mind wandered over the hopelessness
of our plight. Lost at sea, thousands of
miles from any trafficked sea-lane; what di:-
ference would it make who got us—the
stérm-frauen, or the ocean?

The wind sang a sibilant song. Undecr
its influence I became drowsier and
drowsier. Finally I must have dropped off.
I was startled by Flann's shrill boyich
scream.

I leaped to my feet, then stood frozen.
Flann was writhing helplessly in the
embrace of something I couldn’t quite see.
Then, in a naked flash of lightning, Flann
was torn from the boat into the air, and I'
saw ber, |

Her maenadic hair whipping behind her
in the singing wind, her eyes glowing down
with fierce satisfaction at the boy in her
embrace. . . .

Flann screamed in terror as his fists beat
against her voluptuous breasts. She crushed
him in her arms with savage delight.

His last shrill plea, “Peter! Help!™
shocked me out of my hurror—hytrgnosis. I
sprang forward to slash out at the storme
thing. But she evaded my feeble attempts
easily, then, laughing in a manner that
turned my spine to ice, she drifted off inta
the north sky, Flann still writhing impo-
tently in her sadistic embrace.

I fell sobbing to the bottom of the boat.
Now I knew. Now all doubt was gone,
The presence of Suva, the jonah, had en-
abled the stérm-frauen to appear and to de-
stroy, and their storm-lust would not be
sated until all but the jonah were dead. To-
morrow they would come for me. . . . '

HE night was alive with fear. Every

sound the wind made played on my sick
nerves as a fiddle bow plays on a taut
E-string. The slapping of the black waves
against the boat made me shudder. All of
the elements had taught me to fear them—
knowing as I did now that strange and ter-
rible entities possessed and controlled

them. . . .
When the sickly light of the mock-sun
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made its appearance I managed to fall into
fitful Slumber. I lay in a semi-stupor dur-
ing the day, forgetting to eat or drink—
remembering only my fear. It seemed the
bricfest of time-divisions before daylight
faded and beclouded dusk crept stealthily
over the heavens.

In the hvid burst of terror that swept
over me when I realized it was almost time,
1 decided that I would kill Martin Suva. Of
course! Why badn’t 1 thought of it be-
fore! With him gone, the stirm-frauen
would have no ly contact—they would
be unable to appear.

Suva was asleep, exhausted. I chuckled.
How simple! He was smaller than me. I
could manage it easily, 1 seized a heayy
iron oar-lock, and crept toward him. Care-
ful, no noise. I would bash his brains out
before he knew what was happening, then
toss hium to the fishes. I tittered feebly with
joy. It was escape! Escape!

HUNG over him wild-eyed. He looked

haggard and worn, near death already.
His clothes, like mine, were in tatters.
There were dark patches around his eyes.
His cheeks were gaunt. As he slept he
uttered frighteaed little moans.

A last-moment shred of doubt assailed
me. Was I szre? Did 1 have the right—?
Just because Martin Suva was a deaf-mute,
because he was Finnish, because he was

is:‘-:c:r::a-ti*me and strange, did that mean
SR
The thought of Flann, of Jorgsen, and of

all the others caused my misgivings to van-
ish in a wild burst of anger. Of course it
was he! Who else? |

His eyes opened. They widened when
he saw me there, the oar-lock poised. He

ﬁave a bleat of terror. 1 brought the weapon
own, but he avoided it. He grabbed my
arm, and then we were struggling, clawing
likke madmen to tear each other’s throats.
I was bigger, and had a kind of insanely
desperate strength. 1 knocked him back-
wards over a seat, while my fingers circled
his throat, tightened.

With a wild cry he flailed about with his
arms, managing ¢o grasp my—his—coat
and tear it off my shoulder. Then his eyes
bulged in their sockets, and he unleashed a
harsh scream that shall haunt me to my
dying day.

I forgot then that I meant to kill him,
My fingets slipped nervelessly away.

It was a birthmark on my right shoulder,
an odd bluish mark that resembled a wo-
man’s head, a woman's head as seen
through swirls of her own long hair. I'd
always been ashamed of that mark, even as
a boy, keeping it always covered. And now,
when Martin Suva screamed, I knew why. ..

I fell back in a daze, only dimly con-

scious of Suva’s forlgrn cty as he leaped

into the sea and vanished,

I came out of my stupor to find myself
alone. Alone with the mocking wind and
the dreadful secrets the sea never tells. I
was alone with the mind-blasting memory
of the stirm-frauen, and of how they had
killed my companions, one by one, leaving
only the man whose distant ancestor had
conceived an unholy bargain with them and
they had presented him and his progeny
with 2 token of immunity from their raven-

ings. - The mark of the jonah. And that

this man—who had unwittingly unleashed
them to prey upon his companions as their
prototype the storm preys upon all man-
kind was—myself.
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unnel Terror

BY ALLISON V. HARDING

HEY were at first glance, a strange
Mutt and Jeff pair. To some slouch-
hatted, pootly dressed client of Ed's
“Express Diner,” there seemed little on the
surface between the big man in work
clothes and his small bright-eyed companion.

In a way, their friendship was an accident,
It had started at Oceanside High School.
Big Bdl Van Hooten and little Tom Mead.
Van Hooten with the muscles, Mead with
the brains, making up in gray matter what
he lacked in bulk. And the two got along,
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or maybe it was a conspiracy of the expedi-
ent, for certatnly Big Bill was too dumb to
get far even on his muscles and Tom too
smail, likewise,

They'd drifted apart the way people do
after high school, and Van Hooten got a
job with a trucking company. Pulling at a
wheel and loading crates were nearer to
high-school {ootball and baseball than sit-
ting at an office desk somewhere. And any-
way, remember, he was, as Joe Ferro, boss
of the Acme, used to say with a significant
finger-tapping at his forehead, "“Thick!”

And Tom, just naturally.it seemed, ended
up on the Big City Conrier. You know, that’s
that big almost-orange stucco building fac-
ing the wharves downtown where the presses
go day and night, turning out five-inch head-
lines on everything from crime {o scandal.

The two men lived in Oceanside though,
and at night they'd meet often in the diner.
Not to say much perhaps, because there
wasn't always a lot to say, but just to be
together for-a moment like out of habit from
old days and then go off with “G’nights” to
their respective rooms.

Big Bill's father and mother had both
been old beyond figuring when Tom first
remembered them and they had been dead
for several years. Let's see now, they died a
couple of years before the tunnel went
through from Oceanside to the city. All
Tom knew of family was his aunt, who'd
brought him up and seen him through high
school and—he was glad of this, kind of
like a repayment—to the first day he'd
landed the job at+the Big City Conrier, and
she said in an old tired voice full of tears,
“T'm so glad for you, Tommy,”

But the happiness of this added only 2
few more months to her life and then she
was gone and he was as alone as Big Bill,
So there didn’t need to be much said at Ed’s
diner, but tonight there was. Big Bill was
talking, wagging his massive head.

“It's Joe Perre,” he complained. "Can't
please that guy, Tom. Always kickin’.”

The little mana continued to stare disin-
terestedly into the brown mud of his coffee,
discouraging the thin cream from collecting
on the top with the end of his cruller.

“I came through with some oranges this
morning from upstate and Joe, he gets pok-
ing around in the back, and he says to me,
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he says, ‘Bill, what the hell's the idea? Lot
of these things are spoiled. Whatja do, float
‘em across the river,” and he’s making out
like I dumped “em in salt water on purpose.”

It was a long speech for Bill, and he
thumped his ham fist on the diner counter,
making Ed, the proprietor, look up.

When the two men finished their evening
meal and parted, Tom noticed the worried
look in his big friend’s eyes. He slapped him
on ¢he back and walked a ways home with
him. It was no use, he thought to himself,
letting either a trucking foreman or a city
editor get you down.

YHE aext night Tom was first of the two
at the diner. He wondered with an
amused anticipation whether Big Bill had
taken his advice given last night, “Aw, poke
him one if he gets tough, fellah.”

He heard steps outside the diner, 2 heavy
tread up the wooden stairs to the car and
Van Hooten came in. |

“"Hiya,” said Ed from behind the counter
automatically, not looking up from apron-
polishing a plate.

But the big driver didn’t answet, And in
his eyes as he lumbered across the dinet
towards the small man, Tom saw something
that looked out of place there—¥ear! The
hulking trucker settled heavily on the next
stooL.

“How's it?"" said Tom, |

Automatically Van Hooten started to eat
the food the counter man placed before him,
but slowly without relish. Mead knew his
friend too well to push the conversation. He
could see that a struggle was going on in the
big inarticulate driver. Bill pushed back his
pie (plate only half finished.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, and word-
lessly Tom followed.

Outside they walked along the dusk-
streaked avenue. It was a poor section of
the industrial town, hard by the river, and
the damp, moist smell was as much a part
of Oceanside as the red-brick factory chim-
neys, the poor run-down houses, and Ed’s
“Express Diner.” The sound of their leather
heels on the stones echoed hollowly from the
buildings on either side as the men walked.
Finally, abruptly, Big Bill spoke up.

“Had more trouble with Ferro today,
Tommy."” -
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ba;kWhyn't ya sock him?"* was Mead’s come-

“I'm still hauling for the grocery account,”
went on Van l—lnoten, his tan brow wrinkled
’IEJnPeTPIeXEdl “and Ferro blames me.

I don’t have nothin’ to do with.”

‘What happened?”

“Well, I made my usual run up to Bureau
Market and came back with a load of let-
tuce. I 'specially watched 'em load it in at
the market. Looked like mighty good stuff
to me. We get back here and whadda think
I got in there?”

“"What?"

“Seaweed!”

The two men stop ped under a street Jamp.
“Some kind of joke, huh?”
“Naw,” persisted Van Hooten. “There’s

lettuce in the crates but a lot of old dirty
green salt water seaweed too, and Ferro
gives me the devil.”

“Well,” said Tom Mead after a mo-
ment’s thought, “what’s it to do with you?
You're just the trucker. You don’t contract
for any of this food or buy it or even load it
at the market.”

The big man nodded. "That's what 1]
told Ferro, Tommy, but there’s sumpin’ else.
I been thinkin’. 'Member I told you about
oranges yesterday soaked with sea water?”

The reporter bobbed his head.

“I figure it's to do with me coming
through—the tunnel! Don't you get it,
Tommy? Those funny things are happenmg
in the tunnel.”

Mead grinned. “Are you kidding, big
boy? Whaddya think, that the seaweed an
salt water just dropped through all that
steel and concrete into your truck? Whaddya
think, the river’s got a grudge on you, Bill?”

The big man looked wise. And scared.

“It's the river,” he whispered, as though
two blocks away it might hear him. “It's
what's in it, Tommy. What's in it down at
the bottom where the tunnel goes!”

The reporter’s first reaction was to laugh,
but you don’t laugh at a friend. Especially
when “scared” is standing out all over him.

“You think I'm crazy,” the big man put
in, almost as though intuitively sensing the
other’s thoughts. “but I'm not. I got some-
thing to show you, Tommy. Will you come
up to my room right now:

Mead followed unquestlomngly. As they
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walked through the dark streets, he found
himself worried about his big friend. Does
a trucker overwork and have to take a vaca-
tion? Well, why not? Maybe Bill had
lugged a bit too much of that junk through
the tunnel.

HEY climbed the steps to Van Hooten's

fourth-floor room. Tem had been up
before. It was plain, neat. No books he'd
ever scen. Just 2 few magazines. Nothing
to take much brain work or imagination.
But after Big Bill’s latch key had let them in,
Mead noticed an old trunk in the middle of
the room. It was dark-colored with a rusty
hinge that squeaked as Van Hooten lifted
the cover. For a moment Tom thought ro-
mantically of a pirate’s treasute chest. He
felt that inside certainly there would be
crossed cutlasses on top of doubloons,

Instead, there came the fr ce of old
clothes and then the clothes themselves.
Precious few, belonging to Big Bill’s parents.
With a tenderness that was pathetic in one
so large, Bill took the dresses and suits out.
Mead found himself marveling at the cul-
ture of the Old World. These people, or
their people before, had been somebodies
in Holland across the sea. At the bottom of
the trunk was a book, its yellow cloth cover
stained with the passing of the decades. It
was labeled simply with the flourishing
strokes of an ancient dress hand, “Van
Hooten.”

The trucker did not offer the volume but
took it on his knee as he sat by the table
light, and again the reporter’s eye noted the
incongruity of the scene. The huge trucker
in his rough work clothes, his big gnarled
hands caressing a book that looked centuries
old. And then he spoke and it seemed his
harsh voice took on a softer quality. “Some
of my people, Tommy, were about the first

in this country. It tells all about them in this
book.“ He frowned down at.the pages be-
fore him and turned them idly, “About Peter
Minuet and New Amsterdam and the Dutch
fighting the English. It’s kind of like school
history books but it's my family.”

The twa sat quietly for a moment and
then Van Hooten sighed.

“Take it,” he said extending the book.
“Take it and read it, Tommy. You'll see
what I'm thinking."”
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Mead placed the book carefully in a paper.

“Sounds mighty interesting, Bil. You
never told me anything—"

Van Hooten waved his hand. *‘These
things you don’t think about until some-
thing makes you. If they can be forgotten,
they re better forgotten. You read the book,
Tommmy. It'H tell you.”

The reporter rose. "For you I'll be glad
to. Don’t worry now, Bill. Spo what if they're
blaming you for some crates of bad oranges
and hauling seaweed instead of lettuce. I
can find a spet for you at the paper.”

The pleasantsy was not appreciated. Van
Hooten stood ia the center of the room,
looking not exactly at Mead but through
him, beyond him, as though at those other
people who'd once been a part of the
things in the trunk, those others of his kin.
It gave Tom the areeps, and with a quick
good night he turned and left, with the
wrapped book under his arm.

The reporter hurried his steps home, and
once in his own room took forth the old
volume, settling himself on the frame bed
with the table {ampshade tilted. For some of
the letters 1n the Eﬂﬂk were nearly illegible
with age. As he turned the pages, idly read-
ing here and there, his interest dissolved
somewhat and he began to wonder what it
was Van Hooten had wanted him to read.
It was seemingly the usual family record of
trystings and marriages, births and deaths.
Here was a notation concerning the first
branch of the family to come from Holland
to the New Land.

His eyes sharpened as he read on. The
meticulous and penned letters spelled out
words of adventure of the early days of the
middle seventeenth century, of sea battles
with the English. The name of Hendrik
Van Hooten attracted Mead. Big Bill's
father was 2 Hendrik Van Hooten and he'd
heard the name before. Surely a direct ante-
cedent of the burly trucker. The words on
the yellowed brittle pages seemed to come
alive. Ancient and stilted as the phraseology
might be, the tale was one of excitement and
blood. Hendrik Van Hooten the First had
been junior master on a Dutch ship that
had fought valiantly in and around the
waters of New Amsterdam.

But the pages implied that “English, or
other interests” had got to members of the
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crew, There had been the surrender of lagge
tzacts of east-coast land to the Britishers in
the early 1860’s, and Van Hooten, aga.'tnst
the advice of his own blood cousin, had sud-
denly destroyed his ship in the river rather
than go out into the bay and surrendex it
and ils cargo to the enemy men-of-war.

THE story continued. Van Hooten had
blown the boitam of his ship out with
dynamite and the Dutch vessel had plunged
to the bottom with all hands. Some said,
the diary reported, thatold Van Hooten him-
self had escaped, but this was not known
for sure. Certain it was though, that from
that time on there had been hatred in the
divided ranks of the family.

An old-world curse had been leveled at
Heandrik Van Hooten—"For him this rivet
shall ever be closed by the doings of his own
evil hand, nor shall it be passed over nor up
and down for any purpose, sayeth the
carse,” and the diary gave a day and year
in the late middle seventeenth century.

The family history went on then to affairs
of birth and marriage, The details of events
so all-importaat to those concerned and so
trivial to an outsider. Tom was about to lay
the book aside when another item caught his
attention. It concerned another Hendrik
Van Hooten who had been lost in the river
one stormy night and presumed to have
died. His body was later recovered,
washed up opposite the city at Oceanside.
The pages commented pithily that the poor -
doomed man was “purple in color, swol-
len, his mouth choked full of seaweed,
showing that this was no ordinary act of
God but the workings of the Van Hooten
curse.

Mead closed the volume then and lay
back to consider it possibilities. Certainly
the old wives’ tales had affected his
friend’s rather simple mind. The recent sea-
weed-in-the-lettuce episode, -of course, re-
called to Big Bill the ominous words in
the family volume about an earlier Van
Hooten. Tom lay awake for some time
that night, enthralled with these pages from
the past. As a youngster, Big
probably been imbued with wild tales of
the family curse, and even in the unim-
aginative soil of his mind, the legends had

stuck. Mead fell asleep considering the

- -
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Bil had
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somewhat irrelevant aspect of what a
splendid newspaper feature the whole yarn
would make.

The next day he did his copy at the of-
fice and covered an afternoon sporting
event for the paper, but all the time his
thoughts were on Big Bill. He was wait-
ing in Ed’s diner again when their meet-
ing time rolled around. Van Hooten’s eyes
were less troubled this time and he nodded
at the diner proprietor, one or two other
familiar customers, and Tom. Mead
handed him the paper-wrapped volume.

“Well,” Bill asked. “Whatja think of
that?”

“It's interesting,”’ answered the re%mrter.
"It would make a nice Sunday feature
story but you don’t believe that curse busi-
ness, do you? Why, they've practically
given up that idea in the movies!”

Van Hooten shook his head.
kid, Tom. This business is real.”

“"Aw, stop it, big boy,~ the reporter
chortled. "You think the Van Hooten curse
1s reaching out of the river for you, huh?”

The look on the big driver’s face straight-
ened Mead’s smiling lips, though.

“You can laugh, Tom, but it’s all true.
That river’s bad for us of the Hendrik Van
Hootens.”

The look of worried conviction on the
plain square face of the driver was almost
comical. Lord, thought Mead to himself. I
never thought a physique like that could
have an imagination. The other toyed with
the salt cellar for a moment, and then, "Did
I ever tell you about my father, Tom?”

Mead nodded, “"Well, some. He seemed
to be a grand old gentleman.”

“Did I tell you about how he died?”

“People die,” reasoned the reporter. “He
was a mighty old fellow, Bill.”

"No, it wasn’t any act of God,” persisted
the big driver, “but like the curse said. You
didn't know much about it, Tom, at the
time. The doc saidd my father took sick
from the shock of my mother dying but no-
body thought . . . nobody thought he was
going to die, and if 1 hadn’t been away from
home, I never would've let the doc do what
he did, ‘cuz I would've known.

“See, he thought my father should come
in to City Hospital and he got an ambulance
and everything to take him. Across the

“It’s no
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river. Do you get it, Tom? On the ferry
and during the trip a squall came up. Fhat's
how the doc explained it to me. He just
died sudden and unaccountably.”

Mead looked doubtful. He blurted out,
“I suppose there was seaweed around too.”

“That's right,”” said Van Hooten. “Sea-
weed there on the ambulance bed where he
lay, 'cuz the doc told me and he wouldn’t
lie or make things up not knowing anything
about our family and the river being after
us!”’

The two were silent for a minute and
then Mead asked, “How did today go, Bill?”

“Okay,” said the trucker. "1 was wotk-
ing over to the border of the state, didn’t
go near the river all day. Tomorrow though,
I gotta go through, Joe Ferro says.”

HE next day Mead made time to go to
Oceanside City Hall and look through
the death certificate archives. There, sure
enough, was one made out to Big Bill's
father, Hendrik Van Hooten. The death
did take place on the Oceanside-Big City
ferry in a hospital ambulance and the laconic
comment of the attesting physician was,
“Shock.” That, of course, fit in neatly with
the legend of the Van Hooten curse but
might also, and to his mind was beyond
question, just a coincidence. With sudden
inspiration he looked up at the clock, on
the wall of the record room. It was three.
He still had some time before he was needed
back at the newspaper office and he quickly
phoned the Acme Trucking Company.
He got someone gruff, uncommunicative,
disagreeable, as he imagined Joe Ferro prob-
ably was. The replies were laconic but he
gathered that Big Bill Van Hooten was pick-
ing up canned goods stock at the North
Street Depot at the outskirts of Big City. He
was due back here sometime after six. Yes,
the loading took an hour or so.
Mead tore out of the City Hall, hopped

a cab, and directed the hack driver to the

food depot. They started through Ocean-
side streets, headed towards the river past
the big orange brick “breather,” through the
toll gate of the tunnel and into its illumi-
nated tube, the tires swishing damply on the
red-brick road surface. As they sped
through its length, Tom could not help but
think of the legend of the Dutch ship that

. e
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had gone down to nestle somewhere near
_in the river bed. He noted grudgingly his
own feeling of relief when the cab poked
its nose up out of the underground like a
mols. Sunshine slanting down into the
opening of the tube which they were ap-
proaching was a welcome sight.

In twenty more minutes they reached the
North Street Depot, and Tom's heart leaped
at the sight of the big red Acme truck. Bill
was 10 the driver's seat even as Tom threw a
bill to his cab driver and sprinted.

“Hey,” he yelled, “I'm" hitching a ride
with you back!”

Big Bill hesitated for a second, then threw

open the door of the cab and grinned.
- Hiya, Tom,” he satd. “Glad to see you.
Did the Courier fire you?"

Tom slid onto the leather seat beside the
burly driver, and the big motor surged for-
ward in first gear. Van Hooten sent the
vehicle into the highway traffic expertly.
They took a road downward that traversed
the river. The last of the sun sliding into
the west warmed Tom's face. He turned and
looked at Big Bill. The driver's huge
hands were knotted on the black steering
wheel. His massive body was set and. his
eyes squinted ahead. There was a white
look around his mouth.

And suddenly Mead spoke, “Why don't
you quit your job, Bill? If there’s sumpin’
that bothers you, it’s not worth it. I know
to tell another guy his worries is nothing
and doesn’t do much good. There’s not
many truckers better than you, kid. You
could hook on with a company anywhere
in the city probably. How about it?”

Bill turned for a minute and looked at
his companion, treuble in his eyes.

“I've thought of that, Tom. I don't like
it, this that I have to do, but somehow some-
thing kind of draws me like a magnet. Like
today, We're going back through the tunnel
and I don't want to, yet I do. D’ya un-
derstand? I can't explain it better'n that.”

Mead turned his face away again and
gazed at the river, his forehead wrinkled
perplexedly. The drone of the tires took
on a sharper quality as the truck ground up
an incline and then slowed for a red light.
Van Hooten set the tonnage rolling again
expertly, and they weaved into the line of
cars jockeying for the tunnel entrances.
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Somehow, inexplicably, tension grew in
Mead. It was absurd, he reasoned with
himself, absurd to let the old wives’ legends
and crazy ideas of another affect oneself.

Before he could reason further, the truck
had wound its serpentine way into the slow
lane of the truck tube. They started down
the decline, the concrete giving way to the
red brick of the tunnel. Ahead, the white
tile stdes and inset lights stretched. Truck
traffic was light at this time of day and they
seemed alone. A solitary policeman stood
just inside the opening on the catwalk to the
left. The heavy ply tires of the truck began
to swish damply as the roadway slanted
downward.

Bill switched on fender indicator lights
and the dash dials. The thunder of the motor
reverberated back from the light walls, The
truck nsed up its coasting speed and hit the
straightened-out level of the tunnel. Tom
found himself peering ahead intently, look-
ing for something, he knew not what, and he
jetked his eyes away from the dim tube
ahead. He turned then to look at Bill and
the driver grinned back. But despite the
welcoming smile, the reporter saw that the
big fellow was keeping tight rein on him-
self. The inside side lights slipped by monot-
onously and Mead suddenly became con-
scious of the biting pressure of his finger-
nails against his palms. He had been sitting
stiffly with tightly clamped fists. The truck
droned on, and except that here and there a
patch of fog, made up perhaps of exhaust
fumes as yet undispersed by the air intakes,
the red composition road tube stretched
harmless before them.

Actually, the entire trip through the tun-
nel takes but seven or eight minutes, but
Tom felt he had been underground for half
an hour under tons of water and sur-
rounded by the dim, deep mysteries of the
river bottom. Silent, brooding secrets that
allowed for no solution. S

Tom's mood changed abruptly as the truck
crawled into increased engine life, taking up
the load as the-long slope leading upward
began, "Well,” he remarked loudly above
the road and reverberations of the vehicle,
"Wasn't much to that, kid.”

It was the first word either of them had
spoken since going in at the Big City en-
trance. Van Hooten smiled back and, visibly,

-
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strain had left him too. With a grinding of
gears, the truck stuck its square nose up and
rumbled its way out the Oceanside end of the
underwater highway, Now that they were
out, the whole of the episode seemed ridicu-
lous to Tom Mead and he said as much to
Big Bill as they slid to a corner a block away
from the newspaper office,

That night the big trucker did not show
up at Ed’s diner.and Mead ate alone. He
waited for some time after he'd finished,
then decided to take in a movie. Outside the
theater though, he sttg{pped. He'd go by Van
Hooten’s anyway and see what the trucker
was up fo.

It was dark by the time he walked the
several blocks. The steps creaked ominously
as he climbed the flights to Big Bill's. He
knocked on the door. There was no answer.
He tried again louder. Finally, just as he was
about to turn away, he heard a step from
within and fumbling hands on the lock. The
door swung open then and the driver stood
in front of him, his hugeness unsteady, his
eyes dilated. He jerked his head almost im-
perceptibly for Tom to come inside. Then
with actions that were swift in spite of their

unsteadiness, he quickly relocked and bolted
the door.

EAD knew immediately that the big

man had been drinking, but there was
something in him more than that. More
powerful than alcohol. For the reporter had
scen Van Hooten drinking before and it
merely served to accentuate his usual boistes-
ous, rollicking nature, Tonight the man who
slumped into the chair in front of the re-
porter had been drinking, yes, But he was
also mortally afraid. Mead knew his friend
of old well enough to realize that a blunt de-
mand for explanation would not serve. Van
Hooten would speak when he was ready and
not before. _

Big Bill leaned in the chair for a time, his
face working, his mouth forming syllables,
words, that were given no sound but stayed
Iike the ghosts of unspeakable things in the
mind. Finally, his eyes rolled toward the
ceiling, heavenward, and he gasped.

"I've sent for him.” -

“Sent for whg?’ said Mead in a small
voice.

‘There was no answer, only the strange dis-

quieting workings of the man’s face betore
him. Mead stood up and crossed to his
friend. He shook him, first gently and then
harder, but there was no satisfactory re-
sponse from the big man.

“C’'mon, snap out of it,” said the diminu-
tive reporter. He felt angry with Van Hoo-
ten, an emotion that was probably akin to the
long-standing friendship he'd had with the
trucker. ,

“Get ahold of yourself, Bill. Who's com-
ing? What’s all this mumbe-jumbo stuff
about? You'll be seeing the ghost of Joe
Ferro next.”

But the driver was insensitive to the ap-
peals and Mead let go of his shoulder.

“He's coming,” Van Hooten said again
through thick lips. “I've sent for him and
he's coming.”

It was then that Mead noticed the candle
standing in the melt of its owa wax on the
far side of the floor. Beside it the volume
that he had so recently thumbed through in
his own room. More—crossed sticks and a
pile of ashes on the floor. The Van Hooten
volume was open, and when Mead peered
down he saw a heading in a towards-the-
back-of-the-volume page labeled, “Exorcise
of the Curse.” Tom bent closer and read,
“—and for all these matters of the past, the
present, and the future, the judge shall be
the one before the first Van Hooten, keeper
of these magic powers and bestower of both
good and evil as justice may require—"

Mead was interrupted by the sound of a
step from behind. Big Bill was almost on
him as the reporter spun. Bill brushed the
small man aside and stooped for the book.
In his eyes Mead had seen the angry red fire
of temper. Mead reached for the book again
but Van Hooten shoved him away, this time
brutally so that his friend fell heavily, and
then, with an animal sound took a match out
of his pocket and held it to the book. The
crisp pages took quickly, and in a moment,
the volume was a flaming square on the floor.

Mead had pulled himself into a chair and
was watching. As suddenly as it had come
and as the flames of the book died, the anger
drained from Van Hooten’s face. He moved
over to where Tom sat, laid a heavy hand on
the reporter’s shoulder.

“I'm sorry, Tom,”” he mumbled, and then
as a propitiatory gesture, he brought over a
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bottle of liquor and set out two cups, motion-
ing the smaller man to join him.

ey drank then and the time slipped
past. Finally Mead lifted his wrist to look at
the watch there after what scemed like
hours. It was after midnight. Van Hooten
was again slumped in the chair on the other
side of the room, the worse for their several
drinks on top of what he’d had earlier in the
evening. Mead himself was sleepy from the
liquor, and the single-yeilow bulb burning
on the center table was conducive to drowst-
ness.

Against his will and better judgement
Mead found his eyelids dropping. He would
force his head upward, look around the
room, and make plans for getting to his feet
and leaving, but the drowsiness came back
and it was sp comfortable. Big Bill was
sleeping—a little aap wouldn’t hurt.

HE next thiag he knew, Tom Mead

awoke, his back cramped in the uncom-
fortable wooden chair and the light of the
room now subtly different, The center bulb
had gone out but still there was illumina-
tion, strange yeflow suffused with green
streaked the room. He turned his head slow-
ly to limber the stiffness in his neck, and as
his head swerved to the left, his eyes
focused, incredulously at first, on a figure
that sat silently at the far end of the room.

Tom tried to force himself upward in the
chair but it was as though a heavy weight
bore him down. The figure was of a man, in-
credibly old, with parchment-yellow face
and elaborate ancient clothes.

Mead’s unbelieving eyes then noticed that
on the old man’s knee rested a cutlass, rusty
with age but once probably of fine workman-
ship. As he watched, powerless to move a
muscle or speak, Mead saw the figure rise
and start toward the center of the room—to-
wards him. The strange greenish-yellow
light caught the guard hilt of the cutlass and
reflected bleakly for a moment, and then the
old wax-like figure passed on by and Mead
forced his eyes to follow the apparition’s
course. The aged figure stopped in front of
Big Bill, extended the cutlass, and then with
an inexorable gentleness lifted one of Big
Bill’s huge hands, relaxed in sleep, and care-
fully cutled the fingers over the finely made

cutlass.

Then slowly the figure turned and moved
with measured tread back past the reporter
over to the far end of the room where the
fire had been, where the ashes still were.
And suddenly, Tom Mead was overcome
with the appalling nature of his experience.
His senses swam. Things grew black for a
moment or many minutes. He could not tell,
when again his eyes opened.

But the figure was gone and he was alone
in the room with the still-sleeping Van
Hooten, and the first streaks of dawn were
touching the plain yellow papering of the
room. The big- man had not moved. His
hands still hung slackly, and there was no
sign of the cutlass that Mead had seen in his
dream—for a dream it certainly must have
been. Soundlessly, Mead straightened his tie
and shrugged himself into his coat, quietly
tiptoeing to the door and letting himself out.

It was a chill early dawn with a dampness
that permeated even to a man’s soul. Clouds
scudded across the horizon in the early sky.
Mead shivered and rubbed the heel across
his cold cramped back. From a few blocks
away a river vessel hooted, and the sound
was not reassuring. He made his way to Ed’s
diner and downed three cups of black coffee,
one after another, Then he headed for the
newspaper office.

HE girl in the front office raised her eye-

brows questioningly as Mead came in. He
had not been that early to work since his first
month with the sheet. Reports of a three-
alarm fire came in later in the morning and
the city desk sent him north to cover the
story. After he'd filed his paragraphs from
the scene of the blaze, Mead turned the
Conrrer sedan back towards home.

Storm clouds were blackening the sky
now and the wind whistled at the sedan
window. Suddenly, a compelling thought
made Mead pull to the nearest- drugstore.
He placed a toll call to Oceanside, gave his
name, and got gruff Foreman Ferro again.
Sure, Big Bill had reported in to work that
morning. Else he would have been fired. Get
it! Yeah, he was over in Big City, He’d gone
over early and was coming back through the
tunnel in the afternoon with a shipment.

Tom slammed up the receiver and sprinted
for his car, Up north here there was no
tunnel but the mid-river bridge was only a
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few miles distant. He jazzed the Coxrier
auto across and headed towards the outskirts
of Big City on the other side. His memory of
the previous night loomed large ta his mind
as the day grew darker and more ominous.
The strange actions of Big Bill, the start-
lingly realistic image of the old man of an-
other age. And then one conclusion that had
slowly crept into his consciousness sometime
during the day. That was, that all the ac-
cidents so-called that had happened to the
Van Hootens on the river since the curse was
laid had come on bad days when the tempes-
tuous black elements had conspired as it were
to cloak an even greater danger.

Mead found himself racing the car along
the roads that led into town, and by his very
hurry, he realized he was tacitly accepting
the legend, in part if not all. Anyway, he
wanted to keep Big Bill from that tunnel
run. But he sent his car lurching into the
food depot just too late, Van Hooten had
left for the south a few minutes earlier, he
was advised, Undeterred, Mead took up the
chase and rocketed the protesting sedan
down the roads in pursuit.

Roaring up to an intersection he saw the
Acme truck disappearing around a far cor-
ner. He speeded up even more and gained
on the next incline. He tooted frantically but
the truck gave no notice of acknowledgment.
Twin lines of traffic developed then around
. an excavated place in the highway. For a

~moment, Mead was able to draw abreast and
he yelled at Big Bill but the truck driver
stared frozenly ahead, set and unnatural. In
2 moment more, moving traffic had jockeyed
the red truck ahead.

Just before they reached the tunnel, the
traffic slowed and stopped. Quickly Tom
swerved the newspaper’s sedan to the road-
side, hopped out and ran. He caught the
guard rail on the rear of the truck just as the
_cars started in motion again. Straining
mightily, he pulled himself upright as the
vehicle gathered speed, and with furious
twisting got the back van door open and let
himself inside where he fell sprawling midst
the crates.

Picking himself up he scrambled forward
and came to the glass-paneled portion that
scparated him from the driver’s compart-
pane but the
thick stiff neck and back of Van Hooten
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ahead paid no heed. Through the glass and
out the truck’s sides the reporter could see
they were nearing the tunnel entrance, and
as he looked, the day’s blackness suddenly
gave way to rain and the quickening tempo
of drops on the steel roof lent strength to
his blows on the panel. But Big Bill never

so much as looked around. And then past

the toll gates, the truck picked up speed and
swung careeningly into the curving decline
of the tunnel entrance. -

Mead pave up his attacks on the thick
glass and looked frantically around for some
sort of heavy object. The crates were heavy
but too large for one man to lift, and there
seemed to be nothing else.

As he searched, the sound of raindrops
on the roof increased—the sudden realiza-
tion of this made him straighten with a gasp.
For they were in the tube. There could be no
rain here! There could be no water—but
river water!

MEAD crowded forward again, peering

through the pane and the cab into
the tunnel. It was not his imagination that
the roadway ahead was darker, almost ob-
scured in a green-yellow mist. Even the
white-tiled sides and the set-in lights seemed
many yards away instead of a few feet. His
breath began to catch in his throat. The
dampness made each inhalation a heavy task.
But Van Hooten, as though transfixed, sat
woodenly at the wheel and the truck roared
on into the misty shadows of some unspeak-
able hell.

Mead felt it then. From the torrent of
water that fell on the roof, his upturned
face caught a drop or two and # came to him
with a new horror. The sudden sharp salt
taste, That could mean only one thing, Dear
Lord, the tunnel was going! She’d sprung 2
leak and they'd be drowned down here.
Trapped under tons of water in their own
white-tile and red-brick tomb!

The truck slackened speed so abruptly
then that it threw Mead to his knees. He felt
his way in the gloom along the floor and
crawled to the back opening, His pulses were
pounding as he forced the metal frame open,
and as he did, a wet slimy substance, not
water exactly but heavier, much heavier than
air, slipped in around him with chill octopus
fingers, and he seemed to be swirling out in-

-
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to the dim green-yellow streaked light of the
underwater highway. The sound of the
truck’s motor had long ago been lost, for the
swishing and plopping and splashing was
heavier, noisier. Mead thought of Van
Hooten sitting in his cab. He struggled a few
steps forward but his body seemed not to
obey him.

It was as though he were floating, that
last step of consciousness before, ether-like,
you float into a swirling blackness.

He did not know afterward exactly what
happened but somehow he crawled, stag-
gered, or swam his way out of that tunnel
hell. He was treated by an ambulance sur-
geon at the mouth of the tunnel where he
collapsed, and by that time word of the trag-
edy nside the tube had come out.

It was a confrere of his from the Courier
who told him, big-eyed, self-important, not
sparing him because of his friendship with
Big Bill or the experience he'd just been
through. Van Hooten was dead, sitting there
in his truck, unaccountably, that is, by all the
laws of logic.

There 1s nothing briefer than a police in-
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{a-: “THE FOX WOMAN" —a tale of anclent Chinese sorcery in the modern
world — together with “THE BLUE PAGODA,” by Huanues Bok.
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vestigation of a death that has no forthright
logical explanation, but what explanaticn
could you have for a man who had died of.

~drowning sitting at the wheel of his truck in

the middle of a tunnel, seaweed in the cab?
And yet, of course, no one could drown in a
perfectly sound tunnel.

Port of Authority officials hastily put eut
statistics of the number of million cars that
had transversed the tunnel without accident.
Then too, there was no logical explanation
for the cutlass that was found in Bill Van
Hooten's right hand, grasped tightly, its
blade stained red with fresh blood, not his
own obviously, for there wasn't a mark on
him anywhere,

Tom Mead’s past in the whole episode
was considered thoroughly unimportant and
the official verdict was ""Heart attack.” Mead
was let go after some questioning and testi-
mony brought forth his friendly relationship
with the deceased. His only memento from
the episode, the clothes he had had on, rotted
now, a few months later, from soaking
they'd received from the vengeful salt rives
water—where none could possibly be!

£ : “THE BLACK WHEEL” — the story of a  haunted ship —and “THE RAT e
sy RACE,” by Hannes Bok.

These two volumes appear in a limited, numbered edition of 1,000 copies *
each, beth illustrated by Mr. Bok, and are priced at $3.00 per copy. Due to heavy 5
advance sales, we advise immediate ordering while copiegs are still available.
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BY RAY BRADBURY

You might call these people
“folksy’ that is, until you
got to know them!

_ Y o
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Heading by BORIS DOLGOV

ATHER looked into Cecy’s room just crape on my mahogany box. Sleeping all
before dawn, She lay upon her bed.  night, eating breakfast, and then lying on
He shook his head irritably. He top the bed all day.”

waved at her. “Oh, but she’s so helpful,” said Mother,

“Now, if you can tell me what good she leading him down the hall away from Cecy’s
does, lying there,” he said, "TI'll eat the slumbering pale figure. “Why she’s one of
82 |
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the most talented members of the Family.
What good are your brothers, they sleep all
day and do nothing, At least Cecy is active.”

They went downstairs through the scent
of black candles, the black crape on the ban-
nister whispering as they passed. Father un-
loosened his tie, exhaustedly. “Well, we
work nights,” he said. “"Can we help it if
_ we re—as you put it—old-fashioned?”

“Of course not, Everyone in the Family
can't be modern.” She opened the cellar
door, they went down into darkness arm in
arm. She looked over at his lean white face,
smiling, “It's really very lucky I don’t have
to sleep at all. If you were married to a
night-sleeper, think what a marriage it
would be? Be silent, now. And as for Cecy,
she helps me a million wa ys each day. She
sends her mind down to the green-grocers
for me to see what he has. She puts her
mind inside the butcher. That saves me a
long trip if he’s fresh out of good cuts. She
warns me when people are coming to visit.
And—oh, well, there are a dozen other
thmgs—"

They paused in the moist cellar near the
large mahogany box. Its lid was thrown
back it was empty, He settled himself into

it, still not convinced. “But if she'd only

contribute more to the Family,” he said.
“Tm a little afraid, Alice, I'll have to ask
her to get out and get 2 ]ﬂb———

“Sleep on it,” she said to him. “Think it
over. You may change your mind by the
time it’s sunset. Sleep on 1it, won’t you?”

She was closing the lid "down upon him.
“Well—" he said, slowly, thoughtfully, The
lid closed,

“Goodnight, dear,”

“Goodnight,”
inside the box.

The sun rose. She walked upstairs to fetch
breakfast,

said the mother,
he said, muffled, far away,

ECY ELLIOTT was the one who Trav-
eled. She looked like an ordinary
eighteen-year-old girl. But then none of the
Family looked like what they were. There
was nothing of the fang, the bat wing, the
worm or the witch to them, They lived in
small towns across world, simply, sem1-

modernly, in planned obscunty
~ Cecy Elliott awoke. She went down

through the house, huthming. “Good morn-
ing, Mother!” She walked down to the cel-
lar to re-check each of the large mahogany
boxes, to dust them, to be sure they were
tightly sealed “Father,” she said, polishing

one box. "Cousin Wﬂlard she said, ex-
amining another. “And—" she rapped
lightly upon a third, "Grandmeother Elliott.”

There was a rustle inside like a piece of
papyrus, “It's a strange, cross-bred family,”
she mused, going up to the kitchen again.
“Some of us sleep days, walk nights. Some
sleep nights, walk days. Some don’t sleep
at all. Me—I sleep all the time. Different
kinds of sleep.”

She ate breakfast, In the middle of a dish
of apricots she caught her mother staring at
her, She laid down her spoon. “Father will
change his mind,” she said. “T'll prove how
valuable I am, you wait and see.”

The mother said, “"You were instde me
just now when I talked to your father?”

CRESE

“I thought I felt you looking out from
inside my head,” said the mother with a
nod.

That was all, Cecy finished the meal and
went up to bed. She carefully made it, fold-
ing down all the blankets and clean cool
sheets. Then she laid herself out on top the
covers, closed her eyes, rested her thin white
fingers on her small bosom, and rested her
slight, exquisitely sculptured head upon het
thick gathering of chestnut hair,

She started to Travel.

Her mind slipped from the room, over
the little green-lawned, drowsy town, into
the wind and past the green depression of
the ravine. All day she would fly and wan-
der. Her mind would pop into dogs, sit
there, and she would feel the feelings of a
dog, taste good bones, sniff trees. She would
hear as a dog heard. She would forget her
human body entirely, She would be a dog. It
was not telepathy, It was complete separa-
tion from one bodily environment. It was
entrance into dogs, men, old maids, birds,
into children at hop-scotch, into lovers on
their morning beds, into workers asweat
with digging, into unborn children’s pink,
dream-like brains.

Where would she go today? She made
her decision, and went. =
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When Mother tiptoed up the stairs 2 mo-
ment later to peer into the room she saw
Cecy's body there, the chest not moving, the
face quiet. Cecy was gone away already.
Mother nodded and smiled.

Cecy Elliott’s three younger sisters were
playing Tisket Tasket Coffin Casket in the
back yard at noon when the tall loud man
banged on the front door and marched
straight in when Mother answered.,

“That was Uacle John!” said the littlest
girl, breathlessly,

“The one we hate?” asked the second.

“What does he want?” cried the third.
“He looked mad!”

“We should be mad at him, that's what,”
explained the littlest. “For what he did to
the Family a hundred years ago.”

“Listen!” They listened. “"He's running
upstairs!”

“He sounds like he’s crying.”

“Do grown-ups cry?”

“Sure, silly!”

“He’s in Cecy’s room! He's shouting and
laughing and crying, and he sounds mad and
sad and fraidy-cat all together!”

TH.E littlest one began to cry herself. She
ran to the cellar door. "'Daddy, daddy,
come up! Wake up! Uncle Jonn’s here and
he might have a cedar stake with us! I don't
want a stake in my heart! Daddy!”

“Shhh,” hissed the biggest girl. “He
hasn’t a stake! You can’t wake Father, any-
how! Listen!”

Their heads tilted, their eyes glistened,
upward, waiting. . ..

“Get away from the bed!” commanded
Mother, in the doorway. |

Uncle Jona bent over Cecy’s slumbering
body. His lips trembled and thete was a
wild, fey madness in his green eyes.

“Am I too late?” he demanded, hoarsely,
sobbing. “Is she gone?”

“Of course,” spapped Mother, “Are you
blind? She’s been gone since early morning.
She might not be back for days. Sometimes
she lies there for a week. I don’t have to
feed the body. She takes sustenance from
whatever or whoever she’s in. Stand back
now!”

Uncle Jonn stiffened, with one knee
pressed onto the bed,

“Why didn’t she wait, why couldn’t she

be here?” he wanted to know, frantically,
closing his eyes, his hands shaking, He
nudged her again, '

“You heard me!” declared Mother. “She’s
not to be touched. She’s got to be left as she
is. So if she comes home she can get back
inside her body exactly right.” |

Uncle Jonn turned his head. His long
hard brown face was lined and pocked, with
deep black grooves under the worried eyes.

“Where'd she go?” he demanded. “I've
got to find her!”

Mother talked straight at him. “I don’t.
know. She has favorite ‘places. You might
find her 1n a child running along a trail in
the ravine. Or swinging on a vine. Or you
might find her in a crayfish under a rock in
the creek, looking up at you, Or she might
be playing chess inside an old man in the
courthouse square, You know as well as I
she can be anywhere.” A wry look came to
Maother’s lips. “She might be right here ia-
side me now, looking out at you, laughing,
and not telling you. This might be her
talking and having fun. And you woulda't
konow it.”

“Why—" he said, heavily, swinging
around like a huge pivoted stone. His big
hands came up, “If 1 thought—"

Mother talked on, quietly. “Of course
she's not in me, here., And if she was there'd
be no way to tell.” Her eyes gleamed with
malice, She stood tall and gracefully, {ook-
ing at him with no fear. “Now suppose
you explain what you want with her?”

He seemed to be listening to a distant bell
tolling, He shook his head angrily, to clear
it. Then he growled. “Something . .. inside
me. . .."” He broke off. He leaned over the
cold, sleeping body. “Cecy! Come back, you
hear! You can come back if you want!”

THE wind blew softly through the high
willows outside the sun-drifted win-
dows, The bed creaked under his shifted
weight. The distant bell tolled again and he
was listening to it, but Mother could not
hear it. Only he heard the drowsy summer-
day sounds of it, far far away. His mouth
opened numbly: _'
“I've got a thing for her to do for me. For
the past month I've been going kind of—
insane. I get funny ideas, I was going to
take a train and go to the big city and talk
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to a psychiatrist but he wouldn't help. 1
know that Cecy can enter into my head and
exorcise these fears I have. She can clean
them out like a vacuum cleaner, if she wants
to help me. She’s the only one can suck away
the filth and cobwebs and make me new
again, That's why I need her, you under-
stand?” he said in a tight, hoarse-sounding
voice. He licked his lips. “She’s GOT to
help me!”

“After what you've done to the Family?”
said Mother,

He jerked his head viciously. "1 did noth-
ing to the Family, ever!”
~ "“The story goes,” said Mother, "‘that in
bad times, whenever you needed money, you
got paid a hundred dollars for every one of
the Pamily you handed over to the law to be
staked through the heart.”

“You lie!” he said, weaving his head like
a fighter hit hard. "It’s never been proved.
Not by anyone! You lie!”

"Nevertheless, I don’t think Cecy would
want to help you. The Family wouldn’t want
her to.”

“The Family wouldn’t, wouldn’t it!” His
voice barely shook the floor timbers, He
brought his fist down upon the bed. "Damn
the Family! I won’t go insane because the
Family wants me to! I need help, damn
it, and I'll get it! Os—"

Mother faced him, her face reserved, her
bands crossed over her bosom.

He lowered his voice. "Listen to me, Mrs.
Elliott,” he said, suddenly getting hold of
himself. “And you, too, Cecy,” he said to
the sleeping body. “If you're there,” he
added. “Listen to this.” He looked at a
wall clock ticking on the far, sun-drenched
wall, “If Cecy isn’t back here by six o'clock
tonight, ready to help me clean out my mind
and make me sane—I'll—I'll go to the po-
lice.” He drew himself up. “I've got a list
of addresses of all the Elliotts who live in
Mellin Town. The police can cut enough
new cedar stakes in an hour to drive through
a dozen Elliott hearts.” He stopped, wiped
the sweat off his face, The distant bell be-
gan to toll again. He listened to it, He
shook his head a bit. Then he hitched up his
trousers, tightened the buckle clasp with a
jerk and walked past-Mother to the door.
- “You heard me?” he asked.

*Yes,” she said. “I heard. But even I

g%

can’t get Cecy back here if she doesn’t
want to come, She'll come badk, eventually.
Be patient. Don’t go running off to the
police—" |

He cut her off. "I can’t wait. This night=
mare of mine’s gone on eight weeks nowl
I can’t stand it any longer!” He stared at
the clock. "I'm going. I'll try to find Cecy,
in the town. If I don’t find her by six—
well, you know what a cedar stake’s like—""

His heavy shoes pounded away down the
hall, fading down the stairs, out of the
house. When the neises had all gone, the
mother turned and looked earnestly, pain-
fully down upon the bed,

“"Cecy,” she called, softly, insistently.
“Cecy, come home!”

There was no response from the body.
Cecy lay there, not moving, for as long as
her mother waited.

E WALKED down the streets of Mel-

lin Town looking for her in every child
that licked an ice-pop and in every little
white dog that patted by on the way to some
unknown destination.

The town spread out like a fancy grave-
yard. Nothing more than a few monuments,
really—edifices to lost arts and pastimes, It
was a great meadow of elms and hawthotns
all ashower with green color, laid out with
wooden walks you could haul into your barn
at night if the hollow sound of walking
ﬁeople irked you, There were tall old maiden

ouses, lean and narrow and wisely wan, 1n
which were spectacles of colored glass, upon
which the thinned golden hair of age-old
bird nests sprouted. There was a drug shop
full of quaint wire-rung soda fountain stools
with plywood bottoms, and the memorious
clear sharp odor that used to be in drug
stores but never is any more. And there was.
a barber emporium with a red-ribboned pil-
lar twisting around inside a chrysalis of
glass in front of it. And there was a gro-
cery that was all fruity shadow and dusty
boxes and the smell of an old Armenian
woman, which was like the odor of a rusty
penny. The town lay under the willows and
mellow-leaf trees, in no hurry, and some-
where in the town was Cecy, the one who
traveled. e | :

Uncle Jonn stopped, bought himself a bot-
tle of orange crush, drank it, wiped his face
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with his handkerchief, his eyes jumping.
I'm afraid, he thought, I'm afraid,

He saw a code of birds strung dot-dash on
the high telephone wires. Was Cecy up
there laughing at him out of sharp bird eyes,
shuffling her feathers, singing at him? He
suspicioned the cigar store Indian. There
was no animation in that cold, carved, to-
bacco-brown image. ~

Far away, like on a sleepy Sunday morn-
ing, he heard the bells ringing in a valley
of his head. He had momentarily blind
spells. He stood ia a pall of blackness and
white, tortured faces drifted through his in-
turned vision,

“Cecy!” he cried, wildly, to everything,
everywhere, I know you can help me!
Clean me out, shake me like a tree! Cecy!”
The blindness passed. He was bathed in a
cold sweating that did not stop, but ran like
a faucet. "I know you can do it. I saw you
help Cousin Martanne years ago. Ten years
ago, wasn't it?” He stood, concentrating.

Marianne had been a girl shy as a mole,
her hair twisted like roots on her round ball
of head. Marianne had hung in her skirt like
a clapper in a bell, never ringing when she
walked; just swithering along, one heel after
another, She pgazed at weeds, and the
wooden walk under-toe, she looked at your
chin if she saw you at all—and never got as
far as your eyes. Her mother despaired of
Marianne’s every marrying or succeeding.

It was up to Cecy, then. Cecy went into
Marianne like fist into glove.

Marianne jumped and ran, yelled and
glinted her yellow eyes. Marianne flickered
her skirts, unbraided her hair and let it hang
in a shimmery veil over her half-nude shoul-
ders. Marianne giggled and rang like a gay
clapper inside the tolling bell of her dress,
Marianne squeezed her face into many atti-
tudes of coyness, merriment, intelligence,
maternal bliss and love,

The boys raced after Marianne, Marianne
got married. -

Cecy withdrew,

Marianne had hysterics; her spine was
gone! She lay like a limp corset all one day.
But the habit was in her now. Some of Cecy
had stayed on like a fossil imprint on soft
shale rock; and Marianne began tracing the
habits and thinking them over and remem-
bering what it was like to have Cecy inside

her, and pretty soon she was running and

shouting and giggling all by herself; a cofs

set animated, as it were, by a memory!
Marianne had lived joyously thereafter.

TANDING with the cigar store Indian

for his solace, Uncle Jonn now shook

his head violently, Dozens of little bubbles

floated before his eyes, each of them with

tiny slanted, microscopic globules of eyes
staring in, in at his brain,

What if he never found Cecy? What if
the plain wind had bourne her all the way to
Elgin? Wasn’t that where she dearly loved
to bide her time, in the asylum for the in-
sane, touching their minds, holding, turning
their confetti thoughts?

Far away in afternoon distance a great
metal whistle sighed and ed oed, steam
shuffled as a train cut across valley trestles,
over cool rivers, through ripe cornfields, into
tunnels like finger into thimble, under arches
of shimmering walnut trees. Jonn stood,
afraid. What if Cecy were in the cabin of
the engineer’s head, now? She loved riding
the monster engines across country far as
she could stretch the contact. Yank the
whistle cord until it screamed across sleep-
ing night land or drowsy day country.

He walked down a shady street and out
of the corner of his eye he thought he saw
an old woman, wrinkled as a dried fig,
naked as a thistle-seed, floating among the
branches of a hawthorne tree, with a stake
of cedar stuck into her breast, driven deep.

Somebody screamed!

He felt his head thumped. A blackbird,
soaring skyward, took a lock of his hait
with it! | '

He shook his fist after the bird, heaved
a rock. “Scare me, will you!” he raved.
Then, breathing rawly, he watched the bird
soar around behind him to sit on a limb
waiting for another chance to dive for hair,

He turned from the bird, slyly.

He heard the whirring sound of wings,

He jumped around, grabbed up. “Cecy!”

He had the bird! It fluttered, screamed in
his big hands, |

"Cecy!” he called, looking into his fingers
at the wild, black creature. The bird drew
blood with its bill.

“Cecy, I'll kill you if you don’t help mel™

The bird shricked and cat him,
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He closed his hands tight, tight, tight.
He walked away from where he finally

ped the dead bird and did not lock
b at it, even once.

E WALKED down into the ravine that

ran through the very center of town.
What’s happening now, he wondered? Has
Cecy’s mother phoned people? Are the
Elliott’s afraid? He swayed drunkenly, great
lakes of sweat bursting out under his arm-
pits. Well, let them be afraid awhile. He
was tired of being afraid. He would lock
just a little longer then he would go to the
police, by God!

Now he stood on the edge of the creek.
He laughed when he thought of the Elliotts
scurrying madly, trying to find some way
around him, But there was no way. They'd
see to it that Cecy came and helped him.
Yes, sir, they'd see to it. They couldn’t af-
ford to let good old Uncle Jonn die insane,
no, sir.

He looked down at the slow waters.
B-b-shot eyes lay deep in the water, staring
roundly up at him.

On blazing hot summer noons Cecy had
often entered into the soft-shelled grayness

of the mandibled heads of crayfish. She had

often peeked out from the black egg eyes™

upon their sensitive filimentary stalks and
felt the creek sluice by her, steadily and in
flaid veils of coolness and captured light.
Breathing out and in the particles of stuff
that floated in water, holding her horny lich-
ened claws before her like some elegant
salad utensils, swollen and sharp as scissofs.
She watched the giant strides of boy feet
go gressing toward her through the creek

ttom, heard the faint, water-thickened
shout of boys searching for crayfish, jabbing
their pale ﬁngers down, tumbling rocks
aside, clutching and tossing frantic flippery
animals into open metal cans where a score
of other crayfish scuttled like a basket of
waste paper come to life.

She watched pale stalks of boy legs poise
over her rock, saw the made loin-shadows of
boy thrown upon the sandy muck of the
creek floor, saw the suspenseful hand hov-
ered, heard the suggestive whisper of a boy

who's spied a gray-brown prize aslumber
" beneath a boulder. Then, as the hand

plunged, the boulder rolled kicked, Cecy
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flirted the borrowed fan of her inhabited
body, jerked backward in a little sand ex-
plosion, and vanished downstream.

On to another rock she went to sit fan-
ning the sand, holding her claws before her,
proud of them, her tiny glass-bulb eyes
glowing black as creek-water filled her bub-
bling mouth, cool, cool, cool—

It was the realization that Cecy might be
anywhere close at hand, in anything alive,
that drove Uncdle Jcmn almost mad with
fury. In any squirrel or chipmunk, in a dis-
ease germ, even on his aching body, Cecy
might be existing! She could even enter into
ameebas.

On some blazing summer noons Cecy
would be in an amceba darting, vacillating
deep down in the old, tired, philosophical
dark waters of a kitchen well. On days when
the world high over her, above the unmoved

water, was 2 dreaming nightmare of heat

printed upon each object of the land, she
would lie somnolent, quivering and cool and
distant, deep within the well-throat. Up,
above, trees were like images burned in
green fire, Birds were like bronze stamps
you inked and punched on your brain.
Houses steamed like manure sheds. When a
door slammed it was like a rifle shot. The
only good sound on a simmering day was
the asthmatic suction of well water drawn
up into a porcelain cup, there to be inhaled
through an old skelatinous woman's porce-
lain teeth. Over her she could hear the brit-
tle tap of an old woman’s shoes, the sighing
voice of the old woman baked in the August
sun. And, lying deep and cool, looking up,
up through the dim echoing tunnel of well,
Cecy heard the iron suction of the pump
handle depressed energetically by a sweating
old lady; and water, ameaba, Cecy and all
rose up the throat of the well in sudden cool
disgorgement, out into the cup, over which
waited sun-withered lips. Then and on¥y
then did Cecy withdraw, just as the lips
came down, the cup tilted, and porcelain met
pt}rcelam——
Jonn stumbled, fell flat upon the creek
waters!

He did not rise, but sat, dripping, star-

ing stupidly. Then he began crashing rocks
over, shouting, seizing Fﬂﬂ and losing
crayﬁsh cursing. The bells began ringing
louder in his ears and now, one by one, a

J
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procession of things that couldn’t exist, but
scemed to be real, drifted by on the creek
surface. Worm-white bodies, turned on
their backs, drifting like loose marionettes.
As they passed, the tide turned them over
and they had the face of the typical Elliott
family member. B

Now he began to weep, sitting there in
the water. He had wanted Cecy's help, but
now how could he ex to get it, acting
like a fool, cursing her, hating her, threat-
ening her?

He stood up, shaking himself. He walked
out of the creek and up the hill, There was
only one thing to do now. Plead with indi-
vidual members of the family, Ask them to
intercede for him. Have them ask Cecy to
come home, quickly.

IN THE undertaking establishment on
Court Avenue, the door opened, closed.
The undertaker, a short, well-tonsored man
with a mustache and sensitively thin hands,
looked up. His face fell.

“Oh, it’s you, Jonn,” he said,

“Timothy,” said Jonn, still wet from the
creek, I need your help. Have—have you
seen Cecy?”

“Seen her?” The undertaker leaned
against the marble slab where he was work-
ing over a body, He l&ughed. “God, you
ask me that,” he snorted. “Look at me, look
at me close. Do you know me?”

Jonn bristled. “You're Timothy!”

The undertaker shook his head. “I'm
Bion. I'm Bion, the butcher. Yes, the
butcher.” His eyes gleamed, He raised his
hand to his head. “"Here, inside, where it
counts, I'm Bioa. I was working in my re-
frigerator room this morning when sud-
denly Cecy was inside me. She borrowed
my mind, like 2 cap of sugar. And brought
me here and sifted me down inside Tim-
othy’s body. Poor Timothy! What a joke!”

“You're not Timothy!”

“No, ah, no, dear Uncle Jonn, Cecy prob-
ably put Timothy's mind in m2y body! You
see the jest? A meat-cutter exchanged for
a meat-cutter! A dealer in cold-cuts traded
for another of the same!” And he quaked
with laughter. “Ah, that Cecy, what a
child.” He wiped happy tears from his face,
“I've stood here an hour or so wondering
what to do. You know something? Usader-
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taking isn’'t hard. Not much harder than
fixing pot roasts! Oh, Timothy'll be mad,
Cecy'll probably trade us back, later. Tim-
othy never was one to take a joke!”

Jonn looked confused. “You—even jo#
can't control Cecy?”

“Gods, no, man. She plays her jokes
where she will. We're helpless.”

Jonn turned away and went to the door.
“T've got to find her somehow. If she can
do thss to you, think how she could help me
if she wanted.” The bells rang louder in his
ears, From the corner of his eyes 2 move-
ment caught his attention, He whirled and

gasped,
The body on the table had a cedar-stake

driven through it!

“Okay, good-bye,” said the undertaker to
the slammed door. He listened to the sound
of Jonn's running feet, fading.

THE man who staggered into the police
station at seven that evening was barely
able to hold himself up. His voice was only
a whisper and he trembled violently as if
he had taken poison. He did not look like
Uncle Jonn any more. The bells were ring-
ing all the time now and he kept imagining
that people were walking behind him, a
dozen people, who vanished, whenever he
tutned and looked,

The sheriff looked up from reading a
magazine, wi his brown mustache wibth
the back of one claw-like hand, took his feet
down off a battered desk and waited for
Jonn to speak.

“1 want to report,” whispered Uncle Jonn
slowly. "I want to report a family that
lives here. An— unhealthy family, living
under false pretenses.”

The sheriff cleared his throat. “What's
the name of the family?”

Jonn stopf%aed. “What?”

The sheriff repeated it: “What's the fam-
ily’s name?”

“Your voice,” said Jonn

“What about my voice?” said the sheriff,

“It sounds familiar,” said Jonn. "It
sounds ltke—"

“Who?"” asked the shenff,

“You sound like Cecy’s mother! That's
who you sound like!”

“Do I?” asked the sheriff.

“That's who you are, inside!

Cecy



?’Dﬂ., too, like she changed Bion and
szoth I can’t report the Family to you,
now, then' It wouldn t do any good!”
. “I guess it wouldn't,” said the sheriff,
implacably.
“The Family’s gotten around me!”
Uncle jonn, “They anticipated me!”
“Looks that way,” said the sheriff, wet-
ting a pencil on his tongue and starting a
fresh crossword puzzle.
to you, Jonn Eliott,” he said.

cried

IIUnh?ll
“I said good day.’
“Good day.” Jonn stood there, listening.

“Do you—do you hear anything?”

The sheriff listened. “Crickets?”

“No.”

“Frogs?”

“No,” said Jonn, " Just bells. Holy church
bells. The kind of bells 2 man like me can't
stand to hear. Holy church bells.”

The sheriff listened, “No, can’t say as I

hear 'em. Say, be careful of that door there; !

it slams.”

E door to Cecy's room was flung open,
a moment later Jonn was inside, moving

across the floor. The silent body of Cecy lay
upon the bed, aot moving. Behmd him, as
Jonn seized Cecy's hand, her mother ap-
peared.

She ran to him, struck him on his head
and shoulders until he fell away from Cecy.
The world swelled with bell sounds. His
vision blacked out. He groped outward at
the mother, biting his lips, releasing them in
gasps, eyes streaming.

“Please, please, tell her to come back,”
he said, “T'm sorry. I don't want to hurt
any one any more,

The mother shouted through the clamor
of bells.

“Go downstairs. Wait there for her!”

“I can’t hear you,” he cried, louder. "My
head.” He held his hands to his ears. “So
loud, so loud. I can’t stand it.” He rocked
on his heels, ©
was—

Quite simply he drew out a folded knife,
unclasped it.

“I can’t go on—" he said.

Before the mother moved he fell to the

floor, the knife in his heart, blood runnmg'

from his lips, his shoes !mkmg senseless |

“Well, good day |

|

If only I knew where Cecy
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WEIRD TALES

one atop the other. One of his eyes was
shut, the other wide and glittering.

The mother bent down to him, "Dead.”
she whispered, finally. “So,” she murmured,
unbelieving. Rising up, she stepped away
from the moving blood. “So he’s dead at
last,” she said. She glanced about, fearfully,
and cried aloud. “Cecy, come home, child,
I need you!”

A silence, while the sunlight drained
from the room.

“Cecy, come hDH’]E‘ child!”

The dead man's hps parted. Cecy’s high,
clear voice sprang from them:

“Here, mother! I've been here for days!
I'm the fear he had in him; and he never
guessed. Tell Father what I've done; per-
haps he’ll think me worthy now—"

The dead man’s lips stopped.

A moment later, Cecy’s body on the bed
stiffened like a stnckmg with a leg thrust
suddenly into it, inhabited again.

“Supper, mother,” said Cecy, rising from
bed.

Forgetful Hour

By YETZA GILLESPIE

HEN time wears thin

As the shadows lying,

And the whippoorwills call
For the souls of the dying,

When the bitter moon weats
A star on her horns,

And the heart in your breast
Remembers thorns,

Be wise, and touch iron!
Put salt on your bread,
Lest some of the Ancient
Forget they are dead.



Re: Twice Cursed

THE way that Seabury Quinn and Manly
Wade Wellman chat in their stories
about meeting each other and consulting
each other and so forth, made us feel as if we
should say that Quinn came into the office
and remarked that he’d met Wellman on
the street and he’'d asked him to give us
the following letter about Wellman’s story
in WEIRD TALES., As a matter of fact, how-
ever, Wellman came in himself unannounced
by Qumn and left us some interesting notes
about Twice Caursed — the story, not the

weather or editors and authors in general.
Wellman said:

Truth is so completely universal that it

seems logical to suspect universality of con-
taining truth. Others have touched on be-
liefs that bob up in every land, culture
and age—lycanthropy, vampirism, organized
demonolatry. But as universal a legend as
any, and perhags it 1s not a legend, .is that
of the ghostly double, more real than ordi-
nary nature can supply, and the tremendous
results that follow one’s coming face to face
with such a living mirror. Plenty has been
written about the doppelganger—read Edgar

Allan Poe, Fiona MacLeod and Anthony |5

Hope for some of the best. For two beings
to have the same aspect is as frightening,
perhaps, as for one being to have two
aspects,

Some things in this story—T wice Cursed
—actually happened. Other things are var-
nished, to make them shine a little brighter
as ‘fiction. One need not seek too painstak-
ingly in New York for a bookshop like the
Spoorn, though under a different name, and
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The prayers of the most worthy people often fail. Why?
The unworthy often have the greatest health, suacesya,
riches and happiness. The best, smartest, and most ine
dustrious people often have only pain overty and sore
row. Why? Thirty yearsago, in Fnrbiciin Tibet, behind
the highest mountains in the world, a young Englishman
found the answers to these questions, His eyes were
opened by the strangest mystic he metduring histwenty-
cne years of travels in the Far East, Sick then, he re-
gained health, Poorthen, he acquired wealth and world-
wide professional honors, He wantsto tell the whole world
what he learned, and offerstosend a 9,000-word treatise,
FREE, to everyone who asks promptly. It is a first step
to the POWER that KNOWLEDGE gives. There is
no obligation. Write for YOUR FREE COPY today.,
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WEIRD TALES

find the books there that are mentioned in
this account. For translations from the
Icelandic I am chiefly indebted to Leon Min-
shall, and the magic and counter-magic are
mostly charms from my often-used and
often-quoted Albertus Magnus, as done 1nto
English more than a bundred years ago.
Other books, unfortunately, do not need
translation.

It is strange and probably unfortunate
that we must go to Iceland, that remote Jand
that the ancients thought was Thule, the
nation of wizards, for the only comprehen-
sive account of the medieval Svartaskols. It
may well be that there was only one such
institution in all time and space, and that
St. Jon Ognurdson was the only scholar
who backslid from its teachings and turned
normal and wholesome again; but I venture
to suggest that many such schools existed
and do exist, Father Montague Summers
traces them in South America today, an ac-
tive and baleful influence, and several of us
are sure that the frightened children who
testified in the Salem witch-trials had been
started in the primary grades of a similas
mnstitution.

It does not pay us to accept all of these
things unless we have seen them face to
awful face, as has, for instance, John Thun-
stone. Life today has epough of accepted
terrors and woes without searching out
others, and perhaps the fight against en-
trenched and organized black magic 1s best
left in the hands of Thunstone and his few
but determined helpers. He likes to be kept
busy, and he shall be kept busy.

Even if he deals with those traitors to
the human race who worship in the wrong

temples, there are always the Shonokins.
Manly Wade Wellman

Incidentally, Wellman announced that an
idea was germinating for another Thunstone
story, and we gave the go-zhead nod. The
customers seem to like him, said we.

Jonahs and Sich

NOTHER good friend of WEIRD TALES
dropped us a few lines about his story

in this issue—Emil Petaja anent The [onab.
Our correspondence tends sometimes to be
more interplanetary than international, or na-
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tional, but we found Mr, Petaja’s letter very
interesting:

In writing a story wherein a main charac-
ter is made an object of fear and horror be-
cause of his nationality I realize that I am
letting myself wide open to justifiable crit-
icism. But, wait!

Martin Suva, in my story, 1s a Finn. So
am I a Finn! (By ancestry; I was born 10
Montana.) Long winter evenings I listened
to strange and wonderful tales, as a child at
my mother’'s knee, Swom: tales of how
Wainomoinen forged the sky and how Il-
marinen fashioned a maiden of gold with
his song-magic. These were my earliest
“weird tales.”

And so I have an abiding love and respect
for my parents’ people—for their honesty
and great courage, for their great literature
and even greater music, and—need I go
on?

Nevertheless and notwithstanding, the
idea that a Finn was a Jonah was, in old
days, an actuality. Look it up. And if you
want to read a very fascinating chapter on
the Finns as a dark and mysterious race of
magicians “'who can control the storm,” read
Cecil Gray's biograph eX of Jean Sibelius, the
symphonist acknowledged by most critics as
the greatest living.

I have always thought Swomi legends
(which concern themselves much with the
elements) are just as fascinating as the
Greek or Hindu or any other; and I'm going
to delve further, employing material from

them in stories. Hope you like the idea. . . .
Emsil Petaja
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READERS’ VOTE

TWICE CURSED DEAD MAN'S SHOES
THE MAN IN CRESCENT CHANU
TERRACE THE JONAH
THE BOGY MAN WILL TUNNEL TERROR
GET YOU THE TRAVELLER

Here's a list of eight stories in this issue. Won't
vou let us know which three you consider the
best? Just place the numbers: 1, 2, and 3 respec-
tively against your three favorite tales—then clip
it out and send it to us.

WEIRRD TALES
9 Rockefeller Plioza - New York City 20, N. Y.
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remit amounts stated for premium wanted, as explained in
eatalog sent with order, postage paid by vs. Our Blst year.
Writa for trial ordor of salve and piclures agt. E_r sbnrt.
WILSCN CHEM, CO,, Dept. 81-49, NE, FA.
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Write to MARTIN WARE, SECRETARY

@ This is your club—a medium to help you and
other fantasy and science-fiction fans %El: together.
Readers wanted it—they wrote in telling us how
much they would enjoy meeting others of similat
tastes.

e Membership is very simple: just drop us a
line, so that we can enroll you on the club roster,
and publish your name and address in the
magazine, :

® A membership card carrying the above design
—personal token of your feliowship with the weird
and the fantastic—will be sent on request. (A

stamped, addressed envelope should be enclosed.)
TR T O T T T T T U U T

NEW MEMBERS

John Jeemont, 40 Newarthill Rd., Carfin by Mother-
well, Lanarkshire, Scotiand :

Mrs. M. B, Medler, 853 8. Cory 8t., Findlay, Ohlo

W. H. Mengden, & 1/¢, Co. N.T.8.. Hugh Manley
Sch., Chicago, Illinois g

Ray C. Jungman, 202 Henning St., Fond du Lac, Wis.

Ril_:lll]t;rd Campbell, 660 8. Richardson Ave., Columbus,
Unio .

Dottie Lee, 1213 So. Tamarind St., Compton, California

Mazel Rierman, Kaw City, Box 364, Oklahoma

Frances Johnson, P. O. Box 8584, Houston 9, Texas

Lt. Robert Hammack, 421 Ord, BEvac. Co., Fort Bragg,
North Carolina 3 -

David Cale, 1325 So. Waco, Wichita 11, Kansas

James Bethke, 11 Dixwell Ave.,, New Haven 11, Conn.

Solomon A, Kaplan, 3204 Holland Ave., New York 67,
New York

t Sandra Fradkin, 1500 E. 9th 8t.. Brooklyn 30, N. X.

Judith Seidman, 805 Avenue O, Brookiyn 30, New York

Alex Christelis, 22 Webber Road, Germiston, T. V. L.,
SHouth Africa 2

Bernard McFadden, Engine 29, Solvay & W. Jeffergon,
Detroit, Michigan

MI{?’ Mamie Minuette, 1916 E. 26th St., Kansas City,
Missouri

John Cockroft, 4 Winghip Ave., San Anselmo, Cal.

Vera Cole, 2616 Cornell St., Des Moines 13, Jowa

Richard M. Crandall, Malden, West Virginia

Nolan L. Bookout, 413 8, Elliott St., Muncie, Indiana

Clarence Janiskee, 703 16th St., Bay City, Michigan

Janet Verla Anne MaePhersen, 1217 A, 8t., Abbotsford,
B. C., Canada

R. Waldhelin, 5510 Hudson Ave., West New York, N. J.

Wayne Smith, P. O. Box 2882, Sheridan Station, Brem-
erton, Washington |

Dorothy Woods, 49 Kennedy St., Hartford 5, Conn.

L Jack Dinsfriend, 146 Sutherland Road, Brighton 46,

‘»I’MﬂEﬁiﬂ'E]IjlimEIIH“E Pl t 8t., South Hliot, Maine

irginia Holmes easan - South i

Amﬁa Ippolita éhuwning. 2110 Country Club Lane,
Little Roeck, Arkangas

Bob Kolski, 1632 W. 6th St., Ashtabula, Ohio

Ens. Kenneth WBikin, Headguarters 17th Nav, Dist.

O o Ave. Asduiose. Pis
rvant Jones, Jr., rdmore Ave., " .

l‘fi Robert Andersnn. “3 Co.. 182 Inf., A.P.OQ, 716,
c¢/0 Postmaster, San Francisco, California
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mﬂﬁ, Robert A. Sakshanug, “Gé’ lcfn.. }32 inf., A.P.O.
e/o Pm., San Francisco, California
Hf"m Jnlén FFMIEI}. “G'éﬁ?f. 1? Inf., A.P.O. 716, ¢/0
., San Francisco, ornia
Pfe. Thomas K. Grindberg, “G” Co., 182 Inf, A.P.O.
716, ¢/o Pm. San Francisco, California
Ted J-Sﬂ?te. 190 Dewey St., Worcester 3, Magsachusetis
Catherine Moore, Blacksburg, Virginia :
Martha V. Robertson, 2100 McKenzie Ave., Waeo, Texas
Adele Liquorman, 2024 60th St., Brooklyn 4, N. Y.
Issman Field II, 208 W. Giddens, Tampa 3, Florid
Richard D. Lockweood, 339 E. 74th St., New York, N. Y.
Tom Pickens, 44 Fairview Streef, Yonkers 3, N. Y.
Jack Finch, 95 North Broad, Pennsgrove, New Jersey
leﬁ Dla'le gﬁl}fielhiide. 501 So. Alexandria Ave., Los
geles, ifornia
J. Russell Mars, P. 0. Box 577, Packanack Lake, N. J.
James Pullman, 834 Edison, Detroit, Michigan
Louis E. Catusco, S2/c¢c, U. 8, Naval Hospital, T-10,
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
James Reagan, Route 1, Box 8A, Tempe, Arizona
Paul Poste, 4513 Avenue K, Brooklyn, New York I

Charles Eddy, 8 Leroy 8t., Dorchester, Massachuselts
Kay Eddy, 8 Leroy St., Dorchester, Massachunsetis
Robert Foy, 8 Leroy St.. Dorchester, Massachuselts
Irene Foy, 8 Leroy St.. Dorchester, Massachusetis
Pfe. Carl Goldsworthy, 15814123, Sad. M., 4000
A AFB.U, (AB), Wright Field, Dayton, Ohio
Benjamin Franklin Warner, 19 East Pine St., Audu-

bon, New Jerse
Evelyn E. Hﬂraﬂ;. 59-12 Woodbine St., Brooklyn 27,
Harry J. Leyland, Ppst Office Department, Mechanic- '

New York

ville, New York 3
Allan Weinstein, 588 Audubon Ave., New York33,N. X.
New York

y * 3t., Flushing,
Robert Sperling, 73-44 183 St nshing Beantord.

T.NEar}[ VanSickle, Jr., Super-Exchange,

ew Jersey

Warren H. Merritt, “Rockhaven,” Sheridmil. ;::'[m;n_tnnﬂ

Pfe. Vincent L. Trunda, 36650873, Sqn. “G,” 1503rd
A.A.F.B.U., Hamiiton Field, California

James A. Willinms, 731 Sugg BSt., Ig[nﬁ:qrﬁnville, Ky.

Joseph Sersen, 214 15th St., Jersey City, New Jersey

Van H. Splawn, 5201 Buright Ave., St. Lounis 8. Mo.

M. Scholz, 336 150th 8t., Bronx, New York

Jack Reeves, 303 8. H. 2nd St., Looogootee, Indiana

Pvt. James L. Cribelar, A.S.N,, 450-18-382, Hq, & Haq.
Co., Personnel Section, Beparation Center, Camp At-
terbury, Indiana

Lucile 'lghnmpsn? Kraft, 2732 N, Clark St.,, Apt., b.
Chicago, Illinois

Hazel ‘E%’altera. Rox 674. T.eechburg, Pennsylvania

Cpl. William Okyit, Co. B, 30th Engrs., Base Topo. Bn.,
AP.O. 957, cfo Pm.. San_grancisco, California

Cocolin Ryan, 971 McGlellaiid Ave., Columbns 3, Ohio

B, Augustus DuBert, Victory Heights, Horseheads.

ew York

Clgytnn V. Coble, 524 Wast Broadway, Hnid, Oklahoma

James Otis Gail Ward, 20090 W. Broadway, Louisville,
Kentuck

Margie Fm?d. 70 Lafayette Ave., Sea Cliff, Long Island,
Ne?ﬁf“rt]fl Adamsville, Tennessee

eath, a 3 B

ﬁgﬁeﬁﬂe Fvans, 138 So, Main 8t.,, Carbondale, Pa.

Lt. % . Blair, 6922 Riverside Drive, Berwyn, Ijlmnis

Vincent Demm, 12 Roosevelt 8t., New York, N. Y.

Sally Goldstein, 2088 T6th St.. Brooklvn 14, N. Y.

William Woods, Jr., 4081 N, Market St., St. Louis 13,

Mo.
ward M. Plewucha, 80 Burgard P1., Buffalo 11, N, V.
Eldllian H. Luechrs, Madisen Square Hotel, 37 Madison
Ave.. New York 10, N, Y, :
Mrs. Cearle M. Barrett, 7T Maistland St., Halifax, N. §,,

n.
I}Enﬂﬂid Qweany, Jr,, 617 Murdock Rd., Baltimore 12,

Md.
Emile B. Greenleaf, Jr., 1303 Mystery St., New Orleans
19, La. _
Edward Thomas Conlon, 243 Haladay St., Jersey City
4 N. J. )

Helen A. Lasky, Box 151, Rt. 1, Kenosha, Wisc.

Mr. and Mrs., Louis Smith, 1203 Fulton Ave.,, New
York 56, N. X,

Ida M. Router, 151 Blucker St.,, Toronto, Ont., Can.

Faythe Willis, 128 Yurna Ave., Hazel Park, Mich.

Benjamin Lerner, 2612 South 7th 5t., Philadelphia, Pa.

Charles 8. Hyer, Box 445 Padueah, Ky.

Albert Hasty, 6069 Buena Vista Ave,, Oakland 11,
Calif.

Tommy Kushnper, Jr., Box 305, Moon Run, Pa.

Joe Germain, 1024 O0ld Post. Rd., Mamaroneck, N, Y.

Owen Campbell Mortimer, 1 Flat “Glenview,” Cam-
meray Rd., Cammeray, N.S.W., Australia

We're sorry that lack of space prevents the inclusion
of the names of all New iMembers. The rest will appear |
next time.

o5
Lemon Juice Recipe

Checks Rheumatic
Pain Quickly

If you suffer from rheumatic, arthritis or neuritis
pain, try this simple inexpensive home recipe that
thousands are using. Get a package of Ru-Ex Com-
pound, a two-week supply, today. Mix it with a quart
of water, add the juice of 4 lemons. It's easy., No
trouble at all and pleasant, You need only 3 table-
spoonfuls two times a day. Often within 48 hours—
sometimes overnight—splendid results are obtained.
If the pains do not quickly leave and if you do not feel
better, return the empty package and Ru-Ex will cost
you nothing to try as it is sold by your druggist under
an absolute money-back guarantee. Ru-Hx Compound
is for sale and recommended by druggists everywhere.
Druggists everywhere.

do you WORRY?

Why worry and suffer any
longer if we can help you?
Try a Brooks Patented Air
Cushion. This marvelous
appliance for most forms of SIS
reducible is GUARAN- §
TEED to bring YOU heavenly
comfort and securily—day and
night—at work and play—or it

costs you NOTHING. Thousands =~ *
happy. Light, neat-fitting. No har@ pads or springs.
For men, women, and children, ble, cheap?

Sent on trial fo prove it. Not sold in stores, Beware
of imitations, Write for Free Book on Rupfure, nge

risk trial order plan, and proof of results. All Cofe
respondence Confidential.

Brooks Company, 351 'State St., Marshali, Mich.

HERES A NEW AND
V/ITAL BUSINESS .
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Dffers Big Money-_—Independence

If you are mechanically inclined—ean hold and use tools it will
pay you to learn electrieal appliance repairing, Operate from your
garage, basement, eto. Work as many hours as you wish—the ap-
pliance repairman i5 his own boss. On many types of repairs
it 15 usual for & repalrman to charge on the besis of $5.00 to
$6.00 an hour!

No Previous Experience Needed

Profusely illustrated our new coursse shows you in simpie, easy
to understand language plus drawings and photographs, how to
make each repair on refrigerators, vacuum cleaners, washing
machings, motors, fans, irons, cte,, ete. Explainsg and gives you
a working Enowledge of electricily, welding, nickel plating, ete.
Shows you how to build the power tools you need and how to
solicil and keep business coming to you, Not a theory course but
an honest to goodness praeiical course written by and used by
repairmen the country over. YPrice of course is so low that the
savings on your own household appliances will pay for it. At
NOW! Send today for FREE liierature. OChristy Supply Co.,
2835 M. Coeniral Ave., Dept. D-512, Chicago 34, Hiineis.

WEIRD BOOKS RENTED

Books by Lovecralt, Mearritt, Quinn, ete,, rented by mail. %S¢ a day
poatage. Write for free lat. WEREWOLF LERDING
IBRARY, 7203 Travell Blvd., Pittsburgh, Pa.
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ERE the great personages of the past victims

of a stupendous hoax? Could such eminent men
of the ancient world as Socrates, Pericles, and Alex-
ander the Great have been deluded and cast under
the spell of witcheraft—or did the oracles whom they
consulted actually possess a mysterious faculty
of foresight? That the human mind can truly
exert an influence over things and conditions
was not a credulous belief of the ancients, but a
known and demonstrable fact to them. That there
exists a wealth of infinite knowledge just beyond the
border of our daily thoughts, which can be aroused
and commanded at will, was not a fantasy of these
sages of antiquity,; but a dependable aid to which
they turned in time of need.

It is time you realized that the rites, rituals and
practices of the ancients were not superstitions, but
subterfuges to conceal the marvelous workings of
natural law from those who would have misused
them. Telepathy, projection of thought, the materi-
alizing of ideas into helpful realities, are no longer
thought by intelligent persons to be impossible prac-
tices, but instead, demonstrable sciences, by
which a greater life of happiness may be had,

One of America’s foremost psychologists and
university instructors, says of his experiments with
thought transference and the powers of mind—““The
successes were much too numerous to be merely

T H E GREATEST

P

- POWER" .N

"‘EARTH i

hucky hits and one can see no way for guessing to
have accounted for the results.” Have you that
open-minded attitude of today which warrants a
clear, positive revelation of the facts of mind which
intolerance and bigotry have suppressed for years?
Advance with the times; learn the truth aboug
your inherited powers,

Let this free book explain

The Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organization) have been
leadersin introducing the ancient wisdom of mental phencm-
ena. Established throughout the world for centuries, they
have for ages expounded these truths to these thinking men
end women who sought to make the utmost of their natural
faculties. Use the coupon below—avail yourself of a pleasing
book of interesting information which explains how you may
@cquire this most unusual and helpful knowledge.

Jhe ROSICRUCIANS

(AMORC)

USE THIS COUPQIN b=

Scribe Jd+ AL J. :
The Rosicrucians, AMORCG,

San Jose, California.

I am sincerely interested in knowing mere about this
unseen, vital power which can be used in acquiring
the fuliness and happiness of life, Please send me,
without cost, the book, “THE MASTERY OF
LIFE," which tells me how to receive this information.

Name
Address

State

PLEASE mention NEWSSTAND FICTION UNIT when answering advertisements



Whats My Job7-1 Manufacture
Weaklings into

MEN?

IVE ME a skinny, pepless, second-rate

body — and I'll eram it so full of hand- ,
some, bulging new muscle that your friends |
will grow bug-eved! . . . I'll wake up that
sleeping energy of yvours and make it hum like
a high-powered motor! Man, vou'll feel and
look different! You'll begin to LIVE!

EY

ad

Actual Photograph of the
man who holds the title
“Thae World's Most Per-
fectly Developed Man."”

......

Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN
—INJUST 15 MINUTES A DAY!

You wouldn't believe it, but I myself used to be a 97-1b,
weakling, Fellows ecalled me “'Skinny.”” Girls snickered and
macde fun of me behind my back. 1 was a flop. THEN I dis-
covered my marvelous new musele-bullding system—"‘Dwnamie
Tengion.”” And It turned me into suell a eomplete specimen of
MANHOOD that today I held the title “THE WORLD'S MOST
PERFECTLY DEVELOPED MAN."

That's how I traded in my *"bag of bones’ for a barrel of mus-
cle! And I felt so much better, so much on top of the world in my
big, new, husky body, that 1 declded to devote my whole life to help-
ing other fellows change themselves into “‘perfectly developed men.”’

Mail the coupon below
right now for my
FFREE illustrated book,
“Everlasting Health
andSctrength. '’ Tellsall
about “Dynamiec Ten-
gton’” methods. Cram-
med with piletures,
facts! Address me per-
sonally: CHARLES
ATLAS, Dept. 9B,
115 E. 23rd St., New
York 10, N. Y.

What Is “Dynamic Tension”’? MAIL
How Does It Work? COUPON
When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, strapping FOR
fellow smiling back at you—then you'll be astounded at how short a FREE BOOK

time it takes ““Dimamic Tension’ to GET RESULTS!

“Dynamic Tension’ 1s the easy, NATURAL method vou ecan
practice in the privaey of your own room—JUST 15 MINUTES
EACH DAY—while your serawny shoulder muscles begin to swell,
ripple . . . those spindly arms and legs of yours bulge . . . and
vour whole body starts to feel “‘alive,”” full of 2ip and go!

One Postage Stamp
May Change Your Whole Life!

As I've nlrlu‘n:rri up above, I'm steadily bullding broad-
shouldered, dynamic MEN—day by day—the country over.

2,000,000 fellows, young and old, have already gambled a post-
age stamp to ask for my FREE book. They wanted to read and see
for themselves how I'm bullding up serawny bodles, and how I'm
paring down fat, labby ones—how 1'm turning them into
breath-taking human dynamos of real MANPOWER.

Take just a few seconds NOW to fill]l in and mail the
eoupon at right, and vyou willl receive at once my FREI Zona No.
'}nﬂkr—l.Everlam!ng Heailh Hn[t Strpng[]'l** thﬂt PH“"ES l Citu"lI-I"Illlll-Ill-lltii-lll-llt B § L] rif ﬂ“y,jilli iiSt’dﬂt‘E‘!lll!

with actudl snap-shots what “"Dynamic Tension’ has done fﬂl‘ others :
—vhat it can do for YOU! Address CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 9B, I [0 Check here if under 16 for Booklet A. J
MR R I SN R SEED S G SR RSN S

115 East 23rd Bt., New York 10, N. Y.

l———--———_ﬁ*”—-*—-
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 9B,
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.

' I want the proof that your system of “Dynamie I
Tension'” will help make a New Man of me—give
I me 4 healthy, husky body and big muscular develop- |
ment. Send me vour free book, "‘Everlasting Health
| and Strength.”’ l
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( Please print or write plainly)
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What She Wanted

.+.and she stopped at nothing to get it!

LLEN BERENT

was one of the whose passionate ecareer will hold you

world's most breath-takingly desir- spellbound. Her whole being flames
able women. But beneath her loveliness into deadly rage if she is forced to share
was the soul of a tigress—with a ferocity even a tiny part of a man's love with
that knew no bounds and tore to shreds anyone gelse—or with any thing. Her
the lives of everyone who aroused her lies and betrayals tore the heartstrings
insane jealousy! of others with erafty cunning. Her
No wonder the New York Times stated jealousy bit like acid into every life

that Leave Her to Heaven (the milion- that touched her own. This woman,
copy best-seller you can now have FREE)

“will hvpnotize yod until yvouhave turned

who gave too little and took too much,
stopped at nothing to get what she
wanted !

the last page!” For here is a woman
BOTH FREE—This MILLION-COPY Best-Seller
Which Has Just Been Made Into a Smash-Hit Movie

Leave Her Bﬂf// |

o Heaven &
and ALSY Ry
sons o DeMAUPASSANT

Z eave Her to Heaven, by Ben Ames Williams, 15 one
of the most fascinating love stories of our time. Sel-
cdom has such a vital, violent character been created. Seldom
has such an absorbing novel been written. And now you may
have iIt—FREE—as a New Membership Gift from *'America’s

Biggest Bargain Book Club®"!

In addition, you ALSO receive, FREE, Short Stories of
DeMaupassant, containing over 50 tales of love, hate, intrigue, passion and
madness—al! complete and unexpurgated, the frankest stories of their kind
ever written!

Read of Mathilde Loisel in The Necklace, who gave the ten best years
of her life to cover up one horrible misiake. Read Love, Mademoisclle Fifi,

—— — S — — — — C— S— ﬁfﬂFﬂ'ﬂfﬂf"g’[};m
| Mail This Coupon to "] i, Bes No.
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA l

EH—-nnrlatha

best works that

have mada De-

Please send me—TFREE—Leave Her fo Maupassant

Heaven and Short Stories of DeMaupassant. “‘father of the

Within § days I may return them if I wish, modern short
without cost or obligation. Otherwize, I will

keep them as a gift, and continue to receive

RACHEL—
who Eﬂ!'ﬂﬂ&d
France be-
causs of just
ong German
kis88s too

e 4
story. many.

| Address 105 Bond St.,

fortheoming new monthly selections and
BONUS books—at only £1.49 plus few cents
postage, for BOTH bools,

However, I do NOT have to accept each
month’s new selection and BONUS book;
only six of my own choice during the year to
fulfill my membership requirement. There
are no membership dues for me to pay; no
further cost or obligation.

MR.
r‘I[lH* O R TR TR T T TR R R R R HR B BN N LI I B
MISS {I‘leusa print plainly)
;"iDDI".ESS TR B BF O S B R RN B B R B R O O A ] W
Zona "\n
[:'I.TY i!iiil"l‘li'l‘"""'**{ira]:r}
BTJ'LTE "M E R E R R R R NN Ty A ]
Age, please,
QOCUDALION. . . vir e snee s if under 21..

CIHAXNDSOMEDELUXEBINDING: Check
box if you wish your masterpicces (monthkly
BUONUS books) In simulated leather, silver
stamped, for anly 40¢ extra monthly. We
will then also send your FREE glft copy of
Bhort Siories of DeMaupassant in this bind-
ing—at non extra charge.
Slightly hinhor in Conada.

Toronto 2, Canadag.

IE—— ——— EEE—— | — — — S——
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Our Double-Gift to You-—
BOTH Books FREE!

ACH month ONE of the Book League's

seleetions 1s a modern best-seller by a
famous author like Ben Ames Willlams,
Somerset Maugham, Ernest Hemingway, or
Ilka Chase—a book sclling for §2.50 and
up in the publisher’s edition.

The Best of the New——AND of the Old

AND, unlike any other book elub, EVERY
MONTH YOU RECEIVE A BONUS BOOK
in the form. of a masterplece of Immortal
literature. These valumes of the world's
classies are wniformly bLound in durable
cloth. They grow into a handsome lifetime
matehed library. The great authors in this
scries iInclude Shakespeare, Poe, Oscar
Wilde, Balzae, Zola, ete. (Since they are
great classics which you will always cherish
in your lifetime library you may prefer the
beautiful DeLuxe fEdition bound In simu-
lated leather with silver stamping. Just
take yvour cholee.)

This eclub builds for you &8 library con-
taining the best of the new best-sellers AND
the best of the older masterpleces.

You Do NOT Have to Take Every.
Selection

The outstanding NEW book plus the
BONI'S book sent to vou each month are
valued at $3.50 to $4.00 in the publisher’s
edition. But yvou get BOTH for only $1.491

As a member, you do NOT have to accept
each monthly selection and BONUS book:
only six of your own choice durircg the vear.
There are no membersnip dues; there is«no
further cost or obligation.

Accept This Trial Membership—
No Obligation

Send the coupon without money. Read
Leave Her to Heaven and Short Stories of
DeMaupassant for flve days. If these two
books do not convinee you that this IS
““America’s Blggest Bargain Book Cluhb,”
gimply return them; pay nothing. But if
these volumes DO demonstrate that sub-
seribing to the Book League is the wisest
move & reader can niake today, then Kkeep
them as a gift: vour subseription will be f.ln
with next month's new selection and BONT

book. Mail eoupon for your TWO I“II'I‘
BOOKS NOW! BOOK LEAGUE OF

AMERICA, Dept. NG-2, Garden City, N X.



