THE DOOR
INTO INFINITY

an amazing weird mystery
story, packed with thrills,
danger and startling events

By EDMOND HAMILTON

Paul Ernst & August W. Derleth
G. G. Pendarves Pearl Norton Swet



A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL

e I REGISTERED th (1.5, PATEHT OFFICE mmmeee o oo

LValume 28 CONTENTS FOR AUGUST-SEPTEMBER, 1936 Number 2}

Cover Design , . . . . i o atha s e dhaBnimdage
H.fr:sxmrmg A seene iu "The Door ko Iﬂﬁﬁﬂ}

The Door into Infinity . . . o . . Edmeond Hamilton 130

An amazring weird prysiery 1tovy, paoéed ik .6 fbrrfb n’ﬂger and starsling epanes

Lycanthtopus . . . . v « v o+ v o o+ o . . CEdgarBolen. 153

Verse

Mask of Death . . b . .« . . PaulEmst 154
Au sncanny story of the ,emé!s- d‘oom ws.b ufm‘b Dorfor Samv stenck down Bis ewemiar

Werewelf of the Sahara . . . . G.G. Pendarves 173
A sremendoxs tele abosr Gannar '-fu werewo! j' a.l#.f he swf Aa.eb sherks El Shatur

The Medici Boots . . . .« . Pepard Norton Swet 194

Wea malfs prwer &id these a.ﬂ:ct:g.,-d;r..«r.:..é p"r. 5i5 ?’on smedievnl Plavemce carey over inta
our gwn fimel

Red Nails (parr 2) . z . . . Robert B, Howard 205
A threepare serial .rzory sf & om'.ﬁ-m.w a.dac»rmn, .m.! a weird rocfed city, and Hre strangei:
beagle ever spauned

Swamp Demons . . . v 4 2 2 wox v o« o« i o« 2o+ o CABuoz 221
Feue

Death Holds che Post . ., . .. Auvgnst'W, Derleth and Mark Schorer 222

A iale of the Frenek Foreipe Legion, fiving detd man, and an smosrtsly boreor that shvack of the
sedier of soldiert in an Ajrican owlpost

The Dizry of Philip Westerly . . -+« . Pani Compton .233
A srramge, brief pale of the terrible fear mgefxden:d éy 3w’y .w:.&;r;mr refiection iy g m‘mﬂv

In the Dartk . . : e D RomIKay 238
Le war 2 story af v'.&cw, m:‘ef:eved imm:r .ré.;ﬁ uId’ .ri."s Gae&g paured fura the Afctephane

Weird Story Reprint:’

Four Wooden Stakes . . . . Victor Rowau. 240

A rtrarge story-of sampives from on mr.’y fIrme nf WFIRD .IAU'S

§BRCEEy s Sl e e L A R g o e e T )

Car veaders e.cr.&;mge oprwom téow ;fm mag.qzme

Fublished monthlx by the Poputar Fictinn P'Jb].lah g Coumpany, 24‘}? k.aal Washington Strset, Fadianapolis, Tod. Em:m!

ax secend-class matter March 20, 1027, at the pow office ot Indiorapalis, bid., under the et of Merch 3, 1500, Si

34 cemts  Smézrapiren raier: {ine pear mothe Unised Sfakes and possrasiong Cu‘.n Memion, Sou - Spats, $2.

Eanads, $2.731 eleewhere, $3.00. ich offce: (Hiz A, Kl'm:. :fn Julm Tamdize, B Strand, W, €. 2, Landm, The

lishars L’! nut ceapanteble for the lass af ungabicited ma: hough every care will b tekra of such matoisl wlnl: i
i contents of this magszine are Jully pmlc-.lcni ]Jy copyright snd musl ok be reprodursd pftder wholly or

omissiun foe dhe publishets.

gx.l mannsc ity and icationa showld be add d e the puilidishees earo office at 840 Motkh Mi

o, 1L, FARNSWOR.TH WEHIGHT,

Copyright 3936, by the Ponulse Fictlon Fublishing CampanT. @“‘

COFYIRHTED 11 GREAT ERFTAIN

WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH :
W.T—1 28




e @oor Into Infinity

By EDMOND HAMILTON

An amazing weird mystery story, packed with theills,
danger and startling events

4. The Brotherbood of the Door

€ HERE leads the Door?”
W It lsads owiside our werld”
“Who taught our forefathers
to open the Door?”’
“"They Beyond ths Door taughi them.”
“To whom do we bring these sacri-
fices?"*
"We bring them to Those Beyond the
Door”
"Shali the Door be opened that They
may take them?"
“Let the Door be opensd”

Parl Ennis-had listened thus far, his

haggm'd face unwmprehendmg in ex
pression, but now he inferrupted the,
speaker.

“But what does it all mean, inspector?
N¥hy are you repeating this to me?”

"Did you ever hear anyone speak
words Jike that?” asked Inspector Pierce
Campbell, leaning tautly forward for the
answer.

“Of course not—it just sounds like
gibberish to e Eoniz exclaimed,
*What connection can i have with my
wife?"! :

He had risen to his feet, 2 tall, blond
young Americin whose good-looking
face was drawn and worn by inward
agony, whose crisp yellow hair was
brushed back from his forchead in dis-
order, and whose blue eyes were haunt-
ed with an anguished dread,

He Licked back his chair and strode
actoss the gleomy little office, whose
single window fooked out on the thidse-
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ening, fogzy twilight of London. He
bent acrass the dingy desk, gripping ity
edges with his hands as he spoke tensely
to the man sitting behind it.

“Why are we wasting time falking
bere?” . Ennis cried. Sitting here talk-
ing, when snything say be happening to
Ruth!

"I's been hoors since she wag kid-
napped, They may have taken her anp-
where, even oubside of London by now.
And iostead of searching for her, you sit
hete and talk gibberish about Doorsl”

Inspector Campbell seemed unmoved
by Ennis’ passion. A bulky, almost bald
man, he feoked wp with. his colorless,
sagging ‘Face, in, whicly his eyes gleamed
like two crumbs of bright brown glass.

“You'rc not helping me much by giv-
fng way bo-your emotions, Mr, Eanis,” he
said in kis Hat voice, =

“Give way? Who wouldn't give way?'”
cied Ennis. "Doo’t you undemtand,
man, it's Ruth that's pone—my wike!
Why, we were married only last week ia
INew York, And on our second day here
in London, ¥ see her whisked into a
limousine and carried away beforc my
eyes! I thonght you men at Scotland Yard
here would surely act, do something, fn-
stead you talk crazy gibberish to mel”

“Those words are wo# gibberish,” said
Plerce Camphell quietly, “And T think
they're related to the abduction of your
wife.”

“What do you mean? How could they
be related?”

The -inspector’s bright little brows
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eyes held Ennis’. "Did you ever hear of
an organization called the Brotherhood
of the Doot?”

‘Ennjs shook his head, and Camphbell
comtinued, "Well, T am certain your wife
was kidnapped by members of the Broth-
crhood.”

“What kind of an organization is it?”
the young American demanded. " A band
of criminals?”

“No, it is oo ordinary ¢riminal organi-
zation,” the detective said, Bis sagping
face set strangely, "Unless I am mis-

7 ‘ Il.ll "
,%?g/é'{rj}.'f &Im‘%h' Yy
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“A sheve seni bis hedy serap-

ing over the edge, omd he
plunged downwrard threugh
dauk dedmens.”

taken, the Brotherhwod of the Door is
the most wnholy and blackly evil organi-
zation that has ever existed on this earth.
Almost nothing is known of it outside its
circle. 1 myself in twenty years have
learned little exeept its existence and
name, ‘That ritwal | just repeated to you,
I heard from the lips of a dying member
of the Brothethood, who repeated the
words in his defirium,”

Camphell feaned forward, “Buat 1 know
that every vear about this time the Broth-
erhood come from all over the world and
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gather at some secret center here in Eng-
land, And every year, before that gather-
ing, scores of people are kidnapped and
never heard of again. T believe that all
those people are kidnapped by this mys-
terious Brotherhood.”

"But what becomes of the people they
kidnap?" ctied the pale young, American,
“What do they do with them?”

INspacroa CAMPBELL's bright brown
eyes showed a hint of hooded hortor,
yet he shook his head. I know no more
than you. But whatever they do to the
victims, they are never heard of again.”
“But you must ktow something morel”
Ennis protested. “What is this Door?”
Camplell apain shook his head. "“That
too 1 don't know, but whatever it is, the
Door is utterly sacred to the members of
the Brotherhood, and whomever they
mean by They Beyond the Door, thep
dread and venerate to the utmost.”
“Where feads the Door? It feads oat-
wide our world,” repeated Ponis, “What
can that mean?”
"It might have a symbolic meaning,
reforring to some sesluded [nstaess of the
veder which is away from the rest of the

world,” the imspector said. “Or it
might——"
He stopped. “Or it might what?”

pressed Ennis, his pale face thrust for-
ward.

VIt smight mean, Htcrally, that the
Dioor lcads oubside our werld and uni-
verse,” finished the inspector.

Ennis’ haunted eyes stared. "You
raean that this Door might somehow lead
into another universe? Dut that's impos-
siblel”

“Pethaps unlikely,”  Campbell  said
quietly, “buf not impossibié, Modern sci-
ence Das taught vs that there are other
tyniverses than the one we live in, uni-
verses congruent and coincident with cur

own _in_space and time, yet separated
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from our own by the impassable bacriex
of totally different dimensions, It is not
cntirely ‘itnpossible that 3 greater science
than gurs might find a way to pierce that
barrier between our universe and one of
those outside ones, that a Door should be
opened from ours into one of those others
in the infinite outside.”"

“A door inte the infinite outside,™re-
peated Ennis broodingly, looking past the
inspector. Thea he made a sudden move-
ment of wild impatience, the dread leap-
ing back strong in his eyes again,

“Oh, what good is all this talk about
Doors and infinite vniverses doing in
finding Ruth? I want to do something!
if you think this mysterious Brotherhood
has taken her, you must surely have some
idea of how we can get her back from
them? You must know something mere
about them than yon've told.”

"1 don't know anything more ceHain-
ly, but I've certain suspicions that -amoont
to convictions,” Inspector Campbell said.

"I've been working on this Brotherhood

for many years, and.block. after blode
I've narrowed down to the place I think
the order's loczl center, the London head-
qaartersof the Brotherhood of the Deor.”

“Where is the place?”’ asked Bonis
tensely,

"It is the waterfront café of one Chan-
dra Drass, 2 Hindoo, down by East Indiz
Dacks,” said the detective officer. "I've
been: there in disguise more then once,
watching the place. This Chandra Dass
I've found to be immegsely feared by
cveryone in the quarter, which strength-
ens my belief that he's one of the high
officers of the Brotherhood. He's too ex-
ceptional & man to be really mnning such
a place,” :

“Then il the Brotherhood took Ruth,
she mey be at that place now!” cried the
young American, electrified.

Camphelt aodded his bald head, “She
may very likely be, Tonight I'm going
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there agein in disguise, and have men
ready o raid the place, If Chandra Dass
has your wife there, we'll get her before
be can get her away. Whatever way it
turns out, we'll let you know at once,”

“Like hell you will!"” exploded the pale
youssyr Ennis, Do yoo think I'm going to
twiddle my thembs while you're dowm
there? I'm going with you. And if you
refuse to Iot e, by heaven I'H go there
myself!”

Inspector Pierce Campbell gave the
haggard, fiercely determined face of the
young man 4 long look, and then his own
colorless countenance seemed fo soften o
Jittle.

“All right” he said quietly. "T can
disguise you so you'Hl oot be recognized.
But you'll have to follow my orders ex-
actly, or death will result for both of us.’”

That strange, hooded dread flickesed
agzin in his eyes, as though he saw
through shrouding mists the outline of
dim horror.

"It may be,” he added slowly, “that
something worse even than death awaits
those who try to oppose the Brotherhood
of the Door—something that would ex-
plaia (he uncacthly, superhornan dread
that enwraps the secret mysteries of the
order, We're taking more than our lives
in our hands, I ihink, in trying to unveil
those mysteries, to regain your wife. But
we've got to act cquickly, at all costs,
We've got to find her before the great
gathering of the Brotherhood takes phace,
or we'll never find her.”

TWO hours before midnight found
Campbell end Ennis passing along a
cobble-paved waterfront stteet north of
the great East Indis Docks. Big ware-
houses towered black and silent In the
darkness on one side, and on the other
were old, rotting docks beyond which
Lnnis glimpsed the black water and glid-
ing lights of the river,
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As they straggled beneath the infre-
quent Lights of the ill-lit street, they were
utterly changed in appeatance. Inspector
Camphelt, dressed in a shabby suit and
rusty bowler, his dirty white shirt inno-
cent of tie, had acquited a new fice, a
bright red, oily, eager one, and a high,
squeaky voice, Ennis wore a rough blee
seaman’s jacket and a vizored cap pulled
down over his head. His unshaven-look-
ing face and subtly altered features made
him seem a helf-intovicated seaman off
bis ship, as he stumbled unsteadily along,
Campbell cleng to him in true fand-shark
fashion, plucking his arm and talking
wheedlingly to him,

They came futo 4 more populons sec-
tion of the evil old waterfront street, and

fried-fish shops giving off the
strong smell of hot Fat, and the dirty,
lighted windows of a half-dozen water-
front saloons, lond with sordid argu-
metit of merriment.

Carapbell led past them until they
reached one built upon an abandoncd,
rapldering pier, a ramshackle frame struc-
ture extending some distance back out on
the pler. Its window was curtzined, but
dufl red light glowed through the glass
window of the door,

A few shabby men wers lounging in
front of the place but Campbell paid
them no attention, tupging Ennis inside
by the arm,

“Carm on in!" he whecdled shrilly.
“The night ain't "alf over yet—we'll "ave
just ooe moe,"”

“Doa’t want any more,” muttered Fa-
nis dronkenly, swaging on his fect in-
side. “'Get away, you damned old shark.”

Yet he suffered himself to be led by
Campbell to a table, where he slomped
heavily into a chair. His stare swung va-
cantly.

The café of Chandra Dass was & red-
fit, smoke-filled cave with cheap, black
cuttains oo the walls and windows, and
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other curtains cutting off the back part of
the building from view, The dim room
was jammed with tables crowded with
patrons whose babel of tongues made #n
unceasing din, to which a thiee-string
guitar somewhere added a wailing under-
tone. The waiters were dark-skioned and
tiger-fooled Malays, while the patrons
seemed drawn from every nation east
and west.

Ennis' glazed éyes saw dandified Chi-
nese from Limehouse and ‘Pennyfields,
dark little Levantins from Soho, rough-
lnoking Cackneys in shabby caps, a few
ceazily langhing blacks. From sly white
faces, taut brown ones and impassive yel-
low ones came a dozen different lap-
guages. The air was thick with queer
food-smells and the actid smoke.

Campbell had selected a table near the
back eurfain, and now st:idéntly ordered
onie of the Malay waiters to bring gin.
He leanced forward with an oily smile ta
the drunken-looking Ennis, and spoke to
‘him in a wheedling undertone,

“Don't look for 2 minute, but that's
Chandra Dass over in the cotner, and he's
watching us,” he said.

Ennis shook his clutching hend away.
“Damnoed ofd shark!" he muttered again.

He turned his swaying head slowly,
Ietting his eycs rest a moment on the man
in the corner. That men was looking
straight at him.

Chandra Dass was tafl, dressed in spot-
Jess whitr £rom his shoes to the urhan on
his head. The white made his dark, im-
passive, aquiline face stand out in chis-
eled relief. His eyes were coal-black,
farge, coldly searching, as théy met Ennis’
bleated gaze. ;

‘Bonis felt o strange chill as he met
those eyes. There was something alien
and unhuman, something encamaily dis-
turbing, behind the Hindoo's stare, He
turned his gaze vacantly from Chandra
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IDrass to the black ourtains at the rear,
and then back to his companion.

The silent Malay waiter had Brought
the liquor, and Campbell pressed o glass
toward his companion. " 'Ere, matey,
take this.”

“Don't want it," mubtered Enais,
pushing it away, Still in the same mutter,
he added, "If Ruth’s here, she's somés
wherc jn the back there. I'm going back
and find out.”

“Don't try it that way, for God's
seke!” said Campbell in the wheedling
undertone. “Chaandra Dass is still watch-
ing, and those Malays would be en you
in a minute, Wait until I give the word.

“All right, then,” Campbell added in
a louder, injured tome. “If you don't
want jt, I'll drink it myself.”

He tossed off the glass of gin and set
the glass down on the table, looking at
his drunken companion with rightecus
indignation,

“Think I'm tryin' to bilk yer, eh?” he
added. “That's a fine way to treat 2 pal!”

He added in the coaxing lower tone,
“All right, T'm going to try it. Be ready
to move when [ light my cigarette.”

He fished a soiled package- of Gold
Flakes from his podeet and put one in
his mouth. Enonis waited, every muscle
taut.

The inspector, his red, oily face still
injutcd in expression, struds a match to
his cigarette. Almost at once there was 2
loud ocath from one of the shabby
loungers ontside the front of the build-
ing, and the sound of angry voices and
Blows,

The pateons of Chandra Dass looked
foward the door, and one of the Malay
waiters went hastily out to quiet the fight.
But it grew swiftly, sounded in a mo-
ment ke a small riok.  Crarh—someonc
was pushed through the front window,
The excited patrons pressed toward the
front, Chandra Dass pushed through
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them, issuing quick ordets to his servants.

For the time being the back of the café
was deserted and unnoticed. Campbell
sprang to his feet, and with Dnunis close
behind bim, datted through the black
curtaing, They found themselves in a
black corridor at the end of which a red
bulb burned dimly. They could still hear
the uproar.

' Campbell's gue was in his hand, and
the American's in his,

"We date only stay hete a few mo-
ments"” the inspector cried, “Look in
those rooms along Lhe corridor here.”

Ennis frantically tote open a door and
peered into a dark room smelling of
drugs, “Ruth!"" he cried softly. “Ruth!”

2. Death Trap

HERE was to answer. The light in

the eorridor behind him suddenly
weat out, plunging him into pitch-black
darkness. He junped back into the dark
cotridor, and as he did so, heard a sudden
souffe further along it

“Comphell!” he exclaimed; lunging
forward in the bladk passageway. There
WAS DO answer,

He pitched forward through stygian
ohscurity, his hands searching ahead of
hirn for the inspector, Ia the dade some-
thing whipped smocthly zround his
throat, tightened there like & slender,
conitracting tentacle.

Ennis tore frenziedly at the thing,
which he felt to be 2 slender silken cord,
but he could not loosen it, It was chek-
ieg him, He tried to cry out again to
Campbell, but his throat could not emit
the sounds. He thrashed, twisted help-
lessly, heating 2 loud roating in his cars,
conscigusness receding, ‘Then, dimly as
though in a dream, Ennis was aware of
being lowered to the floor, of being half
cargied and half dragped aleng. The
constriction around his theoat was gone
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aad rapidly his brain began to dear. He
opened his eyes.

He found himself lying on the floor of
a room illaminated by a great hanging
Dbrass lamp of orpate design: The walls
of the oo were hung with rich, gro-
tesquely worked red silk Indian draper-
ies, His hands and feet were bound be-
hind him, and beside him, tied in the
same manner, lay Inspector Campbell,
Over them stood Chandre Dass and two
of the Malay scevants, ‘The {aces of the
servants were tigerish in their menace,
but Chandra Dass” face was one of dark,
impassive scorn.

“So you misguided fools thought you
could deceive me so casily as that?” he
said in a sttong, vibrant voice. ““Why,
we knew bours ago that you, Inspector
Campbetl, and you, Mr. Eonis, wete
coming hete topight. We lek you get this
far only becanse it was evident that some-
how you had learned too much about vs,
zad that it would be best to let you come
here and meet your deaths.”

“Chandrz Dass, FIve men ouiside”
rasped Campbell. “If we don't corne out,
they'll come in after us.”

The Hindeo's proud, dark face did not
change its soorn. “They will not come in
for a little while, inspector. By that time
yoo two will be dezd and. we shall be
goae with outr captives. Yes, Mz, Ennis,
your wife is one of those captives,” he
added to the prostrate young American.
“It is too bad we cannot take you and the
inspector to share her plorous desting,
but then our scwmmoedations of Erans-
port are fimited.”

“Reth bere?” Eonis' face flamed at the
words, and he raised himself 2 little from
the floor on his clbows.

“Then you'll fet her go if T pay you?
I'lf raise any amount, 'l do anything you
ask, if you'll set her free.”

“No amonnt of -money in the world
could buy ber from the Brotherhood of
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the Door,” answered Chandra Dass stead-
ily, “For she belongs naw, not to us, but
to They Beyond the Door. Within a few
hours she and many others shall stand
before the Door, and They Beyond the
Door shall take them.”

*What are you going to do to her?”
cried Ennis, ""What is this damned Door
and who arc They Beyond it?”

*“I do not think that evea if I told you,
yout little mind would be able to accept
the mighty truth,” Chandra Dass said
calely. His coal-black eyes suddenly
flashed with fanatic, frenetic light. “How
could your poor, carth-bound fittfe in-
telligences conceive the true nature of the
Door and of those who dwell beyond i#t?
Your puny brains would be stricken
senseless by mere apprehension of them,
They wha are mighty and crafty and
dreadful beyond anything on earth.”

A cold wind from the alica unknown
seemed to sweep the lamplit room with
the Hindoo's passionate words. Then
that rapt, fanatic exaltation dropped from
him as suddenly as it had come, and he
spoke in his ordinary vibrant tones,

“But enough of this parley with blind
worms of the dust. Bring the weights!”

The last words were addressed to the
Malay servants, who sprang to 2 closet in
the corner of the room,

Inspector Cempbell said steadily, “If
my men frod us dead when they come in
here, they'll lcave none of you living.”

HANDRA Dass did nof even listen to
him, but ordered the dark scrvants
sharply, “Attach the weighis!”

The Malays had brought from the
closet two fifty-pound lead balls, and now
they proceeded quickly to tie these to the
feet of the two men, Then one of them
solled back the brilliant red Indian rug
from the rough pine floor. A square
trap-door was discloscd, and at Chandea
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Dass’ order, it was swung upward and
open,

Up through the open square came the
sound of waves slap-slapping against the
piles of the old pier, and the heavy odors
of salt water and of rotting wood iovaded
the room.

"The water under this pler is twenty
feet deep,” Chandra Dass told the two
prisoners. T regret to give you 5o easy a
death, but there is no opportunity to fake
you to the fate you deserve.”

Ennis, his skin erawling on his flesh,
nevertheless spoke rapidly and as steadily
as possible to the Hindao,

“Listen, I don't ask you to let me go,
but T'l] do anything you waat, let you kitl
me any way you want, if yowll let
Ruth——"

Sheer horror cut short his words. ‘The
Malay servants had dragged Campbell's
bound body to the door in the foor. They
shoved him over the edge. Ennis had
one glimpse of the inspector’s tauf,
strange face falling out of sight, Then a
dull splash sounded instantly below, and
then silence.

He felt hands upon himself, dragging
him across the floor. He fought, crazily,
hopelessly, twisting his body in its bonds,
thrashing his bound limbs wildly.

He saw the dack, unmoved face of
Chandra Dass, the brass lamp over his
head, the rod hangings. Then his head
dangled over the opening, a shove sent
his body scraping over the edge, and he
plunged downward through dank dark-
ness. With a splash he bit the iy water
and went under. The heavy weight at
his ankles diagged him ireesistibly down-
ward. Instinctively he held his breath as
the water rushed vpward around him.

His feet struck oozy bottom. His
body swayed thete, chained by the lead
weight to the bottom, His Jungs already
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were bursting to draw in air, slow fires
teeming to creep through his breast as
he held his breath.

Ennis knew that in a moment or two
more he would inhale the strangling
waters and die. The theught-picture of
Ruth flashed aceoss his despairing mind,
wild with hopeless regret, He conld no
longer hold his breath, felt his muscles
relaxing against his will, tasted the sting-
ing salt water at the back of his nose,

Then it was & bursting confusion of
swift sensations, the choking water in
his nose and throat, the roaring in his
ears. A scoll of fame unrolled slowly
in his brain and a voice shouted there,
“You're dying!™ He felt dimly a pluck-
ing at his ankles.

Abruptly Ennis’ dimming mind was
aware that he now was shooting upward
through the water. His head burst into
open ait and he choked, strangled and
gasped, his tortured lungs gulping the
damp, heavy air, He opened his eyes, and
shook the water from them.

He 'was floating in the darkness at the
surface of the water, Someone was float-
ing beside him, supporting him, Eanis
<hin bumped the other’s shoulder, and he
heard a familiar voice.

“Easy, now,” said Inspectot Campbell.
"Wait till ¥ oot your hands loase.”
“"Campbell!” Ennis choked.

did you get Iooser”

“"Never mind that now,” the inspector
answered. "Don’t make any noise, or
they may hear us vp there,”

Ennis felt a knife-blade slashing the
bonds at his wrists. Then, the inspec-
tor's arm helping him, he and his com-
panion paddled weakly through the datk-
ness under the rotting pier. They bumped
against the slimy, moldering piles,
threaded through them foward the side
of the pler, The waves of the fluoding
tide washed them up and down as Camp-
bell icd the way.

“How
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They passed out from under the old
pier into the compatative illumination of
the stars. Looking Dback up, Ennis saw
the long, bladk mass of the house of
Chandra Dass, resting on the black pier,
suddy light glowing from window-cracks,
He collided with something and found
that Campbell had Jed toward a litile
floating dock where some skiffs were
moored. They scrambled up onto it from
the water, and lay panting for a few mo-
ments.

Campbell had something in his hand,
a thin, razor-edged steel blade severil
inches long. Its hilt was an ordinary
ieather shoe-heel,

The inspector turned wp ooe of his
feet and Ennis saw that the heel was
missing from that shoe, Carefully Camp-
bell slid the steel blade heneath the shoe-
sole, the heel-hilt sliding into place and
seeming merely the innocent heel of the
shoe. )

"So that's how you got loose down in
the water!” Ennis exclaimed, and the in-
spector nodded briefly,

““That trick's done me good service be-
fore—even with your hands tied. behind
your back you can get gut that knife and
wse it. It was touch and go, though,
whether I could get it out and cut myself
loose in the water in time enough to free
rou.”

Ennis gripped the inspector's shoulder.
"Camphbell, Ruth is in there! By heaven,
we've found her and now we can get
her out!”

"Right!” sald the officer grimiy.
"We'll go around to the front and in two
minotes we'll be In there with my men,”

TI].EY climbed dripping to their feet,
and hastened from the little floating
dock wp onto the shore, through the
darkness to the cobbled street,

The shabbily disguised men of Inspec-
tor Campbell were pot now in front of
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Chandra Dass’ café, but luking in the
shadows across the street, They came
running boward Campbell and Eanis.

“All right, we'te going in there,”
Campbell exclaimed in steely tones, “Get
Chandra Dass, whatever you do, but see
#hat his prisoners are not harmed.”

He snapped 2 word and one of the
men handed pistols to him and to Eanis.
Then ihey leaped toward the door of the
Hindoo's café, {from which still streamed
ruddy tight and the babel of many voices,

A kick from Inspector Campbell sent
the door flying inward, and they burst in
with guns gleaming wickedly in the
rmoddy light. Ennis’ face was a quivering
mask of desperate resolve,

The motley patrons jumped ap with
yells of alarm at their entrance. The
hand of a Malay waiter jorked and a
thrown knife thodded into the wall be-
side them, Ennis yelled as he saw Chan-
dra Dass, his dark face startled, Jeaping
back with his servaats throngh the black
curtains.

He and Campbell drove through the
squealing patrons toward the badk, The
Malay who had thrown the knife mshed
to bar the way, ancther dagger uplifted.
Campbell's gun coughed and the Malay
teeled and stumbled, ‘The inspector and
Ennis threw themselves at the black cur-
tains—and were dashed badk.

They tore aside the black folds, A dull
steel door had been lownred behind therm,
barring the way to the back rooms. Ennis
beat ceazily upon it with his pistol-butt,
but it remained immovablo.

“Mo use—we can't break that downi”
yelled Campbeli, over the mproar. "'Out-
side, and arpund to the other end of the
building?”

They burst back out through that mad-
house, into the dark of the street. They
started along the side of the pier toward
the rivee-end, edging forward on a nar-
row ledge hut inches wide, As they
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reached the back of the building, Ennis
shonted and pointed to dark figures at
the end of the pier. There were two of
them, lowering shapeless, wrapped forms
ovey the end of the pice,

“There they arel” he cried. “They've
got their prisonets out thers with them,”

Campbell’s pistol leveled, but Ennis
swiftly struck it up, “No, you might hit
Ruth.”

He ana the inspector bounded forward
along the picr, Fire streaked from the
dark ahead and bullets thumped the rot-
ting boards around them,

Suddenly the loud roer of an accel-
erated motor drowned out all other
sounds, It came from the river at the
piet’s cad,

Campbell and Eonis reached tie end
in time to see a long, powerful, gray
motos-boat dash out inte the Mack ob-
scurity of the river, and roar eastward
with pathering speed.

“There they go—they're petting
away!” cried the agoaized young Amer-
icat,

Inspector Campbell cupped his hands
and shouted out inks the darkness, “River
police, shoy! Ahoy therel”

He rasped o Enais, “The tiver police
were to have a cutter here tonight. We
can still catch them.”

With swiftly rising roar of speeded
motors, a big cutter drove in from the
darkness, Its searchlight snapped on,
bathing the two men on the pier in a
blinding glare.

“Aboy, theee!™ cafled a stentorian voice
over the roar of the motors. “Is that In-
spector Campbell?”

“Yes, Come afongside,” yelled the in-
spector, and as the big cuiter shot close
to the end of the pier, ils reversing pro-
pellers churning the dark water to foam,
Ennjs and Campbell Ieaped.

‘They landed amid unseen men in the
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cockpit, and as be scrambled to his fect
the inspector cried, "Follow that hoat that
just went down-river, But no-shooting!”

'Wl’r}l thunderous drumfire from its
exhausts, the catter jerked forward
50 rapidly that it almost threw them from
their fect apgain. It shot out onto the
bosom of the dark eiver that flowed like
a black sea between the banks of scattered
Lights that were London,

The moving lights of yachts and barges
coming up-river could be seen gliding in
that darkness. The captain of the rutter
barked an otder and one of his theee
men, the one crouched at the searchlight,
switched its powetful heam gut over the
waters ahead.

In 2 moment it picked up a distant
gray spot racing eastward on the black
river, leaving a white trail of foam,

“There she is!” bawled the man at the
searchlight. “She’s munaing  without
lights{"” d

“Keep her in the searchlight,” erdered
the captain; “Sound ouf siren, and give
the cutter her head.”

Swiying, rocking, the cutter roated on
through the darkness on the trail of that
distant fleeing speck.  As they reced down
Blackwall Reach, the distance between
the two eraft had already begun to lessen,

“We're overtaking him!” ctfed Camp-
bell, dutching a stanchion and peering
ghead against the rush of wind and spray.
"He must be making for whatever spot it
is in England that is the center of the
Brothethood of the Door—but he'll
never reach it.”

"He said that within a few houts
Ruth would go with the athers through
the Doos!” cried Ennis, clinging beside
him. “Campbell, we mustn't let them get
away now!”

-Pursuers and pursued flashed on down
the dark, broadenitig river, throngh mazes
of shipping, the cuttet hanging doggedly
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to the motor-boat's trail. The lights of
London had dropped behind and those of
‘Tilbury now gleamed away on their left.

Bigger, stronger waves now tossed and
pounded the cutter as it raced out of the
siver mouth toward the heaving black ex-
panse of the sea. The Kent coast was a
black blur on their right; the gray motor-
boat followed it closely, grazing almost
beneath the Sheerness lights.

“He's heading to round North Fore-
land and follow the coast south to Rams-
gate or Dover,"” the cutter captain cried to
Campbell. “But we'll catch him before
he passes Margate.”

The quarry was now but a quarter-
mile ahead. Steadily as they roared oa-
ward the gap narrowed, vatil in the glare
of the searchlight they ¢could make out
every detail of the powerful gray motor-
boat plenging through the tossing blacke
waves,

They saw Chandra Dass” datk face turn
and Jook back at them, and the cuiter cap-
tain raised his speakingtrampet to his
lips and shouted over the roar of motors
and dash of waves.

“Stand by or we'll fire at you!"

“He won't obey,” mtered Campbell
between his teeth. “He knows we daren’t
fire with the git] in the boat.”

“Yes, blast him!"” exclaimed the cap-
tain. “But we'll have him in 2 few
minutes, anyway.”

The thundering dhase had brought
them into sight of the lights of Margate
o the dark coast to their right. Now
only a few hundred feet of black watet
separated them from the flecing craft.

Ennis and the inspecior, gripping the
stanchions of the rushing catter, 'saw a
white figure suddenly stand erect in the
boat ahcad and wave its amns to them.
The gray motor-boat slowed.

“It's Chandra Dass and he’s signaling
that he's giving vp!” Ennis ced. “He's
stopping!”
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"By heavens, he is!” Campbell ex-
phained. “Drive alongside him, and we'lt
soon have the irons on him,”

The cutier, is own motors hastily
throtiled down, shot through the water
toward the slowing gray craft. Enonis saw
Chandra Dass standing crect, awaiting
their coming, he and the two Malays be-
side him holding their hands in the air,
He sew a half-dozen or more white-
wrapped forms in the bottom of the boat,
Iying motionless,

“There are their prisoners!” he crled,
"Bring the boat closer s0 we can jump
in!"

He and Campbell, their pistols ouf,
hunched to jump as the cutter drove
closer to the gray motor-boat. The sides
of the two craft bumped, the motors of
both idling noisily. “Then before Eanis
and Campbell could jump into the motor-
boat, thinps happened with cinema-like
rapidity, Tweo of the still white fores at
the hottom of the motar-boat leaped up
and like suddenly uncoiled springs shot
through the aiz into the cutter. They were
two other Malays, their dark fares fam-
ing with fanstic light, keen daggers
glinting 4o their upraised hands.

- "Ware a trick!” pelled Campbell, His
gun barked, but the bullet missed and a
dagger slit his sleeve.

The Malays, with wild, screeching
yells, were laying sbout them with their
dagpers in the cutter, insanely.

"God in  heaven, they're ruaning
-amok!” choked the cutter captain,

His slashed neck spurting bloed and
‘hig face livid, he fell. One of his men
sluraped coughing beside. bim, another
victim of the crazy daggers.

3. Up the Water-Tunnuel

THR rxan at the scarchlight sprang for
the maddened Mzlays, tugging at his

pistol as he jumped. Before he got the-
wespon aut, 3 dagger shashed his jugular
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and he went down gurgling in death.
One of the Malays meanwhile had
knocked Inspector Campbell from his
feet, his knife-hand swooping down, his
oyes hlazing,

Ennis' gun roared and the bullet hit
the Malay between the eyes. But as he
slumped dimply, the other fanatic was
upon Eanis from the side. Before Ennis
could whirl to tneet him, the attacker's
knife grazed down past his check like a
brand of living fire. He was bamne back-
ward by the rush, felt the hot breath of
the crazed Malay in his face, the dagger-
point at his throat.

Shets roared quickly, one after ancther,
and with each shot the Malay pressing
Ennis back jerked convulsively, With the
light of murderous madness fading from
his cyes, he still strove to drive the dag-
ger home into the American’s threat. But
a hand jerked him back and he lay pros-
trate and still.

Ennis scrambled up to-find Inspector
Campbell, pale and determined, over him,
The detective had shot the attacker from
behind,

The captain of the cutter and two of
his men Jay dead in the cockpit beside
the two Malays. ‘The remaining seaman,
the heltnsman, held his shoulder and
proancd,

Eonis whirled, The motor-boat of
Chandra Dass was no longer beside the
cutter, and there was no sight of it any-
where on the black sea ahead. The Hin-
doo had taken advantage of the fight to
make good his escape with his two other
servants and their prisdners.

“Campbell, he's gone!” cried the young
American frantically, “He's got away!”

The inspector’s eyes were bright with
eold flame of anger. "Yes, Chandr Dass
sacrificed these bwo Malays to hold us up
long enough for him to escape.”

Campbell . whitled {0 the helmsmaa,
*You'te not-badly hurt"
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“Only & scratch, but 1 neatly broke
my shoulder whon I fell,” answered the
man,

“Then head on around North Fote-
fand!”" Campbell ctied. “We may still
be able to catch up to them,”

“But Captain Wilson and the others
are killed,” protested the helmsmman, *T've
got to report:

"You can report later,” rasped the in-
spector. "Do as I say—T'll. be respon-
sible.”

“Very well, sir,” said the helmsman,
and jumped back to the wheel.

In a minuke the big cutter was roaring
ahead over the heaving black waves, its
searchlight clawing the datkness ahead,
There was no sign now of the craft of
Chandra Dass ahead. They raced abreast
of the lights of Margate, statted round-
g the Noth Forcland, pounded by
bigger scas.

Inspector Camnpbell had dragged the
bodies of the dead policemen and their
two slayers down into the cabin of the
cutter. He came up and erouched down
with Banis beside Sturt, the helmsoan,

"I found these on the two Malays,”
Campbell shouted 1o the American, hold-
itg out two little ohjects in his spray-wet
hand.

Each was a flat star of gray metal in
which was set a large oval, cabochon-cut
jewel. The jewels flashed and dazzled
with deep color, but it was a color wholly
unfmnl:ar and alicn o their epes.

‘re not any color we know on
earth,” Campbell shouted. "I believe
these jewels came from somewhere be-
yond the Door, and that these are badges
of the Brotherhood of the Doot.” 3

Sturt, the helmsman, leaned toward
the inspector. ""We've rounded North
Foreland, sit,” he ctied. “Head straight
south along the coast,” Camphbell ordered,
""Chandra Dass must have gone this way.
Mo doubt he thinks he's-shaken us off,

141

and is making for the gathering-place of
the Brotherhood; wherever that may be.'

“The cutter isn't built for seas like
this,” Stust said, shaking his head. “But
Tl do it

They were now following the coast
stuthward, the lights of Ramsgate drop-
pitg back oo their right. The waters out
here in the Channel were wilder, greak
black waves tossing the cutter to the sky
ot moment, and then dropping it sick-
eningly the next. Frequently its screws
raced loudly as they encountered no re-
sistance but air.

Ennis, dinging precariously on the
foredeck, tumned the searchlight's stab-
bing white beamn back and forth on the
heaving dark sea shead, but without zoy
sign of their quarry disclosed.

White foem of breaking waves began
to show atound them like bared touth,
2nd there was a humming in the air,

"Storm coming up the Channel,” Sturt
cxclaimed. “ICH do for us if it catches
uas oot here”

“We've got to keep on,” Ennis told
him desperately, “We must come up
with them soon!”

The toast on their Hght was now one
of black, rodky clifs, towering all along
the shore in a jegged, frowning wall
against which the waves dashed foamy
white. 'The-culter crept southwird over
the wild waters, tossed like a chip upon
the great waves. Stuzt was having-a hard
time holding the crafit out from e rodks,
and had its prow pointed obliquely away
from them,

The huimming in the air changed to a
shrill whistling as the ontrider winds of
the storm came upon them. The cutter
tossed stitl more wildly and black masses
of water smashed in upon them from the
darkness, dazing and drenching tiem.

Suddenly Eonis yelled, “There's the
fights of a- boat ahead! There, moving in
toward the cliffs!"



142

He pointed ghead, and Campbell and
the helmsman peered throngh.the hlind-
iug spray snd darkness. A pair of low
lights were moving at high speed on the
waters there, straight toward the tower-
ing black cliffs. Then they vanished sud-
denly from sight,

“There must be 4 hidden opening or
harbor of some kind in the liffs!” In-
spector Campbell exclimed. "But that
can’t be Chandra Dass’ boat, for it car-
ried no lights.”

“It might be others of the Brotherhood

going to the meeting-placc!” Ennis ex-

claimed. “We can follow and see.”

S'run'r thrust his head through the fiy-
ing spray and shouted, “There are
openings and water-caverns in  plenty
along these cliffs, but there's nothing in
any of them.”

“Well find out,” Campbell said,
“Head straight towatd the cliffs in there
where that boat vanished.”

“If we can't find the opening we'll be
stnashed to fitnders on those cliffs,” Sturt
wamed,

“T'm gambling that we'il find the
opening,” Campbelt told him, "Go
ahead.”

Sturt's face set stolidly and he said,
“Yes, sie.”

He turned the prow of the cutter
toward the chifs. Instantly they dashed
forward toward the rock walls with great-
Iy increased sperd, wild waves bearing
them onward like charging stallions of
the sed.

Huached beside the helmsman, the
searchlight stabbing the dark wildly as
the coticr was flung forward by the
waves, Ennis and the inspector watched as
the cliffs loomed closer ahead. The hrl-
liant white beam struck across the rush-
ing, mouniainous waves and showed only
the towcring barriers of rodk, battered
and smitten by the raving waters that
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frothed white, They could hear the
booming thunder of -the raging ocean
striking the rock.

Like a projectile hutled by a giant
hand, the cutter fairly flesr now toward
the cliffs. They now could see even the
little streams that ran off the rough rock
wall as each giant wave broke against it.
They were almost upon it.

Stutt’s face was deathly. I don’t see
any opening™ he yelled. “And we're
going to hit in a moment!"

"o your left!” screamed Inspector
Campbell over the booming thunder.
"Thete's an arched opening there.”

Now Ennis saw it also, a huge arch-
like opening in the cliff that had been
concealed by an angle of the wall. Sturt
tried frantically to head the cuttdr toward
it, but the wheel was useless as the great
waves bore the craft along. Ennis saw
they would strike a ligle to the side of
the opeaing, The ¢l loomed shead,
and he dosed his eyes to the impact.

There was no impact. And as he heard
a hoatse cry from Inspector Campbell, he
opened his eyes.

The cutter was fiying in through the
mighty opening, snatched into it by pow-
erful corrents. They wete whitled irre-
sistibly forward under the buge rock
arch, which loomed forty feet over their
heads, Before them stretched 2 winding
water-tunnel inside the cliff,

And now they weee out of - the wild
uproar of the storming waters ontside,
and in an almost stupefying silence.
Smoathly, resistlessly, the current bore
them on in the tunnel, whose winding
turns ahead were lit up by their search-
Light.

"God, that was elose!” txclaimed In-
spector Camphbell,

His eyes flashed. “Ennis, 1 believe
that we have found the gathering-place
of the Bratherhood, - That boat we sight-
od is somewhere shead in here, and o
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must be Chandra Dass, and your wife.”

Eanis' hand tightered on his gun-butt.
“If that's so—if we can just find
the =

“Blind action won't help if we do,”
said the inspector swiftly, "There must
be all the number of the Brothethood's
members assembled here, and we can't
fight them ail.”

His eyes suddenly Lt and he took the
blazing - jeweled stars from his pocket,
“These badges! With them we can pose
as members of the Brotherhood, perhaps
fong enough to find your wife.”

“But Chandra Dass will be there, and
if be sces vs——"

Camapbell shrugged. “We'll have &
take that chance. It's the only course
opet to us,”

‘The current of the inflowing tide was
still bearing them smoothly ooward
through  the  winding  water-tunnel,
aroond bends and angles where they
scraped the sock, down long sitaight
strebches, Sturt used the motors to guide
them around the turns. Meanwhile, En-
spector Campbel! and Eonis quickly
ripped from the cutier its police-insignia
and covered all evidences of its being a
police craft.

Sturt suddenly snicked off the search-
Light. “Light ahead there!” he ex-
claimed,

Around the pext turn of the water-
tunnel showed a gleam of strange, soft
light.

“Carcful, now!" cautioned the inspec-
tor, “Sturt, whatever we do, you stay in
the cutter. And try to have it ready for a
quick gotaway, if we leave jt.”

Sturt nodded silently, ‘The helmsman’s
stolid face hed become a little pale, but
he showed no sign of losing his courage.

T:—:n cutber sped around the next turn
of the tunnel and emerged into a
thuge, softly it cavern. - Sturt's eyes
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bulged and Campbell uttered an exclama-
tion of amazement, For in this mighty
water-cavern there floated in a great mass,
scores of sea-going craft, large and small.

All of them were capable of breasting
storm and wind, and some were so large
they could barely have entered. There
were sinall yachts, big motot-cruisers,
sea-going launches, cutters larger tham
their own, and among them the gray
motor-launch of Chandra Dass.

They were massed together hete,
those with masts having lowered them o
enter, floating and rubbing sides, cuite
vnoccupied.  Around the edges of the
water-cavern ran a wide rock ledge. But
oo living porson was visible and there
was 0o visible source for the soft, strange
white light that filled the estounding
place.

“These craft must have come here
from all over canth!” Caraphell muttered,
*“The Brothethood of the Door has as
sembled here—we've found their gather-
ing-place all right.”

“But where are they?” exclaimed Ea-
nis. “I don't see anyone.”

"We'll soon find out,” the inspector
said, “Sturt, run close to the ledge there
and we'll get out on it

Sturt cbeyed, and as the cotter bumped
the ledge, Campbell and Ennis [eaped
out onto it, They looked this way and
that along it, but no one was in sight.
The weirdness of it was unnerving, the
strangely lit, mighty cavern, the assem-
bled boats, the utter silence.

“Follow me,” Camphell said in a low
voice. "They must all be somewhers
near.””

He and Ennis walked a few steps slong
the ledge, when the American stopped.
“Campbell, listen!” he whispered,

Dimly there whispered to them, as
though from a distance and through
great walls, a swelling sound of chanting,
As they listened, hearts beating. rapidly,
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a sguare of the rock wall of the avem
ahruptly flew open beside them, as
though hinged like a door. Inside it was
the mouth of a soft-lit, man-high tunnel,
and in its opening stood two men. They
wore over their clothing shroud-like,
loose-hanging robes of gray, ashestos-like
material, They wore hoods of the same
gray stuff over their heads, pierced with
slits at the eyes and mouth. And each
wore on his breast the blazing star-badge.
Through the eye-slits the eyes of the
two surveyed Campbel! and Ennis as they
halted, transfixed by the sudden appart-
tion. Then one of the hooded men spoke
measuredly in  hissing, Mongolian voice,
"Are you who come here of the Broth-
erhood of the Door?” he asked, appar-
ently repeating a customary challenge.
Campbell answered, his flat voice
tremorless. ""We are of the Brothethood.™
"Why do you not wear the badge of
the Brotherhood, then?’
" For answer, the inspector teached in
his pocket for the strange emblem and
fastened it to his lapel. Ennis did the
same.
“Enter, brothers,” said the hissing,
hooded shape, standing aside to let them

As they stepped into the tunnel, the
hooded goard added in slightly more
natural tones, “Brothers, yoo two are
late. You must hurry to get your protee-
tive robes, for the ceremony soon begins.”

Campbell iaclined his head without
speaking, and he and Ennis started along
the tunnel, Its light, as sourceless as that
of the great water-cavern, revealed that it
was chiseled from solid rock and that it
wound downward,

When they were out of sight of the
two hooded guards, Fnnis clutched the
detective’s arm convalsively.

"Campbell, he said the ceremony be-
gins soon! We've got to find Ruth figst!”
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“We'lll by, the inspector answered
swiftly. “Those heoded robes ate ap-
parently issued to all the members to be
worn during the ceremony as protection,
for some reason, and once we get robes
and get them on, Chandrg Dass won't be
able to spot us.

“Look out!” he added an instant later.
"Here's the place where the robes are
issued!”

The tunnel had debouched suddenly
into a wider space in which were a group
of men. Several were wraring the con-
cealing hoods and robes, and one of these
fiooded figures was handing out, from a
large rack of the robes, three of the gar-
ments to three dark Easterners who had
apparently entered in the boat just shead
of the cutter,

The three dark Orientals, their faces
gleaming with stranpe Fanaticism, quickly
donned the robes and hoods and passed
harriedly on dowa the tunnel At once
Campbell and Eanis stepped calmly up
to the hooded custodians of the robes,
and extended therr hands,

Oune of the hooded figures tock down
two robes and handed them to them. But
suddenly one of the other hooded men
spoke sharply.

Instantly all the booded men hot the
one who had spoken, with lound cries,
threw themselves forward on Camphell
and Paul Ennis,

Taken utterly by surprize, the two had
no chance to deaw their guns. They wete
smathered by gray-rohed men, held help-
less before they could move, a half-dozen
pistols jamiied into their badies.

Stupefied by the sudden deshing of
their hopes, the detective and the young
Amcrican saw the booded man who had
spoken slowly lift the concealing gray
cowl from his face, It was the dark,
coldly contemptuous face of Chandra
Dass,

W. T.—1



THE DPOOR INTQ INFINITY

4. The Cavern of the Door

.Cm.unm pAss spoke, and his strong,
vibrant voice held a scom that was
akmost pitying.

“It oecurred to me that pour enterprise
might cnable you to escape the daggers
of my followers, and that you might trail
us here,” he said. “That is why I waited
‘here to see if you came,

"Search them,” he told the ather hood-
ed figures. “'Take anything that looks
like & weapon from them,”

Ennis stared, stopefied, as the gray-
hooded men obeyed. He was uoable to
believe entirely in the abrupt reversal of
zl} their hopes, of their desperate attemnpt.

The hooded men took their pistols
from Fonis and Campbell, and even the
small pold knife attached to the chain of
the inspector’s big, old-fashioned gold
witch, Then they stepped back, the pis-
tals of two of them leveled at the hearts
of the captives.

Chandra Dass had watched impassive-
fy. Ennis, staring daredly, noted that the
Hindoo wore on hix breast a different
jewel-emblem from the others, a double
star instead of a single one.

Ennis' dazed eyes lifted from the blaz-
ing ‘badge to the Hindoo's dark face.
“"Where's Ruth?” he asked a little shrilly,
and then his voice cracked and he cried,
“You demned fiend, where's my wife?

“Be comforted, Mr. Ennis,” came
Chandra Dass’ chill voice. “You are go-
ing now to join your wife, and to share
her fate. You two ar¢ going with her and
the other sacrifices through the Door
when it opens. It is not wsual,” he add-
ed in cold mockery, “for our sacrificial
wickims to walk dircctly inta our hands.
We ordinarily have a more difficult time
securing them.”

He made a gesture fo the two hooded
men with pistals, and they ranged them-
selves close behind Campbelt 2nd Enais,

W.T—2
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"We are going to the Cavern of the
Door,” said the Hindoo, “Inspector
Campbell, I know and eespect youl re-
sourccfulress,  Be warned that -your
slightest attempt o escape means 2 builet
in your hack. You two will march ahead

-of us,” he said, and added mackingly,

“Remember, while you live you can cling
ta the shadow of hope, but if these guns
speak, it ends even that shadow.”

Ennis and Tnspector Camphell, keeping
thweir hands elevated, started at the Hin-
doo's command down the softly lie rock
tunne). Chandra Dass and the two hood-
ed men with pistols followed,

Ennis saw that the inspector’s sagping
face was expressionless, aad knew that
behind that colorless mask, Campbell's
brain was racing in an attempt to find a
method of escape. For himself, the young
American had almost forgotten all else
in his eagermess to reach his wife. What-
ever happened to Ruth, whatever mys-
tericus horror lay in wait for ber and the
other victims, he would be there beside
her, shating it!

The tennel wound a kitle further
downward, then straightened out and ran
straight for a considerable length. In this
straight section of the rock passage, Enais
and Carepbell for the first time perceived
that the walls of the tunnel bore crowd-
ing, deeply chiseled inscriptions, They
had not time to read them in passing, but
Ennis saw that they were in many differ-
ent languages, and that some of the char-
acters were wholly unfamiliar,

"God, some of those inscriptions are in
Egrptizn  hicroglyphics!” muttered In-
specior Camphbell,

The cool vaice of Chandra Duss said,
beirind them, “There are pre-Egyphizn
inscriptions on these walls, inspedtor,
could you but recognize them, catven in
fanguages that perished from the {ace of
earth before Egypt was bemn. Yes, badc
theough time, back through medizval
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and Roman and FEgyptian and pre-
Egyptian ages, the Brotherthood of the
Door has existed and has each year gath-
cred in this place to open the Door and
worship with sacrifices They Beyond it.”

The fanatic note of unearthly devotion
was in his' voice now, and Ennis shud-
dered with a cold not of the tunnel.

As they proceeded, they heard a
muffled, hoarse booming somewhere over
their heads, a duoli, thythmic thunder
that echoed along ithe long passageway.
The walls of the tunnel now were damp
and glistening in the sourceless soft light,
tiny trickles running down them,

“You hear the ocean over ws,” rame
Chandra Dass’ voice. "The Cavern of the
Dioor lies several hundred yards oot from
shore, beneath the rock floor of the sea.”

They passed the dark mouths of unlit
tunnels “branching shead from this il-
uminated one, - Then over the booming
of the raging sea above them, there came
t> Eonis” ears the distant, swelling chant
they had heard in the water-caven abave.
But now it was londer, nearer. At the
sound of it, Chandra Dass quickened
iheir pace,

Suddenly Inspector Campbell stumbled
on the slippery rock floor and weat down
in a heap, Instantly Chandra Dass and
his two followers recoiled from them, the
two pistols trained on the detective as he
scrambled up.

“Do not do that again, inspector,”
warned the Hindoe in 2 deadly voice.
“All tricks are useless now.”

“I couldn’t help slipping on this wet
floot,” complained Inspector Campbell.

“The next time you make a2 wrong
step of any kind, a bullet will smash your
sping” Chaadea Dass fold him, “Quidk
—tnarch!”

THE tuane! turaed sharply, tucned
again, As they rounded the turns,
Eonis saw with 2 sudden electric thrill of
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hope that Campbell held dotched in kis
hand, concealed by his slkeeve, the heed-
hilted knife from his shoe. He hed
drawn it when he stumbled.

Campbeil edged = iittle doser to the
young American zs they were hastening
onward, and whispercd to bim, 2 word
ak 2 Hme,

"Be-—ready—io jump—them———"

“But they U shoot, your first move——""
whispered Enais agonizedly.

Camphbell did not answer. Dut Enbis
sensed the detective’s body tautening.

They carme to ancther tum, the strong,
swelling chant coming loud from ahead.
They starfed around that turn.

Then lnspector Campbell acted. He
whirled as though on a pivot, the heel-
knife flashing - toward the men behind
them,

hots coughed from the pistols that
were pressed almost agaiost his stomach,
His body jetked as the buoflets strudk if,
yeb he remained erect, Liis knife stabbing
with lightning rapidity.

One of the hooded men slomped dowa
witl a pierced throat, and as Carmphell
sprang at the other, Ennis desperately

Taunched himself at Chandes Dass. He

boie the Hindoo from his feef, but it was
as though he was fighting 2 demen, In-
side his gray rohe, Chandra Dass writhed
with flendish strengih.

Ennis could not hold kim, the Hin-
doo's body sceming of spring-steel. He
solled over, dashed the young Ameticin
to the floor, and leaped up, his dark face
and great black eyes blazing.

Then, half-way erect, he saddealy
crumpled, the fire in his eyes dufling, 2
call for help smothered on his lips. He
fell on his face, and Ennis saw thzt the
heel-knife was stuck in his back. Inspec
tor Camphel]l jerked it out, and put &
bade into his shee. Aad new Enad,
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staggering up, saw that Camphell had
knifed the two hooded guards and that
they lay in & dead heap,

“Camphell!” eried the American, grip-
ping the detective’s arm. “They've
wounded you—I saw them shoot you.”

Campbell's bruised face grinned brief-
Iy, "Nothing of the kind,” he said, and
tapped the soiled gray vest he wore he-
neath his coat. "Chaadra Dass dida’t
know this vest is bullet-proof,”

He darted an alert glance up and down
the lighted tunnel. “We can’t stay hete
or let these bodies lie here. They may bz
discovered at any moment,”

“Listen!” said Ennfs, toriing,

The cdhanting from ahead swelled
down the tunnel, Jouder than at any time
ret, waxing and waxing, reaching a tri-
umphant crescendo, then again dying
away.

- "Campbell, they're going on with the
ceremony now!” Eanis eried. "Ruth?”

‘The detective’s desperate glance fos-
tened on the dark mouth of one of the
b'ancmn(\; tunnels, a Hitle ahead,

““That side tuonel—we'll piild the bod-
ies in there!” he exclaimed.

‘Taking the pistols of the dead men fo¢
themselves, they rapidly drapged the
thtee hodies inta the darknoess of the un-
Et bmnchmg tuanel,

“Quick, on with two of thesé robes™
rasted Inspector Cﬂmpbel] “They'It give
s a little befter chance.”

Hastily Enniis jered the gray robe and
heod from Chaadra Diss' dead body and
donned it, while Camphell strugglccl into
one of the others, Inthe robes arid con-
cealing hoods, they could mot be told
frors apy other two members of the
Brothethood, xcept that the badge on
Eanis' breast was the double siar instead
of the-single one,”

Ennis then spun toward the main,
lighted tunnel, Campbell clase behind

.hfm. ‘They récoiled- suddenty into the
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dardmess of #he branching way, as they
heard hurrying steps out in the lighted
passage.  Flattened in the datkness
againgt the wall, they saw several of the
gray-hoaded members of the Brotherhood
hastenr past them from above, herrying
toward the gathering-place.

"The guards and robe-issuers we saw
ghave!” Campbell said quickly when they
were passed. “Come on, now."”

He and Ennis slipped out into the
fighted furnel and hastencd along it
after the others,

Boow of thundering ecesn over thefs
beads and fising and felling of the tre-
mendous chanting ahead filled their ears
as they hotded around the last turos of
the funnel. The passage widened, and
ahead they saw 2 massive tock portal
through whese opening they gl:mps:.d an
immense, lighted-space,

Campbell and Ennis, two comparative-
Iy tiny geay-hooded figures, hastened
throiigh the mighty portal. Then they
stopped. Ennis folt frozen with the das
ing shock of it. He heard the detective
wehisper fiercely beside him,

“It's the Cavern, all right—the Cavern
of the Door!”

Ry looked ‘across a oolossal sock

chamber hollowed cut beneith the
fioor of ocearr. It was elliptical in shape,
theee handred feet by its loager axis. Its
black hasalt sidey, towcring, roungh-hewm.
walls, rose sheer and supported the rodk
ceiling which was the oceas foer, a hun-
dred feet over their heads;

This mighty cathedral hewn from -
side the rocdk of earth was lit by 4 soft,
white, sonréeloss light Jike that in the
main funnel, Upon the floor of the cav-
ern, 1 regular rows across i, stood hune
dreds on lmndreds of haman figures, all
grap-robed and gray-hooded, all ~with
theit backs to' Gamplclf and Ennis, look-
ing across the' cavern fo its farther end,
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At that farther end was a flat dais of
black basalt upon wiich stood five hood-
&d men, four wearing the blazing double-
star on their breasts, the fifth, a triples
stat. Two of thewi stood beside z rubical,
weird-looking  gray metal mechanism
from which npreared s spherical web of
‘countless fine wires, nnthinkably intricake
it their network, many of them pulsing
with glowing force. The sonrceless light
of the cavern and the tunee] seemed to
pulse feom that weird mechanism.

Up from that machine, if machine it
was, scared the black basalt wall of that
end of the cavern. But there above the
gray mechanism the rongh wali had been
carved with a great, smooth facet, a giant,
gleaming black oval face as smooth as
though planed and polished, Only, at the
middle of the glistening black oval face,
were carven deeply four larpe and whelly
unfamiliar characters. As Ennis and
Campbedl stared frozealy across the awe-
inspiting place, sound sweiled from the
hondeeds of throats. A slow, rising
chant, it climbed and climbed watil the
basalt toof above seemed to quiver to it,
ctashing ‘out with stependous cffed, a
weird liany in an unknown tongoe.
‘Then it began to fall,

Ennis clutched the inspector’s pray-
robed arm, “Whore's Ruth?” he whis-
pered frantically, "I don't see ay prison-
ers.”

“They must be somevhers he:e,
Camphell said swiftly, “Listen

As the chant died to silence, on the
dais at the faither end of the cavern the
hooded man who wore the mriple-jeweled
stat stepped forward and spoke. His
decp, heavy voice rolled cut and echoed
across the cavern, flung back and forth
from wall to rocky wall.

“Brothers of the Doot,” he said, "we
meet agdin here in the Cavern of the
Door this yeat, as for ten thousand yeats
past out forefathers have met hiere to wor-
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ship They Beyond the Daor, and bring
ther the sacrifices They love,

“A hundred centuties have gone by
since first They Beyond the Door sent
their wisdom through the barrier between
their univetse and ours, a barrier which
even They could not open from their
side, but which their wisdom taught our
fathers how to opea,

"Each year since then have we opened
the Door which They taught -us how to
build. Each year we have brought them
saceifices. And in return They have given
us of their wisdom and power. Fhey
have tanght os things that lie hidden
from other men, and They have given
us powers that other med have not.

“Mow again comes the time appoiated
for the opening of the Dooe, In their
universe on the other side of it, Thry ace
waiting now to take the sacrifices which
we have procured for them. The hour
strikes, so let the sacrifices be brooght.™

As though at a signal, from a small
openitig ar one side of the cavern a triple
file of marchers.eatered, A file of hood-
ed gray members of the Brotherhood
flanked on either side a line of men and
wotnen who did not wear the boods or
robes. They were thicty or forty in aum-
ber. ‘These men &zad women were of al-
mmost all races and classes, but all of them
walked stiffly, mechanically, stating ahead
with unseeing, distended eyes, like living

corpses.
“Drupged!” came Campbell's shaken
voice, “They're all dragged, and dea't

know what is going on.”

Ennis' eyés fastened on a small, sten-
der girt with chestrmt hair who walked
at the end of the ling, 2 girl in a streight
tan dress; whose face was white, stiff, like
those of the others.

“Thete's Buth!” he exclaimed fran-
tically, his cry mufiled by his hood.

He plonged in that direction, buf) _
Campbel} hetd him badk,
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"Nol” rasped -the inspector. “You
can't help her by simply getting yourself
caphured!”

I can at least go with her!” Ennis ex«
claimed. “Let me go!”

Inspector - Campbell’s iron grip held
him. “Wait, Ennis!I” said the detective.
“You've no chance that way. That robe
of Chandra T¥ass’ you're wearing has a
double-star badge like those of the men
up there on the dais, That means that as
Chandra Dass you're entitled to be up
there with them. Go up there and take
youwr place as though you were Chandra
Dass—with the hood on, they can't tell
the difference, T slip around to that
side door out of which they bronght the
prisoners. It must conneet with the tun-
nels, and i¥'s not far from the dais. When
I fice my pistol from there, you grab your
wif¢ and try to get to that door with her,
If you can do it, we'll have a chance to
get up through the tunnels and escape”

Tanis wrung the inspector’s hand,
Then, without further reply, he walked
boldly with measured steps up the main
aisle of the cavern, through the gray
ranks to the dais. He stepped up onto it,
his heart racing. ‘The chief priest, he of
the triple-star, pave him only a glance, as
of annoyance at his lateness. Ennis saw
Campbell's gray figure slipping round to
the side door.

The gray-hooded hundreds before him
had paid no attention to either of them,
Their atfention was utterly, eagerly, fived
upon the stiff-moving prisoners oow be-
ing marched up onto the dais. Ennis saw
Ruth pass him, her white face an un-
familiar, staring mask,

The prisoners were ranged at the back
of the dais, just beneath the great, gleam.
ing black oval facet. The guards stepped
back from them, and they remained
standing stiffly theee, Ennis edged a lictle
toward Ruth, who stood at the end of
that line of stiff figures. As he moved
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imperceptibly doser to her, he saw the

‘twp priests beside the pray mechanism
_reaching toward kaurled knobs of-ehoaite

affixed to ifs side, beneath the spherical
web of pulsing wires.

The chivf priest, at the front of the
dafs, raised his hands, His voice rolfed
onr, hezvy, commanding, severberating
again through all the cavern.

3. The Door Opens

o HERE leads the Door?” rolled the
chief priest’s voico.

Back vp to him came the reply of hun-
dreds of voices, muffled by the hoods but
Ioud, echoing to the roof of the cvern
in & thunderous response,

it feads ontide car world!”

‘The chicf priest waited until the echoes
died before his deep voice colled on in
the ritual,

"Who tasght our forefathers o open
the Door?”

Ennis, edging desperately closer and
closer to the line of victims, felt the
mighty respense reverberate about him.

"They Beyond the Door tatghi thein!"

Now Ennis was apart from the other
ptiests on the dais, within a few yards of
the captives, of the small Aguce of Ruth,

“To whom do we bring these saceis
Hees?"”

As the high priest vttered the words,
and before the booming answer came, 2
hand grasped Ennds and pulled him bade
from the line of victims. He spun found
to find that i was one of the other priests
who had jesked him back.

“IWe bring thent to Thore Beyond the
Doer!”

As the colossal response thundered, the
priest who had jerked Ennis back whis-
pered vrgently to him. “You go too dese
to the vietims, Chandra Dass! Do you
wish to be taken with them?”

The fellow had a tight grip on Ennis’
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arm. Desperate, tented, Fonis heard the
chief priest rol} forth the Iast of the
rimal,

“$hall the Door be opened that They
may take the sacrififes?”

Stunning, mighty, a tremendous shout
that mingled in it worshipping awe and
supethuman dread, the answer crashed
back.

“Let the Doosr be opened!”

The chief priest torned and his up-
flung arms whirled in a2 signal. Enns,
tensing to spring toward Ruth, saw the
two priests at the gray mechanism swiftly
tarn the knurled black kaobs. Then Fn-
nis, like all else in the vast cavern, was
held frozen and spellbound by what
followed.

‘The spherical web of wires pulsed up
madly with shining force. And up at the
center of the gleaming black oval facet
on the wall, there appeared a spack of
unearthly green light. It blossomed out-
ward, expanded, an awful viridescent
flower blooming quickly ontward farther
and farther. And as it expanded, Ennis
saw that hie could look tbroxgh that green
light! He looked through into anather
universe, a wniverse Iying infinitely far
actoss allen dimensions from cur own,
yet one that could be reached thraugh
this door between dimensions. It was 2
green universe, flooded with an awful
green Iight that was somehow more akin
to dztkoess than to light, 2 throbbing,
bafeful luminescence,

Ennis saw dimly through green-jit
spaces & city in the neat distance, an un-
Loly city of emerald bue whose unsym-
motrical, twisted towers and minarets
aspired into heavens of hellish viridity.
The towers of, that city swayed to and
fro and writhed in the air. And Ennis
saw that here and there in the soft green
cubstance of that restless city were cir
cles of Rurid fight that were like yellow
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In ghastly, soul-shaking apprehension
of the utterly alien; Ennis kncw that the
yellow circles were eyes—that that hel}-
spawned city of another universe was Ho-
inp—that it unfamiliar life was single
yei mubtiple, that its Jurid eyes looked
now through the Door!

Cut from the insane living metropolis
glided pscadopods of its green substance,
glided toward the Door, Ennis saw that -
11 the end of each psendopod was onc of
the lurid eyes. He saw those eved pseudo-
pods come questing through the Door,
onto the dais,

"The yellow eyes of light scemed fixed
ot the row of stiff wvictims, and the
pseudopods glided toward them. Through
the open doar was besting wave on wave
of unfamiliar, tingling forces that Ennis
fel even through the protective robe.

‘The hooded multitude bent in awe as
the green pseudopods plided toward the
victims faster, with avid eagerness, Ennis
saw them reaching for the prisoners, for
Ruth, 2nd he made 2 tremendous mental
effort to break the spefl that froze him:
In that moment pistol-shots crashed aceoss
the cavern and a stremn of bullets
smached the pulcing web of wires!

‘The Door began instantly to close
Datkness crept back around the edges of
the mighty oval. As though alatmed, the
Intid-cyed pseudopads of that heil-city res
coiled from the victims, back through the
dwindling Door. And as the Door
dwindled, the light in the cavern was
failing,

“Ruth)” yelled Fnnis madly, and
sprang forward and grasped her, his pis-
tol Ieaping into his other hand.

“Ennis—quick!™ shouted Camphell's
wiice across Hhe cavern,

‘The Door dwindled away altogether;
the great oval {acet was completely bladk,
The light wis fast dying too.

‘The chief pricst sprang madly toward
Ennis, ‘2od as be did o, the kooded
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hordes of the Brothethood recovered
from their pasalysis of horrot and surged
rradly toward the dais.

“The Door is closed! Death to the
blasphemers!” cried the chief priest as he
Plunged forward.

“Death to the blasphemers!” shricked
the crazed horde below,

Ennis’ pistol roared and the chief priest
went down, The light in the cavern died
completely at that moment,

In the dark a toccent of bodies cata-
pubted against Ennis, screamming ven-
geance. He struck out with his pistol-
barrel in the mad mélée, holding Ruth's
stilf formn close with his other hand, He
heard the other drugged, heipless victims
crushied down and trampled under foot
by Lhe surging horde of vengeance-mad
members,

LNGING to the gigl, Ennis fonght

like a madman through a darkness
in which none could distfnguish_ friend
or foe, toward the door at the side from
which Campbell had fired. He smashed
down the pistol-barrct on all before him,
2s hands sought to grab him in the dark,
He knew sickeningly that he was lost in
the combat, with no sense of the directin
of Lhe door,

Then a volte roared loud across the
wild din, “Ennis, this way! This way,
Ennis!” yelled Inspecior Campbell, again
and again,

Ennis phnged through the whirl of
unseen bodies in the direction of the de-
tedive’s shouting voice. He smashed
through, half dragging and half carrying
the girl, until Campbell’s voice was close
ahead in the dark. He fombled ot the
eock wall, found the door opening, and
then Campbell’s hands grasped him to
pull him inside.

Hands grabbed him from hchind,
striving to tear Ruth from him, to jerk
him bade, ¥Voices shricked for help_.‘
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Campbeli's pisto! blazed in the dack
aod the hands released their grip. Enais
stumbled with the gitl through the door
into a dark tuonel. He heard Camphell
slam a door shut, and heard a bar fall
with 2 clang,

“Quick, for God's sake!” panted
Campbell in the dack. “They'll follow
us—we've gok to get up through the tus-
nels to the water-cavern!”

They raced along the pitch-dark tun-
nel, Campbell now careying the girl, Ea-
nis secling druakenly along,

They heard a4 mounting roar behind
them, and as they bursk into the main
tunnel, no longer lighted but dark like
the olhe:s, they looked back and saw a
flidkering of light coming up the passage.

“They're after us emnd they've gob
lights!” Campbell cried, *Hurty!”

It was nightmare, this mad Sight on
stumbling feet up through the dark tun-
nels where they conld hear the sea boom-
ing close overhead, and could heas the
wild pursnit behind.

Their fect slipped on the damp floor
and they crashed into the walls of the
tunnel at the tums. The porsult was
closer behind—as they statted climbing
the last passages to the water-cavern, the
torchlight behind showed them to their
pursuers and wild yells came to their
ears,

They had before them only the last
ascent o the water-caveen when Enais
stumbled and went down. He swayed up
a little, yelled to Camphefl, “Go on-—get
Ruth out! I'll &y to hold them back 2
moment!”

“No!” rasped Campbell.  “Thete's
another way—one that may mean the end
for us too, but our only chance!”

The inspector thiust his hand into his
pocket, snatched out his big, old-fa.sh-
ioned gold watch,

He tore it from its chain, turned ﬁlﬂ
stem of it twice around, Then he burfed
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it back dawn the hmnel with all his force,

"Cick—out of the tunnels now or
we'll die right herel” he yelled.

‘They lunged forward, Campbel! drap-
ging both the girl and the exhausted En-
nis, and gmergefi a moment later into the
great water-cavern, [t was now lit only
by the seafchlight of their waiting cutter.

As they emerged inta the cavern, they
wrre thrown flat on the rock ledge by a
viclent movement of it under them. An
awful detonation and thundetous crash-
ing of falling rock smote their ears,

Following that first tremendous ctash,
giant rumbling of collapsing rock shook
the water-cavert,

“To the cutter!” Campbell cried.
“Fhat watch of mine was flled with the
most concentrated high-explosive known,
and it's blown up the tunnels. Now it's
touched off more collapses and all these
caverns and passages will fall in on us
at any moment!”

The awful rembliog and cashing of
collapsing rock masses was deafening in
their ears as they lurched toward the
mutter, Great chunks of rock were falling
from the cavern roof into the water,

STURT, white-faced but asking no ques-
lions, had the motor of the catter
running, end helped them pull the un-
conscious pit] abaard,

“Out of the tunnel at oncel” Campbell
otdered. "TFull speed!”

‘They roared dowa the water-tunnel at
crazy veiodty, the searchlight beam stab-
bing ahead. The tide had rcached food
and tumed, increasing the speed with
which they dashed through the tunnel.

Masses of rock fell with loud splashes
hehind them, and gl around them was
still the ominows grinding of mighty
weights of rock. The walls of the tun-
nel quivered repeatedly.

Sturt suddenly reversed the propellers,
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but in spite of his action the cutter
smashed @ moment Jater into a solid todk
wall. It was a mass of rock forming an
unbroken bacrier across the water-tunnel,
extending beacath the sarface of the
water.

"We're trapped!” cried Start. A mass
of the rock has settled here and blocked
the reneel.”

"it can't be completely blodked!
Campbell exclaimed. “'See, the tide still
rens out beneath it. Our one chance is to
swim out under the blocking mass of
rock, before the whole diff gives way!”

“But there’s no telling how far the
block may extend——"" Sturt cried.

Then as Campbell and Ennis stripped
off their ¢oas and shoes, he followed
their example. The rumble of grinding
rick around them was now continuous
nd nerve-shatterng,

Campbell helped Ennis lower Ruth's
nnconscious form into the water.

“Keep your hand over her nose and
mouth!” cried the inspedtor, “Come on,
nowl!”

Sturt went first, his face pale in the
searchlight beam as he dived uoder the
tock mass. The tidal current cartied him
aat of sight in & momeat.

Then, helding the girl between them,
and with Ennis’ hand coveting her mouth
and nostrils, the other two dived. Down
through the cold waters they shot, and
then the swift current was carrying them
forward like a mill-race, their hodies
bumping and scraping. against the rock
mass overhead.

Ennis' lungs began to burn, his brain
to seel, as they rushed on in the waters,
stil] holding the pirl Hpghily. They struck
solid rock, & wall across their way, The
aurrent sucked them downward, to a
stnall opening #t the bottom. They
wedged in it struggled fiercely, then tore
thrcugh it. ‘They rose on the other side
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of it into pore air. They weie in the
dardmess, floating in the tunnel beyond
the black, the current carrying theém
swiftly onward.

© The walls were shaking and roating
frightfully about them as they wete bome
round the terns of the monel. ‘Then they
saw ahead of them a circle of dim light,
pricked with white stars.

The current bore them out inta that
starlight, into the open sea. Before them
in the water floated Sturt, and they swam
with him out from the shaking, grinding
oiffs.

The girl stirred a little in Ennis’ grasp,
antd he saw in the starlight that her face
was no longer dazed.

“Paul " she muttered, clinging
close to Ennis in the water,

“She's coming back to consciousness—

the water must have revived her from
that drug!”" he cried.

But he was out short by Camphbell's
cry. “Look! Look!" cried the inspedor,
pointiog back at the black dliffs, :

In the starlight the whole diff was col-
lapsing, with a prolopged, terrible roar as
of grinding plancs, its face breaking and
buckling, The waters around them boited
furiously, whirling them this way and
that.

Then the waters quicted. ‘They found
they had been flung near a sandy spit
beyond the shaticred <liffs, and they
swamn toward it.

“The whele vaderground honepcomb
of caverns and tunnels gave way and the
sea pouted in!” Campbell cried. “The
Door, and the Brotherhood of the Door,
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are ended for ever!

ycanthropus

By C. EDGAR BOLEN

The jellied night has oozed its miry black
From out the hills to 61f the velley floor.

Atop the ragged hills the tom cloud-wradk
Is lighthing-limned into a hellish door,

A gust of wind across the sky is hurled—
The gods of 0ld are looscd upon the world,

Age-old, the blood-lust wells within my throat;
Tensely I wait, and feel my body shrirk;
My hazirless hide brromcs a furry coat,

Blood-hungry, through the opened door I slink:
I raise my head and how! in horrid glee—

H
!

And from the plain 2 howl comes back to me,



ask of Death

By PAUL ERNST,

A weird and nncanny tale about a serange eviminal who ealled bimself
Doctor Satan, and the tervible doom with which be
strack down bis enemies.

1. The Dread Faralysis

bays of the Maine coast rested

the town that fourtcen months
before had ‘existed only on an architect’s
drawing-board,

Around the almost landlocked harbor
weee beantiful homes, bathing-beaches,
parks, On the single Main Street were
iwodel stores. Small hotels and inns were
scattered on the oufskirts. Strects were
laid, radiating from the big hotel in the
eenter of town like spokes {rom a hub,
Thete was a waterworks and a landing-
field; a power bouse and a [ibrary.

1t looked like 2 year-round town, but
it wasn't. Blue Bay, it was called; and it
was only a surnmer resork, . . .

Only? It was the last word in summer
resorts! The millionaires backing it had
spent eighteen million dollars on it. They
bad ptaced it on a fine road to New
York. They ran planes and busses to it,
They were poing to clean up five hundred

cent on their investmenf, in real
estate deals and rentals.

On #his, its formal opening night, the
place was wide open. In every beautiful
sammer home all lights were on, whether
the home in question was tenanted or
not. The stores were open, whether or
not customers were available, The inns
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ON ONE of the most beautiful

and smatl hotels were gay with decors-
tions. -

But it was at the big hotel at the hub
of the town that the payeties attendant on
such & stupendous opening: night were at
their most complefe.

Every room and snite was oooupied.
The Iohby was crowded. Formally
dressed guests strolled the promenads, -
and tried fruitlessly to gain admission to
the already overcrowded roof garden.

Here, with tables crowded ko capacity

and emergency waiters trying to give all

the de luee service required, the second
act of the famous Blue Bay floor show
was going on.

In the smalf dance foor at the center
of the tables was a dancer. She was do-
ing a slave dance, teying to fres herself
from chains. The spotlight was on; the
full moon, ponring its sitver down on the
open wof, added its blue beams.

The dancer was excellent, ‘The specta-
tors were enthralled. One elderly man,
pactially bald, = little {00 stout, seemed
particulatly engrossed. He sat alone at a
ringside table, and had been show
marked deference all during the eve-
ning. For he was Mathew Weems, owaer
of a lazpe block of stock in the Blue Bay,
summer resort development, and a very;
wealthy man, !

Weems was leaning forward over hig )
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table, staring at the dancer with sensual
Iips parted. And she, quite aware of his
attention and his wealth, was cutdoing
herself,

"~ A prosaic scene, one would have said,
Opening night of 2 resort de luxe;
svezlthy widower concentrating on a danc-
er's whirling bare body; people applaud-
ing carelessly. But the scene was to be-
come fzr indeed from prosaic—and the
cauce of is chanpe was to be Weems,
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"The well bokhind tha
apel where he had
Laen disgppeared.”

MONG the people standing at the

roof-garden entrance and wishing

they could crowd in, thete was a stir. A
woman watked among them,

She was tall, slender but delicately
voluptusus, with a small, shapefy head on
a slender, exquisite theoat. The pallor of
her clear skin and the largeness of her
intensely dark eyes made her face look
Iike a flower on an ivoey stalk. She was
gowned in cream-yellow, with the curves
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of a petfert body revealed as her graceful
walk molded her frock against her,

Many people looked at her, and then,
questioningly, at one another, She had
been registered at the hotel only since Jate
afternoon, but already she was an object
of speculation. The register gave her
name as Madame Sin, and the knowing
iones had hazarded the opinion that she,
and her name, wete publicity features to
help along with the resort opening news.

Madame Sin entered the roof garden,
with the assurance of one who has a table
waiting, and walked along the edge of
the small dance foor. She moved silently,
ebvionsly not to distract attention from
the slave dance, But as she walked, eyes
followed her instead of the dancer's bean-
tiful moves.

She passed Weems' table, With the
eaperness of a man who has formed a
slight acquaintance and would like o
make it grow, Weems rose from his
table and bowed, The woman known as
Madame Sin smiled 2 little. She spoke to
him, with her exotic dark eyes sesmiag
to mock. Her slender hands moved rest-
lessly with the gold-link purse she cac-
ried, Theno she went on, and Weems sab
‘down again at his table, with his eyes re-
suning their contented scruting of the
dancer’s convolutions.

The dancer swayed toward hir, strug-
gling gracelully with her symbolic chains,
Weems started to raise a glass of cham-
pagne abstractedly toward his lips. He
stopped, with his band half-way up, eyes
riveted on the dancer, The spotlight
czught the fluid in his upraised glass and
flicked out litthe lights in answer.

The dancer whidled on. And Weems
sayed as he was, staring at the spot where
she had been, glass poised half-way be-
tween the table and his face, like - man
saddenly frozen—or gripped by an ab-
rept thought.

The slave-gitl whitled on. But now as
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she turned, she looked more often in
Weems' direction, and 2 small frown of
bewilderment began to gather on her
forchead. TFor Weems was not moving;
strangely, somehow disquietingly, he was
staying just the same.

Several people caught the frequence of
her glance, and tumed their eyes in the
same  ditection, There were amused
smiles at the sight of the stouf, wealthy
man seated there with his eyes wide and
unblinking, and his hand raised half-way
between table and lips, But soon those
who had followed the dancer's glances
saw, too. Weems was holding that queer
attitede oo Jong,

The dancer finished her almost com-
pleted number and whirled to the dress-
ingroom door. The lights went on.
And now everyome ncar Weems was
locking ar him, while those farther away,
were standing in order to see the man,

He was still sitting as he had becen, as
if frozen or paralyzed, with staring eyes
glued to the spot where the dancer had
been, and with hand half raised holding
the glass,

AFRIEND got up quickly and hastened
to the man’s table.

“Weems,” he said sharply, resting his
hand on the man’s shoulder,

Weems made no sign that he had
heard, or had felt the touch. On and on
he sat there, staring at nothing, hand half
raised to drink,

“Weems!” Sharp and frightened the
friend's voice sounded. And all on the
toof garden heard it. For all were now
silent, stating with gradually more terri-
fied eyes at Weems,

The friend passed his hand slowly,,
haltingly -before Weems' stazing eyes.
And those eyes did not blink,

“Weems—Ffor God's sake—what's the
matter with you?™"

The friend was trembling now, -with
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growing hottor on his face as he sonsed
something here beyond bhis power to com-
perehend, Hardly knowing what he was

- doing, fellowing only an insticct of fear
at the unoatural atfitude, he put his hand
on Weems' half-raised asm and lowered
it to the table, The arm went down like
a mechanical thing. The champagne
glass tonched the table.

A woman at the next table screamed
and got to her feet with a rasp of her
* chair that sounded like a thin shrick of
fear. For Weetns' arrm, when it was fe-
fedsed, went slowly up aguin to the same

‘position jt had assumed whea the mun

suddenly ceased becoming ant snimate be-

ing, and became a thing like a statue clad
in dinner clothes with a glass in its hand.
"W eenrs!” yelled the friend.
And then the orchestra began to play,
londly, with metallic cheerfulness, as the

head waiter sensed bizarre tragedy and

raoved to conceal it 25 such matters are
always concealed atb sach occasions.

Veems sat on, eyes wide, hand half
raised 0 dips. He continued to hold that
posture when four men carriéd, him to
the clevators and down to the hotel doc-
tot's svite. He was still holding it when
they sat him down in &n easy chair, bent
forward a bit as though 4 table werte still
.before him, eyes staring, hand half raised
to drnk, ‘The champagne glass was
empty now, with its contents spotting his
clothes and the roof garden -catpets,
spilled when the four had bore him
{iom the table, But it was stitl clenched
in his rigid hand, and no effort to get it
from his oddly set fingers was success-
fult. .

THE festivities of the much-hetalded
-opening night went on all over the
new-hom town of Btae Bay, 'On the roof
garden were several hundred people who
were still neglecting talk, drinking and

. doncing while: their startled: minds res |

157,

viewed the strange thing they had seen;
but aside from theit number, the cele-
brants were having a carcless good time,
with no thought of danger in theit minds,

However, there was no $iga-of gayety
in the tower office suife atop the mam’

‘moth Blue Bay Hotel and just two floors

beneath the garden: ‘The theee officers of
the Blue Bay Company sat in here, and
i their faces was freney,

“What in the world are we poing to
do?* bleated Chichester, thin, nervous,
dey-skinacd, secretary and treasurer of
the compagy. “Weems i3 the biggest
stodsholder. . ‘He is 'nationally famous.
His_attack of illness here on the- very
night of opening will give us publicity,
0 unfavorable that it might pot Blue Bay
in the red for months. You know how a
disastet can sometimes kill a-place.”

“"Most utifortimate,” sighed. heavy-set;
paunchy Martin Gest, gnawing his lip,
Gest was president of Lhe company.

“Unfortunate, hell!” snapped Kroner,
viee-president.  Kroner wias-a self-made
tman, slightly overcolored, rather lowd,
with dinner clothes cut'= litte too inod-
ishly, “It's' curlains if 'auything mote
should happen,”

“Hasn't the dector found omt yot
what's the matter with Weems?”’ qua- .
vered Chichéster, :

Kroner swore, “You heard the last re- '
port, same as the rest of us, Doctor Grays
has never seen anything like ik Weeins
seems £0 be paralyzed; yet there are none
of the sympioms of paralysis save lack of
movement. ‘Thete is no perceptible heart-
beat—yet he certainly isn't dead; the-cony
plete absence 'of tigor mostis and the Fact
that theee is a trace of blood circulation
prove that. He simply stags in that same

‘position. When you move amm ot hand,

it moves slowly back to the same position
again-on being released. He has no re-
flex response, doest't appatently hear or
feel or see”
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“Like catalepsy,” sighed Gest.

Kroner nodded and moistened his
feverish lips,

“Just like catalepsy. Ondy it isn'L
Geays swears to that, But what it is, he
can't say,”

Chichester fumbled in his pocket.

"“You two laughed at me this evening
when I got worried about getting that
note. You talked me down again a few
minutes age. But Fm telling you once
more, T believe there's 2 connection. T be-
lieve whoever wrote the note really has
made Weems like he is—not that the
note was penned by a crank and that
Weems’ illness is coincidence.”

“Nonsensel” said Gest, “'The note was
cither written by a madman, or by some
creck who adopted a crazy, melodramatic
namne.”

“But he predicted what happened to
WWeems,” faltered Chichester. "And he
says there will be morc—much more—
enough to rain Blue Bay for ever if we
don't meet his demands——"

“Nuts!'" said Kroner bluntly, “"Weems
Jost got sick, that's all. Semething so rare
“that mast doctors can't spot it, but normal
just the same, We can keep it quiet, and
have him treated secref]y by Grays,
That'll stop publicity.”

He rapped with heavy, red kauckles on
the note which Chichester had Jaid on the
conference table, ““This is 2 fraud, a this-
#ir idea of some small shot to get money
aut of us.” £

He turned to the telephonc to cal! Doc-
tor Grays' suite again for a later report
o Weems' condition. The other two
bent near to listen.

A breath of air came in the open win-
dow, It stirred the note on the table,
pz.rtmily unfolded it.

disaster and horeor shall be the
i:hrcf, t]mugh uninvited, gucsts at yous
opening unless you comply with my re-
guest. Mathesy Weems shall be only the
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first if you do not signify by one o m;
whether or oot you will mest my de-
mand, ., .

‘The note closed as the breeze died,
flipped open again so that the signature
showed, fipped shut ofce more.

The signature was: Doctor Satan!

2. The Living Dead

Ar‘rwoiu the morning, two hours and
a half after the odd seizate of
Mathew Weems, and white Gest and
Kroner and Chichester were in Doctor
Grays' suite anxiowsly looking at the
stricken man, eight people were in the
sleek, small roulette room of the Blus
Bay Hoted on the fourteenth floor,

The eight, four men and four women,
were absorbed by the wheel. Their bots
were scattered over the aumbered board,
and some of the hets were high,

The croapier, with all bets placed,
spun the Hile ivory ball inte the already
spinning wheel, md all watched, At the
doot, 3 woman stood. She was tall, sien-
der but voluptuously proportioned, with
a face lke 2 pale flower on her long,
graceful theoat. Madame Sin,

She came into the room with a Litle
smile on ber red, red Hps. In her taper-
ing fingers was held 2 gold-link purse,
She did not open this to uy chips, sim-
ply waiked to the table, There, with a
smile, two men moved aver a little to
make = place for her,

“Thank you so much,” she acknowl-
edged the move. Her wvoice was as
exctically attractive as the rest of her;
Tow, ciear, 2 little throaty. 1 am merely
going o watch 2 lite while, however. 1
do not iztend to play.”

The whesl stopped. The ball came to
rast in the shot marked nineteen, But the
attention of those at the table was divided
between it and the woman who was out-
ageous cacugh, or had sense of kumor
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eoough, to cafl heeself Madame Sin. In
the men's eyes was admiration. [n the
women's eyes was the wariness that
always appears when another woman
comes along whose attractions are genu-
inely dangerous to male peace of mind.

“Make your plays,” warned the crou-
pier dispassionately, holding the ball be-
tween pallid thumb and forefinger while
he prepared to spin the wheel again.

‘The four couples placed bets, Madame
Sin watched out of dark, exobic eyes,
She turncd slowly, with her gold-link
purse casually held in her left hand;
turned so that she made 2 complete,
leisurcly circle, as though searching for
someone.  Then, with her red lips still
shaped in 2 smile, she fared the table
again,

‘The eroupier spun the wheel, snapped
the ball into it. The eight players leaned
to watch it, . , .

And in that position they remained,
Thete was no movement of any sort from
any one of them, Jt was 23 though they
had been frozen to blocks of ice by a
sudden blast of the cold of outer space;
or a3 though a motion picture had been
stopped on ifs reel so that abruptly it be-
came 2 still-dife, with all the actors in
mid-move and with half-formed expres-
sions on their. faces.

A tall blond girl was bent far aver the
table, with her left hand hovering over
her bet, on number twenty-nine. Beside
her a man had a cigarette in his lips and
a liphter in his left hand which he had
been about to flick. ‘Two other men were
half facing sach other with the lips of
one parted for a remark he had begun to
make. The rest of the eight were gazing
at the wheel with arms henging beside
them,

And exacily in these positions they re-
mained, for minute after minute.

During that time Madame Sin looked

at thern; and her smile now was-a thing _

139

to chilf the blood. Yon couldn’t bave
told why, Her face was 25 serene-look-
ing as ever, and there were no tangible
iines of cruelty in evidence in her face.
Yet she looked like a she-fiend as she
stared around,

She walked to the croupist, who stood
gazing at his wheel, with his mouth
open in the beginning of a yawn,

Down the hall came the clang of ele-
vator doors, and the spend of laughter
and voices, Madame Sin glided toward
the door, There she paused, then went
purposefully back to'the table. She went
swiftly from one to another of the frozen,
stark figures in their life-like but utterly
rigid positions, then back to the door,

Smiling, she left the room, passing
five or six people who were about to
enter it for a litle pambling, She was
almost to the elevator shafts when she
heard 2 woman's seream knife the air,
followed by 2 man's hoarse shout that ex-
pressed almost as much horror as the
scresm had done,

Still smiling, utterly composed, she
stepped into an elevator—and the eleva-
tor boy shivered a bit as he stared at het,
He had not heard the scream, did not
know that anything was wrong, He only
knew that something in this lovely wo-
man’s smilz sent cold fingers vp and
down his spine,

T WAS 3 grim, white-faced trio that sat
in the conference room of the Blue
Bay Hotel at eleven next morning,
Chichester not Gest net Kronet—nene
had had 2 moment’s steep all night, They
had been in Doctor Grays' suite with
Weems when 2 shivering man—a welf-
known young clubman, too, which was
unfortunate—stambled up to kil of the
dreadful thing to be seen in the roulette
T00m,
With borcor mountiog io their breases,
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kalf knowing already what they would
see, the three had gone there,

Nine more, counting the croupiet, in
‘a state like that which Weems was in!
Nine more people with all life, all move-
ment, arrested in mid-motion! Ten now
with sorae kind of awful paralysis grip-
ping them in which they did not move
nor seemingly breathe—ten who were
dead by every test known to science, but
who, as cven laymen could see at a
glance, were yet indubitably alive!

“Blue Bay Development js ruined,”
ground out Kroner. Tt had been said a
dozen times by every one of the three;
but the words made the other two look
at him in frantic denial just the same.

"If we can keep it quiet—qust for a lit-
tle while—just unti >

“Until what?” snapped Kroner. “H
we only had an idea when this mys-
terious sickness would leave these peo-
ple! We could stall the news perhaps for
a day, or even two days—if we could
have some assurance that at the end of
twenty-four or forty-eight hours they'd
be all right again. But we haven't. They
reay be like that for months before they
die—may even die in 2 few hours, Grays
<an't tell, This is all beyond his medical
experience.- So it seems to me we might
as well make public apnouncements now,
face ruin on the resort development, and
get it over with.”

Chichester spoke, almost in a whisper.

"This Doctor Satan, whoever he is,

gives us assurance in his note. He says
that if we pay what he demands, the ten
will recover, and everything will be all
right.”
“And if we pay what he demands,
we'll be niined just the same 25 though
we'd been killed by publicity,” abjected
Gest.

Kroner glared at the wizened treasurer,

“T'm surprized you'd even suggest that,
Chichester. But you've not only suggest-

+
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ed it—you've pled for it all night leng!
Do you get & cut from Dodlor Satzn of
something?”

“Gentlemen,” soothed Gest, a5 Chickes-
ter half rose from his chalr, "We're in
too serious & jam to indulge in petty quar-
tels. We've got to decide what t6 do—"'

"I move we ail in the police”
growled Kroper, “I shll can't believe
that any human being could induce such
a stake of catelepsy, ot living death, or
whatever you want to all it, in other
human beings. Nat usless he's 2 wizard
or something. Nevertheless, in view of
this threat nole from Dodor Saten, there
may be a definite crminal element here
that the cops shoudd know zheut.”

“Let's wait on the police,” objected
Gest, "We have already done better than
that 1o surnrnoning this Ascott Keane to
help us.” g

Chichester’s dry skin flushed faintly.

“I still say that that was z stupid
move!” he snapped.  “Ascoit Keane?
Wkho is he, anyhow? He has no reputa-
tion for detective work or any other kind
of work. A fch man’s som—Iloafer—
dilettante.  What we should bave dome
was contact Doctor Satan after his first
note, after Weems was stricken, Then
we wonld have saved the nine in the
roulette room, and at the same time saved
our project here.”

“¥You'd pay this crook our entire sor-
plus?” snarled Kroner. “'You'd give him
a million cight hundred thousand in cold
vash, when yoo don't even know that he
has had & hand in what aifs the ten?”

“It's worth a million eight bundred
thousand to save our stake in Blne Bay,”
said Chichester abstinately. “As for Doe-
tor Satan's having a haod in the horrible
fate of Weemns and the rest—he told pou
beforehand that it would happen, didn't
he?™

“Please,” sighed Gest as for a second
time the florid vice-president and the

W T2
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wizened treasurer snarled at each other.
B -

The door of the office suite banged
cpen. The zesistant manager of the hotel
staggered ioto the room. His blue eyes
wete  blazing with excitement. His
youngish face was contorted with it,

“I've just found out something that [
think 15 of vital impoertzace!” he gasped.
“Something in the roulette room! I've
been in there all night, as you kmow,
ooking around to sz if T could find
poison needies fastened to table or chairs,
or anything like that, and quite by chance
I noticed somcthing else. The maddest
thing! The roulette wheel! Ws——"

He stopped.

" “Gaon, go on!” urged Kroner. ""What
about the roulette wheel? And what pos-
sible connection could it have with what
happened o the people in that room?”

He stared at the young assistant mana-
gor, a5 did Gest and Chichester, with his
hands denched with suspense.

And the assistant manager slowly, ike
a falling tree, pitched forward on his
“face.

"My God

"What happened to him?”

The thres got to him together. They
rolled him over, Jifted his head, began
chafing his hands, But it was useless,
And in a moment that was admitted in
their faces as they looked at each other.

“hAnother victory for Dioctor Satan,”
whispered  Chichester, shuddering a5
though with palsy. “He's—dead!”

Gest opened his mouth as though to
deny It, but cJosed his lips again. For
palpably the assistant manager was dead,
struck down an instant before he could
tell them some vital pews he had un-
coveted. He had died as though struck
by lightning, at just the right time to
save disclosure, Jt was a5 though the
being who called himeelf Doctor Satan

W.T—3
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" were there, ia that office, and had acted

to protect himself!

Shivering, Chichester glanced fearfuily
around, And Gest seid: "God—if Ascott
Keane were here—

3. The Stapped Watch

own at the lobby door, along closed

car slid to 2 stop. From it stepped
two people. One was a tall, broad-
sheuldered man with & high-bridged
nase, long, strong jaw, and pale gray eyes
usder heavy black eyebrows. The other
was a pir), equaily tall for her sex, beau-
tifully formed, with reddish brown hair
apd dark blue eyes.

The two walked to the registration
desk in the lobby.

“Ascott Keane,” the man signed.
“And secretary, Beatrice Dale”

"“Your suite is ready fer you, Mr
Keane,” the dlerk said obsequinusiy, "Bot
we had no word of your seCretary’s com-
mg Shall we——"

"A suite for her on the same foar if
possible,” Keane said ariyply. "Is M.
Ciest in the hotel?”

“Yeg, sir. He is in the tower ofice.”™

“Have the by take my things vp. T'il
£o to the office first, Sead word wp there
what suite you've given Miss Dmle,”

Keane nodrded to Beatrire, and walked
1o the elevators,

“Secretary!” snorted the key clerk to
the head bellhop. “What's be want a
secretary far? He's never dene any work
in his life. Inherited umpteen million
bucks, and plaps around all the dme
Wish 1 was Ascott Keane.”

The bead belthep nodded. “Pretty
soft for hom, all right. Hardest job he
has Is to clip coupons, . . 7

Which would have made Keane smile
a Litle if he could have heard, for the
cleek and the bellhop shared the opinion
of him held by the rest of the world; an
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opinian he carefully fostered. Few knew
of his real interest in life, whicl was that
of criminal detection,

He tensed as he swung into the ante-

swoom of the office suite. Gest, one of the
rare persons who knew of his unique de-
tactive work, had babbled something of
a Doctor Satan when he phoned long dis-
tance.  Dwoctor Satan!  The mention of
that name was enocugh to bring Keane
instantly from wherever he was, with his
powers pitched o their highest and keen-
est point in an effort to crosh at last the
unknown individual who lived for out-
lawed thrills.
-~ As saon as Le opened the door, it
was appareat that something was wrong.
There was no one sitting at the inferma-
tion desk, and from closed doors beyond
cate the hum of excited voices.

Keane went o the door where the
hum sounded londest and opened that,

He stared in at three men bending over
a fourth who lay on the floor, stark and
motionless — cbviously dead!  Keanc
strode to them,

“Who are you, sie?” grated Kroner
“What the devi =

“Keanc!” breathed Gest, "Thank God
you're here! There has just been a mur-
der. I'm sure it's murder—thouph how it
was done, and who did it, are uttery
beyond me.”

“This is your Ascott Keane?” said
Kroner, in a slightly different tone. His
eyes gained a Hittle respect as they rested
on Keane’s light gray, icily calm eyes.

“Yes. Keane—Kroner, vice president.
And this is Chichester, treasnrer and sec-
retary.”

Keane nodded, and stared at the dead
man,

“And thig?"

“Wilson, assistant manager, He came
in a minute or two ago, saying he had
something of the utmost importance to
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teil us about the plagers in the rouletts
room. , , "

Keane nodded. Ha had been told of
that just before he took a plance for Blue
Bay, Guost swallowed painfully and went
on:

“Wilson had just started to explain,
He said something about the rouletbe
wheel, and then foll dead, Litcrally. He
fell forward on his face as though he had
been shot. Buat he wasn't. There isn't 2
mark on his body, And he coulda't have
been poisoned before he came in here
No poison could act so exactly, striking
at the precise second to keep him from
disclosing his fad.”

“Doctor's repoit?’” said Keane,

“Grays, house physician, is on his way
up now. We sent the informaticn girl t3
get him, Didn’t want o felephone, You
know how these things spread. W
didn't want the switchboard girls to hear
of this just yet.”

Keane's look of acknowledgment was
grim.

“The publicity. Of course. We'll have
to move Fast to save Blue Bay.™

VIf youw canosave i, now,” muttered
Chichestes,

THE door opened, and Dodor Grays
stchcd in, with consternation in his
browa eyes 23 he saw the man on the
floor.

They lzft him ko examine the body,
and the theee officials told Keaoe all the
details they knew of the strange trapedy
that had overtaken Weems and, two and
a balf hours later, the nine in the rop-
lette rootn.

‘They returned to the conference room.
Grays faced them.

“Wilson died of 2 heart atiack” he
said. “The symptoms are unimistalable,
His death seems.normal, , . "

“Normal —but  besutifuliy timed,”
mutmuted Keane,
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“Right,” nedded the dodnr, "Welll
wapt 20 autopsy at once, The police are
on their way bere, They'te indirecly in
our employ, a5 ate all in Blee Bag; but
they won't be able to keep this owt of the
papers for very long!”

“Where are Weerns and the test?”

"I my suite.”

“I'd like ta see them, please”

In Doctor Grays' suite, Keane stared
with eyes that for voce had Jost some of
their cilm, at the weird figures sectaded
in. the bedroom. This room was kept
Tocked agiinst the possibility of & cham-
bermaid or cther hotel employee comidig
in by misiake. An unwarned person
might well bave gone at least tecmporarily
insane at the sudden sight of the ten in
that bedroam.

In a chzir neat the door sat Weems.
He was beat forward a little as theugh
feaniag over a table. He stared unwink-
ingly at space. In his hand was still a
thampagne glass, rzised near his lips.

Standing around the room were the
nine others, each in the position he or she
had been in when rigidity overtook them
in the roulctte toom, They stared wide-
eyed ahead of them, motionless, expres-
sionless. It was Jike walking iote a wat-
works museam, save that these statwesque
figures were of fesh and blood, net wax.

“They're all -dead as far as medital
tests show,” Grays said. There was awe
and terror in his'voice.  "Yet—thep're
not dead! A child could tell that at a
glanee. | don't know what's wreng.”

“Why Jdon’t you put them to bed?”
said Keare,

"Wecan't, Fach of the ten secms to be
in some kind of spell that makes it im-
possible for his bedy to take any but that
one position. We've laid therm down—
and in 4 moment they're up again and in
the former positios, mowing like sleep-
walkers, like dead things! Look.”

He gently pulled Weems' arm down,
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Slowly, it raised again 6l the champagne
glass was near his Hps. Meanwhile the
man's eyes did not even blick. He was as
oblivioas of the touch as if reaily dead.

“Hoerible!"  quavered ' Chichester,
“"Maybe it's some pew kind of disease.”

"I think not,"" said Keane, voice soft
but bleak. He looked at a night table,
heaped with jewelry, handkerchiefs, wal-
Icts, small change, “That collection?”

“The personal effects of these peaple,”
said Gest, wiping sweat from his pale
faee,

Keane. went to the pile, and sorted it
over. He was struck at once by a curions
lacdk. He couldn't place it for an instant;
then he did,

"Theie watches!” he said, Where are
they?”

“Watches?” said Gest,
Hadn't thought of it.”

“There are ten peoplé here,” said
Keane, “And only one watch! Normally
2t least eight of them would have had
them, indluding the women with their
jeweled trinkets, But there's only one,

. Do you remember who owned this,
and where he wore it?”

He picked up the watch, 2 man's with
no chain.

"That's Weems’ watch. He had it in
his trousers pocket.”

“Odd place for it
it has stopped.”

He wound the walch. But the [ittle
second hand did not maove, and be couid
only turn the winding-stem a Eitle, prov-
ing that it lad ot run down.

The hands.said cleven thidy-one,

“That was. the fime Weems wag—
paralyzed?” sabd Keane.

Gest nindded, - “Funny,
stopped just when he did!”

“Very funny,” said Keane expression-
Iessly. "Send this to a jeweler right away
and have him find out what's wrong
with it.. Now, you sap Jour assistast

*1 don't know,

said Keane, "'T zee

His wwakh
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manager was struck dead just as he said
something about the roulette wheel?”

“Yes,” said Gest. "It was 25 though
this Doctor Satan were right there with
us and kilied him with 2 soundiess bullet
just before he could talle”

Keane's eyes glittered.

“I'd Hke to look over the rouleite
oo

“The police are here,” said Grays,
turning from his phone.

Keane stared at Gest. "Keep them
out of the roulette room for a few
minutes.”

He steode ot to the elevators, . . .

HIS first concern, after locking himself
into the room where nine people
had bsen stricken with something which,
if it persisted, was worse than any death,
was the thing the assistant manager had
mentioned before death hit him.  The
rinlette wheel,

He bent over this, with a frown of
concenteation on his face. And his yuick
eyes canght ab once a thing another per-
son might bave overlooked for quite a
while,

The whecl was dish-shaped, as all cou-
lette wheels are. In its rounded bottom
weree numbered slots, where the little
ivory ball was to end its journey and pro-
tlaim gambler's huck.

But the little ball was not in one of
the bottom slots!

The tiny ivery sphete was half up the
ronnded side of the wheel, like a pex
clinging alone high up on the slaot of 2
dish!

An exclamation came from Keane's
lips. He jtared at the ball. What in
heaven's name kept it from rolling down
the steep slant and into the rounded bot-
tom? Why would a sphere stay oo a
slant? It was as if a bow! of water had
been tilted—and the wate's surface had
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taken and rekined the titt of the vessel
it was in instead of remaining level!

He lifted the ball from the sloping
side of the wheel It came away freely,
but with an almost inkangible resistance,
as if an unseen rubber band held it
When he released it, it went back to the
slope. He rolled it down to the bottom
of the wheel. Released, # rolled back
up to its fermer position, like water tun.
ning up-hill.

Keane felt & chill touch him. The
laws of physics broken! A ball clinging
to o slant instead of rolling down i
What dark secret of nature had Doctor
Satan mastered now?

Bot the query was oot eotirely une
answered in his mind, Aleeady he was
getting a vague hint of it. Acd a little
later the hint was broadered.

The phone rang. He answered it.

“Mr, Keane? This is Dodor Grays.
The autopsy on Wilson has been begun,
and alteady a queer thing bas been dis-
closed. It's about his heart.”

“Yes,"” said Keang, gripping the phone.

"His heart is ruptured in 2 hundred
places—as though a little bomb had ex-
I can't even give a theory, It's unique in
medical history.”

"1 won't ask you why,” Keane said
slowly. "I think—in a little while—T'lL
tell you why”

He bung up and Strode toward the
door. But at the roulette table he paused
and stared at the wheel with his gray eyes
idly blazing.

1t seemed 1o him the wheel bad moved
a liels!

He had uvnconsciously lined up the
weirdly clinging ball with the kaob en
the outer door, s he cxamined it awhile
ago. INow, as bt stood in the same place,
the balt was not quite in that line. As if
the wheel had rotated a fraction of an
inch!
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“Yes, I think that's it,”" he whispered,
with his face a little paler than usual.

And a little Iater the words changed in
hifs brain to! "I Auow that's it, A flend's
genius. , ., This is the most dangerous
thing Doctor Satan has yet mastered!”

He was talking on the phone to the
jeweler to whom Weems' watch had
been sent.

“"What did you do to that watch?” the
jeweler was saying irritably,

"Why?" parried Keane,
" “There doesn't seem fo be anything
wrong with it. And yet it simply won't
go. And I can't meke it go.”

“Theee's nothiag wrong with it at afl?"

“As far a5 1 can find out—no.”

Kumn hung up, He had been study-
ing for the dozenth time the demand
note Doctor Satan had written the offi-
cizls:

"Gentlemen of the Blue Bay Develop-
roeat: This is o reguest that you pay me
the sum of one million, gght bundred and
ewo thousand, five hundred and f dol-
fars and forly-cight cents at a dme and place
to be specified fater. As 2 sample of what
will happen if Jyou disregard this noes, T shall
sreike at one of your geeses, Mathew Weerms,
within a few minntes after you read this. §
puatancee that disaster and horror shall be
tira chief, diowgh uninvited, guests at your
opening unless you comply wi%h n;;y request,
Bathew Weems shall be anly the first if you
do ot signify by one a. m. wherher or not
you will meet my demand, DoOcTok SaTan,”

#eane gave the note back to Blue Bay's
police chief, who fumbled uncertainly
with it for 2 moment and then stuck it in
his pocket. MNormally a competent man,
he was completely oat of his depth here.

One man with = heart that seemed to
have been exploded internally; ten pee-
ple who were dead, yet lived, and who
stood or sat like frozen statues, , , ,

He looked pleadingly at Ascott Keane,
whom be had never heard of but who
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wore authority and competence like a
mantle. But Keane said nothing to him.

“An odd extortion amount,” he said
to Gest, "One million, eight hundred
and two thousand, fve ‘hundred and
forty dollars and forty-gight cents! Why
not an even fgure?”

He was talking more fo himseif than
to the president of Bine Bay. But Gest
amswered readily,

“That happens to be the pracise sum of
the cask reserve of Blue Bay Develop-
ment,”

Keane glanced at him sharply. "Is
Four finaccial statement made poblic?™

Gest shock his head. “It's strictly
confidential.  Ooly the bank, and our-
selves, know that casi reserve fipure, I
can't imagine how this crook who signs
himself Doctar Satan found it out."

4. The Shell

T.Hr, house was serene and beautiful
on the bay shore, The sun heat back
from its white walls, and glanced in ak
the windows of the rear terrace, It shone
on a grotesque fignre there; a man with
the torse of a giank, but with no legs—a
figuee that hitched itself along ca the
backs of calioused hands, using muscular
arms as a means of lecomotion,

Buk this figure was not as bizarre as
the pne to be found within the house,
behind shades drawn to keep out any
prying eyes,

Here, in a dim coom identifiable as &
libeary, a f2ll man stood beside a fla-
topped desk. But all that could be told
of the figure was that it was male, ¥or
it was cloaked from heels to head in a red
mantle, ‘The hands were eovered by red
rubber gloves. The face was concealed
by a red mask, aad over the head was
drawn a red skull-cap with éwo small
projections in modking imitation of Luci-
fer's homs,
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Dactar Satan!

In the red-gloved hands was a woman's
gold-link purse. Doctor Satan opened it.
From the putse ke drew a thing that de-
fied analysis and almost defted descrip-
tian,

It was of metal, It scemed to be a
medel in gleaming steel of a problem in
solid geometry; it was an angular smaill
cage, an inch wide by perhaps three and
a half inches squace. ‘That is, at first it
seemed square. But a closer ook revealed
that no two correspanding sides of the
Jittle cage were quite parallel. Fach zngle,
each line was subtly different.

Doctor Satan pointed it at the Ibrary
wall. The end he painted was a trifle
wider than the end heeled in the patm of
his hand, On this wider end was one bar
that was fastened. only at one end.. The
red-covered fingers moved this bar ex-
perimentally, slowly, so that it formed a
elightly altcred angle with the sides, . . .

The library wall was mist, then noth-

Ingness. The street outside was not a
street. A barren plain stood there, strewn
with rocky shale, Jike a Jandscape on the
oo, .
‘The Ltle bar was meved back, and
the library wall was once more in place.
A chuckle came from the red-mashed
Hps: 2 sound that would have made 2
hearer shiver a lttle, Then it changed to
a sndrl,

“Perfect! But again Ascott Keane jnter-
feres. This time I've pot to succeed in
removing him,  An exploded heart. , |,

He put the mysterioss small cage back
in the gold-link purse, and opened the
desk drawer, From jt he took a business
lettrhead. It was a carbon copy, with
figures on it g

“Bostiff, . . ."

On the rear terrace the legless glant
stirred at the cail. He moved on huge
arms to the door and into the Bbary. . .,
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His tower soite, Keane paced back

and forth with his hands clasped be:

hind kim, Beatrice Dale watched. him

with ‘quict, intelligent eyes, He was talk-

ing, not to ber, but to himsclf; listing

alowd the poiots uncovered since his ar-
rival here.

“A few scconds after talking with Ma-
dame Sin, Weems was stricken. Also, the
{ady with the odd name was scen coming
from he ouletle room at shout the time
when a parly cntered and found the
croupier and eight guests turned from
people into statues. But she was nowhers
areund when Wilsan died in the confer-
ence room,”

He frowned. “"The waiches wete taken
from all the sufferers from this strange
paralysis, save Weems. By whom? Ma-
dame 8in? Weems' watch is absolutely
i good order, but i won't run, The bail
ot1 the roulette wheels stays on a slant fn-
stead of rolling down into a slot as it
shoutd when the wheel is motionless. But
the wheet doesn't seem to be quite mo-
tionless. It apparently moved a fraction
of an inch in the forty-five minutes or 50
that T was in the room,”

“You're sure you didn't touch if, and
st it moving? said Beattice. “Those
wheels are delicately balanced,™

“Not that deficately! I barely brushed
it with my fingers as I examined the fvory
ball. Na, I dide’t move'it. ‘But I'm sure
it did move. . . .

There was a tap at the door. He went
to it. Gest was in the corrider.

“Here's the master key,” he said, ex-
tending 2 key to Keane, “Fgot it from
the manager. But—you're sure it is neces»
sary to enter Madame Sin's rooms?™

“Very,” said Keare,

“She is in now,” sid the president:
“Could yon—ijust to avoid possible scan-
dal—inesmuch as you don't iatend to
knock before enterng

He plariced at Beatrice, Keartc smiled. .
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*I'l have Mrss Da[e go in fist. If Bla-
dame Sin is und
Miss Dale can apologize and retreat. But
I am suce Madame. Sin will be wnaware
of intrusion. In spite of the conviction of
your key clerk that she is in, 1 am quite
sure that, at least figuratively, she is out.”

“Fignratively out?” echoed Gest. "I
don't uadesstand.”

“Yon will later—unless this is my
fated time to fose in the fight I have made
against the devil who calls himself Doc-
tor Satan, Are Chichester and Kroner in
the hotel?™”

Gest shook his head.

" “Kroner is in the Turkish bath two
blocks dowa the street.  Chichester went
home ten minetes agn ™

“"Madame Sin will {)'g unaware of in-
trusion,” Keane repeated enigmatically
and with sceming irrelevance.

He turbed to Beatrice, and the two
went $0 the wothian's foommns,

nr—-s nierk:

EANE softly- closed Madame Sin's
hall door behind him' aftee Beatrice
had entered first and reported that the
woman was alone and in what seemed a
deep sleep. At first, with a stifled scream,
she had called out that Madame Sin was
dead; then she had pronounced it
BIEC R
Keane went at once to the central fig-
ute af the living-robm: the body of Ma-
dame Sin, on 2 chaise-longee near the
window. The woman was o blue negli-
gee, with her shapely legs bare and her
arms and throat pale ivory against the
blue silk, Her eyes were not quite closed.
Het breast rose and felf, very slowly,
almost like the breathing of a chloro-
formed person.
Keane touched ber bare shoulder. She
did not stir. There was no alteration of
the deep, slow breathing. He lifted ene

of her eyelids. The eye beneath stared™
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blindly at him, the'lid went nearly closed
again at the cessation of his touch.

“Trance,” Keane said, ' And the most
profound one T have ever seen. It's about
what I had expected.”

“I've seen her sorewhers before,’”
said Beatrice suddenty.

Keane nodded. "Yeuw have. She is a
movie extra, working tiow and then for
the Long Island Pidure Compaay. But
I'm not much interested in this beautifal
shell. For that's all she is at the moment
—a shell, now emptied and unbuman.
We'll ook around, You give me your
impressions as they come to you, and-
we'll see if they match mine.”

They went to the hedtoomm of the apart-
mert, Bedroom was like living-room in
that it was impersonal, a standard cham-
ber in a large hotel. But thié seemed
almost incredibly impersonal!” There was
net one Pleul‘C‘ not e feminine fouds.
In the bath there were scacely any toilef
articles; and [n the claset there was only.
an overnight bag and a suficase by way,
of Tuggage, with aeither of them entirely
emphied of their contents.

“One impression [ get i3 that these
rooms have not beea lived in even for
twenty-four hours!” said Beatrice,

Keane nodded. "If Madame Sin re-
treated here only-to fall inte that deep
trance, and. did not wake agaio till it was
time for-her to venhure out, the rooms
would have just this lock. And I think
that is exactly what she has done!”

Beatrice looked deftly throngh Ma-
dame Sin's meager vardrobe, Keane
scarched dresser and table and butean
drawers. He wasn't leoking foc anything
defnite, just something that might prove
the final straw to point him definitely
toward the incredible goal he was more
and more convinced was near.

He found it in the top of the woman's
suitcase.

His fingets were tense as he unfolded &
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business letterhead. It was a carbon
copy, filled with figures, And 2 glance
told him what it was.

It was a duplicate of the financial
statement of the Blue Bay Development
Company—that  statement which was
held highly confidential, and which ao
ane was supposed to have seen save the
three Blue Bay officials, and a bank officer
of two.

Keane strode to Madame Sin's phone,
and got Gest on the wire.

“Gest, can you tell me if Kroner and
Chichester are stil} out of the hote]?"

Gost's voice cime back  promptly,
“Kroner is here with me now. I goess
Chichester is still at his home on Ocean
Baoulevard; al any rate he isn't in the
hotel—2"

“Ascatt!” Beatrice said tensely.

Keane hung up and turned to her.

“The woman—Madame Sin!" Beatrice
said, pointing toward the still, lovely
form on the chaise-longue. "I thought 1
saw her eyes open 2 little—thought I saw
het look at you!™

Keane's aown eyes went down a hit to
veil the sudden glitter in them from
Beatrice.

“Probably you were mstaken” he
said easily, “"Probably you only thought
you saw her evelidsmove. . , . I'm going
te wind this up now, I think. You go
back to your suite, and watch the time, If
I'm pot back here in two hours, go with
the police to the home of Chichester, the
treasurer of this unlucky resort develop-
ment. And go fast,” he added, in a tone
that slowly deained the blood from Bea-
tricg’s anxious fzce.

5, DeatF's Lovely Mask

CH[CHESTBR'S home sat on a square of
lawn between the new boulevard
and the bay shore like a white jewel in
the sun, It looked prosperous, prosaic, se-
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rene. But ta Keane's eyes, atb least, it
seemed caversd with the psychic pali
that had corme to be associated in his mind
with the dreaded Doctor Satan. He
walked toward the blandly peaceful-loak-
ing new home with the feeling of one
who walks toward a tomb.

“A feeling that might be well found-
ed,” he shrugged grimly, as he reached
the porch.

He could feel the short hair at the base
of his skull stir a little as he reached the
door of this place he believed ta.be the
latest lair of the man who was amused to
call himself Doctor Satan, And it stirred
still more as he tried the knob,

The door was unlocked.

He looked at it for several minutes. A
lock wouldn't have mattered to Keane;
and Satan knew that as well as Keane
himself. Nevertheless, to leave the door
invitingly open like this was almost too
obliging!

He cpened the door and stepped i,
bracing himself for instant aitack. But
no attack of any kind was forthcoming,
‘The front hall in which he found him-
setf was deserted. Indeed, the whole
hause had that curiously breathless feel-
ing encountered in homes for the ma-
ment untenanted.

Down the hall was an opes double
doorway. Keane stared that way, He
himself could not have told how hLe
knew, but know he did, that beyoud that
doorway lay what he had come o fnd.
He walked toward it.

Behind him, the street door opened
again, very slowly and cautiously. An
eye was put close to the resulant crack,
The cye was dare, cxotically lovely, It
fastened on Keane's back.

Keane stared in through the deorway.
He was gazing into a library, dinmed by
dravn shades, He entered it, with every
nerve-end in his body sitently sheieking
of danger,
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The street door softly. closed after ad-
mitting a figure that moved on soundiess
feet. A woman; with a face like a pale
flower on an exquisite throat. Madame
Sin.

-Her-face was as serenely lovely as ever.
Not by 2 line had it changed. And yet,
subtly; it kad become 2 mask of bractiful
death. Her eyes were death’s dark fires as
she moved without 2 sound down the
hall toward the library. In her tapering
hands'was the gold-Link bag

IN THE library, Keane stood with heat-
ing heart over two stasl, still bodies
that Iay on the thick carpet near a flat-
topped desk, One was wizened, lank, a
livtke undersized, with dry-tocking skin,
It was-the body of Chichester. At first it

seemed a corpse, but then Keane saw the -

chest mave with slow, decp breaths, as
the breast of the woman back at the
hotel had moved.

But it was not this figure that made
Keane's heart thud and his hands cleach,
It was the other.

This was 2 taller figure, Iring on its
back with hands-falded, The hands were
fed-gloved. . The face was concealed by
a red mask, The body was draped by a
ted cloak, From the head sprang two
little knobs, or projections, like Lucifor's
horns, Doctor Satan himselft

“It's my chance,” whispered Kezne.
""Eatan—sending his zoul and mind and
spifit from-his' own shell—into that of
athers—Madame Sin—Chichester, Now
his bcrdy iies hete empty! If T killed
that——

Exotically - beautiful dark eyes—with
death in their loveliness —watched him
from the library doorway s he bent over
the red-robed figure.’ Sardonic desth in
tovely epes! - -

“No wander Gest thought that Wilson
was killed in the confetence room, just
before he could tell of the roulette wheel,
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ag if Doctar-Satan hiad been there him-
sell!  Satan war there! And he was on
the roof garden earlier, and in the ron-
Iette room! A trance for the woman, the
crowding of Satan's black spmt into her
body—and she becomes Madame Sin,
with Satan peering from her eyes and
moving in her mantle of flesh!. A trance
for the unfortunate Chichester— and
Satan talks with Gest and Kraner as the
Elue Bay treasurer, and can strike down
Wilson whea he comes to geport! Chi-
chester and Madame Sin—hoth Doctor
Satan — becoming lifcless, trance-held
shells when Satan's soul has left them!”

But here was Satan’s physical shell,
Iying in a coma at his feet, to be killed

-at a stroke! His deadly enemy, the enemy

of all mankiad, delivercd hetpless to him!

“But if T do kill the body,” Keane
whispeted, “will I kil the spirit tao, or
banish it fram the matetial world so that
huinanity won't again  be troubled?
Satan’s spirit, the essential man, is abroad
in agother body. If I kill this red-robed
body, will it dizw the spirit out of mor:
tal affairs with it? Ot would it simply de-
prive it of ifs ariginal howsing so that 3'd
have to seek Satan's soul in body aftet
body, as I have till now sought him in
the flesh in lair after laie? That would be
—hatribiet”

He drove away the grim thought. Tt
was probable that with the death of his
bady, Doctor Satan in entirely would die,
or at least pass out of morfal knowledgeé
throngh the gateway called death. And
the mechanics “of fordng him through
that gateway was to kill the body.

Behind him, Madame Sin crept closed
and coser on soundless fect. Her red
lips wete-set in 2 sHll smile. The gold-
link purse was extended a Httle toward
Keane. Her forefinger searched for the
movable bar that chanped angles of the
gueer, metal cage within. .

Keane's hand raised to steike. His
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cyes buened down at the red-clad figure
of the man at his foot, whe was man-
kind's enemy, Behind him, Mada.l:ne Sin's
finger found the little bar. . . .

It was not till then that Keane felt the
psychic difference caused by the entrance
of another into a room that had been de-
serted save for himself, Another person
would not have felt that difference at all,
but Keane had developed his psychic per-
ceptions as ordinary men exercise and de-
velop their biceps. :

With an inatticulate cry he whirled,
and leaped far to the side.

The wall bebind the spot where he had
been disappeared as the gold-link bag
continued fo paint that way. The womnan,
saarling like a tigress, swunpg her bag
toward Kezne in his new position. But
Feanc was not waiting. He sprang for
her. His hand got her weist and weenched
to get the gold-link purse away from her.
It turned toward her, back again toward
him, with the Httle bar moving as hee
hand was constricted over the thing in
the purse.,

It was 2 woman's body he steugpled

with, But there was strength in the

frapile desh beyond the strength of any
woman! It took all Lis steely power o
tear from her grasp the gold-link purse
with its enclosed device. As he got it,
he heard the woman’s shrill cry of pain
and teeror, felt her sag in bis arms, And
then he heard many voices and stared
around like 2 sleepwalker who has waked
in a spot different from that in which he
had begun his sleep—a comparison 50
exact that for one wild moment he
thought it must be true!

He was in a familiar room. ., , Yes,
Bactor Grays™ room at the Blue Bay
Hotel.

" The people around him were familiar]
. There was Gest. There were Kroner
and Doctor Grays, and—DBeatrice. There
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were the Blue Bay chief of police, and
two men, -

But the limp feminine form he held in
his arms was Madame Sin, the fury be
had been fighting in Chichester's library!
And in his haod was still the gold link
bag he had wrenched from her!

The wormen in his arms stirred. She
looked blankly up at him, stared areund.
A cry came from her lips.

"Where—am 1?7 Who are you all?
What ate you doing in my rcom? But
this isn’t my room!” i

Her face was different, younger-look-
ing, less cxotic. She wasn't Madame Sin;
she was a frightened, puazled gidl,

Keane's brain had slipped back into
gear, and inta comprehension of what had
happened,

“Nhere do you think you are?” he
said gently. ““And what is your name?”

“I'm Sylviz Crane,” she said. “And
I'm in a New York hotel toom, At least
1 was the last I knew, when [ opened the
door and the maa in the red mask came
- i

She buried her face in her hands.
“After that—I don't know what bap-
pened.

“Nor do any of us,” quaversd Gest.
“For God's sake, Keane, pgive us some
idea of what has happeacd herc, if you
canl”

T Was over an hour later when Bea-
trice and Keane entered the door of

his suite. Tt had taken that long to ex-
plin to the people in Doctor Grays'
rooms. Even then the explanation had
been but partial, and most of it had been
frenziedly and stubbarnly disbelieved
even though proof was there,

Keane's shoulders were bowed a little
and his face wote a bitter look. He had
thwarted Doctor Satan in his attempt to
extort a. fortune from the resort, Bug
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once fmore his deadly enemy- had got
away from him, Hehad failed,

Beatrice shook her head.

“Don't look like that. The fact that
yow're here alive is 2 miracle that makes
op for his cscape. If you could have seen
-yourself, and that girl, when the pelice
brought you back from Chichester's
house! As soon as they set you down 1
the doctor's ropms, you and the girl came
together, You fought again for her
putse, a5 you say you started to do i
Chichester's house ten houss ago. But
you maoved with such horrible slowness!
1t was like watching a slow-motion pic-
ture, It took you hours to raise your aom,
hours to take the purse from her hand,
And your-expression changed with equal
slowness. . . . I can't telf you how dread-
ful i was!”

“All due; as 1 said, to this)”
sighed.

He stated at the little metal cage-he
hiad taken from the purse,

“The latest product of Doctor Satan's
warped genius, A tjme-diverter,-l sup-
pose yoir might call it

“I didn’t understand your explanation
i Grays' 1ooms, after you'd brought
those people out of their dreadful coma,”
said Beatrice.

“T'll try again.”

Keane held up the geomettic figure.

“Time hes been likened ta a tiver. Te
don't know precisely what it is, but it
seems that the ziver simile must be apt.
Very well, we and all aronnd us float on
this river at the same speed, If there
were different currents in the same river,
we might have the spectacle of seeing
those nearhy move with lightning rapidity
or with snail-like slowness as their time-
enviroament differed Erom ours. MNormally
there is no such difference, but with this
farttastic thing Doctor Satan has succeed-
ed in producing them artificially,

“He has succeeded in working out
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several 'sets of angles whick, when op-
posed ‘apainst each other as this grometric
figure opposes them, can either speed up
ot slow down the time-stream of what-
ever jt is pointed at. The hnal angle is
formed by this movable bar in its relation
to the whole. By its manipulation, time
can be indefinitely retacded or hastened.
He wutilized the bizarge creation in this
way:

“In New York he contacted 2 quite
ionocent party by the name of Sylvia
Crane, He hypnotized her, and forced
his spirit into her body while hers was
held in abeyance, Then 'Madame Sin”
registered here, She made. acquaintance
with Weems, On the roof garden, she
pointed the inferaal figure at him, with
the little bat turned to retard time. The
tesult was that Weems suddenly lived
and moved at immensely retarded spacd,
It took about twenty-four hours for his
arm to raise the ckampagne glass to his
tips, though he thought it took & second.
Our actions were 50 swift by comparison
that they didn't tegister on his conscions.
ness at all. He confessed after Fd
brought him ont of his odd time-state
with the device, that he seemed to raise
his glass while in the roof gardes, and
start to fower it when he found himself
abruptly in Dactor Grays' bedroom. He
didr’t know how he got there or any-
thing clse. It was the same with the nine
in the roudette room. They came back to
normal speed only a second or two after
bung retarded in the ronlette room, But
it was hours to us, and meanwhile theyl
seemed absolutely motioniess,” i

“How on earth Jdid you ever pet 2
hint of such a thing as this?" said
Beatrice,

"Weems' watch gave a pointer. It was
all right, the jeweler said, but it wontdn't
rynt, Well, it did mn—but at a speed so
slow that it conld not be recorded. The
roulette wheel wag another. The ivory
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bali did not roll down the side of the
wheel because the wheel was rotating—
with infinite slowness after being retard:
ed by the same thing that made the peo-
ple look like froven statues, Satan, as
Iadame Sin, couldn't do anything about
the wheel. Buat he—or ‘she’—could and
did take the watches from all concerned,
to guard against discovery that way.
However, there was no chance to get
Weems” watch; there were always people
atound,'”

“You said Doctor Satanr moved ia the
body of Chichester as he did in the girl's
body.”

“Yes, I got a hint of that when I ob-
served that Chichester and Madame Sin
never seemed to be in evidence at the
same time, Also because the exact sum
of Blue Bay's cash reserve was so readily
learned. Again when Wilson was killed
in a room where only the thees officials
-sat. He was killed by Chichester, wha
was at the moment animated by Satag’s
spul, He was killed, by the way, by a
“rpeeding-np of time, The rest were ro-
tarded and suffered nothing but nerve
shock, Wilsen was killed when the speed
of his time-stream was multiplied by a
Jmillion: you can stop a heart without in-
juring it, but you can’t suddenly accelerate
2 heart, or any other machine, & million
times, without bursting it. ‘That's why
his heart fooked as though it had blowa
up in his chest,”

Keane stopped. The bitter look prew
in his eyes.

“This failure was wholly my own
fault,” he said in a Jow tone. *T knew
when 1 found the duplicate financial
statement in Madame Sia's rooms that it
was 2 trap to draw me to Chichester's
Liome. Doctor Satan would never have
been so careless as o leave a thing like
that behind inadvenently. Knowing it
:was a trap, 1 entered it, and found Sa-

i t2e's soulless body. If F'd destroyed it
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immediakely, . . . Bot1 didn't dream that
Madame Sin would follow me so quick:

iy

zaTRice's hand  tonched Keane's

flectingly. He was Jooking at the
geometric fgure and did not see the look
in her eyes,

“The world can thank heaven you're
alive," she said softly. "With you dead,
Doctor Satan could role the earth——"

There was a knock at the door, Gest
wis in the hall.

"Keane,” he said. [ suppose this will
sound like a small thing after all you've
dong, You've saved us from bankrupecy
and saved Lord knows how many peeple
from a living death from thac time-
business you tried to explain to us. Now
there's one more thing. YWorkmen i
Chichester's home tell us that they can't
build up one of the walls of the libeary,
which is non-existent for some reason,
‘There the room is, with one wall out, and
it can't be blocked up! Do you suppose

yo?{eanc aodded, with a little of his bit-
terness relieved by 2 smile.

“I remember. The time-diverter was
pointed at thar wall for an instant as the
girl and T struggled, Evidently it was sst
for maximum acceleration, to burst my
heatt as K did Wilson's. It got the
library wall, which is gone because in the
point of the future which it almost in-
stantly reached, there is oo library or
home or anpthing else on that spot. T'it
bring it back to the present, and w ex-
istence again, so you won't have a physi-
cab impossibility to ¢y to explain to
neevous guests of Blue Bey Resort.”

“And after that,” he added to himself,
“I'l1 destroy this inventon of Hell. Aad
T wish its destruction weuld anndhilate its
inventor along with it—before he cons
trives some new and even mote tetrible
toy!*
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erewolf of the Sahara

By . G, PENDARVES

A temendons tale, depicted against the background of the prect desert, abont *
the evil Arab sheybh El Shabur, and dreadful occalt forces that were
unleashed in a desperate shrugple for the soul of a beautifnl girf

?‘_i"!HE three of them were umusually  the Libyan coast of Nesth Africe. For
#  silent that aight over their after-  thice weeks they Lad been delayed here
dinner cofice.  They were camp-  en ronte for the Siwa oasis, Two men and
ing outside the litde towa of Sollum oz a girl.
3
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"8a we really start tomorrow.” Metde
Aatheny blew 2 cloud of smoke toward
the glittering night sky, “I'm almost sor-
7. Sollum's been fun. And I've dane
two of the best pictures I ever made hece”

“Was that why you burned: them up
_vesterday?” her cousin, Dale Fleming, in-
quired in his comfortable pleasant veice.

The girl's clear pallor slowly crim-
soned. “Dale! What a

“1Fs all right, Metle,” Gunnar Sven
interrupted her,  “Dale’s - quite right,
Why pretend this defay has done you 2oy
good?  And it's altogether my faolt, I
found that oot today ia the market, Over-
hea‘d some Arabs d1scussmg our expedis
tivn to Siwa.”

" MYour fault™ Merle's beautiful face,
and epes gray as a guil's wing, turned to
him.  “Why, you've simply slaved to get
the caravan ready.”

Guanar got to his feet and walked out
to the verge of the headland on which
they were camped, Tall, straight’as a
pine he staod.

" The cousing watched him; the girl with
trouble and perplexity, the man more
searchingly. His eyes, undee straight up-
per lids, fatly contradicted the rest of his
appeatance. He was very fat, with fair
hait and smooth unlined face despite his
forty years. A sort of Pickwidkian good
humor radiated from him. Dale ¥lem-
inp's  really  grear imtellectual power
showed only in those three-caraered heav-
ify-lidded eyes of his.

“Why did you give me away?” Morle
demanded.

His round moon face beamed on her.
“Why BIWH?" he responded,

“Snooping shout 2s usual, Why dan't
you go and be a real detective?” she re-
torted crossiy.

He gave » comfortable chuckle, but his
eyes were sad, It was devilishly hared to
wabch her falling for this Icelander. Ever
since his parents had adepted hep-—an
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orphan of six-—she had come fisst it
Dale’s affections. His love was far from
Platonic, Gunnar Sven was a fine crea-
ture, but there was something wrong.
Some mystery shadowed his Jife! What
it was, Dale was determined to discover.

“Truth will ont, my child! The na-
tives are in terror of him. You know it
as well as Ido! They're all against help-
ing you and me-becaase he's our friend.”

“Stop being an idiet. No one could
be afraid of Guanar. And he's particu-
larly good with natives.”

“Yes, He handles them well.
never secn & young ‘un do it better.””

“NWelt, then?™

“There’s something queer about him.
These Arabs know it. We know it It's
sbout two moaths now since he jained
forces with us.  Just after my mother de-
camped and left us in Cairo. The cabie’
sunmoning her home to Aunt Sue's
death-hed arrived Wednesday, May 3red.
She saifed May 5th, Gunnar Sven turned
up May 6th.”

“Al right. I'm not contradicting you,
Jt's never any use,”

"You refused to wait for Mother's re-
tarn in’ Cairo, according to her schedule.”

“"Wellt -Caire! Iveryone paints Caito
and ibe Nile. I wanted subjects that every
fve-rent tourist hada’t raved over.”

"You watted Sivwa Oasis.  OF all God-
forsaken a.mbcmus filthy placcst  And in
the summer——’

“You know vou're dying to see the oasis
w0,” she avcused, “Just trying to save
your face as my guardian and protector,
Hypocrite!”

He rozred with laughter. The Asab
conk and several other servants stopped
singing round their cooking-pets 1o gein
at the infections sound.

"Tonché! 1'd sacrifice tny flowing raven
tacks to go to Siwa, But™—his faee grew

I've

surprizingly stern—"about Gunoar, Why
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does be tike such eaormons paing not to
tell us the pame of the man he's been
working for?”

"T'we never asked him.”

“Thavea't in so many words, of couzse.
But I've led him up to the fence over and
overagain, He's steadily refused it: With
good reason,”

Wellz

“He works for an Arsh, Asheykh, A
man nmotorious from Moroceo to Cairo.
His nicknamse’s Sheykl El Afrit. The
M_ngfci:m.’ His real namse is Sheykh Zura
El Shabur,”

“And what's so parth-shaking about
that?" asked Merle, patting a datk curl
into place behind hor eae.

“He's a very—bad—hat! Black’ Mag-
ics no joke in this country. This Sheykh
LI Shabuer's gone far, Too far”

"I'm going to talk to Guonar. He'll
tell me. It's fantastic, Gurnar and Black
Magic ndeed?”

ale watched her, amused and touched.
How she loathed subtleties arid mysteries
and fangled situations!

vshe'd waltz up to a lion and pull its
whiskers if anyone told her they were
false, As good at concealment as a search-

lighe”

G_UNNAB. tuined from the sea as Merle
walked purpusefully in his direction.
He stood beside her-—mountain ping
or er:..badomng a little silver birch,
“H-mem!" Dale threw away a-freshly

lighted cigarette and took another. “Metle

and T wouldn't suggest that,
Friar Tuck and Maid Matian,”

He was startled to see Guanar suddenly
leap end tuen,  The raan locked as if he'd
-had 2 tremendous shock. He stood peer-
ing across the wastelandy strebching east-
ward, frozen into an attitude of utmost
hotroe.

Dale ran acsoss to Merle,

More like

~ She broke _

75

from his. detaining hand and rushed to

Guanar’s side.

“What is.it? What do you see? Gun-
nar!  Answet me, Gunnarl”

His tense muscles relawed, He sighed,
and brushed & hand across bis eyes and
wet forchead,

“He's found me, He's coming,
hoped never
"Who? What are you talking al:eul’"

She shaok his arm in t2reor at his witd
look and words.

"He said | was free! Free! I wouldn't
have come near you if I'd known he lied.
Now I've brought hiin into your life.

I had

Merle! Forgive mel”

He took her hands, kissed them franti-
cally, then tumned to Dale with burning
haste and fairly pushed him away.

“Go! Gol Go! Now—before he
comes. Leave everything!  Ride for your
fives. I1ell forceme o . . . gol Gol”

"Mz yarndd! Vhat means this, Gun-
nrar—miy servaat?”

The deep guttural voice szemed &0 come
up from the bowels of the earth. The
tliree turned as if 2 bomb had exploded.
A-hgure loomed up not ten feet away.
Medde stated with wide startled cyes. A
mimse ago the level wasteland had shown
bare, deseried, How had this tall Arab

.approached nnseen?

Gunnar seemed to shrink and: wither,
His face was tragic. The newcomer fixed
him for 2 long moment in silence, star-
ing him dawn,

“What means this, Gundiar, my sery-
ant?”” Once more the words vibrated
through the still night.

The Ieclander made a broken ineffec-
tual movement of his hands; and began
to speak. His voice died away inte low,
vague mururings.

““For this you shafl account to tne
later,” promised the tall Arab.

He strode forward. His black bur-
noose tippled and swayed about him, Its
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peaked hood was drawn close. A Jong
face with pointed black bheard, proud
aurving nose, and eyes dark and secret as
forest pools gleamed beneath the hood,

Merle shrank  back, Her fingers
chutched Guanar's, They were cold and
limp in her grasp,

Dale leaned forward, peering into the
Arab's face a5 2 connoisseut ¢xamines an
etching of rare intercst,

"You speak very good English, my
friend. Or is it enemy?”

The whole demeanor of the Arab
changed, His white teeth flached. He
held out welcoming hands, clasped Dale's
in his own, and bowed Jow to the girl.
He turned Jast to the Icelander,

“Present me!” he ordered.

GUNNAR pecformed the small cer-
emony with whire lips, His voice
sounded as if he'd been ruaning hard.

“Zura El Shabur. Zura of the Mist,”
transiated the sheykh, ™' am your friend.
1 have ‘many friends of your Western
wotld, “Thelanguage! All langeages are
one to me!”

Dale beamed, “Ah! Good linguist
and zll thai! Jolly pood name yours,
what! Gave us quite a scare, popping up
out of the atmosphere Jike Aladdin's
djinneel’”

El Shabw’s thin lips again showed his
tecth,

“Thase that dwell in the desert’s soli-
tude and silence leam to refleck its quali-
ties

“Quite! Quite!” Dale gurgled happy
agreement. “MNeat little accomplishinent,
Very convenicat—Ior youl”

"Convenient on this oucasion for you
also, since my coming prevented the in-
hospitality of my servant from diving
you away.”

"No! Yoo're wrong there, Guanar's
beén our guardian angel for weeks past.
Given us & wondegiul time,”
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“Nevertheless, T heard that he urged
you to go—to go quickly from Sellum.”

Dale burst into laughter; long, low
gurgles that relieved tension all around.
"I'm one of those fools that'd rather lose
& pot of gold then alter my plans, One
of the camel-drivers has made off with a
few bits of Joot. You heard the thrifty
Gunnar imploring me to follow him."

Merle backed up the tale with quick
wit. “Nothing of vast importance, My
silver toilet things, a leather bag, and a
camera, Annoging, but hardly worh
wasting hours to retrieve,”

She came forward, all anicty to give
Gunnar time to pull himself together.

El Shabur made her a second low obei-
sance and stared down into her upturned
vivid face. “Such youth and beauty must
beserved, Shall I send Guanar after the
thief?” -

‘The idca of separation gave her a shodk.
Intuition warmed her to keep the {celander
at her side for his sake, and for heg awn,
‘Fogether there seemed less danger.

Daoger! From what? Why did the
word drum throngh her brain like an
8.0.5. signal? She glanced at Guosdar,
His face was downbent,

"No.” She met the Arab’s eyes with
effortand gave avaliant little smile, “No.
Indeed not. We can’t spare him. He's
promised to come with us, to be cut guide
to the Siwa Oasis,”

“Hope this won't clash with your plans
for him. We've got so dependent on his
help now.” Dale’s cherubic face regis-
gered anxiety.

“§0." 'The Arsb puf 2 hand oo Gun-
nar's shoulder. "It is good. You have
dane well.”

The young man shivered, His eyes met
Merle’s in warning,

El Shabur tusned to reassure her end
Dale.

“MNow all goes well. I, too, will join

W.T—3
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youccatavar. [t is necessary-Tor my——my
work—{hat 1 should visit Siwa very soon.
I poalso.”
Dalg took the outstretched. hand.
“Fine! Fine! We'll make 4 record trip

now,

e s teat, Dale slept after many houts
A of hard, concentrated thonght and in-
tellectual ‘work — wery pink, very tired,
yonnger-looking than ever in his pro-
found repose.

12 her tent, Merle lay quist too.

Native servants snored, shapeless: co-
coons in their blankets, Even the camels
had stopped moaning and complaining,
and couched pescefully, barracked in a
‘semicitde.  Great mounds of baggage
within -its wide cueve lay ready for
loading.

Monnlight sitvered long milcs of grass
and rushes. Leagues of shining water
swuog in almost tideless thythm half a
mile from camp,

Guanar {voked out on the scene from
‘his tent.  What .had’ roused. hitn from
skeep?  Why was:hiy heart thumping, and
the blood drumming in his ears? He
peerend out into the hushed world.

Tents, men, camels and baggage showed
still as things on a painred canvas. He
teft hid tent, made a noiseless detoor
about the slecping camp, then frowned
and stared about in all dircchons,

A bird, rising on stastled wing, made
him look sharply at an old Turkish fort.
1t stood, grim and batiered sentined, on
a nearby promontory of Sollum Bay.
Through its gaping ruined - walls he
caght” 2 glint of fite — green, Tivid,
‘wicked Hames that stained the night most
evilly.

*.“El Shabur! Already! The Pentacle of
Tirel"

. His whisper was harsh as the faint d:a.g
of pelibles on the stiore. Yor several min-
wtis e stood a3’ if- chained. Fear-and

W.T.—¢

177

anger warred with dawning resolution
and g wild anwiety. Then he stupibled
over to Metde's tent and fore open its flap.
Flashlight in hand, he went in and stared
down at the sleeping girl. She lay whitk
and rigid as if in 3 trance. Guonar
wached her forchead, took up 2 limp
haod in his own. She gave oo sign of
life.

He stood looking down at the still,
waxen features. The rather square, resos
Iute little face was uniformly white, even
to the curved, just-parted lips. The hair
seemed - wronght in metal, so black and
heavy and lifeless did it wave above the
broad, intelligent brow. Gunaar fooked
in awe. The girl's animated, sparkling
fare was chenged to something remote
and strange -and exquisite. Half child,
half pricstcss, :

“And in a few short weeks or months,”
he muttersd, “El Shabur will initiate her.
This is the fist step. She will ror—
perish—as I am doing!”

He beat, in passipate herror; aver the .
still face,

. “Na! No! Not for you! Dear lovely
child!" :

- He denched his hends,
tuzh him nowr!™

. For minutes he stood irresolute. Fear
tock him by the throat, He epuld apt—
he cowfd not iaterfere! At last his will
seeadied. Ho mastered the sick terror thad
made him tremble and shiver like a
beaten -dog. As he left the tent, he

“But if 1 dis-

glanced back once more.

SGoed-bye! TH do all I e, he
promised softly, *T'd give my soul to save
you—if 1 atill had one.”

He ran to the headland where the old
fort stoed. Tf Tl Shabut's occupation was
wiat he feared, he would nefther héar
nor sce. Intensely concentrating on -his
tites, pothing in the visible wotld weuld
teach him. :

Gunoar's alculations were justified.
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He went boldly in through the arched
entrance to an fmner court where green
fires burned in a great ring, five points of
two interlacing triangles which showed
black upon the gray dust of the floor. In
the center of this cabalistic symbol stood
El Shabur, clothed in black. The rod he
held was of black ebony.

Gunnar drew breath. He listened to
the toneless continueus muttering of the
sheykh. What point bad El Shabur
reached in his conjurations? How long
singe he had drawn Merle's soul from
the lovely quiet body lying in her tent?
It was of wvital importance to know, If
the devilish business was only begun, he
might free her, If El Shabur had reached
the last stage, closed the door behind the
soul he was luring from its habitation,
then it was fatally late.

He listensd, head thrust forward, try-
ing to distinguish the rapidly muottered
words,

“Shekinah! Aralim! Ophanim! Assist
e in the name of Melek Tzos, Ruler of
wind and stars and sea, who commands
the-four elements in the might of Adunai
and the Ancient Ones!”
©A-h-h-h!” Guomar gave a deep gasp-
ing sigh of relief. He was not too late.
Sheykh El Shabur called on his allies.
Merle's spiit was not yet cut off from its
home. - Her will resisted the Arab’s com-
pulsion,

Hs LEAPED forward, oversetting all
five braziers. Their fire spilled and
died out instantly. In the cold clear moon-
light, El Shabur loomed tali, menacing.
He stood glaring across the courtyard ac
the intruder. His Dlack-clad figure over-
shadowed the Jeclander's by many inches,
like a cloud, like a bird of prey, Malig-
nant, implacable he rowered. .
Gunnar's golden head sank. His strong,
straight body seemed to shrink and
crample. Inch by inch he retreated, until
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he reached the wall. He ttied to mee the
Arab's unblinking stare and failed. Again
his bright heed sank. His eyes sought the
dusty carth, But his whele frame trem-
bled with 2 wild, fanatical excitement,
He had succeeded so far—had biought
El Shabur back from that woid where
Merle's spirit had so perilously wandered.
She was frec. Free to go back to that stilt
white body Iping in her tent,

“So! You love this gifl. You would
save her from me You—who cannot
save yourself!”

“You're cight” The young iman's
veice shaok., “Ripht 25 far as I'm con-
cered. But Biss Anthosy’s on 2 differ-
ent plane, You're pot geing to play your
flthy tricks on her.”

“So! It would seem that, in spite of
my teaching, you are not yet well disci-
plined. Have you forgetten your vow?
Have you forgotten that a cabalist may
never tetreat ome inch - of - the rwad he
treads? Have you forgotten the pusish-
ment that overtakes the renepade?”

“T would die to save her from you.”

The other showed white tecth iz 2
mirthless sardonic grin.

"Die!” echoed his dee, mocking veiee,
“Death is not for vs. Are you not initi-
ated and under protection? What can
bring death to such as you?" :

“There must be a way of escape for me
—and for her. I will defeat you yet, EI
Shabur!”

The Teelander's weice rose. His eyes
were Dblazing. He stepped  forward.
Moonlight touched his shining hair, his
passion-contotted  features, his angry,
bloodshor eyes. Control - sitpped from
him. He strove In vain to recapture i, to
use his reason. He knew that anger was
delivering him bound and helpless into
his enecny’s hands, It had been so from
their fist encounter, Emotion rersus
reasonr, He know his fatal weakness, and
sttove against it now—in vain. Long
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habit tuled. Anget made his will a thing
of straw,

“You wonld dely me—the Power I
serve—the Power that serves me?'™

Gunnac fett the blood rushing to his
head. His cars sang, ‘Red misc obscured
his sight,

“You are a _dewl! And ‘you sceve
devils!” he shonted. “But you won't al-
ways win the game! Curse you, El
Shabur! Curse you! Curse you!”

The Arab looked Jong into his angry
eyes, and came closer, With an incred-
ibly. swift moverent he clasped the shak-
ing, furous figure.

Gunnar. [elt oy lips tonch bis ears and
mouth and hrow, heard a fow quick
rmutter, Then El Shabur roleased him
suddenly, and stood back.

“ignorant and heast-like! Be what you
arg—-slave to-your own passion] You,
yourself, create the devil that haonts you.
Therefore are you mine——for all devils
are subject to me, Be what you arel Out,
heast! How! and soarl wilk your own
kind until the dawn.”

For a moment something dark scoffied
in the dust at B} Shabar's ferr, The court-
yard rang with a long, desolate howl A
shadow, lean aad swift, fled from the
camp, Far, far out acrioss the empty waste-
land.

H suxsst, the next day, Date Fleming
b.and his caravan reached Bir Augerin,
the fist well on their march, Fhey had
delayed thelr start some-hours. Merle had
insisted in waiting for Gunonar, but he
had not turped up.

“He will join us en roare” the sheykh
had assured her. "He is well wsed to
desert travel, Mademoireffer”

"But his cimel

“We will take it, He can easily hire
another.”

“Have you no idea why ke went-off
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and Jeft us without waming?" Tt's so un-
like him."™

El Shabur gave his dark vomirthful
sile,

"He is young, Young antd carcless and
-—undlscnpl.med He has--friends. Oh,
he is popular! That golden bair of his—
it has a fascination, . ..

Merle's Face crimsoned and grew pale;
Bale's rownd face concealed his thoughts.
He glanced at the Arab's lean hands that
twisted a stiff Jength of wire rope with
snch slow and vicious steength, Flehad
learned how betesying hands may be.

Merle made no more objections, and at
3:30 p. m, the caravan scb.out. The na-
tives vaete superstifions about a journey’s
statt. Mondays, Thursdays and Saturdays
wete fortunate;-and Saturday the luckiest
of the weck,

At Bir “Avgerin, camp was quickly
made. The servants drew up water from
the large rectangular tank in leather buck-
e, Metle sat disconsolate to watdh, and
smoke, and think of Gunnar, Dale jpined
her, leaving the sheykh to direct'the men,

“T don't believe it!” Morle Burst:out,

"About our absent friend?”

“Gunnar's not that sort, I ihink they've
had & quareel. Dale!™ She puta beseech-
ing band on his arm, “"Yon don't think—
he wonldn't kill Gunnar!”

"My ptophetic bones bell me not.” -He
patted” the hand in’ brisk, businéss-like
fashion. “He'll turn up-and explain him-
self. Don't worty, This Sheykh of the
Mist's a queer old josser. About as trust-
worthy a5'a black panther, but the bay's
00 useful to be killed off in 2 hurry. All
the same—Ilock here, Merle: keep this
handy at night.”

He put a-small snub-nosed automatic
it er hand.

“it's loaded. And I've taught you
use it.” Listen! There are wobves on this.
trail. Heard. ‘e last ‘night zbout the
Cﬂ-mp.'"'-
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“"Wolves? In the deseri? Jackals, you
Foean.”

“Don't speak: out of furn. Wolves.
You koow—things that go off Jike this.”

He threw back his head and gave a
blood-curdling kowl that electrified the
camp. El Shabur spon on his heel, long
knife drawn. The servants groveled, then
1an to plueck brands from the fice.

Pale pave a rnich, infectious gurgle.
“Splendid!  Must have done that jolly
well. Now perhaps you'll recognize a
wolf when you hear it If you do—
shoot!”

ooN after fonr a.m, the caravan set

out again in the ¢hill clear moonlight,
In spite of grilling days, the nights re-
mained cool and made travel easy. They
seactied theit next halt, Bir Hamed, about
cight o'clock. This cistera was the last
before real desert began. They decidad to
give the camels a good day's grazing and
watering and push off again in the small
hours before dawn.

Cooking-pots were slung over crack-
ling fires. Fragrance of wood smoke
mingled with odor of frying sausages and
onjons. Dale went over and implored the
covk to refrain from using last night's
dish-water ta brew coffee. El Shabur ap-
proached Metle and pointed to the cast.

“"He comes.”

She dropped a camera and roll of
filrns and jumped to her feet.

"Who? Gunnar? | see no one.”

“He comes riding from over there.”

Low rolling dunes to the east showed
bare and smooth and empty of life. She
stared, and frowned at the speaker. "I
see nothing. Dale!” she called out, “The
sheykh says Guorar's cuming from over
there. Can you see him?”

Dale serutinized thie cmpty eastern ho-
fizon, then turned to T} Shabur with a
bland wide smile. "Ah, you wonderful
Arabs! Putting cne over on us, area't you?
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You people have extra valve sets: Pick up
things from the ether. It's encugh to give
me an inferiority complex,”

He thoust an arm through Merl’s.
he says so, it is sol Tl isli cook to Fry a
few miore sansages.

“Servants are all in a state of jim-jams
this morning,” be said as he returned
from his hospitable errand, “Tlhrabaim's
been landing out samples from  the
Thoiand and One Nights' Entestain-
ments, What d'you suppese he's started
o’

“TFhey talk much,” the sheykh's decp
scoraful voice replicd. "And they say
nothing.”

“Iibrahaim is a chatty little fellow, Be
invaleable at a funeral, wouldn’t he?
Distract the mourners and all that! Un-
less he pot an to vampires and ghouls,
He's keen on cabalistic heliefs,”

“Such thipgs are childish; they have oo
interest for a cabalist.”

"No—really! Well, you probably
kenow, Is there a place called Bilad Ei
Kelab?

El Shabur's eyes glinted. His dun
went up in & gesture of assent.

"“Thete is? Ab, then Nbrahaim tells
the truth now and then. Ris brother
went to this place. Cowntry of the Dogr
—suggestive natne! The yarn s that afl
the men there tmm to dogs af sunset,
Like werewolves, you know."”

" Bilad Ef Kelab is far away. South—
far-south in the Sudan, Ibrabim has no
brother, morcover,”

"No#”

"Neo, There are many {oolish legends
from the Sudan.”

"Neot so foolish. I'm interested in
folklore and legend and primitive beliefs.
That's why I'm going to Siwa, apart from
looking after my little cousin here.”

El Shabur's eyes smoldered. “it is un-
wise to-be too cutious about such things,
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That which feeds an-eagle is no meat for
afish”

“Quite! Qnite! Good that, isn't it,
Merle? Meaning we Westerners ate fish!
©Oh, defipitely pood!  This Iheahaim,
though—he swears our camp's being
haunted. He thinks 2 weredog, or were-
wolf, has ettached itself to us. Says he
woke and saw ib prowling about last
night,”

"4 long trail from the Biad B Kelabt”

““You're right, EI Shabur. Siill, what's
a'few hundred miles to 2 werewolf? And
Tsuppose it travels an camel-back by day,

if it's got its man’s body in good: eipair,

“Have to be a few camel each’ motning—
ch? Wot likely a self-respecting wmehari
would trat hoot in paw with & wolf éach
wight.”

“Dalel Is it the same wolf yon said
wag—"

A cousinly kick on the ankle, as Dale
moved-to replace a blaging branch oa the
fire, warned her,

“Is it the woll-tale they talked zhout in
Alexandria?*’ she switched off quickly.

“Dear child” Dale beamed approval.
“How your Jittle wits do work! Nol
That wolf was a jackal that haunted the
Valley of the Kings in Egypt.”

Fl Shabur tuemed his head sharply,
*The lost one-arrives,” he remarked.

In the distance, magoified and dis-
torted by the hot desert air, a vast camel
and rider loomed, Merle lighted a cigar-
ette with sfow, wnsteady hands,

Yt may be anyone, Impossihle to tell
" The sheykh spread his hands, “Ma-
Hemoirelle will soon discover”

In balf an hour, Guonar rode into
camp. A sorry figure, disheveled, un-
shaven, he looked ds if he'd been across
Africa with a- minimum of food and
sleep. Merle had meanr to be wnrelenting
at- first, to await explanation, but her
heart betrayed her at sight of this desper-
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ately weary man, She ran te meet him as
he dismounted, and tried to lead him over-
t0 whete Dale and the Arah sat smoking,

He stood swaying on his feet. "No.
Not now.” His cracked, parched iips
could scarcely - frame the words. “I-immst
steep. I—T could nat help it T was pre-
venbed-—I was prevented,” he ceoaked.

“Guamar—af course!” She beckoned
ta & servant. “Take care of him. I'll send
Dale effends to give him medicine. He s
i

IN THE late aftemoon the camp was i
maore or less of an uproar. The camels
were driven in from pasturage to drink
ance again, They would have prefersed
10 go on grazing, and, being camels, they
expressed disapproval noisily, and gave
much trouble to the cifsing, swedting
men,

Dale saunteied off from their viciniry,
The sun was casting shadows that Jength-
ened steadily. He stopped in the shadow
of a huge boulder and stared thoughtfiilly
ont-across the barcen desert.

"Got his goat all right about that Jeg-
¢nd and the cabalists. Now, just why did
that stetke home? ‘The pattein’s there,
but all in litde maving bits, T can't get’
the confounded. masaic right. Cabalisis!-
Werewolves! Gunnar and the Sheykh of
the Mist! Haupted camp and all the rest-
of #! A very, very pretty’ little tniz- g,
I wonder now ... I wonder. ..

His eyes, ﬁxed in abstracted non-seeing
gaze, suddenly became wary. His -big
body grew taut. Then, with the lightness
of movement for which fat men are often
remarkable, he vapished into 3 cleft of the:
preat rock. His heating was acute and
voices carried far ia the desest stillness.

. untit we reacky Siwa. From sun- -
tise to sunscet [ will he with her,” Gua-
nar's bitterness was appareat, “Ef.you in-
terfere I will tell her whar your are?” .

“In reture B owill explain what cyon-
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dre — dffer sanret?” Ei Shabur's voice
mocked. “Will the knowledge make her
turn to you for protection?”’

“You devill"”

“You fool! Do oot meddle with pawer
you cannot control, Until Siwa, then,”

- They passed out of earshor. Dale
watched them réturn to camp.

“More bits of mosaic, nice hurid color,
toa. Looks as though Siwa's going to be
evon mote promising than I imagined,
Evil old city, enough to make one wiite
another Book of Revelations?”

THE sun cast Jong shadows, stretching
grotesquely over piak-stained leagues
of sand, Dale was anxious bo watch Gune
nar when the sun actudly did set; he felt
that phrase of the younp Icelander’s had
been significant: From mnrise fo sunsef
¥ awill be with her. Rather an odd poctic
reference to thme! Taken in conjenction
with his unexplained disappearance last
tight, # was specidlly odd.

Dale ambled slowly in the direction of
‘camp, emply pipe between his teeth, He
had stayed a long hour. From his rocky
crevice, he had watched Guanar and the
Arab retern, seen Gennar stare off again
with Metle into the desert. ‘Tle two were
returning now—datk against the redden-
ing sky.

He was curions to sec how the young
man was going to behave; what explana-
tion, if any, he had given to Merle. He
was overwhelmingly anxious to discover
just how far she returned the love that
burned so stedfastly in Guonat's eyes. ¥
it wvas serious—really serious—with her,
the whole gueer dangerons situation wes
going to be deadly.

She would go her own way, If her
heart was given, it was given, for good
ar evil. It scemed entirely evil, in his
judgment, if she had-decided to link het
fate with this Icelander,

And El Shabur! How dangerous was
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this notorious Arab magician? Mea of
his practises faitly hauoted desert cities
and ocases, Mostly they were harmless,
soinetimes genninely gifted in the matter
of prophecy. Rarely, they were men of
inexplicable and very terrible power; who
were dedicared, brain and body, to the
cause of evil—evil guite beyond the com-
prehiension of normal people.

Dale’s eyes wete cold and implacable
as he recoflected one o two such men he
had known: his pleasant face looked un-
believably austere and grim,

One way or another, Merle stood in
imminent and pressing danger; from
Gunaar, o Iess than from El Shabur:
from Guanar, not becanse he was of him-
self cwil, but because he was a channel
through which the Arab could reach her.
She was wlnerable in proportion to her
love, There wete infinite sources of dan-
ger ahead, Ff Shabur had n definite plan
regarding her, something that would ma-
tute at Siwa. Three days remained to dis-
cover the natute of that plaa.

Three days! Pethaps not even that.
Gunnar's relations with the Arab seemed
dangerously cxplosive; a crisis might
work up at any moment, Mctle would
then be implicated, for she would defend
Guanac with blind pattizanship. All the
odds were on Bl Shabur. It was his coun-
try; he could queer the expedition easily
without any supernatural agency, And, if
he were the deadly poisonous creatnre
Dale began to suspect, then the lonely
desert made 2 superb background for
rmurder , ., he called i morder to Bim.-
self, unwilling to give a far more terrible
name 0 what he suspected EI Shabur
might do.

The lovers, walking slowfy, reluctantly
back to camp, were completely absorbed
in each other,

“If only Fd known you earlicrl” The
man's sutken eyes looked down on the



NVEREWOLF. OF 'THE -SAHARA
tmct, slim, fovely gir] beside him with.

immense. regret.

. “The only thing we-can do about it is
to make up for lost time, darding,”

He stopped; faced her, -took both firm,
zather square hands in his own,  “Merle;
yaow're being 2 miracle, But it's impossi-
ble. I oughin't to have told you how
ch I cared.”

“Poor dear! You hadn’t aey choice,
seally, 1 did.the leap year stuot before
you could stop me; and, heing.a little
geot, you simply had to say you loved me,
igol”

She rattled away, bardly knowing what
she said. “I've pot to alter that ook in
kis cyes,” she told herself. "I thought it
was because of me, ¢oneeited little beast
that I ach, But it iset—it 1snt]

“Gupanar,” she lackled him with char-
actenstic impemusir}'. “Ts your fear of
El Shabur the biggest thing in yoor life?
Is it ‘bigger than—than PR love for
met”

The grip of his.hands tightened, His
face bent to hers. His haunted red-
risncd eyes looked into heér candid griy
ones, that shone with fove and kindeess
and a stedlast urwivering trust that made
him waat to kiss her dusty shoes. In-
stead, he' dropped her hapds, pulled his
kit down ‘over his face, walked of with
quitkened stride toward the distant en
camprent,

““It's no vse . . . I can't go on with it.
T in 2 tangle that iy orre ofn carthi can
straighten out. It's revoling to think of
you being caught ufi in such a beastly
mess. I went into this thing because 1
was & young Inquisitive fool! I'd'ro idea
what it invalved, ro jdea at all that there
was somcthing behind it strenger .. .
stronger -than deatht I was blind, 1
was ceedulous, T was utferly ignorant; I
watked . into El Shabur's teap—and the
doer shut behind mel”

183

“Gunnar, darling, cenw’? you explain?
People don’t have to go on serving mas-
ters they hate onless—oales——"

“Exactdy! Unless they're staves. Wetl,
I am his slave” s

"I don't understand you.”

“Thank beaven for it, and don't try!
It's because you must siever, rever under-
stand such things that I wanted you-and
Dale to go away thet night at Sellum.”

“If you owe the sheykh pour time,
can't you buy him off? Surely any contract
can be broken,”

“Nat the one that binds me to him.
Listen, Mefle, my own! Jen't—1 daren's
say mote than this, Think of him a§a
poison—as sometling that BIa;ke.ns and
bums like vitrial. Will you do what may
seem a very childish thing, will you do it
ta please me?”

“What is 57"

“Tie s across the entrance of vous
sleeping-tent at night” He held our a
fittle colored plait, four threads of green,
white, red, and black, from which a seal
depemled “Once m_ore, 1 dnrgnt '

i

plain, bof use it. Promise me!

TAKE\E aback by his tone and manner,
she promised. What, she thought,
had.a bit of colored string to do with. ail
this mystery about him snd- the sheykh?
A fleeting doubt as to his sanity came to
her. _

“MNo,” he 'm_s_\\-‘ercd the ook, "I was
never more sage than now—when it's 100
late, Too late for myself, at le:mt You
—nothing bl happen to jou!”

Woo't you talk e Dale? He's such a
queer wise ofd thing, T'm sure he could
help if caly you'd e.\plam things to him.”

“Ne. Not yet, at any rate. Not until
we get-to Siwa, I explain cyerything
then, Sitence. is the price T've paid to be
with you on this edp.”

“But, really Dale is——"

“If you don’t want him to die sudden-
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Iy, say nothing to him. Anyone that inter-
Feres with Bl Shabur gots cubbed out like
thist”

Guanar stamped a smell pebble decp
into the sznd.

AL right,” she promised swith a shiver.
That quick vicious litle movement had
given her a sudden horrid fear of the
sheykh—more than all Gunrnar's words,
"Il say nothing, Buk Dale is pretty hard
to deceive, There never seems any need
to fell him things; he just knows them.
I expect he's burrowing away undes-
ground about Bf Shabur already, just like
an old ferret! I happen to know he
dpathes him.”

“Nobody'd think 50 to see- them chin-
wagging™
- "Huv behives like a garrolous moron
when he's putting salt on aoyone’s tail,
amd I've seldom seen him wallowing
‘uite 5o idiotically as now.”

“Much more likely the sheyid's put-
ting salt on b tail by pretending to be-
lieve Dale’s a foal.”

T "You don't know Dale”

“¥ou don't know El Shabur.” Gunnar
had the last word—it proved to be accur
rate.

They found the twe i camp and deep
in taik,

“Arguing about our pet werewolf,”
Dale was bland. "Will you sit vp with
me and tey 2@ pot shot at the beast,
Gunnar?”

‘The tal Teelander stood in silence, His
face was ¢ gray mask, his sunken eyes
stared hard and long into the other's
plank smooth face, He tumed to the
sheykh at length.

“You suggested this?®

Merte shivered ar his volce,

The Arab shrugged. “On the con-
trary, ¥ would be wisdom o sleep before
tomorrow's march, If the effend! desires
to bunt it would be welf to wait until we
Teach the hifls of Siwa”

YEIRD TALES

“Well" Dale seemed determined to
prolong the discussion, “what do you vote
for, old man? The werewolf tonight, or
the Sivea hills faree?”

"The hills—definitely, the hills” the
young man's voice cracked on a laugh,
MAccording to legend, you can't kil 2
sierewolf, INo use wasting our shots and
a night's sleep too.”

"Thwarted!” moancd Dale, “The hills
of Siws, then. You can promise good
hunting there, Sheykh?”

“By my sacred gasm”

"Warar?” Dale lipghted a cigarette with
casual air.

“My matk, my lnsignia, my teibal siga,
1t is like heraldry in your land.”

“Heavens above! 1 must cemember to
call my little label 2 wamw in futare, To-
triguing Wotd, that! And what is your
mark?”

I Shabur leaned forward aad traced it
in the saad. Dale regarded it with a
smile that masked decp uneasiness. He
tecognized the ghastly litels sign: he was
one of the very few who had the pecr-
liae knowledge to do so. A smokesaeen
from his -eternal pipe shictded his face
from the watchful Arab, Was EI Shabur
trying to trick him into exposing his very
special and intimate knowledge of the
ocoult; or did he rmake that deadly mark
feeling sure that oniy an initiate would
recopnize it?

El Shabor was a Yezidee, & Satanist,
and worshipped Melek Taos. The symbol
was unmistakably the outspread tail of
the AngelPeacock. Dale recoiled inv
wardly at having his darkest fears con-
firmed; he koew of no tihe on earth more
vicions and powerful than the Yezidees,
Their narme and their fame went back into
mists of time, Seldom did ong of them
Ieave his hills and tock-dwelling up be-
yond Damascus. Once in 2 century of 50,
theoughout the ages, a priest of the Yezi-
dess. would stalk dhe 2arth like a black
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desteoping god to acquaint himself with
the world and its conditions. He would
refurn to teach his tribe. So they re-
mained, a nucleus of evil power that never
scemed to die out,

"Nice little design; looks like half a
ray-fish,” he commented. Impossible to
fathom what was going on behind the
sheykh's  carven,  immobile  features.
“IFamm —did you say? Wait, T must
write that down.”

The whites of the Arsl's eyes glinted
as he glanced at Metle. “Are you like
your cousin in this—do .you also suffer
from loss of memory?”

*'[—we—what do you mean?”

"You have a saying in your Book of
Wisdom, "Thy moch learning doth turn
thee to madness.” ‘The sfendi is like to
that man, Pauf. For who, aftor years and
years of study, could forget so simple 2
thing as a waerm?”

Dale dido't move e muscle. His bluff
was called, Allfight! On with the next
dance! ‘Too late he realized why the Arab
had started the absorbing twasm topic. It
had been intended to shock and distract
his own thoughts from Gunaar—io pre-
vent his keeping an eye on him.

The Icelander had got up and gone

over 1o his tent a minate ago with a mur-
e about tobacco, He had pot returned,
Dale was on his feet and peeting into
Gunnat's tent in a flash, No one thete,
He fooked at the western herizon—the
sun had dipped beyond it. He scanned
the desert. It offered no shelter for Guo-
na's six feet of height. He looked into
every tent; saw that only the scrvants
crouched before their fires, that only bag-
gage lay heaped npen the ground,
. Shadows were melting into dusk. But
one fong shadow secmed to move over
there among the dupes not far away!
MWere his own dadk thoughts inventing
the Hiing that fled across the desert?

The darkest.thought of all came as he
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went back to Merle and the sifent warch-
ful Arab, Was he a match for this maa?

vy ou needn’t worty sbout Guonar,

The Arab's at the back of these
aightly disappearances, I'm quite certain,
although the reasons he gave were of his
own invention,”

“Then you think he'll come back?”
Merle looked tired and anxicus in the
Fight of her small lamp.

“He'll come back,” asserted the man,
“Good night, old lady. If you feel nerv=
ous or want anything, just give a yelp.
I'll be awake—got to finish a bit of 1e-
sgarch work,”

$he cauglht 2 look Hhat belied his dieer-
ful woice. “Why d'you lock round my
tent like thar? s there any special danger
—that wolf2"

“Well, T don’t mind telling you there
is a spot of danger. You're not the sort
that goes off like 2 repeating-rifle at being
warned. But—have you got your dondah
handy?"

She showed the automatic underneath
her pillow, “Perhaps I ought to teil you
that Gunnar watned me too. No. Not
about the walf, but E Shabar”

“Worse than a whele pack of wolves,”
he agreed. “Koow where you ate with
those noisy brutes, but the sheykh's an-
other cup of tea, eatirely.”

“He gave me this. Told me to te up
sy tent with it. Queer, don't you think?*

He examined the plait of colored
string with profound interest.

“Terusalem the Golden! If we ever
reach dey land again, this will be ag heir-
loom for you te hand on. That is, unless
you're hard up and want to self it to some
Croesus for 2 sack of diamonds, This,
my dear Black-eyed Susan, is-a relic dat-
ing back thousands of yeats. The seal, of
course, not the threads. It's an emenld
And that's the Eye of Horus cut in it,”

“Emerald! Bt ranst be fearfully vatu-
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eble. ‘How on eatth d'pou think Gunnar
got it?”

“From his master the shegkh, It's the
sortof thing he'd need, poor fellow! Jt's
a safeguard—oh, quite infallible.”

I never know when you're serious or
when you'ze just being idiotic. Protee-
tien from what? What does it mean?”

“1t means thut El Shabur’s a cabalist.
‘And that Gunnar js an initiate and pretty
far advanced too, to be in possession of
this very significant thing. He's gone a
long. long way on the road—poor Jad!”

"He's in danger?”

"Extreme and imminent danger; there's
scarcely a chance to cut him free now.
Better face the thing, dear. Gunnar's not
in a pesition to love or marry any worman;
he's tied body and soal to Ei Shabur. It's
a hideous, deplorable, ghastly mess, the
whole affair.”  He sat dowa beside her
on the little truckle bed and took her
hand. “This is my fault. 1 koew well
enough even af Sollum that there was
something abnormal about Guanar.”

"I love him,” she answered very quiet-
Iy, “and nothing can ever alter that
N'hatever he's done, or is—I1 love him.™

He stared at ber 4 long minute, “And
that's the damn’dest part of the whole
show,”"” he remarked with immense
gravity.

He tummed back at the tcnt opening,
“About that thing Guanar gave yow
Fasten the tent-flap with it if you value
your soul; wear it under your dress by
day, never let the sheykh catch a glimpse
of it. We rcach Siwa the. day after to-
morrow. Try not to let Ef Shabur know
we suspect anything, meantime. Sure
you're all right—rot afraid?”

“MNot for myself. I don't understand
what #'s all shout. But I'm afraid for
my poor Gunnar, He's the sort that can't
stand alone. Not like you and me; we're
too hard-headed cld things!”

"You'te a wonder. Any other girl
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stranded here with 2 half-mad native sor-
cerer would go right up the pole. Tie up
your tent, though, d'you hear?”

*The moment you've gone, Cross my,
heart!” ]

Nmm' wore swifdy on. Dale sat
smoking in his own tent, fully
dressed, alert and expectant, He {elt con-
vinced that something was in the wind to-
night. The sound of shots far off across
the desert took him qutside, rifle in hand.
Sleep held the camp; not @ man had
stitred. The black Bedouin tent in which
the sheykh slept was closed. No one
seemed to have been disturbed except
himsclf, Again came that queer little tug
of his senses—a warning of danger near.
His grip tightened on his weapon. He
went on more slowly. A shadow seemed
to move round the great mass of rodk
which had sheltered him a few hous ago. |
He halted half-way Dbetween rock and
camp. Should he go back and rouse the
ment? Or should he go closer and inspecr
for himself? He walked on. ]
A bigh, piping wind blew clouds
across the sky, A black mass obscured the
moon, He halted once more, tarned back
to camp in 2 sudden certainty of peril.
Too late. A rush, A scafffe, An arm of
steel clasped him from behind, z hand
Like a vise was clamped across his lips be:
fore he could call out. His hig body was
enormously muscular and he fought like 2
tiger, threw off his assailant, shouted
loudly. The strong wind shouted louder,
tore his voice to shreds, It swept the black
clond {rom the moon too, and he saw
smiall band of natives, their faces veiled,
knives glinting, burnooses bellying out
like sails as they shoated and rap at him,
They were too dose to take aim. He
made for the rock. Unencumbered, and
a good sprinter, he reached it safely, stood
with his back to it and coolly picked out
one after another of his enemies, It was
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only a momeataty advantage; they were
too many for him, and ras i again with
savage yells,

" To his amazement, a dark long swift
body flung itself vpon his attackess, A
great wolf, huge, shaggy, thin and sudden
as 2 forpede. In vain the men plinged
their knives inbo is rough pelt.- Again
and again ‘Dale saw the wicked twisted
blades deop as the brute caught the wrists
of the raiders in its teeth.

The fight was shott. Not a man was
killed, but nene escaped a wound. Seme
had faces slashed so that blood tan down
and blinded them; some dragged a
maimed foof; some a mangled arm. In
terror of the-swift, silent punishing crear
ture that stood between them and their
victim, the taiders turned and fled,

The wolf itself had beea damaged in
the savage encounter; an ear was bora,
and- it limped as it ran at the heels of the
raiders, chasing them to their camels ber
hind the huge rock pile.

The great panting beast looked full at
Dale as it passed by. The man felt his
heart beat, beat, beat in slow painful
thuds agzinst his chest. The creature’s
yellow, bloodshot .eyes turned on him
with a glaoce that cut deeper than any
raider’s knife. He leaned back. He felt
very sick, The vast desert scemed to
heave.

Slowly, sobetly he made bis way back
to camp, He did not so much as glance
back at the wolf, He kncw now. He
Enew!

S!vm! Actually Siwa at last! The
strange fortlike city foomed hefore
the thin line of camels and their. dusty
weary riders. Like a vast housc of cards
Siwa had risen up and up from the plain,
On ifs foundation of rock, one generation
aftet another had built; father for som,
father for son again; one stary on another,
the sun-baked mud and salt of its walls al-
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most indistinguishable from the rockit-
scif,

Tiny windows flecked the massive pre-
cipitous piles. Vast hives of life, these
buildings. Layer upon lajer, partowing
from their rocky base into turrets and
towers and mingrets,

Dale's eyes were for Merle, however,
She rode beside him, het face so- white
and strained, her eyes so anxious that ke
was torn with doubt, Ought he to have
told her Guanar's seceety He had nok
turned up since the desert fight. Merle
was sick with anviety. Sheykh El Shabur
smiled in his beard as he saw het 'quiver-
ing undetlip, her ghince that looked about
with ever increasing fear,

"“Where is he? Where is he?” She
tutned upon the sheykh. *You said he-
would be here-at Siwa, waiting for us.
Whete is he?” she demanded,

Dale coutd have Janghed had the situa-
tion been less grave and horrible, She
loved as she hated; with her whole 'stmng
vigorous soul and body. She tackled the
sinister, haughty Arab, demanding of him
the man she loved, with the fearlessness
of untried youth.

She was worth dying for, his little
Medle! And it looked as though ke, and
she too, would make a finish here in this
old batbariccity. If hiehad to go, hewould
see to it that she was not feft hehind, to
be a sacrifice on some blood-stzined an-
cient altar bewn in the rock beneath e
city, to die slowly and horribly that the
Rust of Melek Tros showld be appeased,
to die in body—to five on.in soul, slave
to Sheylh Zuca Bl Shabur.

And Gunnar? K was unnerving to
think what might be happening to him,
Dale knew that Guonar had saved his life
as surely as that El Shabur had plotied to-
kill hira two pights ago. It was not nice
to consider how the cabalist might punish
this second interference of his young dis-
ciple.
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“They rode on through an endless wat-
ren of twisting dark lanes. Dale dropped
behind Merle and the Arab when only
two could ride abreast; he liked to have
El Shabur before his eyes when possible,
He could see Mere talking earnestly. Her
companion seemed interested, his hands
moved in quicdk eloquent gesture, he
seemed reassuring her on some point
Gunrar, surely! Mo other subject in com-
mon could exist between those two,

Past the date-markets, under the shad-
ow of the square white tomb of Sidi Suli-
man, past palm-shaded gardeas, until they
reached a hill shaped like a suger-loaf and
honeycombed with tombs.

“The Hill aof the Dead!” Tl Shabur
waved a lean dark hand,

“Quite,” replied Dale.
bke b

The Arab pointed to the white Rests
House built on a level terrace cut in the
hillside. "It is there that travelers stay—
such as come to Siwa,”

“Very appropeiate. One doss associate
rest with tombs, sfter all.”

Metle Jooked up. at the remarkable hill
with blank, mnintercsted gaze,

“Itbrahaim will take your camels. If
you will dismount here! The fondnk is
en the other side of the city.”

The sheykh dismounted 25 he spoke.
He sent the servant off with the weary
beasts, and left the consins with a safeqm
‘to Dale and a deep mocking obeisance to
the girl, They watched him owt of sight,
'The hood of his black burnoose obsenecd
head and face; its wide folds, datk and
ominous as the sable wings of a bird of
prey, swung to his proud free walk. They
sighed with retief as the tall figure van-
ished jn Siwa's gloomy narrow streets.

"What were you two chinning about on
the way here?” Iale steered the exhaust-
ed girl up the stecp rocky path. “You
seetned to goad oue friead to vansoal elo-
quence,”

"It Jooks
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"1 was asking abeut Guonar, What
else is there to say to him? Oh, do look at
Hiat!” -

Below stretched rolling sandy dunes,
palm groves, distant ranges of rdgged
peaks, the silver glint of 2 salt lake, and
a fac-off village on the crest of a rocky
summit in the east,

He looked, not at the extraordinary
beauty of desert, hill and fake, but af

- Metle. She had switched the conversation

abruptly. Alse,-she was gazing out over
the desert with cyzs that saw nothing be-
fore them, He was cectain of that. She
was keyed up—thinking, planning, an-
ticipating something. What? He knew
she'd made up her mind to action, and
guessed it was concerned with Gunnar,
Lang experience had taught him the futil-
ity of guestioging her.

HEY found the Rest-House surprize

ingly clean and cool. Ilbrahaim pres-
ently returned to look after them. Ne
other guesis were there,

It was getting on toward evening when
Dale was suminoned to appear before the
Egyptian authorities and report oo his
visit, He knew the casily effended, touchy,
character of lecal rolers 2nd authosities,
and that it was wise to obey the summons,
But ahout Merle!

He glanced at her over the top of a
map be was pretending to stady.

"Would you care to come along with
me across the cty? Or will you stay here
with Hbrehaim and watch the sunset? Fa-
mous hete, I've read,”

“Yes,” she replied, her eyes on 2 pencil
sketch she was making of the huddied
roofs seen from an open window where
she sat,

"My faule, T'Hl staet again! A-—Will
you come with me? B—Will you stay
with Hbrahaim?"

“B* She locked up for a moment,
then returned to her sketch,
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He got the impression of peenliar and
mdden relief in her cyes, a5 if the prob-
tomn had “sobved ibself,

“Wanty o get me off the scenel” he
told himself.

She stopped futther uneasy speculation
on his part by bringing her shebch across
and plunging into technical details about
i, e was a sound critic and was he
guiled into aa enthusiastic discourse on
architecture. She listened and zrgued and
discussed points with fattering deference,
until the sun was fow and vast and ceim-
son in the west.

Then she casually remarked, "You
needi't go now, sarely?”

Te started up. "T'd completely forgot-.

ten my little call Sorry, dear, to leave
you even for an hour, Friquette's ex-
tremely shff oo these small | fosematbitics;
better go, I thivk, ‘Bye, okl lady, don’t
go wandering about.”

Thank heaven, he's gone!” Merde
thrust ber drawings into a portfolio, put
on 4 hat, scntindzed her pale face in
her compaci-mirzor, apphied lipstick and
rouge with-an artist's hacd; and walked
down the hilf path.

At ity junction with the dusty road, 2
tall biack-clad figure joined her.

“You are punctual, Mademoiselle! That
is wéll, for we must be there before sun-
set”

It seemed an interminable walk to her
25 they dived and twisted through a laby-
rinth of couryards, fights of steps, and
evesshadowed nirrow streets.  She fol-
lowed her silent gmide closely. 1t would
be unpleasant to lose even such a grim
protectar as. EI Shabur, She shrank from
the filthy whining beggars with their rags
and sores, from the bold evil faces of the
younyg wmen who stood to stare at ber
Byen the children revolted her—pale un-
healthy abaormal Nittle creatures that they
were,

‘The sheykh hviried on-through the old
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town with its towering fort-tike hovses-to
newer Siwa, Hete the dwellings were
only -of two or three storics. with open-
zoofs ihat looked Like great stome hoed
shoved hastily together inirregalar blodks,

EL sHARUR looked at the- son, then
temed to. his companion’ with such
srialice in his black eyes that she shraok
from hir,

“He is here”

She locked up at the house-front with
its tiny windows and fought back the pre-
maotition of horeor that. made her throat
dry and her heart beat heavily, She de-
spised her weakness. - Inside this sinister
house, behind one of those dark slits"of
windows, Gunnar was waiting for her.

Why he'd not come to hes, why she
muest visit him secretly with EL Shabue;
she refused to ask herself. She loved hisy
She was going to he with him. The rest -
did not count at all,

She followed her puide through a
low entrance doer, stumbled up a nacrow
dark stairway, caught glimpses of bare,

untenanted, low-ceilmged rooms. El Sha-

bur upened a.door at the top of the housé,
drew back with a Aash of white tecth,
She stooped to enter the low doorway.

“Gaanar!™

Thete was no answer in. words, but
from the shadows .2 figuse limped; his
face and bead cut and bleeding, so gaunt,
so shadow-fike too, that she cried o&t

in,

“Oh! Oh, my dear!”

He took lier in his arms. She clasped
kim, drow his head down to Rers, kissed
the gray tortured face with passionate
love and pity.

“Gunnar, I am here with you!. Look at
me! What is itP—tell me, darling, let me
help you!”

His cyes met hers in such bitter despair
and loaging that ske clutched bim to her
agais, pressing her face against his shoul-
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def, With gentle touch he put her from
higm. 3

“Listen to me, Merle, my-datling. My
beloved! Listen carcfully. This is the last
tithe [ shall see yon—~tourh you—For ever.
T am lost—Ilost and damned. In a mo-
ment you will see for yourself. That i3
why he brought pou here, Remember that
1 love you more than the soul T bave Jost
——always—always, Merle!”

He pushed her from him, retreated to
the shadows, stood there with head Aung
up.and badk pressed to the gray mud wall.
Even as she would have gone to him, he
changed, swiftly, dreadfully! Down—
down in the dust—tora rough bead and
yellow wolf's eyes at hor feet

AarLE sat vp on the broad divan.

: Dale had returned to find her walle

. jug up and down, up and down the long
rhiain room of the Rest-House, For long
he had been uoable to distract her mind
from the teerible inmer pictore that tor-
mentéd her, Shie would answer his anx-
ious questions with an fmpatient glance
of wild distracted epes, then begin her
endless restiess pacing again,

She had drunk the strong sedative he
gav'e'hcr 43 if her body were acting inde-
pendently of her mind, but the drug had
acted. She Imd slept, Now she was
awake and tumed to the man who
watched  beside ber—large, protecting,
compassionate, She tried to tell him, but
her voice refused to put the thing into
words,

“My dear child, don't! Don't! I know
what you saw.”

"You know! You've seen him when—
when—"" She covered her face, thea
slipped from the divan and stood erect
before him,

“Dalel I'm all right oow. I was so
inhurnan, such a-monstrous -unbelievable
thing! But he has to hear it—live through
it. And we mre talk about it. We have
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o help him, Dalc.i Dale! Sutely there is

a wiy to free him?™

He took het hands in his, swallowed
hard beforg he could command his voice.
“My chi * He bioke off abbaptly. .

There was pothing left of the duld!
was 4 very fesolute woman whose white
face and angrished eyes confronted hith,
She looked, she was in effect, fen years
older.. He covld not insult her by any-
thing but the whole nnvarnished tiuth
now, She must muake the final decision
herself. He must not, he dare not with-
hald his knowledge, It would be a be-
trayal, Of her, Of Guonar, OFf himsell,

“erle!”

At the tightening of his clasp, the new
note in his voice, shé looked up with a
passion of renewed hope,

“There is—there is a way?"

He nodded, and drew her down beside
him on the divan, Ile looked ill and
shaken alf at once.  His tongue felt stiff,
as i it 'would not frame words. It was
like pushing her over a precipice, or into
a blazing fire, How crugl love was! Hers
for Gunnar. His for Merle, Love that
counted—it was always a sharp sword
in the heart.

“There i3 a way,” his hoatse voice
made effort. “It's a way that depends on
your love and courage. ‘Those two things
aloae—love and tourage! it's a test of
both, a most devilish test, so dangerous
that the chances are you will not survive
it. And if you don't—"

For a moment he bowed hiis head, put
2 hand up to shield his face from her
wide eager gaze,

“Dicar! It's a bost, a teiad of your will
against that fiend, Bl Shabur. There are
ancient records. It has been done. Only
one or- two - survived the ordeal, The
others perished—damned—lost as Gun-
nar is!”

“No The low, softly breathed word
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was more imptessive than a defiant blare
of trumpets. “He is sot last, for T shall
save him, Tell me what to do.”

L sHABUR listened in silence, Iooked

from Merle's white worn face to
Dale’s maddening smile, He had not ex-
pected resistance. He had not thought
this lovesick girl would try to win back
her Jover, The man was at the back of it,
of course, Had taught her the formula,
no doubt. Should he stoop to take up the
gage to battle—with a woman?

“First time your bluff’s ever been
called, eh, Sheykh of the Mist? Are you
meditating onc of your famous disappear-
ances? Am [ trying you a peg too high?
it is, of course, a perilous experiment—
this trial of will between you and my lit-
tle cousin!”

The Arab's white teeth gleamed in
a mocking, mirthless smile, His eyes
showed two dark flames that flared up
hotly at the taunt.

"You cannot save him, He is mine, my
ereature, my shave.”

“Not for long, Sheykh EI Shabwur,” the
gitl spoke softly.

“For ever,” lie suavely corrected her,
“And you also pot yourself in my bands
by this foolish test—which is 0o test!”

Dale stood watching near the door of
the Rest-House. - Could this be the child
he had known so well, this resolute stern
little figure, whose stedfast look never
wavered from the Arab's face?—who
spoke to him with authority on which his
evil sneering contempt broke like waves
on & rock?

“You think that you—a woman, can
withstand me? A vain trifling woman,
and one, moreover, who is overburdened
by lust for my servant as a frail ceaft by
heavy cargo. I wil} destroy you with your
lover.

*I don't take your gloomy view of
the situation,” Dale ioterrupted. He
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watehed the other intently from under
drooped eyelids, saw that Moerle's fear-
lessness and his-own refusal to be serious
were pietcing the man's colossal self-
esteem, goading Lim to 2ccept the chal-
lenge to his power, El Shabur felt him-
self a god on earth. In sc far as he was
master of himself, he was a god! Dale
had never met so disciplined and power-
ful a will. Few cauld boast so controlled
and obedient an intellect: But he was
proud, as the fallen Locifer was proud!

It was the uitimate weakness of all who
dabbled in ocoult powers. They were
forced to take themselves with such pro-
found setlousness that in the end the fine
balance of sanity was lost,

Dale continued as if they were discus-
sing a trifling matter that began to bore
bim, His mouth was so dry that he found
difficulty in speaking at all, It was like
stroking an asp.

“The point is that I have never seen
our young friend take this extraordinary
semblance of a—a werewolf. My cousin
is, as you remark so cmphatically, a wo-
man. Not her fault, and 2l that, of course!
But ne doubt she was over-sensitive, im-
aginative, confured up that peculiar vi-
sion of our absent Gunnar by season of
excessive anxiely,”

“She saw my disobedient servant,” the
sheykh's deep voice rang like steel on an
anvi}, "undergeing punishment, It was
no delusion of the senses.”

“Ah! Good! Excelleat! You mean she
was not 5o weak, after all, ‘That's one up
to her, don't you think? I mean, seeing
him gs he reaily was, Rather penetrating,
if yen take me!”

"She saw what she saw, because it was
my design that she should, She is ac
mote than @ woman because of it."

“Ah, ¥ can't guite agree there” Dale
was persiasive, anwious to prove his point
pelitely, “T'Wl bet she didn't scresm er
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faint. Just trotted home 2 bit wobbly at
the koees, perhaps?'”

“She is obstinate, as all women are ob-
stinate.” The sheykh’s lean hands were
hidden by Aowing sleeves, to Dale's dis-
gust; but a muscle twitched above the

" high cheek-bone, and the datk fite of his
eyes glowed red,

“Since you desire to sacrifice yourself,”
the Arab turned to Mere, "Ubrahaim
shall bring you just before sundown to
the house.”

“*Any objections to my coming along?”
Dale spoke as if a supper-party were une
der discussion, “My interest in magic-
ceremonial i

El Shabur cut in. "You think to save
her from me? Ah, do I not know of your
learning, your researches, your study of
occult mysteries! It will avail you noth-
ing. No other cabalist has dared what |
have dared. I—the High Priest of Melek
Taos! Power is mine. No man clothed in
flesh can stand against me.”

He seemed, in the dim low-ceilinged
room, to fil} the place with wind and
darkness and the sound of beating wings.
Suddenly he was gone. Like a bladk cloud
he was gone,

Dale looked after him for long tense
minates, "No man clothed in flesh,” he
quoted ceflectively, “And there's quite a
lot of clothing in my case, too.”

ONCE more the geim stone house in
the outskirts of the city. The cous-
ins stood before it. Ilbrahaim, wio had
guided them, put a haad before his face
i terror.

“Bffend:, I go! This is an evil place.”
The whites of his eyes glinted between
outspread fingers, “An abode of the rbai-
fanst

He turned, scuttled under a low aech-
way. They heard the agitated clap-clap of

WEIRD TALES

his heelless slippers on hard-haked carth;
Then silence closed round about them.
They stood in the warm glow of ap-
proaching sunset,

Metle looked at the western sky and
the great globe that was remorselessly
bringing day to a close. Dale studied her
grave, set face, He hoped against hope
that she might even now tern beck. Her
€yes were oft the round red sun as it sank,

He too stated g5 if hypnotized, If he
could hold it—stop its slow fatal moving
on ... om .. . IEwas drawing Merle's
life with it, It was vanishing into dark-
ness and night, Merle too would vanish
into dackness . . . into awfuf night. . ..

She turned and smiled at him. The
gloty of the sky touched her pale face
with fice. Her eyes shone solemn and
clear as altac lamps, He gave onme last
glance at the fovely earth and sky and
glorious indifferent sun, then epened the
{ow door for Metle fo pass,

Gunnar, in the upper room, stood by
the narrow slit of his solitary window,
more gaunt, more shadowy than yester-
day. He saw Merle, rushed across to het,
pushed bher violently back across the
threshold.

"I will not have it This constrous
sacrifice! ‘Take her away—at once. Gol
1 refuse it. Take her away!”

He thrust her back into Dale's arms,
tried to closc the door in their faces, Once
more a faint hope of rescuing Merle at
the eleventh hour rose in Dale’s mind.
But the door was flung wide. E! Shabur
confronted them, led them into the room,
imperiously motioned Gunnar aside,

"Ya! Now is it too late to furn badk,
My hour is come. My power is upon me.
Let dMelek Taos claim his own!™

Metle went over to Gunnar, took his
hand in hers, looked up into his gray face
with the same look of shining inner ex-

W.T.—4
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altation Dale had scen as they lingered
at the outer door.

“Yes, it 13 too late now to furn back,”
she affiemed. “For this Iast time you must
eadure yonr agony, The last time, Guanar
—my beloved, It shall swiftly pass to me.
Can 1 not bear for a brief moment what
you have borne so long? Through my
soul and body this devil that possesses
you shall pass to El Shabur, who created
it. Endure for my sake, as I for yours.”

"Nol No! You cannot guess the ag-
ony—the tortur i

Dale sprang forward at her gesture,
and deew about them a circle with oil
poured from a long-necked phial. In-
stantly the two were shut within a barrier
of fire, blue as wood-hyacinths, that tose
in curving, swaying, lovely pillars to the
ceiling, transforming the gray salt mud
to a night-sky lit with stars,

"Ya gowdny! O mine enemy!” El Sha-
but's deep voice held sedden angnish, "Is
it thow? Through all the yezes thy com-
ing has been keown to me, yet til now
I knew thee not, Who taught thee such
power as this?”

He strode to the fiety cirele, put out a
hand, drew # back scoeched and black-
ened to the bone. He tumed in savage
menace, Dale’s hand flashed, poured oil
in a4 swift practised fling about El Sha-
bur's feet and kouched it to leaping flame.

Within this sccond ring the Arab stood
upright, His voict boomed out like 2
great metal gong.

“Melek Taos! Melek Taos! Have 1
not served thee truly? Give aid—give
aidd! Ruler of Wind and Stars and Tire!
1 am held in chains!™

Dale breathed in suffocating gasps, He
was cold to the marrew of his bones. He

hanging somewhere in the vast gulf of
eternity. Hell bated for dominion in
carth and sc2 and sky.

W.T—5
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"To me, Abeor! Abeter! Chavajoth!
Ard—give aid!” Again the great yoice
called upon his demon-gods.

A sedden shock made the room quiver,
Tale saw that the fires grew pale. “Wis
I too soon? Too soon?”” he asked himself
in agony. “VIf the oil bums out before
sundown. 4

There was a crash. On every hand the
solid ancient walls were dven, Up—up
leaped the blue fiery pillars.

A shout of awful appeal.
Taos! Master! Give aid!”

With almost blinded eyes, Drale saw
Gunnar drop at Medle's feet, saw in his
stead a wolf-shape cronching, saw her

“Melek

_stopp to it kneel, kiss the great beast

between the epes, heard her clear, steady
voice repeat the words of power, saw the
Hames sink and leap again,

The fsmue was joined. Now! Now!
God or Demen! The Arab, devil-pos-
sessed, calling on his gods. Merle, fear-
less bafore the onrush of his malice. Hate,
cruel as the grave. Love, stropger than
deuth,

Dale's breath tore him, Cold! Cold!
Cold to the blood in his veins! Ged! it
was upon het!

Gunnar stoed in his own body, stading
with wild eyes at the beast which brushed
against his knee. He coltapsed beside it
blind and deaf to further agony.

And still B Shabur's will wes unde-
feated. Still beside the vnconsdinns Gun-
nar stood-a wolf, it head fong wp, its
yellow lambent eyes fixed, remeote, suf
Fering,

Again Dale folt himself 2 tiny point
of conscions life swang in the womb of
fime, Again the forres that bear wp the
carth, sun, moon, and stars were caught
in chaos and destruction. Again he
heard the rozr of fire and food aad
winds that drive the seas before them:
Throvgh alf the tumuit there rang a voice,
rallyitg hell's legions, wakieg old dadk
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gods, walling from planet to planct, from
star to star, calling for aid!

Dale knew himself on eacth again.
Stillness was about him. I 2 dim and
dusty raom he saw Mcrle and Gunnar,
handfast, looking into each other’s eyes.
About their feel a little trail of fire ran—
biue as a-border of gentian.
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-Another circle showed, ity fires dead,
black ash upon the dusty ground. Across
it spiavled 4 body, its burnoose charred
and smoldering, Servant of Melck Taos,
Vidtim of his own datk spells, E Shabur
destroped by the demoa that had tor-
raénted Gonnar, Driven forth, homeless,
it returned to him who had creatcd it

Jhe

edici Boots

By PEARL NORTON SWET

The amethyst-covercd boois bad been worn by an evil wanton in. medfaf#ﬁ!
Flovence—but what malefic power did they carry.”
GUEF-TRE OHY OWR Hme?

FOR hfty years they lay under glass

ig the Dickc:so_n- museum and they
were labeled "“The Mudici Boofs,”
‘They. were fashioned of .creamy leather,
pliable 2s.2 yoyng girl's hands. They
wiere threaded with silver, apphqued
with sapphire silks and scatlet, and sck
on the tip of cach was a pale and lovely
amethyst. Such were the Medici boots.
_Old Silas Dickerson, globe-trotter and
collector, had bronght the boots from a
dusty shop in Florence when he was 2
young man flled with the fust for. travel
and adventure, The years passed and
Silas Drickerson was an old man, his hair
‘white, his eyes dim, his veined hands
trembling with the ague that precedes
death,
When he was ninety and the years of
his wanderings over, Silas Dickerson died

one morning &5 he sac in a high-backed
Venetian chair jp his private museum.
The Fourteenth Cencury. gold-leaf paint-

ings, the Tapapesc processional banners,

the stolen bones of 2 Normandy saint—
all the beloved -trophies of his traveld
onust have watched the dead man impas-
sively for hours before his housckeepeér
found him.

The old man sat with his head thrown
back against the faded tapestry of the
Venetian chair, his eyes closed, his bony
arms  extended along the beautifully
carved arms of the chair, and on his lap
lay the Medici boots.

- B owas hlgh noon when they found
him, and the sun was streaming through

the stained-plass window above the chair
and picking at the amethysts, 5o that the

violet stones seemed to eye Marthe, the
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¥Sha imperted fo mp thoss forrible sccrets of tho Bluck Asts which weve deep in her gonl”

old housekeeper, with an impudent glit-

ter, DMarthe muttered a prayer and
crossed herself, before she ran like a
scared rabbit with the news of the mas-
ter's death,

SILAS DICKERSON'S only surviving rela-
atives, the thiee young Delameters,
did not take too seriously the note whid:
was found among the papers in the mu-
seum’s desk. Old Silas had writken the
note. It was addressed to John Dela.
~meter, for John was his unde’s favorite,
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but John's pretty wife, Suzaone, and his
twin brother, Doctor Etdc, read it over ais
shoulder; and they all smiled toleraatly,
Ol Dickerson had written of things in-
comprehensible to the young moderms:
“The contents of my private museum
are yours, Joha, to do with as you see fit.
Merely as 2 suggestion, T would say chat
the Antiquarian Society would snzp up
tany of the things, A very few arc of
ne patticular value, except to me. One
thing [ want done, however. The Medici
boots of ivory leather most elther be de-
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stroyed or be put for ever under glass in
a pablic museurn, I prefer that they be
destroyed, for they are a dangerous pos-
session. They have gone tw the adultes-
ous rendezvons celebrated i the scandal-
ous verses of Lorenzo the Magnificent.
They have shod the feet of a murderess.
‘They were cursed by the Chuech as trap-
pings of the Devil, inciting the wearer to
foul deeds and intrigue.

“T shall not disturk you with all their
hideous history, bur I repeat, they are a
dangerous possession, I have taken care
t0 keep them under lack and key, behind
plate glass, for more than fifty years.
have never taken them out. Destroy the
Medici boots, before they destroy you!”

“But he did tzke them out! cried
Suzanne. “Uncle was holding the boots
when—when Marthe found him there in
the museurn,”

John reread the note, and looked
thoughtfully st his young wife. 'Yes
Pethaps he was preparing to destroy them
right then, Of course, I think the poor
old fellow took things a bit too sericusly
—he was very old, you know, and
Marthe says he practically lived in this
‘museum of his.”

“"And why call 4 pair of old boets
dangerous? Of course, we all know the
Medicis were plesty dangerous, but the
Medici boots—that's ridiculous, John.
Besides——"

Suzanne paused provocatively, her red
Iips pouting. She locked down at het
trimly shod feet. “Besides, I'd like to
try on those Medici boots—just once.
They're lovely, I think.”

John was frowning thoughtfully. He
scarcely hedrd her suggestion. He spoke
to Eric, instead, and his voice seemed a
bit troubled.

T believe that Uncle war getting ready
to destroy those boots chat very morning
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he died; else why should he have taken
them from their case—after ffty years?”

“Yes, I believe you're right, John, be-
cause thar note is dated fully 2 month
before Uncle's death, ¥ think he brooded
over leaving those boors to ane he carcd
for. Poor old man!”

"I wouldn't call him so, Frc, He had
his dreams of adventure realized more
fully than most men. I—1 think I'll do
as he saps. Tl destroy the Medici baots.”

"If you'd feel Letter gbout it as-
sented his brother. But Suzanne did not
speak, She was looking at her shoe,
putsing her lips thoughtfully, sesing her
feet encased in the gay cmbroideries of
the Medici boots.

John seemed relieved by his decision.
“Yes, I'd better do it. We'll be getting
back to town in a few days. Old Erskine,
you kaow, Uncle's lawyer, is coming
down this afterncon. Then soon we'll be
on the wing, Susie and I—Vienna, Paris,
the Alps—thanks to Uncle,”

“Maybe you think I'm not thankfui
for my chance at a bit more work at
Jokns Hopkins,” said Eric, and they did
not again speak of the Medici boots.

THE deaf old lawyer of the Dickesson
estate arrived, and Suzanne, with the
easy capability that was part of her
charm, saw that he was made comfort-
able,

At seven there was a perfect dinner
served on the awninged terrace outside
the softly lit living-room. ‘The stars aided
the two little rosy lamps an the table,
and swaying willows beside 2 stome-
encircled pool swung the incense of the
garden ahout them.

As dinner ended, John took from the
pocket of his coat a small, limp-leather
book. He pushed back his dessert plate
and lzid the book on the table, wpp:ng
it with 2 finger as he spoke,
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"This is the history of the Medici
hoots. It was in the little wall-safe in the
museum, After all Uncle said of the
Medici boats, shall we read #?" Aad
wrning to the old lawyer, he told of
Silas Dickerson’s letter concesnimg the
hoots.

Erskine shook his head, smiling. “"Most
collectors get an cxepperated sense of the
supernatural, Read dhis, by all means—
it should prove interesting.”

“Yes, read i, John"
Eric spoke almost together,

So, in the ciscle of rosy light at their
little table, John read the story of the
Medici boots. 1t was not a long story and
it was told in the language of ab anony-
mous translator, but as fobn read on, his
listeners were drawn together, as by a
spell. They scarcely breathed, and the
summer night that was so mildly beauti-
fut seemed to tuke an a sense of hovering
danger.

“In the palace of Giuliano do’ Medid
I have lived long. I am an old woman
now, as the years are reckoned in this
infamous place, though I am but fifty
and three,

“Separated from my betrothed, duped,
sold into the marble labyrinth of this
hateful palace, it was long before my
spitit broke and 1 went forth, bejeweled
and attired in elegance, among the silk-
clad Florentines. I was labeled the most
beantiful mistress of any of the Medid.
I-was smirked at, fawned upon for my
latd’s favors, obscenely jested about in
the orgies that took place in the great
banquet hall of the palace.

“But in my heart always lay the re-
membrance of my lost love, and in my
soul grew black hatred for the Medic
and all their kind. I, who had deeamed
only of a modest home, 2 kind husband,
black-haired, teusting little children, was
made 3 tool of the Medici infamy,

Suzanne and
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“In time, 1 almost felt myself in league
with the Devil, Secretly, and with a grovw-
ing sense of elation, I made frequent ren-
dezvous with a foul hag whose very name
was anathems to the churchly folk of
Flotence. In her hole of 2 room in a ces-
tain noisome street, she imparted to me
those terrible secrets of the Black Asts
which were decp in her soul, It was
ampusing that she was paid in Medici gold,

“The corruption of the Medici bred in
them fear; in me a sort of reckless
bravery. It was I who poisoned the wine
of many a foe of the Medici. It was I who
put the point of 2 dagger in the heart
of the old Prince de Vittorio, whoge lands
and power and palaces were coveted by
my lord, Giulizne.

“After a time, bloodshed becarne an ex-
hilaration to me; the death agonies of
thase who drank the poisoried cup became
moie interesting than the flattery of the
Medici followers. Eventhe ladies of the
boase of the Medici did me the honor of
their subtly barbed friendliness.

“Through this very friendliness, T con-
ceived my plan of sweet revenge upon the
monsters who had ruined my life. With
so great a hatred boiling in my soul that
my mind reeled, my senses throbbed, my
heart rose in my throat like a spurt of
fame, 1 cursed three things of exquisite
beauty with all the fervor of my newly,
learned lessons in devilish lote,

"These three beautiful objects I pre-
seated to three ladies of the house of
Medici—presented them with honeyed
words of mock humility. A necklace of
jeweled Jinks—I1 pledged myseli to the
Devil and willed that the golden neck-
lace would tighten on the soft theoat of a
lady of the Medici while she slept, and
strangle her into black déath. A bracelet
of fligree and sapphires—to pierce by its
hidden silver needle the blue vein in a
white Medici weist, so that her life's
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blood “would spurt and she would know
the terror that the house of the Medic
gave to others..

“Last, and most ingenious, 4 pair of
creamy boots, pliable, embroidered in sil-
ver and sitks, encrusted with amethysts—
my betrothal jewels. En my hatred 1
cursed the boots, willing that the wearer,
as long a5 a shred of the boots remained,
should kil as T had killed, poison as T
had poisoned, leave all thoughts of home
and husband and live in wantonness and
cvil, S0 I cursed the beautiful boots, for-
getting, ie my hate, that perhaps another
than a Medici might, in the years to come,
weat them and become the Devil's pawn,
cven as [ am now.

“In my life, the Medici will have the
boots, of that 1 feel sure; but after that—
I can only hope that this bloody history
of the boots may be found when I am no
mors, and may it be a waming,

"I have lived to see my gifts received
and woin, and [ have faughed in my soul
to see my curses bring death and terror
ind evil to three Medic women, [ know
not what will become of the golden neck-
lace, the bracclet, or the boots. The boots
may be lost or stolen, or they may licin a
Medici palace for age on age, but the
curse will cling to them till they are de-
stroyed. So ¥ pray that no woman, save 2
Medici, will ever wear them.

“As I live and breathe and do the bid-
ding of the lords of Florence, the ac-
cursed Medici—I have told the truth,
Wheo I am dead, pethaps they will find
this book, and, in hell, 1 shall know and
be glad,

“Maera MODENA. DI CAVOURL
“Flotence, 1476,

“:WHEW[" said old Erskine.
; John laughed. 1 don’t sup-

pose this charming history would have
been any more thrilling if T had read it
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from the original book, in Italian, of
course.  Wonder where Uncle got it!
There was no meotion of it being in the
Lbrary—but there ik was,”

“Now, will you destroy those boots?™
asked Erg, and he was not entirely in
jest.

But Suzanne said, laughingly, "Not be-
fore I find out if the Medid lady had &
staller foot than I} Are they still in the
museum, Joho?"

“Never you mind, my dear, They're
not for the likes of you.”

"Oh, don't be siliy, Johr. This is 1935,
not the Fifteenth Coatury,” And they
laughed at Suzanne's earnestness.

The bock that held the story of ihe
Medici boots lay on the white cloth,
Iooking like a book of lovely verse.

Suzanne, 2 small white bing against the
summet datk, sat quietly while the men
talked of Silas Dickerson, his life, his
manfa for collecting, his death that had
so fittingly come fo him in his museum.
It was neatly twclve when Suzanne Jeft
the men on the terrace and with a quiet
“gond-night" entered the living-room and
crossed to the long, shining stairs.

‘Ihe men went on with their talk. Once,
John, locking toward the jutting wing
that was the muscam, exclaimed, “Look
at that, will you? Why—T1'd swear'I saw
a light in the musenm.”

“You locked it, dida't yow?” asked
Eric.

“Of course; the key's in my desk up-
staits, H-m, I'm probably mistaken, but
it did seem as though a light shone there
jusk a moment ago.”

“Reflection from the living-room win-
dow, I think, Country life is making you
jittery, John.” And ¥ric langhed at his
brother.

The men sat on, reluckant o leave the
beauty of the aight, and it was almost
tso o'tlock when they finally went inside.
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Joha said, *T think F'l} fot disturh Sa-
zanne,” And e went to sleep in a wide
four-postered bed in a room next to. his
wife. Eric and the old lawyer were in
rooms actoss the ball, ’

HE still summer night cdosed abeut

the house of 3ilas Dickerson, and
when the moon lay dying against the
hank of cloud, puffed across a sky by the
litide wind that came before dawn, young
Doctor Eric Delameter awgke, suddenly
and completely, t0 2 fecling of clammy
apprehension,  He had ‘not’ jocked his
door, and now, across the grayness of the
room, he saw it slowly opening.

A hand was closed around the edge of
the. doot—a woman’s hand, smeall and
whitz-and jeweled, Eric sat straight and
tense on the edge of his hed, pecring
across the rbom. A Womian, young and
slender, in 2'long, trailing pown, came
toward bim smiling, [t was Suzanne,

With a gasp, Eric watched her ap-
proadhtill she stood directly before him.
 USuzanne! Yom are aslecp? Suzanné,
ghall T call John?”

‘He theught that perhaps he should not
waken her; there were things one miust
remember about sleep-walkers, but physi-
cigns scarcely believed them.

Eric was puzzled, too, by her costume.
R was not 2 night-robe she wofe, but an
elaborate, trailing dress upon which em-
broideries’ in silver shone faintly. Her
shoit black curls weee bound about three
times with strands of pearly beads, her
slim white arms were loaded with brace-
lets. ‘The pointed toes of Hitle shoes
pecped beneath her gown, littde shoes of
créamy ledther. Ao amethyst gleamed on
cach shoe,

The sight of these amethystine tips al-
fected Eric strangely, much as though be
had looked at samething hideously repul-
sive. He-stood up and put out a hand to
touch Suzaone's grm,
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“Suzanng,” he said, gently, “Let me
take you to John.. Shali I?”

Suzanoe looked up at him, and her
brown ¢yes, usually so mutty, were deep-
¥y slomberous, not with sleep, hut with &
fock of ‘utter abandoe. She shook het
pearl-bound head slowly, smilingly.

“Na, not John. I want you, Eric.”

“Mad! Suzanse must be madl” was
Fric's quick thonght, but her caress was
swifter than his thought. Both jewet-
laden azms about his seck, Suzanne kissed
him, hér red lips poubng warmly upon
his.

“Suzanue! You don’t know what you're
doing.” He grasped both her hands in
hiz and with 2 huste that would have
seemed hidicrows to him had he viewed
the scere in a picture-play, he hurried her
dut of his-room and acrass the ball,

Erie opened her door softly. and with
no gentle hand shoved Suzanne inside her
room. She seemed like a little animal in
bis grasp, She hissed at him; clawed zad
scratched -at his hand, But when he hid
shut the door, she did not apen Jt again;.
znd after o moment he went back to his

oWl rooim,
HI_S mouths set in & firm Line, his heart
beating fast, Eric locked his door

with a noiseless tutn of the key. It was
altmost dawn, and the garden lay like 2
rare pastel ouiside his window; but Etic
saw none of it. He scarcely thought,
though his lips moved, as if cHadtic
words were struggling for utterance, 4
% He looked down at his hand, where
two long red scratches oozed a trlc‘kie of
blood. "After he had washed his hand, he

4 lay down on his bed and covered his:eyes

with his aern, against the picture of Su-
zanne. Above all else there stood out the
gleaming fips ‘of her little shoes, as he
had glimpsed them through the dim light

%, of his room when she came toward him,
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“She wore the Medici bhoots! The
Medici boots! Suzanne must bave taken
them from the museum!™ Over and over
he said i&—"The Medici boots! The Me-
dici boais!”

Etic rathee dreaded breakdfast, but when
he came down at eight, to the tersace
where a rustic table was set lnvitingly, he
found John and the Tawyer awaiting him.
John grected his brother affectionately.

*"Morning, old boy! Hope you siept
well. Why so selemn? Feeling seedy?”

"Ne, no. I am perfectly all right,”
Eric replied hastily, relieved that Suzaane
was not present. He added with a scarce-
Iy ooticeable hesitation, “Suzenne not
coming down?"”

"No,” teplied John, casily, “She

seeried 0 want to sleep awhile. Sent her
regrets, She'll see us ab lunch.”
- Jobn went on. "I cetiainly bad a night-
mare last might. Thought a woman in 2
dong, shining dress came inte my foom
and tried to steb me. This morning 1
found that 4 plass on my bed-table was
overrurned and broken, and, by George,
I'd cut my wrist on it.”

He showed a jagged cut on his wrist.
“Take a ook, Doctor Eric."

Eric {ooked at the cot, careflully. "Not
bad, but you might have bled to death,
had it been a quarter of an inch to the
feft. If you like, Fif fix it up 2 bit for
you after beeakfast,”

Eric's voice was calm enongh, but his
pulse was pounding, his heart sick. Al
morning he rode through the countryside
adjoining the Dickerson estate, but he let
the mare go as she liked and where she
liked, for his mind was busy with the
events of the howr before dawn, He
knew that the sfash on his brother's wrist
was made by steel, not glass. Yet when
the ride was over, he could act bring
himself ta tell John of Suzanne's visit,

“She must have been sleep-walking,

WERD TALES

though I can’t account for the way she
was decked out. I've always thought Su-
zanae extremely modest in hee deess, cer-
tainly not inclined to load hesself with
jewelry. And thosc boots! John must get
thetn today and destroy them, as he said.
Silly, pethaps, but " His thonghts
went on and on, always refurning to the
Medici boots, in spite of himself,

EREC came back from his ride at eleven
o'dodk, with as troubled 2 mind as
when he began it. He almost feared to
see Suzaane at lunch,

When e did meet her with Joha and
Mr. Erskine on the cool, shaded porch
where thep lunched, he saw there was
nothing to fear, The amorous, clinging
woman of the houy before dawn was not
there at all. ‘There was only the Suzanng
whom Lric knew and loved as a sister,

Here, again, was their merty little Su-
zanne, somewhat spoiled by her hushand,
it is brwe, but 2 Suzanne sweetly feminine,
almost childish in a crisp, white frock 2nd
little, low-heeled sandals, ‘Their talk was
lazily pleasant—of tennis honors and
horses, of the prize delphiniums in the
garden, of the Hny maltese kitten which
Suzanne had brought up from the stables
late that motning and installed in a pink-
bowed basket ua the porch. She showed
the kitters to Eric, handling its Hny paws
genily, hushing its plaintive mews with
ridiculous pet names.

“Pethaps I'm a bigger fool than I
know. Perhaps it never happened, except
in a dream,” Eric told himse{f, uahappily,
“And yet——"

He focked at the red marks on his
hand, marks made by a furtous Suzanne
in thaf hour before the dawn. Too, he re-
membered the cut on John's wiist, the cut
s0 near the vein,

Eric declined John's invitation to gu
through the tmuseum with him that afters
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noon, bt he said with a queer sense of
dithdence, "While yow're there, John,
you'd better get £id of the Medici boots.
Creepy things to have around, I think.”

~ “They'll be destroyed, all right. But
Suzanne is just bound to ty them on. 'l
get them, though, and do as Uncle said.”

Eric remained on the terrace, speculat-
ing somewhat on just what John and Su-
zaone would do, now that the huge for-
tune of Silas Dickerson was theirs. Eelc
was 0ot envious of his brother's good
[uck, and he was thankfol for his share
in old Silas' generosity.

At five o'clock he entesed the hall, just
as Suzanne huorried in from the kitchen.
She spread our her hands, Iaughingly.

“"RWith my own fair hands I've made
individual almond tortonis for desserf.
Cook thinks I'm a wonder! Fach mas
terpiece in a fluted silver dish, silver
candies sprinkied on the pink whipped
tream! O-ph!”

She made big eyes in mock glettony,
Eric forgot, for a moment, that there
ever had been another Suzange.

"Youw're nothing but a litde girl, Suzie:
You with your chapsodies over pink
whipped cream! But #t's sweet of you to
g0 to such trouble on a warm afternoon.
See you and the whatever-you-call-'ems
at dinner!”

“They're tortonis, Eric, tortonis "

Suzanne ran lightly op the stairs. Eric
followed more slowly. He entered his
room thinking that there were some
things which must be explained in this
house with the old museum.

weNTY minutes before dinner Eric
and John were on the terrace wait-
ing for Svzanpe. John was talkative,
which was just as well, as he might have
wondered at his brother's silemce, Eric
was tom between a desire to tell his
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btotker his reluctant suspicions concemn-
ing the Medici boots and. Suzanne and
his inclination to leave things alone till
the boats could be destroyed,

He said, diffidently, “John, has Su-
zanne those—those boots?”

John chuckled. “Why, yes. 1 saw
them in" her room. Do you know she
went dowa o the musenm last night
and took those boots? Tt was a light I
saw in the museam, ¢ was her light.
Suzanne has ideas, Wants to wear the
boots just once, she says, to lay the ghost
of this what's-her-name—Masia Modena.
Suzanne says she couldn’t sleep much
last night, Got up early and tried on
those boots, Well, T think I'Il destroy
‘em tomorrow, Uncle’s wishy so T'll do
"

“Tried them on, did she?. Well, -if
you should ask me, I'd say that history
of the hoots was z bit too exciting for
Suranpe. It #wr 2 haunting story, Uncle
must have swallowed it, hook, Hae, and
sinker, eh?”

“Of course, His letter showed that.
But Suzenne lives in the preseat, not the
past, 2s Uncle did. I suppose Suzanne
will wear those boots, or she won't feel
satished. 1 don’t exactly [ike the ides, I
must confess.”

Something like an electric shock passed
through Eric, He said, somewhat breath-
lessly, “1 don't think Suzaone ought to
have the Medici boots.”

John fooked at him cusiously and
laughed. “I never knew you were su-
perstitions, Eric, But do you really
think-..-"

“I don’t know what I think, John,
But if she were my wife, T'd take those
boats away from her, Uncle may have
kapwn what he was talking about.”

“Well, I think she’s intending to wear
them at dinner, so prepare to be dazzled,
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Hete she &, now, Greetings, sweet-
heart!”

Suzanne swept across the terrace, her
gown goldly shimmering, pearls bound
about her head, as Eric had seen her in
the dim hour before dawn, Again the
fows of bracclets were weighting her
slim arms, And she wore the Medici
boots, the amethyst tips peeping beneath
ber shining dress.

John, ever ready for gay clowning,
arose and bowed low, “"Hail, Empress!
A-ah, the dress you got in Florence on
our honeymoon, ksn't 7 And those
darned Medici boots!”

Suzanne unsmilingly extended her
hand for him to kiss.

John acched an evebrow, comically.
“What's the matter, honey? Going regal
on me?” And retaining her hand, he
kissed each of her fingers.

Suzanne snatched away her hand, and
the glance she gave her husband was one
of venomous hauteur, To Eric she turned
2 look that was zn open caress, leaning
toward him, putting a hand on bis amm,
as he stood beside his chair, stern-lipped,
with eyes that would not look at John's
hurt bewilderment.

The three sat down then, in the low
wicker chairs, and waited for dinner—
three people with oddly different emo-
tions. John was hug, slightly impatient
with his bride; Eric was furious with
Suzanne, though there was in his heart
the almost certain knowledge that the
Suzanne beside them on the terrace was
not the Suzanne they knew, but a cruelly
strange woman, the product of a sinister
force, unknown and compelling.

No ong, looking on Suranne’s red-
lipped and heavy-lidded beauty, could
miss the knowledge that here was 2 wo-
man dangerously subtle, camrying a pow-
er more devastating than the darting
lightning that now and then showed it~
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self over the teco-tops of the garden,
Eric began to feel something of this, and
there shaped in his mind a wariness, a
defense against this woman who was not
Suzanne. :

"No ol frerco dining tonight,” said
John, as the darkening sky was veined by
a sudden spray of blue-green light. “Rain
of the way, Pretty good storm, I'd say.”

“F like #,” replied Suzanne, drawing
in a deep breath of the sultry air.

John laughed, “Since when, swecks
heart? You usually shake and shiver
through 2 thunderstorm.”

Suzanne ignored him. She smiled at
Eric and said in a low tone, "And if ¥
should lose my bravery, you would take
cate of me, wouldn't you, Eric?”

Belore Eric could reply, dinner was
anniunced, and he felt a relief and also
a dread. This dinner was going to be
difficult,

John offered his arm to his wife, smil-
ing at her, hoping for a smile in retum,
but Suzanne shrugged and said i 2 ca-
regsing voice, “Eric?”

Emc cauld oaly bow stiffly and offer
his arm, while John walked slowly
beside them, his face thoughtful, his gay
spirits gone. During dinner, however,
he tried to revive the lagging conversa-
tien.  Suzanne spoke in 4 staccato voice
and her choice of words seemed strange
to Eric, almost as though she were trang.
lating her own thoughts from 2 foreign
tongue, .

And finally Suranne's promaised -des-
sert came, cool and temptiog in its sitver
dishes. Eric saw a chence to make the
talk mote natural, He said, gavly, "' Johne
ay, your wife's 2 chef, 2 famous pastry
chef. Behold the work of her hands!
What did you say it was, Suzanne?”

“This? Oh—3 do not koow what it
is called.”
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"But this afternoon as you were leayv-
ing the Litchen—didn't you say it was
atmond something or other?”’

She shook her head, smiling. “'Per-
haps it is. I wouldn't know.”

The maid had plared the tray with the
three silver dishes of dessert before Su-
zanne, that she might put on them the
final sprickling of delicate silver can-
dies. Daintily, Suzanne sifted the shin-
ing bubbles over the fiuff of cream. Etic,
watching her, felt very little surprize
when he saw Suzanne, with almost leger-
demazin deftness, sift upon enc dish a film
of pinkish powder which could not be de-
tected after it lay on the pink cream,

Waiting, he knew not for what mo-
ment, he wakched Suranne pass the silver
dishes herself, saw her offer the one with
the powdeted top to John, And it was
then that their ‘attention was aktracted by
the entrance of the maltese kiten. So
tiny it was, s0 brave in ifs careening tot-
ter across the shiny floor, small tail hoist-
ed like a sail, that Johno and Eric laughed
aloud.

- Suzanne merely glanced down at the
little creature and turned away. The kit-
ten, however, came to her chair, pat up a
tiny paw and caught its curved daws in
the fragile stuff of Suzanne's gown. Io-
stantly, her face bocame distarted with
rage and she kicked out at the kitten, sav-
agely, and with st lips, It seemed to
Eric that the amethysts on the Medici
boots winked wickedly i the light of the
big chandelier,

The kitten was flunpg some fen feet
away, and lay in a small, panting heap.

Joha sprang up. “'Suzaane! How could
your” He took the kitten in his arms and
soothed it

“Why its heart's beating like a trip-
hammer,” he said. I don't understand,
Suzanng—"

As the kitten grew quiet, he took a
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farge rose-leaf from the table-flowers and
spread it with a heaping spoonful of the
pink cream £rom his dessert. Then he put
the kitten on the floer beside it, :

"Here, little one. Lick this up, It's
fancy eating, Suzanne's sorry. 1 know
she fs.”

The kitten, with the greed of its kind,
devoured the cteam, covering ifs small
nose and whiskers with a pinkish film,
Spzanne sat back in her chair, fngeting
het bracelets, her eyes on Eric's face, John
waithed the kitten, and Eric watched, too
—uwatched tensely, for he semsed what
would happen to it.

‘The kitten finished the cream, lidced
its paws and whiskers and turned to walk
away, Then it spun aronod in a frantic
convulsion, and in a moment lay dead on
its back, its tiny red tongue protruding,
its paws tigid.

Qutside, the storm glowered, and in
the chartreuse light of the forked light-
ning, the great chandelier was tnmed to
a sickly radiance. ‘Thunder rolled like
owiffled drums,

Suddenly Suzanne began to faugh, peal
after peal of terrible langhter, and then,
after a2 glare of lightning, the big
chandelier winked out. The toom was
plunged into stormy darkness, and thep
could hear the min lashing through the
garden ta hurl itself against the windows.

“Don't be frightened, Suzanne! It
was John's solicitous voice, and it was fol-
lowed by a quick movement from Su-
zannc's side of the table.

A sheet of blue-green light.illamined
the room for an instant, and Fric saw Su-
zanne sttuggling in her hushand’s aems,
one feweled aom uplifted and in her band
a shining dagger.

rrH a bound that was almost invel-
untary, Eric reached them and
struck ab the knife in Suzanne’s hand. It
clattered o the floor, And as though the
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fury of the storm and Suzanne's madness
both were spent, the slashing rain and the
lightning stopped abruptly, and Suzanne
ceased to struggle.

“Light the candles, Eric—quickly—on
the mantel to your sight! Suzanne- is
hugt!”

In the candle-light, palely golden and
svaying, Eric saw Sezanne shemped limp-
Iy in John's arms. The hem of her golden
dress was redly wet and one cream-col-
ored little shoe was fast becoming soaked
with blood from a slash across the instep.

“Let's get her over to the window-seat,
Eric. Do something for her!—Oh, sweet-
heart, don't moan like that!” There was
no question or reproach in Joha's voice,
only compassion.

Eric took off his coat, rofled up his
sleeves, His mouth was grimly set, his
hands steady, his wvoice crisply profes-
sional. "“Take off those shoes, John. She'll
—be hersclf, then, Y mean that she'll be
Suzanne—not a murderess of the Medicis.
Take them off, John! They're at the bot-
tom of this.”

“You mean John's voice was
breathless, his lips trembling.

"I mean those hellish boots have
changed Suzanne from a sweet and Tovely
girl to—wetl, do as I tell you. I'll be back
with gauze and some things I need.”

When Eric hurrind back, there wete
three servants grouped at the dining-room
door. He spoke to them bruskly and they
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left, wideeyed and whispering. Eric
closed the door.

While the wet leaves tapped against.
the windows and stars struggied through
the clouds, Eric worked, silently, ekpertly,
gritnly, by the light of a fashlight held
in John's unsteady hands and the light of
ihe flickering candles. The house lights
were all snuffed out by the storm.

. “There,” Eric gave a satisfied grunt.

The brothers stood locking at Suzanne,
who seemed asleep. Her golden dress
glimmered in the candie-light and the
pearls were siipping from her darie hair.
The Medici hoots lay in a lmp and
bloody hezp in 4 corner, where Eric had
flung them,

“When she awakes, T shonlde'i tell her
ghout any of this, if ¥ were you, John.”

“There are things you haven't told me,
Eric, aten’t there? Things about—the
Medici boots?”

Eric looked steadily at his brother.
“Yes, old fellow; and after I've told you,
those boots must be destroyed, We'll
burn them before this night is over. We
mnstn't move her now. We'll go out on
the terrace—it's wet there, bot the air is
fresk, Did you smell—something peca-
Tiar?

For, as they passed the corner where
the Medici boots lay slashed and bloody,
Eric could have sworn that there came to
him & horeid odor, fetid, hotly offensive
—the odor of iniquity and ancient bloody
death,
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she was suspicious and resentful. While
they 2rpued, 4 dtagon, prehistoric survival
of a forgotien age, Lilled their horses,
and the adventurcrs took refuge on a
rocky crag, whence they sighted a plain
beyond the forest and a city in the plain.

Conan killed the dragon with a spear
dipped in the juice of 2 poisonous Fruit,
and they made their way to the city. They
found it apparently deserted — 2 weicd
place, built all under one roof, withoat
open streets, the halls and chambers illu-
minated by the means of berning jewéls
in the ceilings, and all the floors com-
posed of red stone that smoldered like
Hame,

While exploding it, they became tem-
potarily  separated, and Valeriz was
amazed o sco & dark-skinned man of re-
pulsive appearance slicking with evident
fear and caution along 2 hallway, She
followed him, on a gailery above the
hal}, and presently saw him again, lying
on the floor with his throat cut. Ancther
man sitilay to the first appeared, who
was overwhelmed with fright at the sight
of the corpse. As be turned .to flee, &
hideous appatition appeared weating a
luminous skull whese cffect was hypootic
upon the onlooker, Valecia cut the thing
down, disclosing it as 2 man wearing the
enchanted skull of an ancient wizard,

‘The man she had rescued told her he
was called Techotl, and the name of the
city was Xuchotl. He told her his people,
the Tecuhldi, dwelt in the western patt
of the dty, and another clan, their ene-
1nies, the Hotalancas, dwelt in the eastern
patt. He was urging her to follow him to
Tecuhltli when four Xotalancas rushed in
upon them,

The stoty continuess

SHE Lifled the first who came within
reach before he could strike a blow,
splitting his skull

her Jong straight blade s !
itted for g stroke,

even as his own gword
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She side-stepped a thrust, even as she
parried a slash, Her epes dinced and her
tips smiled without mercy, Apgain she
was Valeriz of the Red Brotherhood, and
the hum of her steel was like'a bridal
song in her ears.

Her sword datted past a blade that
sought to parey, and sheathed six inches
of its point in a leather-guarded midriff.
The man gasped agonizedly and went o
his knees, but his tall mate hinged in, in
ferocious silenco, rainfng blow on blow
so furiously that Valeria bad no oppor
tunity to couster. She stepped back coolly,
partying the strokes and watching for her
chance to thrust home, He could not long
keep up that flailing whirlwind, His arm
would tire, his wind would fail; he would
weaken, falter, and then her biade would
slide smoothly into his heart, A sidelong
glance showed her TechoH koeeling on
the breast of his antagonist and striving
to break the other's held on his wrist and
o drive home a dagger.

Sweat beaded the forchead of the man
facing her, and his eyes were like burning
coals. Smite as he would, he could not
break past nog beat down her guard, His
breath came in gusty gulps, his blows
began to fall erratically, She stepped
back to draw him out—and felt her
thighs locked in an iron grip. She had
forgotten the wounded man on the foor,

Crouching on his knees, he held her
with both arms locked abowut her legs,
and his mate croaked in teinmph and be-

wotking his way around t0 come af
her from the left side. Valeria wrenched
and tote savagely, but in vain. She could
free hersclf of this clinging menace with
a downward flick of her sword, but ini
that instant the qurved blade of the il
warrior would crash through her skull.
The wounded man began to worsy at het
bare thigh with bis recth Like a wild beast.

She reached down with her left hand
and gripped his long hair, forcing his
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head back so that his white teeth and foll-
ing eyes gleamed wp at her.  The tall
Xotalaac eried ovt fiercely and leaped in,
smiting with all ihe fury of his azm. Awk-
wardly she parried the stroke, and it beat
the fat of her blade down on her head so
that she saw spatks flash before her cyes,
and staggered. Up went the swoed again,
with a low, beaselike cty of trivmph—
and then a gient form loomed behind the
Hotzlane and steel fashed like = jot of
blue lightning. The ery of the warrior
broke short and he went down like an ox
beneath the pole-ax, his brains gushing
from bis skull that had been split lo the
throat,

“Conpn'” gasped Valeria. “In a gust
of passion she teracd on the Xotalanc
whese long hair she still geipped in her
feft hand. “Dog of hell?”  Her blade
swished as it cur the air in an upswinging
arc with a blor in the middle, and the
headless body stumoed down, spurting
blood. She hurled the severed head across
the room.

"What the devil's going on here?” Co-
nan bestrode the orpse 'of the man he
had killed, broadsword in hand, glaring
about hun in emazement,

Techotl was rising from the twitching
figure of the last Xotalanc, shaking red
drops from his daggcr He was bleeding
from the stab deep in the thigh, He stared
at Conan with dilated eyes,

“Whar is all this?” Copan demanded
again, not yet recavered from the stun-
ning surprize of finding Valeria engaped
in a savage battle with these faneastic fig-
ures in a city he had thought empty and
uninhabited. Refurning from an aimless
exploration of the upper chambers o find
Valeria missing from the room where he
had left her, he had followéd the sounds
of strife that burst on his dumfounded
cas.

“Five dead dogs!” exclaimed Techotl,
his flaming eyes reflecting a ghastly ex-
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ultatioss, "Five slain! Five ceimson nails
for the black pillar! The gods of blood
be thanked!”

. He lifted quivering hands on high, and
thea, with the face of a fiend, he $pat on
the corpses and stamped on thelr faces,
dancing in his ghonlish glee, His recent
allies ¢y ed him 1 amnazement, and Conan

asked, in the Aqw.loman tongue: “Who
is this madman?”

Valeria sheugged her ahoulders,

“He says his name's Techotl, From

his babhlings I gather that his penple live
at one end of this crazy cty, and these
othees az the other end. Maybe we'd bet-
ter go with him. He seems friendly, qnd'
it's easy to see thet the othet clan isn't.”

TECHOTI. had cessed his dancing and
was listening again, his head tilted
sidewise, dog-like, triumph struggling
with fear in his repellent conntenance..
“Come away, now!' he whispered.
“"We have done enough! Five dead dugs!
My people will welcome you! They will
henot you! Bur come! It is far to Teahl-
tli. At any moment the Xotalancs may
come cn uy in mumbers too great eved for
your swords,”
“Lead the way,” grunted Conan.
Techot] insfantly raounted s stair lead-
ing up o the gailery, beckoning them o
follow him, which they did, moving rap-
idly to keep an his heels. Havmg reached
the gallery, he planged into a deor that
opened toward the west, and hurried
through chamber after chamber, eath’
lighted by skylights or green fire-jewels.
“What sart of a place can this he?”
mutfered Valeria under her breath.
“Crom knows!” answered Conan, "I've
scen Ais kind before, though, They live
on the shores of Lake Zuad, near the bog-
der-of Kush. They're a sort of mongret
Stygians, mixed with another race that
wandered into Stygia from the sast some
centuries ago and wete absorbed by them.,
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They're called Tlazitlans. Fm willing to
bet it wasn’t they who baile this dty,
thengh.”

Techot!'s fear did not seem to dimin-
ish as they drew away from the chamber
where the dead men lay. He kept twist-
ing his head on his shoulder fo listen for
sounds of pursuit, and stared with bumn-
ing intensity into overy doorway they
passed,

Valeria shivered in spite of herself.
She fearsd bo man. But the weird floor
benrath her fect, the uncanny jewels over
her head, dividing the turking shadows
among them, the stealth and terror of
their guide, impressed her with a name-
less apprehension, a sensation of Jurking,
inhuman peril,

"“They may be between us and Tecuhl-
ti!” he whispered ance. "We muse e
ware Jest they be Iying in wait!”

“Why don't we get out of this infernal
palace, and take to the streets?'' demand-
ed Valeria,

*There are no streets in Xuchotl,” he
soswered. "Ne squazes nor open courts,
The whole city is built like one giant pal-
ace under one great roof. The nearest
approach 1o a street is the Great Hall
which traverses the city from the north
gate Lo the south gate, The only doors
opening inko the outer werld are the cty
gates, thtough which no living man has
passed for ffty years,”

“How long have you dwelt here?”
asked Conan.

"I was bot, in the castle of Tecuhltli
thirty-five years ago. I have never set
foot outside the city. For the love of the
Eods, let us go sifently! These halls may
be full of lurking devils, Olmec shall tefl
you all when we reach Tecuhltli,”

So in sifence they plided on with the
green fire-stoncs blinking overhead and
the flaming floors smoldering uader their
feet, and it scemed to Valeria as if they
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fled through hell, gaided by & dark-faced,
lavk-haired goblin.

Yet it was Conan whe halted them as
they were crossing an unusually wide
chamber. His wilderness-bred cars were
keener cven than the ears of Techotl,
whetted though these were by a lifetime
of warfare in those silent cotridors.

“You think some of your enemies may
be ahead of us, lylag in ambush?"

“They prowl through these tooms at.
all honrs," answered Techotl, *'as do we.
“The halls and champers between Tecuhi-
di and Xotalanc are 2 disputed tegion,
owied by no man. We call it the Halls
of Silence. Why do you ask?”

“Because men are in the chambers
zhead of us,” answered Conan, ' heard
steel clink against stone.”

Again a shaking seized Techot], and he
clenched his teeth to keep them from
chattering.

"Pethaps they are your friends,” sug-
gested Valeria,

“We dare not chance it,” he panted,
and moved with frenzied activity, He
turned aside and glided through a doot-
wey on the left which led into a chamber
from which an ivory staircase wound
down into datkness.

“This leads to an unlighted corridor
below us!” he hissed, great beads of per-
spiration standing out on his brow. “"They
may be lucking there, too. It may all be
a trick to deaw us into it But we muse
take the chance that they have laid their
ambush in the rooms above. Come swift-
ly, now!"

SOFTLY as phantoms they descended
the stair and came to the mouth of
a corridor black as night. They crouched
theee for a moment, listening, and then
melted into it, As they moved along,
Valeria's Besh ctawled between her shood-
dets in momentaty expectation of a sword-
thrust in the dark, But for Conan's iron
W.T.—8
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fingers gripping her atm she had no phys-
ical cognizance of het companions. Neith-
er made as much noise as a cat would
have made. The darkness was absolute.
One haod, outstretched, touched a wall,
and occasionally she felt a doer under
her fingers, The hallway scemed inter-
minaple,

Suddenly they were galvanized by a
sound behind them. Valeria's flesh
crawled anew, for she recognived it as
the soft opening of a Jdoar. Men had
come into the corridor behind them, Even
with the thought she stumbled over some-
thing thar felt Jike a human skoll. It
rolled across the floor with an appalling
clatter.

“Run!” yelped Techotl, a note of hys-
teria in his voice, and was away down the
carridor like a flying ghost,

Again Valeria folt Conan’s hand bear-
ing her up and sweeping her along as
they raced after their goide, Conan
could sec in the datk no better than she,
but he possessed a sort of ipstinct thac
made his course unerring. Without his
support and gridance she would have fall-
en or stumbled against the wall. Down
the corridor they sped, while the swife
patter of flying fect drew closer and doser,
and then snddenly Techotl panted: “Here
is the stair! After me, quick! Oh, quick!”

His hand came cut of the dark and
caught Valeria's wiist as she stumbled
Llindly on the skeps. She felt herself balf
dragged, half lifted up the winding stair,
while Conan released her and turned on
the steps, his cars and instinets tefling him
their foes were hard at their backs, And
the senidl weve not all those of haman
feet.

Samething came writhing up the steps,
soinething  that slithered and  rustled
and bronght a chill in the air with i
Conan lashed down with his great sword
and felt the blade shear throngh some-
thing that might have been flesh and

W.T—8
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bone, and cut deep into the stair bencath.
Something touched his foot that chilled
like the touch of frost, and then the dark-
ncss beneath him was distuthed by a
frightful thrashing and lashing, and a
man cried out in agony.

The next moment Conze was racing
up the winding staircass, and through a
daar that stood open at the head,

Valeria and Techotl were already
through, and Techotl slammed the door
and shot a bolt across it—the first Conan
had scen since they left the outer gate.

Then he turned and ran across the
well-lighted chamber into which they had
come, and as they passed through the
farther door, Conan glanced back and
saw the door groaning and straining un-
der heavy pressure violently applied from
the ather side,

Though Techot! did not abate either
his speed or his caution, he seemoed mare
confdent now. He had the air of a man
who has come iato familiae territory,
within call of friends,

But Conzn rencwed his terror by ask-
ing: "What was that thing that I fought
on the stair?”

"“The men of Xotalanc,” answered
Techatl, without looking back. "I told
you the halls were full of them.”

“This wasn't a man,” grunted Conan.
“It was something that crawled, and it
was as cold as ice to the touch. I think
I cut it asunder, It fell back on the men
who wete following us, and must have
killed one of them in its death throes.”

Techotl's head jerked back, his face
ashy pgain, Convulsively he guickened
his pace.

“It was the Crawler! A monster they
have brought out of the catacombs to aid
them! What it is, we do not know, but
we have found our people hidecusly
shain by it. In Set's name, hasten! If they
put i on eur trail, it will follow us to
the very doors of Tecohlilil”
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“I doubt it,” grunted Conan. "That
was 2 shrewd cut I dealt it on the staie,”
“'Hasten! Hasten!” groaned ‘Techot!.

They ran thrt.mgh a series of greep-lit
chambers, traversed 2 broad, hall, and
halted befote a giant bronze doot.

Techotl said: “This #s Tecubltli!”

3. The People of the Fexd

TECHO’I‘L smote on the bronze door
with tiis cletiched hand, and then
furned sidewise, so that he could watch
back along the hall,

"Men have been smitten down before
this door, when they thought they were
safe,” he szid.

“Why don't they open the door?”
asked Conan.

“They are locking at us through the
Lye,” answered Techotl. *They are puz-
zled at the sight of you”" He lifted his
voice and called: “Open the door, Xecel-
aa! Itis I, Techotl, with friends from the
preat world beyond the forestl-—They
will open,” he assored his allies,

“They'd better do it in a hurey, then,”
said Copan grimly. “I hear something
ergwling along the Soor beyond the hall,”

Techotl went ashy agein and attacked
the door with his fists, screaming: “Open,
you fools, open! The Crawler is at our
heels)”

Even as he beat and shouted, the great
bronze door swung noiselessly back, re-
vealing a heavy chait across the catfance,
ovet which speacheads bristled and ferce
countenances rogarded them intently for
an instant. Then the chain was dropped
aad Techotl grasped the arms of his
friends in a ncrvous frenzy and faidy
dragged them over the threshold, A
glance over his shoulder just as the door
was closing showed Conan the long dim
vista of the hall, and dimly framed at
the other end an ophidian shape that
wtithed slowly and painfully into view,
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flowing in 2 dull-hued leagth from a
chamiser door, its hideous blood-stained
head wagging drunkenly, Then the clos-
ing deot shut off the view.

Inside the square chamber info which
they had come heavy bolts were drawn

‘across the door, and the chain locked into

place. The door was made to stand the
battering of a sicge, Four men stood on
guard, of the same lank-haired, datk-
skinned breed as Techo, with spears in
their bands and swords at their hips. In
the wall near the door there was 2 com-
plicated contrivance of mitrors which Ce-
nan puessed was the Eye Techotl had
mentioned, so arranged that a natrow,
crystel-paned slot in the wall could be
looked through from within without be-
ing disceenible from without. The four
guardsmen stared at the strangers with
wonder, but asked no questiorn, nor did
Techotl vouchsafe any information. He
moved with easy confidence now, as if he
had shed his cloak of indecision and fear
the instant he crossed the threshold.

“Come!” he urged his new-found
friends, but Conan glanced toward the
door.

“What about those fellows who were
following us? Won't they try to storm
that doar?"”

Techot! shook his head.

“They know they cannot bresk down
the Dioor of the Bagle, They will flee
bacl: to Xotalanc, with their crawling
fiend. Come! I wil] take you to the rulers
of Tecuhltli”

ONB of the four guards opened the
door epposite the one by which they
had cntered, and they passed through into
a hallway which, like most of the rooms
on that Ievel, was lighted by both the
sloblike skylights and the clusters of
winking fire-gems, But unlike the other
rooms they had traversed, this hali showed
evidences of occupation. Velvet tapestries



RED NAILS

adorned the glossy jade walls, rich rugs
were on the crimson floors, and the ivory
seats, benches and divans were littered
with satin cushions,

The hall ended in an ornate door, be-
fore which srood no guard. Without cer-
emony Techot! thrust the deor open and
ushered his friends into 2 broad chamber,
where same thirty dark-skinned men and
women lounging on satin-covercd couch-
s sprang up with cxclamations of amaze-
ment.

The men, all except cne, were of the
same type as Techotl, and the women
were equally dark and strange-eyed,
though not wnbeautiful in a weird dark
way. They wore sandals, golden breast-
plates, and scanty silk skirts supported by
gem-crusted girdles, and their black
manes, cut square at their naked shoul-
dets, were bound with silver circlets.

On a wide ivory seat on 2 jade dais
sat & man and a woman who differcd
subtly from the others, He was a gianr,
with an enormous sweep of breast and
the shoulders of a bull. Unlike the oth-
ers, he was bearded, with a thick, blee-
black beard which fell almost to his broad
girdle. He wore a robe of purple silk
which reflected changing sheens of color
with his every movement, and one wide
sleeve, drawn bark to his elbow, revealed
a forearm massive with corded muscles.
The hand which confined his hine-black
locks was set with glittering jewels.

The woman beside him sprang to her
fect with a statled exclamation as the
strangers catered, and her eyes, passing
over Conan, fixed themselves with burn-
ing intensity on Valeria. She was tall and
lithe, by far the most beautiful woman
in the roomn. She was clad more scantily
even than the others; for instead of a skirt
she wore merely 2 broad strip of gilt-
worked purple cloth fastened to the mid-
dle of her girdle which fell befow her
knees. Another strip at the back of her
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girdle completed that part of her cos-
tume, which she wore with a cynical in-
difference. Her breast-plates and the ciz-
clet about her temples were adorned with
gems, In her eyes alone of ali the datk-
skinned people there lurked no brooding
gleam of madness. She spoke me word
after her first exclamation; she stood
teasely, her hands clenched, staring at
Valeria,

The man on the ivory seat had nob
risen.

“Prince Olmec,” spoke Techotl, bow-
ing low, with arms eutspread and the
palms of his hands torned wpward, “1
bring allies from the world beyond the
forest, In the Chamber of Trzcoti the
Burning Skull slew Chicmec, my com-
panion e

“The Burning Skaili” It was a shud-
dering whisper of fear from the people
of Tecuhldi.

“Aye! Then came I, and found Chic-
mec lying with his theoat ent. Before ¥
could flee, the Burning Skall came upon
me, and when I looked upon it my blood
became as ice and the marrow of my
bones melted. I could neither fight nor
tun, [ could only await the sicoke. Then
came this white-skinned woman and
steack him down with her sword; and lo,
it was only 2 dog of Xotalanc with white
paint upon his skin and the living skull
of an ancient wizard npon his head! Now
that skall lics in many picees, and the dog
who wore it is a dead man!”

An indescribably frerce exultation edzed
the last sentence, and was echiced in the
low, savape exclamations from the crowd-
irrg listeners,

VBuk wait!” exclaimed Techatl, “Thers
is roore! While 1 talked with the woman,
four Xotalancs came vpen ust One [
slew—there is the stab in my thigh o
prove how desperate was the fight,. Two
the woman killed. But we were hard
pressed when this man came intathe fray
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and split’ the skull of the fourth! Age!
Five crimson nails thete are to be dtiven
into the pillar of vengeance!”

He pointed at 2 bladk column of ebony
which stood behind the dais. Hundreds
of red dots scarred its polished sucface—
the bright scariet heads of heavy copper
nails driven into the black wood.

“Five red nails for five Xofalanca
Tives!” exulted ‘Techot], and the horrible
exyliation in the faces of the listeners
ciade them inhuman.

“Who are these people?”’ asked Olmee,
and his voice was like the low, deep rum-
bLle of a distant bull. Nonc of the people
of Xuchot! spoke londly. It was as if they
had absothed into their souls the silence
of the empty halls and deseried chambers,

“I am Conan, a Cimmerian,” answered
the barbarian briefly. ““This woman is Va-
leria of the Red Brothethood, an Aquilor
nian pirate. We are desertcrs from an
army on the Darfar border, far fo the
north, and ate trylng te reach the coast.”

The woman on the dais spoke loudly,
her words tripping in her haste.

"You can never reach the coast! There
i no escape from Huchotl! You will
spead the rest of your lives in this city!”

“What do you mean?” growled Conan,
cdapping his hand to his bilt and stepping
about so as to [ace both the dais and the
rest of the rooin. “Are you telling vs
we'te prisoners?”

“She did not mean that,” interposed
Olmer. "We are your friends. We would
Dot restrain you against your will, But I
fear other circumstances will make it im-
possible for you to leave Xuchotl.”

His eyes flickered to Valetia, and he
Jowered them quickly.

"This woman is Tascela,” he said. “She
is a princess.of Tecuhltli. But let food
and drink be brought our guests. Doobt-
less they. are hungry, and weary from their
long travels.”

He indicated an ivory table, and after
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an exchange of glances; the adventurers
seated themselves, The Cimmerian was
suspicious. His fierce blue eyes roved
about the chamber, and he kept his sword
close to his hand, But an invitation ko eat
and drink never found him bacloward.
His eyes kept wandering to Tascels, but
the princess had eyes only for his white-
skinned companion.

TECHOTL, who had bound a strip of
silk about his wounded thigh, placed
himself at the table to atrend to the wants
of his friends, seeming to consider it a
privilege and honor to see after their
needs. He inspected the food and drigk
the others brought In gold vessels and
dishes, and tasted each before he placed
it before his guests, While they ate, Ol
mec sat in silence on his ivory scat, warche
ing them from under his broad biack
brows, Tascela sat beside him, chin cupped
in ber hands and her elbows rsting on
hetknees. Her dark, enigmatic cyes, burn-
ing with a mysterious light, never left Va-
leria’s supple figure. Behind her scat a
sullen handsome girl waved an ostrich-
plume fan with a slow thythm,

The food was Fruit of an exatic kind
unfamiliar to the wanderets, but very pal-
atable, and the drink was a light crimson
wine that carried a heady tang.

“You have come from afar,” said Ol-
mec at last. "f have read the _books of
our fathers, Aquilonia lies beyond the
lands of the Stygians and the Shemites,
beyond Argos and Zinpara; and Cim-
meria lies beyond Aquilonia,”™

"We have each a roving {foot,” an-
swered Conan carslessly.

“How you won through the forest is 2
wonder to me,” quoth Olmee,  “In by-
gone days a thousand fghting-men scarce-.
Iy were able to carve & road through its
perils.”

"We encounteted a bench-legged mon-
strosity about the size of .a mastodon,™
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szid Conan casually, holding out his wine
goblet which Techotl filled with cvident
pleasute. “But when we'd killed it we
had ne further trouble.”

The wine vessel slipped from Techotl's
hand to crash on the floor. His dusky skin
went ashy. Olmec started to his feet, an
image of stunned amarzement, and 2 low
gasp of awe or terror breathed up from
the others. Some slipped to their knees as
if their legs would not support them, On-
Iy Tascela seemed not to have heard. Co-
nan glared about him bewilderedly.

“Whabs the matter? What are you
gaping abouk?"”

“You—von slew the dragon-god?”

“God? Tkilled a dragon. Why not? IF
was trying to gobble us up.”

“But dragons are immortal!” exclaimed
Olmec, ““They slay each other, but no maa
ever killed a dragon! The thousand fght-
ing-men of our ancestors who fought their
way to Xuchot] could not prevail against
them! ‘Their swords broke like twigs
apainst their scales!”

“If your ancestors had thought to dip
their spears in the poisonous jiice of Der-
keta's Apples,” quoth Conan, with his
mouth fell, “and jab them in the eyes or
mouth or somewhere like that, they'd
have seen that dragons are not more im-
mortal than any other chunk of beef. The
carcass lies at the edge of the trees, just
within the farest. 1 you don't bolicve me,
go and look for yourself.”

Hmec shook his head, pot in disbelief
but in wonder.

“It was because of the dragons that our
ancestors took refuge in Xuchotl,” said he,
""They dared not pass through the plain
and plunge int the forest beyond. Scores
of them were seized and devoured by the
monsters befare they could reach the city,”

“Then your ancestors didn't build Xu-
chot]?” asked Valeria.

“It was ancient when they first came

. into the Iand. How long it had stood here,
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not cven its degenerate inkabitants knew.”

“Your peaple came from Lake Zuad?”
questioned Conan,

“Aye. More than half a century ago a
tribe of the Tlazitlans rebelled against the
Stypgian king, and, heing defeated in hate
ile, fled sontizward. For many weeks they
wandered over grasslands, desert and
hills, and at Iast they came into the great
forest, a thousand fighting-men with their
women and children.

“lt was in the forest that the dragons
fell wpon them, and tore many to pisoes;
o the people fed in a frenzy of Fear be-
fore them, and at last ceme into the plain
and saw the city of Xnchotl in the midst
of i,

“They camped before the cify, not dar
ing to leave the plain, for the night was
made hidecus with the noise of the bat-
tling monsters  throughout  the forest.
They made war incessantly upon one an-
other, Yet they came not into the plain,

“The people of the cty shot their gates
end shot actows at our people from the
walls, The Tlazitlans were impriscned
ot the plain, as if the ring of the forest
had been a grear wall; for o venrare into
the woods would have heen madness.

“That night thers came secretly to their
camp a slave from the city, one of their
own blood, who with a band of exploring
soldiers had wandered Into the forest long
before, when he was a young man, The
dragons had devoured all his companioes,
but he had been taken into the city to
dwell in servitude, His name was Tol-
kemec” A flame lighted the dark eyes ak
mention of the name, and some of the
people mudtered obscenely and spat. “He
promised to open the gates to the wartiors.
He asked only that all captives taken be
delivered into his hands.

“At dawn he opened the gefes. The
watriors swatmed in and the halls of Xu-
¢hot! ran red. Only a few handred folk
dwelt there, decaying remnants of a oo
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gréat race. Tolkemee said they came from
the east, long age, from Old Kosala, when
the ancestors of those who now dwell in
Kosala came up from the south and drove
forth the original. inhabitants of the land.
They wandered far westward and finally
found this forest-gitdled plain, inhabited
then by a tribe of black people.

"These they enslaved and set to build-
ing u city. From the hills to the east they
brought jade and marble and lapis laznli,
and gold, silver and copper. Herds of el-
ephants provided them with ivory, When
their city was completed, they slew all the
black slaves. And their magidans made
a terrible magic to guard the city; for by
their necramantic ares they re-ereated the
dragons which had once dwelt in this los
laind, and whose monstrous bones they
found in the foresr, Those hones they
clothed in flesh and life, and the living
heasts walked the earth as they walked jt
whea Time was young, But the wizards
wove a spell that kept them in the forest
and they came not inte the plain.

“S © FOR snany centudies the people of
Xuchotl dwelt in their city, cultivat-
ing the festile plain, until their wise mea
fearned how to grow fruit within the dty
—frit which is not planted ja soil, but
obtains its nourishment out of the air—
and then they fet the irrigation ditches
rutt dry, and dwelt mose and mose in jux-
urious sloch, unel decay sefzed thim, They
were a dying race when our ancestors
broke through the forest and came into
the plain. Their wizards had died, and
the people bad forget their ancieot nec-
romarncy. They could fight neither by sor-
cery nor the sword.

YWell, our fathers slew the people of
Fuchotl, all except a hundred which were
given living into the hands of Tolkemec,
who had been their slave; and for many
days and nights the halls re-echoed to their
screams under the agony of his toriuzes.
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“Sa the Tlazitlan; dwelt here, for a
while in peace, ruled by the brothers Te-
cohltli and Xotalane, and by TFolkemcc,
Tolkemec took a girl of the tribe to wife, |
and because be had opened the gates, and
hecause he knew many of the arts of the
Huchotlans, he shared the rule of the tribe
with the brochers who had led the rehel-
lion and the fight.

“For a fow years, then, they dwelt at
peace within the city, doing little but ¢at-
ing, drinking and making Iove, and raising
children. There was no necessity to till
the plain, fer Tolkemec taught thera how
to cultivate the air-devouting fruits, Be-
sides, the slaying of the Xuchotlans broke
the spell that held the dragons in the for-
est, and they came nightly and belfowed
about the gates of the dity. The plain ran
red with the blond of their eternal war-
fare, and it was then that ' He bit
his tongue in the midst of the sentence,
then presently contitued, but Valera and
Conan felk that he had checked a0 admis-
sion ke had considered unwise.

“Five years they dwelt in peace. Then"”
—Olmec’s eyes rested briefly on the silent
woman at his side—"Xotalanc took 2 wo-
man to wife, 2 woman whomboth Tembl-
tli and old Tolkemec desired. In his mad-
niess, Tecuhlth stole her from her -hus-
band, Aye, she went willingly ensugh,
Tolkemec, to spite Xotalane, aided Te-
cubltli. Xotalanc demanded that she Be
given back to him, and the counci] of the
tribe decided that the matter should be
left to the woman. She chose to remain
with Voruhlddi,  Tnowrath Xotalanc sought
to take her back by fore, and the retain-
ers of the brothers came to blows in the
Great Hall.

“There was muoch biverncss. Blood
was shed on both sides, The quarrel be-
camea feud, the feud an open war. From
the welter three factions emerged—Te-
cubltli, Xotalane, and Tolkemee, Already,
in the days of peace, they had divided the
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city between them, Tecuhltli dwelt in the
western quarter of the city, Xotalanc in
the eastern, and Tolkemec with his family
by the southern gate.

“Anger and resentment and jealousy
blossomed into bloodshed and rape and
murder. Once the sword was drawn Lhere
was no turning back; for blood called for
blood, and vengeance followed swift on
the heels of atrocity. Tecubltli foupht
with Xotalane, and Tolkemer aided first
one and then the other, betraying each
faction as it fited his purposes. Tecuhlili
and his people withdrew into the quarter
of the western patv, where we now sit.
Kuchotl is built in the shape of an oval.
Tecahltli, which tock its name from its
prince, occupies the wosteen end of the
oval, The people blocked up all doors
connecting the quarter with the rest of the
city, except one on each Boor, which could
be defended easily. They went into the
pits below the city and buile a wall cut-
ting off the western end of the catacombs,
where lie the bodies of the ancieat Xu-
chotlans, and of those Tiazitlans slain in
the feud. They dwelt a5 in a besieged
castle, making sorties and forays on their
cnemies,

“The people of Xotalanc likewise farti-
fied the eastern quarter of the city, and
‘Folkemec did likewise with the quarter by
the southern gate. ‘The central pare of the
city was left bare and uninhabited. Those
emply halls and chiambers became a battle-
ground, and a region of brooding terror,

“Tolkemee warted on both clans, He
was a fiend in the form of a human, worse
than Xotalanc. He koew many secrets of
the city he never told the others. TFrom
the crypts of the catacombs he plondered
the dead of their grisly secrets—secrets of
ancient kings and wizards, long forgotten
by the depenerate Xuchotlans our ances-
tots stew, But all his magic did not-aid
him the night we of Temuhlti stormed his
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castle and butchered all bis people, Tol-
kemec we tortured for many days.”’

Llis voice sank to a caressing slar, and
a far-away look grew in his eyes, as if be
fooked back over the years'to a scenc
which caused him intense pleasure,

“Aye, we kept the life in him until he
screamed for death as for a bride. At
last we took him living from the tortore
chamber and cast him ioto a dungeon for
the ras to gnaw as he died. From that
dungeon, somehow, he managed fo escape,
and dragged bimsel{ inke the catacomba.
There without doubt be died, for the only
way out of the catacombs beneath Tecuh!-
thi is through Tecuhitli, and he never
emerged by that way. His bones were
never found, and the superstitivus among
our people swear that his ghost hanots the
crypts to this day, wailing amorg the
bones of the dead. Twelve yeats ago we
bulchered the people of Tolkemer, but
the fead raged on between Tecuhltli and
Notalane, as it will rage uatil the last
man, the last woman is dead.

“It was fifty years ago that Tecuhlti
stole the wife of Xotalanc, Haif a centuey
the fend has endured. I was born in if.
All in this chamber, except Tascela, were
boro in it. "We expert to die in it

"We are a dying race, even as those
Kuchotlans our ancestors slew. When the
feud began there were hundreds in each
fartion. Now we of Tecubltli number
only Hiese you see before you, and the
men who guaed the four doors: forty in
all. How many Xotalancas there are we
do not know, but T doubt if they are muody
mote numerous than we. For fifteen years
1o children have been born to us, and we
fiave seen none among the Xetalances,

"We are dying, but before we dic we
will slay as many of the men of Xotalane
as the gods permit”

And with his weird eyes blazing, Of-
e spoke loog of that geisly feud, fought
out in sifenr charabers and dim halls uo-



216

der the blaze of the green fire-jewels, on
flooes smoldering with the flames of hell
and splashed with deeper crimson from
severed veins, In that Jong butchery a
whole genceation had perished. Xotalanc
was dead, long ago, slain in 2 grim bat-
tle on an ivory stair, Tecohltl was dead,
flayed, alive by the maddened Kotalancas
who had captured him.

Without emotion Olmec told of hid-
eous battles fought in black corridors, of
ambushes on twisting stairs, and red
butcheries, With a redder, more abysmal
gleam in his decp dark eyes he told of
men and women flayed alive, mutilated
and dismembered, of captives howling
under tortures s¢ ghasely that even the
barbarous Cimmerian grunted. No won-
der Techotl had trembled with the terror
of capture. Yet he had gone forth to slay
if he could, driven by hate that was
stronger than his fear. Olmec spoke fur-
ther, of dack and mysterious matters, of
black magic and wizardiy conjuted out of
the black night of the catacombs, of weird
creatures invoked out of darkness for hor-
rible allics, In these things the Xotalancas
had the advantage, for it was in the east-
em catacombs where lay the bones of the
greatest wizards of the ancient Xuchot-
{ans, with their imunemorial secrets.

VAI.ERIA listened with morbid fascina-
tion. The fend had become a ter-
zible elemental power driving the people
of Xuchotl inexorably on to doom and ex-
tinction. It filled their whole lives. They
were bomn in it, and they expedted to die
in it They never left their barricaded
castle except to steal forth into the Halls
of Silence that lay between the opposing
fortresses, to skay and be slain. Soinetimes
the raiders returned with frantic captives,
or with grim tokens of victory in fght.
Sometimes they did not return at all, of
returned only as severed Jimbs cast down
before the bolted bronze doors. It was a
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chastly, unteal nighttnare existence these
people lived, shut off from the rest of the
world, caught together like rabid rats in
the same trap, butchering one another
throngh the years, crouching and creeping
through the sunless corridors to maim and
torure and murder.

While Mmec talked, Valeria felt the
blazing eyes of Tascela fixed upon her.
The princess seemed not to hear what Ol-
mec was saying. Her expression, as he
narrated vickorles or defeats, did not mir-
tor the wild rage or fiendish exuitation
that slternated on the faces of the other
Tecuhltli. The fend thet was an obsession
to her clansmen seemed meaningless to
het. Valeria found her indifferent cal-
lousness more repugnant than Olmec’s
naked ferocity.

"And we can never leave the city,” said
Olmec. “For fifty years no one has left
it except those " Again he dhecked
himnself.

“Even without the peril of the drag-
ons,” he continued, “we who were bom
and ratsed in the ¢ty would not dare leave

dt. We have never set foot outside the

walls. We are not 2ceustomed to the open
sky and the naked sun, No; we wee
born in Xuchotl, and in Xachotl we shali
die,”

"Well,” said Conan, “with your leave
we'll take our chances with the dragons.
‘This feud is none of cur business. If
you'll show us to the west gate we'll be
on out way,”

Taseela’s hands clenched, and she start-
cd to speak, but Clmee inkermpted her:
"It is nearly nighrfall, If yoe wander
{forth info the plain by night, you wil} cer-
lainly fall prey to the dragons.”

“We crossed it last night, and slepe in
the open without sceing any,” returned
Conan. -

Tascela smiled mirthlessly. "You dare
not Teave Xuchaodd!”

Conan glared at her with instinchive ane
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tagonism; she 'was nbt loeking at him, but
arthe woman opposite him.

"I think they dare,” restoticd Olmee.
“But look you, Conan and Valeria, the
gods must have sent you to us, to cast vie-
tory into the laps of the Tecuhltli! You
are professional fighters—why nok Aght
for us? We have wealth in abundance—
precious jewels are as common in Xuchotl
as cobblestones are in the Gties of the
wotld. Some the Xuchotlans brought
with them from Kosala. Some, like the
firestones, they found in the hills to the
east. Aid us to wipe out the Xotalancas,
and we will give you all the jewcls you
el carry.”

“And will you help us destroy the
dragons?” asked Valeria. "With bows
and poisoned arrows thirty men could
slay all the dragoens in the forest.,”

“Ayel" replied Olmec procaptly. “We
have forgotten the use of the bow, in
years of hand-to-hand fighting, but we can
learn again.”

“What do you say?”’ Valeria inguired
of Conan.

“We're both penniless vagabonds,” he
grinned hardily. “I'd as soon kill Xota-
lancas as anybody,”

“Then you agree?” exclaimed Olmec,
while Techotl faidy hugged himself with
delight.

“Aye. And now sappose you show us
chambers where we can sleep, so we can
be fresh tomorrow for the beginning of
the slaying.”

Olme nodded, and waved a hand, and
Techotl and a woman led the adventurers
into & corridor which led through a door
off to the lelt of the jade dais. A glance
back showed Valeria Olmec sitting on his
throne, chin on knotted fist, staring after
them. His eyes burned with a weird
flamme. Tascela leaned back in her scat,
whispering to the sullen-faced maid, Ya-
sala, who icamed over her shoulder, her
ear to the princess’ moving Jips,
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HE hallway was not so hroad as most

they had traversed, but it was long.

Presently the women halted, opencd a

door, and drew aside for Valeria to enter,

“Wait a minute,” growled Conan.
“Where do I steep?”

Techott pointed ta a chamber across
the hallway, but one deor farther down.
Conan hesitated, and seemed inclined to
raise an objection, but Valeria smiled
spitefully at him and shut the door in his
face, He mutlered something vncompli-
mentary abowt women in general, and
strade off down the corridor after Techotl.

It the ornate chamber where he was to
sleep, he glanced wp af the slot-tike sky-
lights. Some were wide enough to admit
the bady of a slender man, supposing the
glass were broken.

“Why don't the Xotalencas come over
the roofs and shatter those skylights?” he
asked,

“They cannot he broken,” answered
Techatl. “Besides, the zoofs would be
hard to clamber over. They are mostly
spires and domaes and steep ridges.”

Be  volunteered more information
about the "castle” of Tewuhltli. Like the
rest of the city it contained four stories,
or tiers of chambers, with towers jutting
up from the roof. Each tier was named;
indeed, the people of Xuchotl had 2 name
for each chamber, hall and stair in the city,
as people of more noemal cities designate
streets and quarters.  In Tecubddi the
floors wete named The Eagle's ‘Tier, The
Ape's Tier, The Tiger's Tier and The Set-
pent’s ‘Tier, in the crder as enamerated,
The Eagle's Tier being the highest, or
fourth, foor,

“Who is Taseela?” asked Conan. “Ol-
mec's wife?”

Techotl shaddered and glanced furtive-
Iy about him befors answering.

"No. She is—Tascela! She was the
wife of Xotalanc—the woman Tecehledi
stale, to start the fend.”
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“What are you alking about?’ de-
manded Copnan. “That woman is beauti-
ful and young. Are you ttying to tell me
that she was a wife ffly years ago?”

“Aye! Iswearit! She was a foll-grown
woman when the Tlazitlans journeyed
from Lake Zuad. It was beeause the king
of Stygin desired her for a concubine that
Xotalanc and his brother rebelled and
fled into the wilderness. She is a witch,
who possesses the scoret of perpetual
youth,”

“What's that?"” asked Conan,

Techotl shuddered again.

“Ask me net! T dare not speak. It is
too grisly, even for Xuchotl!”

And toiching his finger to his lips, be
glided from the chamber,

4. Scent of Black Lotur

VALRRU& unbuckled her sword-belt and
laid- it with the sheathed weapon on
the couch whete she meant to sleep. She
noted that the doors were supplied with
bolts, and asked where they led.

"Those lead into adjoining chambers,”
answercd the woman, indicating the doors
on right and left, “That one"—pointing
to a copper-bound door opposite that
which opened fnto the cottidor—"leads to
a corridor which runs to a stair that de-
scends into the catacombs. Do not fear;
naught can haem you hete.”

“Whe spoke of fcar?” snapped Valeria,
“T just like to know what sort of harboc
I'm dropping aachot in. No, I don't want
yiu to slecp at the foot of my couch. I'm
not accustomed to being waited on—nob
by wotnen, anyway. You have imy leave
to go.”

Alone in the toom, the pirate shot the
bolts on al} the doors, kicked off her beots
and stretched luxvrioosly out on the
couch. 8he imagined Conan similarly sit-
uaked actoss the corridor, but her feminine
vanity prompted her to visualize him as
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scowling and muttering with chaprin as
he cast himself on his solitary couch, and
she grinned with gleeful malice as she
prepared herself for slumber.

Outside, night had fallen. In the halls
of Xuchotl the green fire-jewels blazed
like the eyes of prehistoric cats. Some-
where among the datk towets a night
wind mpaned like a restloss spict.
Through the dim passages stealthy figures
began stealing, like disembodied shadows.

Valerip awoke suddenly on her couch,
In the dusky emerald glow of the fire-
gems she saw o shadowy figure bending
over her. Tor a bemused instant the ap-
parition scemed part of the dream she
had been dreaming. She had seemed to
lie on the couch in the chamber as she was
actually lying, while over her pulsed and
theobbed a gigantic black blossom so enor-
mous that it hid the ceiling. Its exotic
perfume pervaded her being, inducing 2
delicious, sensuous languor that was spmc-
thing more and less than sleep. She was
sinking into scented billows of insensible
bliss, when something touched her face,
So supersensitive were het drugped senses,
that the light touch was like 2 dislocating
impact, jolting her rudely into full wake-
fultiess. Then it was that she saw, not a
gargantuan blossom, bur a dark-skinned
woman standing above her.

With the realization came angerand in-
stant action, The woman tumed lithely,
but before she could run Valeria was on
her feet and had cavght her arm. She
fought like a wiidcat for an instant, and
then subsided as she felt herse){ crushed
by the supetior strength of her captor.
The pirate wreached the woman around
o face her, caught her chin with het free
hand and forced her coptive to meet her
paze. It was the sullen Yasala, Tascela's
raaid,

“What the devil were you doing bend-
ing over me? What's that in your hand?”

‘The woman made 0o reply, but sought
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to cast away the object. “Valera twisted
her arm around- in front of her, and the
thing fell to the floor—a great black ex-
otic blossom on a jade-green stem, large
a5 2 woman's head, to be sure, but Hny
besidethe exaggerated vision she had seen.

“The black Jotus!” said Valeria between
ber teeth. “The blossom whose scent
brings deep sleep. You were trying to
dmeg me! If you hadn't accidentally
touched my face with the petals, you'd
have—why did you do it? What's your
game?"

Yasala maintained a sulky silence, and
with an oath Valeriz whirled her around,
forced her to her knees and twisted her
arm up behind her back.

“Tell me, or I'll tear your arm out of
its socket!”

Yasalz squirmed in anguish as her arm
was forced excruciatingly up between hee
shoulder-blades, but a violent shaking of
her bead was the only answer she made.

“Slutt” Valeria cast her from her to
sprawl on the floor. The pirate glared at
the prostrate figure with blazing eyes.
Fear and the memory of Tascela’s burn-
ing eyes stimed in her, rousing all her
tigerish instincts ‘of self-preservation.
‘These people were decadent; any sort of
perversity might be expecied to be en-
countered  among them, But Valeda
sensed here something that moved behind
the scenes, some secret tecror fouler than
common degeneracy. Fear and revolsion
of this weird city swept her. These peo-
ple were neither sane nor normal; she be-
gan to doubt if they were even human.
Madeess smoldered in the eyes of them
all —all except the creel, cryptic eyes of
Tascela, which held seceets and mysterics
more abysmal than madoess.

She lifted her head and listened in-
tently, The halls of Huchotl were as
silent a3 if # were in reality a dead city.
The green jewels bathed: the chamber in
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a nightmate glow, in whidh the eyes of
the woman on the floor glittered cerily
up at her. A thrill of panic throbbed
through Valeria, driving the last vestige
of mercy from her fierce sonl.

“Why did you try to drug me?” she
muttered, grasping the woman's black
hait, and forcing her head back wo glare
into her sullen, long-lashed eyes, “Did
Tascela send pou?”

No answer. Valerfa cursed venomous-
by and slapped the woman first on one
c¢heek and then the other. The blows re-
squnded throogh the room, but Yasala
made no outcry,

"Why don't you scream?” demanded
Valeria savagely, "Do you fear some-
one will hear you? Whom do you fear?
Tascela? Olmec? Conan?”

YASALA made no reply. She ctouched,
watching her captor with eyes bale-
ful as those of a basilisk, Stubbom si-
lence always fans aoger. Valeria furned
and tore a handful of cords from 2 near-
by banging,

“You sulky shu!" she said between her
teeth, "I'm going fo strip you stark naked
and tie yon across that couch and whip
you until you tell me what you were do-
ing here, and who sent yon!”

Yasala made no verbal protest, nor did
she offee any resistance, as Valeria carried
out the first pare of her threat with a Ffary
that her captive’s obstinacy only sharp-
coed, Then for a space there was no
sound in the chamber except the whistlc
and crackle of hard-woven silken cords
on naked flesh. Yasala could not move
her fast-beund hands of fect, Her body
writhed and quivered under the chastise-
ment, her hiead swayed from side to side
in thythm with the blows. Her teeth
were sunk inta ber lower lip and a brickle
of blood began as the punishment con-
tinued. But she did not cry out.
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The pliant cords made oo great sound
as they encountered the quivering body
of the captive; only a sharp crackling
snap, but cach cord left & red streak
across Yesala's dark flesh. Valeria in-
flicted - the punishment with all the
strength of her war-hardened arm, with
all the mercilessness acquired doring a
life where pain and formeat were daily
happenings, and with all the cynical in-
genuity which only a woman displays {o-
ward 2 woman. Yasala suffered more,
phys'icaIly and mentally, than she would
have suffered under a lash wielded by a
man, however strong,

" It was the application of this feminine
cynicism which at last tamed Yasala,

A low whimper cscaped from her lips,
and Valeria paused, arm lifted, and raked
back & damp yellow lock, “Well, are you
going to talk?” she demanded. T can
keep this up all night, if necessary!™

"Merey!” whispered the woman, 1
will tell,”

“ Waleria cut the cords from het wists
and ankles, and pulled her to her feeh
Yasala sank down on the couch, half re-
dining on one bare hip, supparting hoer-
self on her arm, and writhing at the con-
tact of her smarting flesh with the couch.
She was crembling in every limb.

T Wine! she begned, dry-lipped, indi-
cating with a quivering band a gold ves-
sel on an ivory table. “Let me drink, I
am weak with pain. ‘Then I will tell you
all.”

Valeria picked up the vessel, and Ya-
sala rose unsteadily to receive it She
took it, raised it toward her lips—then
dashed the contents foll inw the Aquito-
nian's face, Valeria recded backward,
shaking and claving the stinging llqmd
out of her eyes. Through a smarting
mist she saw Yasala dart across the room,
fling back a bolt, throw open the copper-
bound duor and nm down the hall, The
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pirake was after her instantly, sword out
and murder in her heart.

But Yasala had the start, and she ran
with the nervous agility of a woman whe
has just been whipped to the point of
bysterical frenzy. She rounded 2 corner
in the corridor, yards ahead of Valeria,
and whea the pirate arned i, she saw
only an empty hall, and at the other end
2 door that gaped blackly,. A damp
moldy scent reeked up from it, and Va-
leria shivered. ‘That must be the doot
that led o the catacombs. Yasala had
taken refuge among the dead.

Valeria advanced to the door and
Iooked down a flight of stone steps that
venished quickly info utter blackness,
Evidently it was a shalt that led straight
to the pits below the city, without open-
ing upon any of the lower fluors. She
shivered shightly at the thought of the
thousands of corpses lying in their stone
ctypts down there, wiapped in their
molderfag cloths. She had no intention
of groping her way down those swone
steps. Yasala doubtless knew every turn
and bwist of the subterrnean tmnels,

She was turning back, bafled and fusi-
ouws, when a sobbing oy welled np from
the bladmess, It scemed to come from a
great depth, but huran words were faint-
ly distinguishable, and the voice was that
of a woman, “Oh, help! Help, in Set's
name! Ahhk!" It trailed away, and Va-
leria thought she caught the echo of a
ghostly tittering,

Valeria felt her skin crawl, What had
happened to Yasala down there in the
thick blackness? There was no doubt that
it bad been she who had cried out. But
what peril could have befallen her? Was
a Xotalanca lurking down there? Olmes
had assured them that the catacombs be-
low Tecuhltli were walled off from the
rest, tos securely for their enemies to
break through, Besides, that titteting had
net sounded like a human being at all,
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Valeria hurried back down the corri-
dor, not stopping to close the door that
opencd on the stair, ‘Regaining her cham-
ber, she closed the door and shot the bolt

behind ber. She pufled on her boots and’

buckled her swerd-belt about her. She
was determined o make her way to Co-
nan's room and wrge him, if he sgll lived,

2L

to join ber in an attempt to fight their
way out of that city of devils. -

But even a5 she reached the door that
opened into the cocridor, a long-drawn
scream of agony rang through the halls,
followed by the stamp of running fest
and the lond clangor of swords,
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wamp Demons

Dy C. A. BUTZ

The lights that wink actoss the sedden moor
Like phosphorescent eyes that beckon men
To risk fell footsteps in the treacherous fen,
And sink in loathsome muck, without a spoor---
What ghosts of former days, what dread allure,
Abides within this subterranean den?
Or, reaching out, snares victims to iis ken,
With wraith-like fngers, to a peril sure?

"Tis told that evil things lurk out of sight
With human bones that fester in the ooze;
Belike "tis true, these bones that onoe wete clothed
In fieshly form now harbor deadly spite
Against the living, and this swamp still brews
Within its bubbling depths, the curse men loathed
Before they tumed te leprous Things of Night!



eath Holds the Post

By AUGUST W. DERLETH and MARK SCHORER.

A strange tale of living dead men and an nuearthly horvor that svuck ar dead
seldiers-in an Afrivan fort and brought them back
0 @ graesome resnrrection

URGENT GOVERNMENT OF FRAMNCE ACT-
ING ON ADVICE FROM GERMANY ASKS
ALL COMMANBERS OF ALGERIAN POSTS
TO WATCH FOR AND ARREST GERMAN
SCIENTIST DR OTTCO PRETIWEG WHO
ESCAPED FAOM SANITARIUM WITH IM-
PORTANT DOCUMENTS $TOP BELIEVED
HEADING FOR ALGERIA SINCE ALL OTHER
AVENUES ‘OF ESCAPE STOFPED SEEN ON
FREMNCH GOAST STOP ARREST THIS MAMN
IMMEDIATELY STOF DESCRIBED AS TALL
THN MAN SUNKEN CHEEKS LIVID SCAR
0N LEFT CHEEK BLACK EYES GHAY HAIR
URGENT RELAY

DDIE CRANSTON reread the dis-

E patch ke had just decoded and

handed it to his companion in the

stuffy room. “They world spring that

oo us just when we're in'a hole about
Mechar,” he said in irritstion.

His compapion read the message,
granted perfunctorily, and handed it badk
without comment, Cranston went out
into the deserted quadrangle where build-
ings and ground alike baked in the mid-
afternoon sun,  He was  unpleasantly
aware of the heavy, hot lifelessnéss of
the place. On ithe wall two geards were
limned against the parched blue of the
Aftican sky; in the shade of a barracks
doorway a native slept; there was no other
sign of life. Half a hundred men had
marched from Surdez to the post ab
Mechar twa days before. The other half
wete finding relicf from the heat in sleep.

Cranston went into the largest of the
several buildings within the white walls
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of Surdez. Lieutenant Prageur, a big rman
with a froubled frown on his forehead,
slept on his narrow untidy cof, snoring
lightly, his boots on the floor, his blouse
and shitt flung over the back of a chair,
Cranston toached his superior’s shoulder.

“Lieutenant,” he said softly.

The officer awoke with a start, swing-
ing his bare feet to the floor. "What
d'you want? Anything happen?”

“Special dispatch, sir,”

Prageur fook the message and read it.
He shrugged irtitably, "We won't have
to worry much about that. Even a luna-
tic wouldn't hide in a god-forsaken hole
like this, Now, what sbout Mechar? Still
no contact?”

"Nothing, sir.”

“Damned queer business. Those fel-
lows should have been there a long while
agn.”

“Any orders, sig?”
“Stick at the wire, We can’t do any-
thing else.”

Cranston left the building, thisking
about Mechar, The trouble had stasted
when news came from Mechar that a
queer band of naidentfied men—maraud-
ers, gipsies, Tuaregs, no onc knew ex-
actly—were occupying an old and desert-
ed post pear Mechar, the last oulpost. Be-
fore Licutenant 1'Cblier at Mechar could
send out an investigating patty, the post
bad been surprized by-a formidable acmy
of men and, after a futile battle on the
part of the Legionnaires, had been taken,
Dispatches to Surdez had cedsed in the
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“His voice was alow md gonle, nimost croening.”

iddle of the sentence annguncing Mech-
ar's fall.

Orders had conie from headquatiers to
dispatch fifty men to Mechar at once, and
at the same time came the news that more
men were being seat 1o Surdez from ad-
joining posts, Two days had passed
since thea, but no word had reached Sur-
dex from Mechar, nor had any intclli-
gence of the fifty men reached the post.
Licutenant Prageur and the remainder of
the parrison bad come to believe that
D'Oblier had been deceived 23 to the
nwmber of men at the deserted post, for
only a great numbcr could have destroyed

i
fropra s

the garrison at Mechar, which, being the
Iast outpost, kad many more mea than
Surdez,

Cracston waited fatilely at the tele-
graph, ocasionally tapping out the code
call for Mechar. Silence was his only ag-
swer, He slid dowe in his chair and
dozed.

aLr an hour later Cranston wai
shaken out of his sleep by the roughi
veice of a guard,
"Gasparri's come back,” he said.
Cranston was instantly awake. Gas-
pacri was ane of the Bty disparched ta



224

Mechar twe days ago. “'Gasparsi!” he
echoed. "Who else?”

“He's alone, Stumbling across the des-
ert a3 if he were wounded. I saw him
from = distance. He dropped from ex-
haustion just beyond the gates.”

Gasparri lay at the door, stretched on
the ground where the gnard had put him.
Cranston bent over the body, Gaspatri's
face was black with grime and sweat, his
lips were cracked, and white with caked
dust. His chest lifted and fell in heavy,
disturbed breathing,

"Get him to bed. No, wait—F1l get
him iz. You go for Lieutenant Prageur.”

Cranston cartied the unconscicus man
into the building, where he lowered him
carefully to a cot. He sought and found
sorme brandy, which be forced through
Gasparti's parched lips, Inafew moments
the exhausted man's breathing eased up.
Cranston was waching Gasparri’s face
when Prageur entered.

‘The lieutenant went over to the cot and
looked down. He said nothing, but ap-
prehension for the forty-nine men who
had not returned was plainly written on
his features. ‘The Italian moved restlessly;
he was coming amound. Cranston and
Prageur waited, Prescntly Gaspatriopened
his eyes. Immediately Cranston was at his
side with a glass of water.

“Not too much, now,” he said.

Gasparri gulped a few swallows with
painful effort and sank back on the cot.
His blood-shet eyes stared vacantly at the
ceiling. His lips moved soundlessly. Bot
in z motent blood flushed in his cheeks,
crept back into his gray lips.

“Gasparri!” said Lisutenant Prageur.

Gasparri looked vacantly at him and
said, "Not to Mechae!” That was afl.

Prageur bent forward. “Where are the
others, Gasparri?”

For 2 long moment Gasparri’s face re-
rmained expressionless; thea a look of un-
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viterable horror cept over his features,
His blood-shot eyes opened wide, his lips
fell apart, his hands fumbled at his neck
as if he were stifling, "Dia/ he gasped;
“one of them—one had me by the neck!”
Then he began to muiter incoherently.

Prageur held back his impaticnce.

It did not take Gasparri long to pull
himself together, After his muttering
subsided, he lay for abinost 2 half-hour
fully conscious, and at length pulled him-
self up into a sitting pesition and began
to talk.

He told of the arrival of the fifty at
Mechar. They had corne to the post in
cleven hours, for it was not a great dis-
tance frotn Surdez, and bad found it ap-
parently desected, Yt the gates were
locked on the inside. , . .

"We broke in after a while and waited
for something to happen, Nothing did.
Inside, everything was quict and deserted.
Then we went in. As soon as we were
well inside, the firing began, from all
sides, from doors and windows and roofs
srhere hey had been concealed. We an-
swered their fire—but we didn't have a
chance against an army like that!”

Gasparti shuddered, hortor in his eyes.

“That army,” he repeated. “Dvied it
wag 00 army. We shot, we struck home—
but not one of them fell.” His voice rose
abruptly. “They were dead abready! Some
of them were skeletons, half-rotten
corpses, and—P¥o/—some were the men

it

from Mechar—dead men, Hghting!

He foll back,

Prageuer made a gesture of asnorance.
“Sun's got him,” he said irritably, “And
he spunded all right”

He bent over the Jalisn, who was
crouching back against the bed, covering
his eyes with his hands, shuddering vio-
lently. "Look here, Gasparri!” he rom-
manded sharply, “Forget that, We seat
fifty good men to Mechar. They haven't

W. T—6
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come back, and we haven't had a word
from them! “What happened to them?
You must know. Tell mef”

Geasparri raised his head, dropping his
hands listlessly. Then he said, "I have
told you, sir. They're dead. They were
killed by those dead things at Mechar. 1
alone escaped.”  His voice was heavy and
portentous with a calm, deadly hopeless-
CES.

“You're delicions!” snapped Prageur,
He sat down on the cot and prasped Gas-
parti's wiists roughly in a tight grip,

Gaspart1 inade no protest; he only
{ocked at the Lieutenant out of fright-
haunted eyes,

“Tell me!” Prageer ordered again, but
his voice was less sure,

Gasparri repeated, "I have told you,
sic. They were killed by dead mmen, and
one who was not dead —a tall, iin old
man, who directed their movements from
the safety of the watch-tower, and he was
like 2 ghost. But all the others are dead,
I-tell you, dead—end yet they moved,
those dead ones.”

"What happened to ocur men, Gas-
parzi?”

“They're dead in Mechar,” Then ab-
tuptly Gasparri's eyes flamed with a
ghastly fear. "Gr perbaps they, too, are
ative like those others.”

PRAGEUR turped away, shrugging.

Cranston  followed him o the
door. “He's obviously mad, sir, but that
doeso’t cxplain his presence, Why is he
here? He came zlone on fook actoss the
sand."”

Liewtenant Pragent locked at him.
“Sang de Dieu’ he exploded. “You
don't pot any faith in that taie, do yon,
Cranston:"’

“No, sir,” replied Cranston promptly.
“But 1 don't wnderstand his condition.
He got z shode somewhere, becanse
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there’s something more than imagination
behind that story he's tefling.”

The whimpering voice of the Italian
drifted out to them. "My neck,” Gasparri
coruplained, “bones around my neck—
motted flesh—ahher, , ,

Prageur jerked his head in the direc-
tion of the cot. “Look after him, and
keep on trying to get Mechar,” he said,
Then be turned on his heel and walked
out into the blazing quadrangle,

Cranston  saluted smartly and went
back into the building.

Gaspatri's removal to his own quarters
was but 4 matter of a few moments, and
Cranston was soun attemnpting to contact
Mechar, though he felt intuitively that
this was hopeless. He had not been long
at it when he was brought to his fect by
a startled shout from the quadrangle. He
ran quickly b0 the door, where he was as-
sailed by a babble of voices and sight of a
second geard running toward the lieuten-
ant’'s quarters.

Someone saw Cranston and shouted,
" Ancther coming across the sand wearing
the uniform. From Mechar.”

“How far out?”

“About a mile.”

Lientenant Pragenr, who had heaed,
was already striding toward the walls.
Cranston followed.

From the small tutret surmoenting the
southwest corner of the walls, Prageunr
scanned the desert through his binocalars.
Cranston, looking out, saw for 2 few mo-
ments nothing but a gleaming expanse of
sand topped by undulating sitver waves of
lheat, rising and falling into an endless
sky, blue as the sea. ‘Then his cyes fo-
cussed propetly and he saw the oncoming
man—a small figure, moving slowly but
steadily across the golden expanse of
sand.

T don’t recognize him,” said the licw-
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tenant doubtfully. “'Cas't make out his
face for his A6p/. Bat he's one of gur
men. Take a fook.”

As Cranston took the glasses, Prageor
stepped out along the wall and shouted
down. "Qutlet, ride out to meet him.”

The glasses braught the man on the
sand much closer. It was a white man in
& private’s uoiform, But what instantly
canght Cranston’s eye was the ease with
which the soldier was moving. He was
coming in & straight line across the sands,
heading obviously for the Surdez gates,
never hesiating, never stumbling as a
man in exhaustion might, just coming
zlong at a steady though slow and me-
chanically awkward pait.

“Spot that walk? asked Lientenant
Prageur.

Cranston noadded. “Tunay, sir.'”

Prageur stood locking out across the
sand, his hands maving oervowsly, "'l
don’e like i, he said suddenly, “But he
seems to be one of our men.”

THB two of them descended the stairs
to the quadrangle. The gatcs had
been thrown open, and Ourlet had ridden
out to meet the oncoming Legioanaire,
Cranston had the flecting hope that from
this one, at least, they might learn some-
thing,

‘Then abruptly a shot broke the tense
stillness. Jt came from beyond the post,
from the sand, from the weapon which
had appeared in one band of the advane-
ing Legionnaire. And the shot had been
fired at Ourlet!

Tt had happened in the space of a fow
seconds—the walking man suddenly pro-
ducing a revolver and firing at Ourlet as
Qurlet rode vp, Ourlet hit, dropping on
his horse, wheeling the animal about and
riding furously back toward the gates.
Amid a babble of shonting from the men
ot the gates, & second shot sang out; a
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moment later Ouslet was safcly within
the walls.

Somecne sprang forward to help him
from the horse, while others moved to
shut the gates.

“Wait!” ordered Prageur.

He was watching the oncoming figure,
and there wes a carious intentness in his
gaze. But before he could give a further
order, the abrupt silence that had fallen
was again broken—this time from behind
them.

Gasparri, aroused by the outcrics and
the shots, had come from his quarters and
had crept unseen to the gates. Suddenly
he began to scream, his horrified eyes
fived upon the figure looming out of the
sand waste,

"1t's one of those dead ones! Diof We
are lost if he gets in!"”

At the same moment, Ourlet gasped,
“Something queer—he's not one of us.”
Then he wollapsed.

Prageur had stepped forward and was
even now bending above Gasparri,

But Gaspatri weat on, Is voice rising,
“Lieutcnant, sir, i s 4 dead man, He'll
kill all of us, just as he was killed. We
can’t kill him—hbe's dead already! Dial
Close the gates before it is too late!”

Terror spoke mutely from the side
mar’s trembling lips, from his haunted
eyes. The man from Mechar was fess
than & hundred feet from the gate now,
but he had not once locked up to see
what lay ahead of him, There was men-
ace in the way he held on to bis weapon,

“Hide, all of youw” Prageur ordered.
"Leave the gates wide. Some of you
crouch close to the wall. Some get en
top and fall oo him when he comes in,
We'll take him alive!”

The men scrambled to obey, and in a
few moments silence had fallen, all the
men concealed, Cranston and Prageur
close to the gate in order to be among the'
first to attack, -Fhe sand sounded wnder
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footsteps, and then the man from Mechar
came through the opened gate.

Three Legionnaires who had been ly-
ing aztop the wall launched thomselves
downward, one of them striking the in-
truder and carrying him to the sand with
him. At the same moment men. rushed
at the man from Mechar from bchind the
gates and along the walls. The weapon
he carried sounded only once; then it was
wrencthed from his grasp and he lay
prone, uamaving, his #épi tpped off
from his head.

It was over,

Then a long sob of horror rose from
the rmen arpund the fallen Legionnaire,
and there was 1 concerted backward
movement, Cranston and Prapens pressed
forward and saw. The face that had been
hidden beneath the &5/ was not a face.
It was half exposed bone, half greenly
rotting flesh! From it rose the odor of
decaying flesh. The thing on the sand
before them had been shot through the
head a long time ago.

“Mon Dies!” breathed Pragenr, star-
ing with wide eyes, and .abeuptly tumed
away. “Tie it up and put it away some-
where—och, bury it!”

Relugantly, four of the men moved
to obey.

Pragear jooked uncertainly at Crans-
ton. “Come along,” he mermured.

He moved to where Gasparzi was lean-
ing weakly against the wall, shuddering
at the memory this foul invasion had
brought to fresh life.

“Cotne, Gasparri,” sald Prageur gently,
taking him by the arm and Jeading the
‘way to his quarters.

“Alf right,” said Prageur without pre-
liminary, “T'll graat you that story, Gas-
parri. Don't ask me what T think zbout
it—I've got nothing to say. [ want to
ask you something.”

He ook a frapment of paper from his
desk, Cranston recognizéd it as the paper
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upon which -he had writien the message
from headquarters eatlier in the day,

Pragear handed it to Gasparri. “Any-
thing-in that sound familiar to you?"’ he
asked. |

GASPARRI took the paper wonderingly
and read. Abruptly his expression
changed. “Dio, yes!" he whispered harsh-
iy. "Tall thin tnan—sunken choeks—livid
scar on left cheek—pry hair,” he read
jetkingly, and looked up. “It's the tman
—the man who directs those dead ones!”

A mirthless smile appeared on Pra-
geur's lips, “Get that, Cranston. Wire
headquarters at once for detailed informa-
tion on Prettweg and his documents.”

Headquarters was vague. Their best
was in a short wire that came two hours
fater:

PRETTWEG DANGEROUS LUNATIC WHO
BELIEYES IN CERTAIN FORMULE CON-
CERNING REANIMATION OF DEAD BODIES
STOF ESCAFED SANITARIUM AND MADS
FOR' COAST BELIEVED 1IN ALGEREA SINCE
HE HAD TALKED OF GOING TO COUNTRY
WHERE CONFLICT WAS IN PROGRESS STOP
GERMAN GOVERMNMENT RELUCTANT TO
RELAY MOLRE STOF SURETE BELIEVES
PRETTWEG 15 ON TO SOMETHING DEVEL-
OFEDR IN GEEMAN LABORATORIES HAS
ADDED DEVELOFPMENTS FROM OWN DIS-
EASED BRAIN 5TOP TAKE THIS MAN DREAD
QR ALIVE.

The message gave scant sarisfaction to
Lientenant Prageur. He studied it for 2
few moments in silence; then he dropped
the peper with 2 mutrer of impatience.

“Look here,” he said, “reinforcements
are due here almost any hour now, but
we'll not wait. Torty of us march ca
Mechat wnight.”

“Licatenant, sir!" protested Gasparri.
""Those men go to something worse than
death!”

“Leave that fo me, Gasparri,” snapped
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Prageur. Tl lead them, and I'lf lead
most of them back here alive voless
something goes seriously wrong. I don’t
thik it will. Meanwhile, .you keep a
tight mouth about what youw've told us;
the men know that something’s hitched
up against them, and they're on edge.
—You, Cranston, Jet Ellery take the tel-
egtaph; Fve got a special use for you.
Before yon got rendy, wire headquarters
for three planes. We'll bomb Mechar,
if necessary.”

“But, sir, why sacrifice your meni”
asked Gasparsi.

“Thore will be lntle sacrifice,” said
Prageur, ""We'll fake an attack. As long
a5 I'm not entirely convinced of what's
going on at Mechar, T not taking
chances either way, We'll lead them to
attack us, and then retrear. Ooe of us
will have to get into the post, will have
to fake death—and that may mean death,
I don't know. But that's cur only way
of finding out what's going on in there,
and we'll fose the lesst men that way,”

Gasparri podded.

“I've picked you for that, Cranston,”
said Prageus suddenly.

For a moment Cranston felt a sick
feeling invade him. ‘Then he dispelled
it. "Very well, sir,” he said,

“You know what it means?”

“Yes, siv”

“All right. You're the man. Grant-
ing Gaspaeri's story, your danger iy two-
fold—the directing gendus, . Prettweg,
may discover that you're not really dead

and may have you killed; and you may

be trapped in the post when the bomb-
ing begins—if it becomes necessaty to
bomb.—All right, get ready. Send that
wite for planes; I'll Jct the men know:
Lehmaon will be in charge wotil 1 come
back—if I do.”
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THB red globe of the sun was rising
aver the rim of the desert when the
small troop of forty men sighted Mcchar.
A slight wind was blowing. Cranstun
and Prageur walked together at the side
of the marching line.

“In case you don't come back?” agked
the lientenant soberly,

“Instroctions for the disposal of wha
I own ate in my quarters,” replicd Crans-
ton curtly.

Prageur nodded, He took a small bot-
He from his pocket and gave it to Crans-
ton. *'Blood drawn just before we left,”
he said. “Spitl it over your uniform and
slit the cloth to resemble 2 bullet-hole.
Take no mare chance than you have to.”

The licuienant slowed up his men.
Through his glasses he isolated a single
figure high on the ramparts of Mechar,
kecping corefully out of range.

“Prettweg, all right,” he murmured,
dropping his glasses. "I can make out
the scar. Queer-looking devil.”

Prageur ordered the men to break file,
bricfly tepeated his earlier orders, spread
them out, and ardered an advance. Crans-
ton was well in the lead.

They were pechaps a2 hnndred feet
from the walls of Mechar when Prageur
ordered them to fire, Prettweg had dis-
appeared, and other fignres had taken
his place, cacclessly exposing themselves
to the fire of the Surdez men,

Immediately a volley of lead poured
down on Lieutenant Pragenr’s men. And
a second. But that was all, for at once
the lientenant ordered 4 retreat—indeed,
some of the men had taken Aight at the
fiest volley, in accordance with Prageur's
previous instructions, Cranston feft gt
the first volley, thinking fleetingly what
supreme jrony it would have been had he
been shot and killed. Five ather men fell
with him, It was but the work of a few
moments to encork the battle of bloed
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and let it sozk into his uniform, which
he had shit previously. Then he pushed
the bottle deep into the sand,

From the corner of his eye he saw
Prageur looking back; then he and the
men were pone, and Cranston lay un-
moving, He wondered what would hap-

pen now, wiming himself not to move a°

muscle, to breathe shallowly. It scemed
to him preseniy that hours were passing,
but in a little while his cars canght the
sound of activity behind the walls of the
near-by post. ‘The sen's heat had become
tei-i-iﬁc, and his hope that somcthing
would happen was intensified. Then be
heard the gares of Mechar swing open.

From ¢ carefully opened cye he saw 2
figure come forth alone, a revolver held
menacingly in his hand. It was Doctor
Prettweg. ‘The old man was hatless, and
hLis long white hair lent his face an air
of benevolence, but nothing concenled
the dura of disholic evil ahout him—the
crimson scar edged in blue and gray, the
twisted mouth, thé flerce, black eyes,
loathsorne and givating. As Cranston
watched, the dactor smiled at sight of
the dead maen, his pleasure ghioulishly
manifest, He turned and made irritable
motions to someone beyond the gates.

The first corpse lay at a distance of
twenty feet from’ Cranston. Against his
betfer judgment, he continued -to” watch
the niad doctor’s approach. He saw him
bend over the corpse, Jooking only cas-
ually at the body. Then Prettweg took a
battle from his pocket, opened it, and
forced liquid into the dead man's maouth;
he stood then, waiching the corpse in-
tently for a few momeats, moving away
only vihen he had seen—as Cranston,
too, saWw—a faint, borrible movement
from the dead men!

RANSTON restrained himself with a
tremendous  effort; "he had * seen
soinething he knew td b impossible, yet
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it war! Prettweg came on to the second
cotpse, zod Cranston, following him
with his eyes, saw that the second Le-
gionnaire was pot dead, for he moved
feebly at the doclor's approach, Could
it be that the first of them had not been
dead either?

But what doubts Cranston had were
herribly, brutally dispelled; for the doe
tor, noticing the movement, hesitated, as-
sured himself that the man was in ne
position to inflict injury, and then cal-
lously put 2 bullet through the Legion-
paire’s head, Cranston steeled himscf
to keep from giving voice to his fury
and horror. :

The bottle again, and once more liquid
down a dead throat,

Inside him, Cranston was shuddering
with loathing for this inhuman beast.
But no emotion rose to the surface. He
fay now with his lips fallen apart, his
jaw hanging loosely agape, apd despite
the terrific strain, with his eyes wide and
turned up against the sun. He was com-
pletely  selaxed and  motionless, his
breathing restrained as muach as possible,

Footsteps came toward him. He was
aware suddenly of the doctor's hand
grasping his neck, of long, clammy fin-
gers touching his skin, aod the strain of
simulating death became almost vabear-
able. Then the bottle was at his month,
and acrid liquid touching his tongue,
and Prettweg's grip relaxed. Cranston's
head fell against the sand, his one
thought that his mast dificult first stage
wis over, for the doctor had neticed
nothing amiss. Cranston let the vile-
tisting liquid in his mouth drool out
upon the sand.

Prettweg was standing among the
dead, his now malign face contemplat-
inng the nearest corpse, his hands clasped
behind him much in the attimde of a
physidan ‘in consultation. But his athi-
tude underwent a subtle change—an w-
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holy joy came into- the old man's eycs,
bis mouth upeurved in evil trinmph, and
it seemed that psyehic power flowed from
his eatire body. He extended his arms
in an all-embracing gesture, and his
hands beckoned. MNow his eyes became
hypaotic, his aspect momentarily benign,
and in an almost suggestively benign
voice, he spoke.

“Come now, my children. Rise and
follow me.”

If ke had not hten ton conceraed
about his own safety, Cranston might
have given himself away jn his terror at
what followed Prettweg's gentle words.
For the dead began to move, stiffly, me-
chagicaily! (One by one they rose and
stond at attention, their dead faces furned
expressionlessly toward the commanding
figure whose medicine and meatal magic
had braught their bodies to ghastly life.
Their arms hung limply at theic sides,
their heads were servilely bent, their epes
sought blankly for the directing force in
the tall thin figure before them. Prett-
weg's gray hair, now ringed asound by
sunlight, lent him an ironical saintliness.

Cranzton was the fast to rise.

The doctor swept the six with his
“glance and looked back toward the forf,

Crapston felt decp within him the
wish that the bombing planes might al-
ready- be here. Lef them come!l he
thought, bat there was no sound in the
air.

"Come,” said Prettweg.

He strode away toward the open gates,
and the incredibly animated dead moved
after him, Cransten ameng them, he too,
like those others, walking with the auto-
matic precision of somnambulists. He
suffered & momentary impulse to shoot
the doctor as he walked along with his
badk to him, but a confused sepse of
honor, combined with the conviction that
he must get inside Mechar as Prageur had
ordeted, to verify Gasparri's ghastly. story,
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smothered his insane desire. His hands
itched for the feel of his weapon, his en-
tite body craved the maddening, satisfy-
ing pleasure of shooting down Lhis in-
humazn monster who had such terrible
power over the dead.

But surely there was already enough
verification? Or was it nightmare? Crans-
ton was walking at the side of 2 Sundex
Legionnaire, Tranz Klast, 3 German
whom he remembered as 2 good fellow.
Cranston had seen him shot, had seen
him fall—for an instant he fencied that
he labored under a monstrous delusion,
2 mad dream from which he must shake
himself; for Klast could not be dead,
since he walked at his side, alive!

“Klast!” he whispered. “For God's
sake, talk to mel”

There was no answer.

RANSTON tumed his head reclessly
to the side and locked ab Kiast, al-
most recoiling in horror at what he saw:
the geping hole in Klast's temple, torn
by the fatal bullet hred by ope of the
dead from the walls of Mechar, The
wound's black maw mocked Cranston,
Klast was walking sightlessly, ani-
mated by-a ghastly force from beyond his
bedy! A flash of intelligence gave sud-
den vision to Cranston—this madman
Prettweg, controlling  thousands upon
thousands of dead, could ultimately
sweep over the face of the carth, for his
soldiers had conquered death, and were
in themsetves death. Death could sweep
over the earth, could hold every fort,
every outpost, every preat city, could
reign over all the country, directed by the
cancerous brain of this madman! Far
batk, perhaps, some remote German sci»
entist had manufachred this acrid elixdr
of life, but it took modern experimenta-
tion and the distorted mind of a mad-
man to complete the frightful dreams of
that earlicr madman,
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Cranston knew that every moment was
vital. Prettweg must die, oo matter what
the cost.

Cranston  looked guardedly  ahcad.
Prettweg was just vanishing hetween the
gates of Mechar, There was nothing to
do but enter the post, and presently the
shambling file of men passed through the

teway. Cranston heard the gates creaker
ing st behind him.

Prestweg musp die!  The thought
drummed through his head. For without
the doctor, the elixir was harmless—it
needed the directing genius of this mad
brain to complete the animation barely
begun by the invention of 2 man now
long forgotten. The font of this psychic
power must be wiped out,

Now he stond,. trapped within the
walls of Mechar, he and & madman alone
with a ghastly aomy of dead men. His
companions bad ceased to walk; they had
stopped in their tracks, bodies wearily
sagging,  Cranston wondéred whether
Predweg had removed that mysterious
dfrecting force. For.a'moment he allowed
his lids to shiut out the death around him,
and strained his ears for the sound of
motors humming in the sky,

There was nothing.

He looked cautiously arouad him. The
quadtangle was cluttered  with  half-
decayed bodies of living dead med, some
of them skeletal remains of Tvaregs
whose bodies had long hin exposed to
the sun! They stond dumbly against the
wialls, they sab in doorways or on the
sweltering sand, their arms dangling be-

-tween their legs, they Jeaned on the ram-
parts, watching the sky through eyes des-
tined soon to sink in decay into their
sockets. And Cranston stood among
them, isolated and zlone.

P&E‘ITWEG came suddenly from coe of
the dodrwayps, He:stood before them
suddenly, and again. Granston was struck
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with the false saintliness lent him by the
sam in his hair. The mad eyes were glow
ing again as from some inner vision, and
presently the cld man’s lips parted and
he began to speak, his voice slow and
gentle, almost crooning, and yet aliveé
with gloating power.

“Tomorrow, my children, we will take
Surdez,” he said, "“There will be enough
of us after that to move ‘down the line
upon post after post. This will be our
country tien, And afterward! 1 dream
of what lies before us!”

‘The madoess of him spoke from all
his features. Qnce again Cranston con-
quered the desire to fire pointblank at the
sinister face that seemed to hang in the
arid heat of the quadrangle. For a me-
ment Prettweg scanned their dead- faces,
and now his gaze lingered on Cranston,
Could- he suspect? Cranston wondered;
ot had he somehow seen Cranston's rechk-
less movements of a fow moments ago?
But pethaps—reore believably—he had
in some way felt the mental force of an-
other living mind! The thought froze
Cranston with sudden fear; for surely
this perceptive mind must have felt hate
flowing toward him!

But Prettweg turned and began to
walk away.

Instantly Cranston's -fear beoke into
disorder, He whipped his revolver from
its holster, But at the same instant, his
dead comrades, galvanized into action by
an unuitered command, Heng themselves
upon Lim. His revolver cracked, and a
spust of sand fanned into the air to show
Cranston how far his bullet had gone
from its mark, “The Muchar and Surdez
dead were upon him, grappling with
him, struggling chemsily for his weapon,
and others were pouring toward him
from g}l sides, He felt their rotting arms
wrapped about his Hmbs, felt their decsy-
ing fingers and the hardness of Seshless
bones at his neck,
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Revolvers cracked. He felf searing
pains in his leg and shoulder, and went
down undet a mass of nauscating dead
things. Still he fought. He had a mo-
mentary glimpse of Pretiweg looking
sardonically on, his mad face now afire
with insane hatred, aed saw that the doc-
tor had a revolver ready to fire at Cran-
ston’s first appearance. With & pain-
tacking effott, hie shifted under the strug-
gling mass of dead, aimed wildly, and
fited—once, twice, three times.

Abruptly the struggle ebbed away.

And died.

Cranston [ay in the midst of & ghastly
mound of dead flesh. He felt nausea as-
sailing him, buried his face in his hands,
and waited for death. Nothing happened.
A moment passed and be looked up,
pulling himself froro the decaying flesh
that pinned him down, He saw bodies
fall from the ramparts like stones, saw
the living dead in doorways sag and
sprawl into the sand, saw the standing
drad topple and collapse like cmpty
sacks. And then he saw Doctor Prettweg
against the wali of a near-by building
sag gently and slide downward to the
sand,

He writhed on the ground, shuddered,
and died. Like a giant bird he lay, his
white coat spread beneath his arms like
the too feeble wings of some predatory
creature, his long hair fanned away from
his head, his arms outspread, his fingers
twisted into the hot sand.

C RANSTON came unsteadily to his Feet,
bis brain awhirl, the wounds in his
leg and shoulder flaming with pain. It
was over, The horror of living dead men
had pessed with Prettweg's death. Pray
God it would never come again!
Abruptly he heard a familiat sound—
the steady drone of racing planes. His
mind struggled o free itself from the
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horeor of his surroundings. He must
escape before the planes got there—but
he alane conld not open the gates fn so
short a time,

Then his mind cleared.

He began to run wildly toward the
central building. Somewhere thore must
be the Foreign Legion flag. A glance
told him it was no longer on the ram-
parts, the dead invaders having doubtless
removed it. If he could find the fag or,
failing to find it, if he could get to the
roof and signal them—for they must
know he was here. He could be certain
they had first stopped at Surdez for in-
stenctions from Pragenr,

He emeeged on the roof to see the
planes almost dircetly above, circling un-
certaindy abont. At the same moment he
caught sight of the flag, crumpled care-
lessly into a corner. He ran and gathered
it wp in his arms, mousted the highest
wall, and there let the flag stream out
behind him as he ran along the perilous
rampart,

The leading plane banked and ancther
dipped toward him. He had a sickening
conviction that machine-gun fire would
sweep him from the wall, but the plane
veered away. They had seen and under-
stood. Cranston jumped to the roof again
and saw men from Surdez coming acress
the dunes beyond the gate. For a mo-
meat only he stood there; then he felt
again the increasing pain of his wounds
and he toppled forward, lost in an un-
fathomable sea of blackness.

RANSTON was back at his telegraph
next day when Licuntenant Pragrar
cntered, in his hand a report to be dis-
patched to beadquarters. As he left the
room he turned.
“By the way, you may depend upoa
promotion,” he said crisply, smiling.
‘Fhen he was gone,
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With gem lips Cranston tapped out
the report to headquarters:

THE GARRISON AT MECHAR WAS WIFED
OUT BY A SURFRIZE ATTACK OF TUAREGS
5TOP HELD FORT AWD WIPED OUT FIFTY-
FOQUR OF QUE MEN STOF SURPRIZE AT-
TACK PY REMAINDER OF OUR MEN YES-
TERDAY TOOK MECHAR STOP TUAREGS
FLED 8TOP DR OTTO FRETTWEG ABOUT
WIOM WIRE RECEIVED 'TWO DAYS AGO
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WAS KILLED IN ACTION AT MECHAR STOP
HAD JOINED AND WAS LEBADING TUAREG
ATTACK STOP RELAY ‘TO GEREMAN Al
THORITIES.

That was all, It did not need Lienten-
ant Prageur’s subsequent words to con-
vince Cranston of the fitness of the mes-
sage. ‘“You remember how I fook Gas-
patti’s story at fist. Can you imagine
how they'd take it at headquarters,
Cranston?”

Jhe
of Philip

1ary
Westerly

By PAUL COMPTON

A sirange, brief tale of the tertible fear inspired by 2 man's
horrendous reflection i a mirrer

T HAS heen fen yeats since my uncle,
Philip Westerly, disappeared, Many
theories have been advanced as to

why and how he vanished so strangely
and so completely, Many have wondered
why ainen shouid vanish and Jeave noth-
ing behind him but & stashed mirror.
Bet none of these theories or wild fmag-
inings are half so fantastic as the story [
gathered from the diary which some
whim prompted him to keep,

Bat first 2 word ahout Philip Westerly.
He was a wealthy man, and also a cruel,
selfish man. His wealih was attriboted
to this same cuelyy and selfishoess. He
also had many whims, One of them

wias keeping a diary, Another was
his love for mirrors, He was hand-
some in a croel sott of way and almost
effeminate in his liking to stand before
them and admire himself. This eccen-
tricity was borme out by the fact that cov-
ering one whole side of his room was a
mirror of gigantic size~—the same mircor
that is linked with his disappearance.
But read the excerpts from the diaty of
Philip Westetly,

AIG. 3rp. Afternvon: Billings asked
for an extension on that note today,
but I saw oo reason why I should grant
him any such thing. When I told him
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this, he began cursing me in a frightful
mmanner. He said 1 was aruel and that
some day 1 would be called to account
for the way I treated people, -1 faughed
outright at this, but at the same time I
felt a vegue sense of uneasiness which
even yet } have not dispelied.

Night: A remarkable thing has hap-
pened. I had gone to my room fo dress
for dinner and I was standing hefore the
mitror tying my be. ¥ had bogun the
useal procedure that one follows, whea
I poticed that no such action was re-
eorded in the mirror. True, there was my
reflection in the glass, but it follawed
none of the movements that I made, Tt
was immobile!

1 extended my hand to touch the re-
flection and encountercd nothing but the
polished sucface of the mirror, Then E
noticed a truly remarkable thing, The re-
flection in the mirtor wore po tiel I
stepped . badc: aghast, Was this an il
hision? Had my mind and vision been
affected by some malady that T was not
aware of? Impossible! Then I regarded
the reflection with a more careful scro-
tiny, There were a number of differences
between it and myself. For one thing it
wore a stebby growth of beard on its
face, I was positive that I had visited the
barber that very Jay and passed my hand
across my chin to verify this. It encoun-
tered potaing but smooth skin, The lips
of the man in the micror drooped in a
display of gnarled, yellow fangs, while
my own bared nothing but twe rows of
gleaming, well-cared-for teeth.

I was filled simultaneously with a feel-
ing of disgost and fear, and looked for
farther discrepancies, T found thom, The
feet and hands were shnormally large,
and the clothing of the thing was old,
bagiy, and covered with Alth.

I dared pot stay longer, I tied the tie
25 best I could and descended hurriediy
to disner,
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Aung. dth, Merning: T awoke feeling
jaded and tited. My friend in the mirror
is still with me, Oxdinarily the reflection
of myself, m bed, is caught in the mir-
tor, but not so this mommg. Instead, 1
saw that the dweller within Had, like
ayself, heen having a night's rest. 1 hope
he stept better than 1 did, for my own
night was & seties of fitlul, restless toss-
ings.

"Good mﬂming," 1 s4id, rising.

When I moved, he moved. As I'ad-
vanced toward the mirtor he drew closer
to me. I stopped and surveyed him, He
resembled me only remotely—I hope. I
smiled, and e responded with a wolfish
twist of his mouth. I extended my hand
as if ¥ wanted to shake hands with him,
but he drew harck as if from fire. ¥ can’t
wnderstand the terror which he holds for
me. I fry not to show my fear in front
of him, but I fesl that, animal-like, -he
senses it, [ refor to the reflection as “he,”
“him,” or “it,” for I cannot bring mysclf
to-admit that the thing in the mirror is
my reflection.  But I scarcely dare write
what I do helicve it to be. I have always
been skeptical about. such things - as
“soul,” tut when T look into the mirror
-—$God help me!

Night: 1 am spending much time in
my room now, Pve spent most of the
day here. This thing is beginning to
hold a morbid fascination for me. I
can't stey away for any lenpth of time,
1 wish I could, My wife is beginning to
wotry aboot me.  She saps I look pale,
She tells me I need a rest—a Jlong rest
Ef 1 could only confide in her!  In any-
one! But I can't. | must fight and wan
this aut alonte,

Aug. 5th. Thete has been little oz no
change in our relationship, He stll re-
maging aloof,

Today my wife came to my reom to
see how I was feeling, - She stoed-in such
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a 'position - that lookiog 4into the tmitror
was unavoidable. She stood before the
mittor arrynging her hair,  She aoticed
nothing out of the ordinary, bit he was
still there,  Daren him!  He was still
there, and this time he snarled in tri-
umph at me,

_One other remaskable thing. My wife
hadn't seen the thing there jn the mitror,
but neither had I seen her reflection. It
was the same with Peter, my valet, and
Anng, the maid. "Anna would have dusted
the mirror had I not stopped her. 1 must
take no chanees. A close scruting might
reveal him to them, and they must not
kaow—they must ot know!

NG GTHL ‘Three days, Three days of
bell! That's what it has been since
I discovered that damped. thing. How
lie fortires mae! He has béguﬂ to medk
me. When he thinks be has givea an
extranedicarily clever impersonation he
shakes with laughter, I can’t hear him
faugh, - But I see him. And thal’s worse.
1can’t stand it ewach longert

Aug. 7ih, We never know how moch
we can stand antll we go through some
ordeal such as I am now wndergoing,
But I feel that my nerve is near the
breaking-point.

1-have locked the door of my foom.
Anaa leaves o tray outside my door.
Somgtimes | eat the food she brings, bat
mare often T don't. My wife begs me

to let her in, but T tell her to O away.
T'm afraid to tell her—I'm afraid to tell
anyone, I know what they do with peo-
No, 1

ple who have “hallucinations”,
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car'titell. Neither..can I -leave.
knows why, but 1 can't.

Aug. 8th. It was day beforc yesterday
that -1 mentioned his mocking me. - To-
day-~T tremble af the thought—he is be
ginning o resemble me!  Thiz marning
I looked in the mirror and. discovered
that he had discarded his rags and was
now. dressed in ooe of my suits, [ ran
to the wardrobe and discovered his clothes
hanging where mine had been. I tuened
and fared him. He laughed and pointed
toward my hands and feet. They were
bloated beyond recognition. T dare niot
guess how far this change has gone- 'L
can write no mese today.

Aug, 9th. The change i5 complete.
He Jooks more Hke me than T do mysclf,
He has grown more cruel with the
thange.  He taunts me with my ugliness,
Hinally I could stand it no fonger, 1 fled
[rom the roorn, At last [ found the thing
I was looking for—a mirror. When I
catne face to face with what I now am I
nveatly collapsed,  Yes, he has taken my
form. God pity me! TI've bken his!

I slunk back to the roomn in horror.
Back to his Jaughter and the hell that is
now wmy existence, God knows what to-
imorrow will bring!

© Aug, 10th. Seven days since that deyil

has been in the mirror. I have prayed
to God-that it may be the last. It willt
I know it willl He, in the mirror, sensés
it too, I see the look of apprehension in
his eyes. Damn him! ' It's my turn to
snat] in teiwmph now.. For when -1 lay
down this pon, for the Jast time, perhaps,
I shail leap thenugh the mirror. And he
exists only in the mirror.. God help me!
T am laying down wy pent

God




_ﬁl the Dark

By RONAL KAYSER

Tt was a tale of shesr horror that old Ase Gregg ponred
into the dictaphons

HE watchman’s flashlight printed
a white circle on the frosted-glass,
black-Lttered doot:
GREGG CHEMICAL £0., MFRS.
ASA GREGG, PRES.
PRIVATE

The watchman’'s hand cdosed oo the
knch, rartled the door in jts frame, Queer,
but tonight the sound had seemed to come
from io there. . . . But that couldn't be,
He knew that Mr Grcgg and Miss Car-
tuthers carried the only keys to the office,
&0 any intruder would have besn forced
to smash the Jock.

Maybe the sound came from the stor-
age room. The watchman clumped along
the ruhber-matted  corridor, flung  hiy
weight against that door. It opened hard,
being of ponderous metal Atted into a
cork casing. The room was an air-tight,
fire-proaf vault, really. His shoes gritted
on the concrere floor as he prowled among
the big porcelain vats, ‘The flashlight
hored through bluish haze ta the concrete
walls, Acid fumes escaping under the vat
lids made the haze and seated the man's
throat.

He hurried out, coughing and wiping
his cyes. It was damn funny. Every night
lately he heard the same peculiar naise
somewhere in this wing of the buoilding,

. Like a body groaning and turniog in
sestiens sleep, it was. It scared him. He
didn't mention the mystery te anyone,
though. He was an old man, and he
dido't want Mr. Gregg to think he was
getting too old for the job.

“Asa’d think I was crazy, if I told him
about it,” he mumbled,
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INSI.DI! the office, Asa Gregg heard the
mattered words plainly. He sat very,
still in the hig, leathorcushioned chair,
hardly breathing until the scrape of the
watchman's foet had thioned away down
the hall. There was no light in the room
te betray him; only the cherry-ralored tip
of his dpar, which couldn't be visible
through the frosted glass door. Anyway,
i'd be an hour before the watchman's
rouned brought him past the office 2gain,
Asg Gregg had that hour, if he could
screw up his nerve to wse it L L L

He togk the frayed end of the cgar
from his mouth. His hand, which had
wasted to mere skin and hane-these past
few manths, groped through the dark-
ness, shd over thr polished olness of
the du.‘taphune hood, and snapped the
switch, Machinery famtly whirred, His
fingers found the tube, Hited it.

“Miss Cacruthers!” he snapped. Then
he hesitated. Sorely, he could brost Mary
Carruthers! He'd never wondered about
her before, She'd been his secretary for
a dozen years—I[ately, since he couldn't
look after affairs himself as he used to,
she had practically run the business. She
was forty, scnsible, wnbeautiful, and
tight-lipped, Hell, he had-to trust her!

His voice plunged into the darkness,

“What I bave ko say now is intended
for Mrs. Gregg's ears only. She will take
the first boat home, of amrse, Meet that
boat and bring her to the office. Since my,
wifé knows nothing about a dictaphone,
it will be necessary for you to set this
record running. As soon as you have done
g0, leave her alone in the room, Make
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sure she's not interrepted for a half-hour.
That's all.”

i{e waited a decent interval. The in-
visible needle peeled its thread inte the
revolving wax cylinder,

“Jeannette,” muttered Asa Gregg, and
hesitated again, This wasn't going to be
easy to say. He dedded to begin matter-
of-factly. “As you probably know, my
will and the insumnce policies are in the
vault at the First National. 1 believe you
will find all of my papers in execllent
vrder, If any questions arise, consult Miss
Carruthers. What I have to say to you
now is purely personal—I fecl, my dear,
that T owe you an explanation—that
—"

God,
expected.

“feannette,” he started in afresh, Vyou
remember three years ago when I was in
the hospital, You were in Palm Beach at
the time, and I wired that there’d becn an
accident here at the plant. That wasa't
strictly so. ‘The fact is, 'd gotten mixed
up with a girl—"

He paused, shivering. In the darkness
a picture of Dot swem hefore him, The
oval face, framed by gleaming swirls of
femon-tinted bair, had pooting scarlet
lips, and eyes whose allure was intensi-
fied by violet make-up. The full-length
picture of her inchuded a streamlined,
full-blossomed and yet delectably lithe
body. A costly, enticding, Broadway-
chorus orchid! As a matter of fact, that
was where he'd found her.

T won't make any excuses for myself,”
‘Asa Gregg said harshly. "T might point
out that youw were always in Tlorida or
Bermuda or France, and that 1 was a
lonely man. But it wasn’t just lonetiness,
and I didnt seek cumpanienship, I
thought T was making a Jast bow to
Romaoce. 1 was successful, sixty, and
sitly, and I did all the dama foo) things—
{ even wrote letters. to her, Popsy-wopsy,

it came harder than he had
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letters.” The didaphone couldn’t record
the grimace: that Jerked his Hps. “'She
saved them, of course, and by and by she
put 4 price on them—ten thousand dol-
lars, Dot claimed that one of those filthy
tabloids had offered her that much for

‘them—and what was 2 poor working-girl

to do? She Jied. Tknew that.

“I told her to bring the letters to the
office after business hours, and Fd fake
care of her, I took care of her, all right,
1 shot her, Jeannetie!”

He mopped his face with a handket-
chief that was already damp,

“Not on account of the money, you
understand, Tt was the things she said,
after she had micked the bills into her
pusse . ., vile things, about the way she
had earned it ten times over by enduring
my beastly kisses. T'd really loved that
girt, and I'd thought she'd cared for me
a Bitle. Tt was her hale that maddened
me, and T got the gun out of my desk
draweg——"

K}L GREGG reached through the dark-
ness for the switch. He fumbled for
the bottle which staod on the desk. His
band trembled, spilling some of the
liquor onto his fap. He drank from the
baotile. . .,

This part of the story he'd skip. It
was too horrible, even to think about it
He didn't want to remember how the
blood pooled inside Dot's fur coat, and
how he'd managed to carry the body oo
of the office without lesking any of her
blood onto the floor. He tricd to forget
the musky sweetness of the perfume on
the dead girh, mingled with that other
evil blood-smell. Especially he didn’t
want to remember the frightful time he'd
had stripping the gold rings from her
fingers, and the one gold tooth in her
head, .

The harror of it coiled in the blackness
about him, His own tecth rattled against
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the bottle when he gulped the second
dook. He snapped the switch savagely;
bt when he spoke his voice eringed into
the tube:

T careied her into the storage room,
I got the 1id off one of the acid tanks. The
vat conteined an acid powerful enough to
destroy anything-—except gold, Tn fact,
the vat itself had to be lined with gold-
leaf, I knew that in tweniy-four hours
there wouldn't be a recognizable body
left, and in a week there wouldn't be
anything at all. Mo matter what the police
suspected, they couldn’t prove a murder
charge without 2 corpas delicti. 1 had
committed the perfect crime—except for
one thing. Ididn't realize that there'd be
a splarh when she went info the vat.”

Gregg laughed, not pleasantly. His
wife might think it'd been a sob, when
she beard this record. “Now you under-
stand why | went &0 the hospital,” he
jerked. “Possibly you'd cali that poetic
justice, Oh, God!

His voice broke. Again he thumbed off
the switch, and mopped his fuce with the
damp linen.

The rest—how could he explain the
rest of it?

He speat a long minute arranging his
thoughts,

“You haven't any idea,” he resumed,
“ne ene has any idea, of how I've been
punished for the thing I did. ¥ don't mean
the sheer physical agony—but the fear
that I'd talk coming out of the ether at
the hospital. "Lhe fear that she'd been
traced to my office—T'd simply hidden
her dngs away, expecting to drop them
into the giver—or that she might bave
confided in her lover . , , yes, she had one.
Or, sappose a whopping big order came
through and that tank-was emptied the
very next day. And I couldn't ask any
questions—I didn't even know what was
in the papers.

"However, that part of it gradually
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cleared up. I quizzed Miss Carmuthers,
and learned that an unidentified female
body had been fished out of the East
River-a few days after Dot disappearsd.
That's how the police solved’ the case, 1
got rid of her rings, I ordered that vat
left alone.

“The other thing began about six
months 2p0.”

A spasm contorted his face, His fin-
gers ached their grip into the dictaphone
tube,

“Jeannette, yon temember when 1 be-
gan to object to the radio, how I'd shout
at you to tutt jt off in the middle of a
program? You thought I was ill, and
wotried about business, . . . You were
wrong. The thing that got me was bear-
ing ber vojpe——"

He gripped the cold cigar, chewed it
“It's very strange that you didn't notice i,
No matter what station we dialed to, ai-
ways that same voice came stealing inta
the roam! But perhaps you did notice?
You said, once or twice, that all those
blues singers sounded alike!

“And she was a blues singer. . . . It
was she, afl right, somewhers out in the
ether, reminding me. . , ,

“The next thing was—well, at first
when I noticed it in the office 1 thought
Miss Carrirthers had suddenly taken up
with young idess. Yon see, I kept smell:
ing perfume.”

And he smelled it now. It was like a
mizsma in the dark.

“Tt isn't anything that Carruthers
wears,” he grated. "It comes From—yes,
the storage room. I realizcd that about a
month ago. Just after you sailed—one
night I stayed late at the office, and I
went in there, ., It scemed to be strong-
st around the vat—#her vat—and I lifted
the lid.

“The sweet, sticky musk-smell hit me
like a blow in the face.

"And that fse’t alll”
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PRROE stalked in fhis room. Asa

Gréegg cronched io his chair, felt the
weight of Fear on him like a submarine
piressure. Flis cigar pitched to his jmees,
dropped to the ifoor.

Yo won't believe this, Jeannette.”
He hammered the words like naily into
the darkness io front of him, *You will
say that it's impossible, 1 know that. It &
impossible, It is a physiological absurdity
—it coetradicts the Jaws of natural
science.

"But I saw something on the botiom of
that val”’

He groped for the bottle. His wife
would hear a long gurgle, and then =
coughing gasp. . . .

*“The vat was nearly full of this trans-
parent, oily acid,” he went on. “What I
saw was a lot of sediment un the golden
floor. And there shouldn't have heen any
sediment! ‘The stuff viterly dissolves ani-
mal tissue, bone, even the common ares—
kecps them in suspension,

“Tt didn't look like sediment, either.
1 looked Jike 2 hidap of mold .. , . grave-
moldt’

"# teplaced the ld, I-speat a week
convincing mipself that it was al! impos-
sible, that ¥ cowfds's have seen anything
of the sort. ‘Then I went to the wat
&, > 2
Silence hung -in the darkness while
he sucked wind into his lunps, And
the words burst—scparate; yammering
shrieks:

"1 looked, night after night! Forhours
sta time I've watched the change, . . Did
you ever see 2 hody decompose? OF course
got! Neither bave I. But you must know
in'a gencral way what the process is.
Well, this has been the exact opposite!

“Fitst, 1 stared at the heap of grave-
mold as"it shaped itself into bomes, a
sketeton.

*“E watched the coming of hair, & yel-
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low tangle of it sprouting from the bare
round skull; until—oh,. Godl—the flesh
began making itself before my epes!. I
couldn’t bear any more. 1 stayed away—
didn’'t come ta the office for five days.”

The tube slipped from his sweating,
slick fmgera Panting, Asa Gregg fum-
bled in the dark until he found it.

Exhaustion, not self-control, fattened
his voice to 4 deadly monotone, 1 tried
o think of a way out, If ¥ could fish the
corpse out of the tank! Hut I couldn’t
smuggle it out of the plant—alone. You
know that, and 0 do I Bésides, what
would be the use? ¥f acid can't kil her,
nothing can.

“That's why I can’t have the Yd ce-
mented on. It wouldn't do any goed,
either! Until three days ago, she hadn't
the least color, Iooked s white a5 2 ghost
in the vat, A naked ghost, because there's
been no resurrection for her clothing, . . .

“Fve watched her limbs grow rosy!
Her lips are scarlet! Her eyes are bright—

they opened yesterday—and her breasts

were rising and falling—oh, almost im-
perceptibly—but that was Jast night,

“And tonight—I swenr ft—her lips
moved! She muttcred my name! - She
tumed—she'd been Iying on her side—
over onto her back!”

The record would be hadly blurred,
His hand shock vicleatly, bobbled the
tube agdinst his lips. Gregg braced his
clbow againsi-the desk.

“She isn't des_cd," he choked. “She's
only asleep . . . not very soundly asleep.
w s« She’s waking up!”

The iavisible needle quivered as it
fraced several noises, ‘There was his tor-
tured breathing, and the dawing of his.
fingernails rattling over the desk, The
drawer clicked as it opened,

The loud dick was the cocking of the
sevolver,
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"Soon she's going to gel oni of thal
vat!” Gregg bleated. "'Jeannette, forgive
me—God, forgive me—but I will not—
1 cannot—I dare not stay here to see her
then!”

THS sound of the shot brought the
watchman stumbling along the cor-
ridor. He crashed agginst the office doar.
1t banged open in a shower of falling
frosted plass, The watchman's flashlight
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severed the darkness, and printed its white
cirele on the face of Asa Grogp,

He had fallen back o the chair, a
blackish gout of blood running from the
hole in his temple. He stared sightlessly
into the light with his eyes that were two
gnarls of shrunken brown Besh, Like knots'
in a pine boasd,

Asa Gregg was blind . . | had been,
since that night three yeacs past whea the
acid splashed, . . .
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our Wooden Stakes

By VICTOR ROWAN

HERE it lay on the desk in front
of me, that missive so simple in
wording, yet so perplexing, so
urgent fn tone:
Jack:

Come 2t onee for old-time’s suke. Am zll alone..

Will explain upsn grrival,
REMs0H.

Having spent the past three wecks in
bringing to a successful termination a case
that had purzled the police and two of
the best detective agencies in the city, [
decided T was entitled to a rest; so I or-
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dered two grips packed and went in
search of a time-table. If was scveral
years since I had seen Remson Holropd;
in fact, I had not gsecn him since we had
matriculated from college together. 1 was
curious fo know how he was geing
along, to say oothing of the likle diver-
sion he promised me in the way of 2
mystery.

The foilowing afternoon found me
standing on the station platform of the
little town of Charing, a village of about
fifteen hundred souls. Remson's place

W.T—7
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was about ten miles from there; so [
stepped forward to the driver of a shay
and asked if he would kindly take me to
the Holroyd estate. He clasped his hands
in whar sesmed to be 2 silent prayer,
shuddered stightly, then looked at me
with an air of wonder, mingled with sus-
picion.

"I dun't know what ye wants o go out
there fer, straager, but if ye'll take the
advice of a God-fearin’ man ye'll tura
back where ye come from, There be some
mighty fearlnl tales concernin’ that place
fostin® around, 2nd more'n one tramp’s
been found necar there so weak from loss
of blood and fear he could hardly crawl.
They's somethin' there. Be it man or
beast I dunt know, but as fee me, [
woulda't drive ye aut there for a hundred

. dollars—ecash.”

This was nut at all encouraging, but I
was nat to be influenced by the talk of a
superstitious old gossip; so I cast ahout
for a less impressionable rustic who
would undertake the trip to earn the
ample teward 1 promised at the end of
the ride. To my chagrin, they all acted
Tike the fivst: some crossed themsclves
{ervently, while others gave me one wild
lock and ran, as if T were in alliance with
the devil.

By now my curiosity was thoroughly
aroused, and T was deteemined to see the
thing through to a finish if it cost me my
life. So, casting a last, contemptuous look
on those poor, misgeided souls, I stepped
out briskly in the direction pointed out to
me. However, I had gone but 4 scant two
miles when the weight of the valises be-
gan to tell, and I shackened pace con-
siderably.

THE sun was just diseppearing be-
neath the treetops when I caught my
fiest glimpse of the old homestead, now
deserted but for its one occupant, Time
€ and the elements had faid heavy hands
W.T—8
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upon it, for there was hardly a window
that could boast its full quota of panes,
while the shutters banged and creaked
with a noise dismal cnough to daunt even
the strong of heart.

About one hundred yards back I dis-
cemed a senall buitding built of gray
stone, pieces of which seemed to be lying
all around it, partly covered by the dense
growth of vegetation that overran the en-
tire countryside. On closet observation [
reaized that the building was a crypt,
while what I had taken to be pisces of the
material scattered around were really
tombstones. Lvidently this was the family
burying-ground. But why bad certain
members been interred in a mausoleum
while the remainder of the family had
been buried in the ground in the usual
mannet?

Having observed thus much, I tuened my
steps toward the house, for I had no inten-
tion of spending the night with naught
but the dead for company. Indeed,

‘began to realize just why those simple

country folk had refused to aid me, and
a hesitant doubt began to assert itself as
to the expediency of my being here, when
I might have been at the shore or at the
country club enjoying life to the full,

By now the sun had completely slid
from view, and in the scmi-darkness the
place presented an even diearier aspect
than before. With a great display of
bravado I stepped upon the weranda,
stamtmed my grips upon 2 seat very much
the worse for weat, and pulled lustily at
the knob.

Pzal after peal revecberated throughout
the house, echoing and re-echoing from
room to room, il the whole strocture
rang. Then all was still once more, save
for the sighing of the wind and the creak-
ing of the shutters,

A few minutes passed, and the sound
of footsteps approaching the doot reached
my ears, Anather interval, and the daor



242

was cautiously opened 2 few inches, while
ahead shrouded by the darkness scratin-
ized me closely. Then the door was flung
wide, and Remson (I hardly knew him,
s0 changed was he) mshed forward and,
throwing his arms around me, thanked
me again and again for heeding his plea,
till I thought he would go into hysterics,

I begged him to brace up, and the
sound of my veice seemed to help him,
for he apologized rather shamefacedly for
his discourtesy and led the way along the
wide hall. There was a fire blazing mer-
rily in the sitting-room, and after partak-
ing gencrously of a repast, for 1 was
famished aftcr my long wall, I was
seated in front of it, facing Remsoa and
waiting to hear his stoty.

“Jack,” he began, "TI'll staet at the be-
ginning and try to give you the facts in
their proper sequence, Five years ago my
family circle consisted of five persons: my
prandfather, my fathet, two btothors, aud
myself, the baby of the family. My mother
died, you know, when X' was a baby,
Now——"

His voice broke end for 2 moment he
was unable to contiitue.

“There's only myself left,” he went on,
“and so help me God, I'm goiag, too,
unless you can selve the dampable mys-
tery that hovers over this house, and put
an end to that something which took my
kin and is gradually taking me,

“GGranddad was the first lo go, He
spent the last few years of his life in
South America, Just befare leaving there
he was attacked while asleep by one of
those huge bats. Next moming he was so
weak he couldn’t walk. That awful thing
had sucked his life-blood away. He ar-
rived here, but was sickly uniil his death,
a few weeks later. The medicos couldn't
agree a5 to the cause of death; so they
laid it to ofd age and let it go at that. But
1 knew better. Jt was his experience in
the south that bad done for him, In his
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will he asked that a crypt be built im-
mmediately and his body interred therein.
His wish was carried ont, and his remains
lie in that little gray vaolt thatc you may
have naticed if you mak around behind the
house

“Then my dud begaa failing and just
pined away until he died. What puzzled
the doctors was (he fact that right up uril
the end he consumed enough food to sus-
tain three men, yer he was so weak he
tacked the strength to deag his legs over
the fioor. He was buried, aor rather in.
terred, with granddad. The same symp-
toms were in evidence in the ases of
George and Fred, They are both lying
in the vault. And now, Jack, I'm going,
too, far of Jate my appetite has increased
to alarming proportions, yet I am as
wezk as a kitten.”

“Nansense!™ 1 chided, "We'll just
leave this place for a while and take a
trip somewhere, apd when you retam
you'll taugh at your fears, Jt's all a case
of overwrought nerves, and there i cer-
tainfy nething strange sbout the deaths
you speak of. They are probably duc to
some hercditary disease. More than one
family has passed cut in 4 hurry jost on
that account,”

“Jack, I only wish I could dhirk so,
but somehow 1 know better. And as for
leaving here, T just can't get away. There
is a morbid fascination about ihe place
which holds me. ¥f you want to be a real
friend, just stick areund for a couple of
days, and if pou don't find anything Fm
sure the sight of you and the souad of
your voice will do wonders for me.”

I agreed tor do my best, although E was
hard put to keep from smiling at bis
fears, so apparently groundless were they.
We talked on other subjects for scveral
hours; then I proposed bed, saying that
I was very tired after my journey and
subsequent walk, Remson showed me to
my toom, and, after. sceing that every- «
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thing was as comfortable 45 possible, he
bade me good-night.

As he turned to leave the room, the
flickering light from the lamp fell on his
neck and I noticed two small punctures
in the skin. T questioned him regarding
them, but he replied-that he tmust have
heheaded a pimple and that he hadn't
noticed themn before. He again said good-
night and left the room.

I unpressep and tumbled into bed.
During the night I was consclous of
an overpowering feeling of suffocation—
as if some grest burden was lying on my
chest which T could not dislodge: and in
the morning, when I awoke, I expeti-
enced a cutives sensation of weakness,
arose, not without an effort, and began
divesting mysclf of my sleeping-suit,
i AsT folded the jacket I noticed a thin
line of blund on the collar. 1 felt my
neck, a rerrible {ear overwhelming me.
Tt pained slightly at the touch. I rushed
to examine it in the mirror. Twe tiny
dots rimmed with blond—my blood—
and on my neck! No longer did T chudkle
at Remsen's fears, for 7, the thing, had
attacked me a5 T slept!
1 dressed as quickly as my condition
“wemld permit and went downstairs, think-
ing to find my friend there. He was not
ahout, so I locked about ocutside, but he
. was aot in evidence, There was but one
"answer to the question. He had not yet
(arisen. It was pine o'clodk, so 1 resolved
"o awaken him,
Not knowing which room he eccupied,
I entered one after another in a fruitless
search, They were all in vations stages
of disorder, and the thick coatintg of dust
on the fumniture showed that they had
been untenaated for some time, At last,
in & bedroom on the north side of the
third floor, T found him,
He was lying spread-cagle fashion
“actoss the bed, still in his pajamas, and
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us ¥ leaned forward to shake him my cyes
fell on two drops of ‘blood, spattered on
the coverlet. Ferushed badk a wild desire
to scream and shook Remson rather
roughly. His head rolled to one side, and
the hellish pecforations on his throat
showed up vividly, They looked fresh
and maw, and had Increased to much
greater dimensions. I shook him with
incroased vigor, and at last he opened his
eyes stupidly and locked around. Then,
seeing me, he said in a voice loaded with
anguish, resignation, and despair:

“It's Deen here “again, Jacdke: 1 can't

hold out mach longer. May God take my
soul when I'go!”

S0 saying, he fell back again from
sheer weakness. [ left him and went
about preparing mysclf some breakfast.
I had thought it best not.to destroy his

" faith in me by telling him that I, too, had
suffered at the hadds of his persecutor]
A walk brought me seme peace of
mind, if not a sdlution, and when I ro-
furned zhout poon to the big bouse Rem-
son was up and around, Together we
prepared a really excellent meal. I was
hungry. and did justice to my share; but
after 1 had finished, my friend continued

_eating until I thought he trust either dis-

gorge or burst, Then, after putting things
to rights, we strolied about the long hall,
locking st the ol paintings, many of
which were vety valuable.

At one end of the hall I discovered a
portrait of an old gentleman, cvidently a
Beau Brummel in his day. He wore his
hair in the long flowing fashion adapted
Ly the old school, and spoited a carefully
trimmed mustache.and Vaindyke beard.
Remson noticed my interest in the paint-
ing and came forward.

"I don’t wonder that picture holds your
interest,. Jack.” It has a great fascination
for me, alsa, At times [ s for hours
studying the expression on that face.. I
“somctimes. think he has something to tell
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me, but of course that's all tommyrot. But
1 beg your pardon, I haven't introduced
the old gent yet, have I? This is my grand-
dad. He was a great old boy in his day,
and Le might be living yet but for that
cursed bloadsucker. Perhaps it is suds a
creature that's domg for me; what do you
think?"'

T wouldn't like to venture an opindon,
Remson, but unless I'm badly mistaken
we must dig deeper for an cxplanation,
We'll know tonight, however, Vou retire
as usual and 'l keep a close watch and
we'll solve the riddle or die in the at-
tempt.”

Remson said not a word, but sileatly
exteaded his hand. I clasped it in a fiem
embrace, and in each other's eyes we read
complete onderstanding. To change the
trend of thought I questioned him on the
servant problem,

“T've tried time and again o get serv-
ants that would stay,” he replicd, "but
about the third day they wouald begin act-
ing queer, and the first thing ['d know
they'd have skipped, bag and baggage.

‘That night 1.accompapied my friend t
his room and remained until be had dis-
robed and was ready o retire. Several of
the window-panes were cracked, and poe
was entircly missing, I suggested board-
ing up the aperture, but he declined, say-
ing that he rather enjoyed the night airy
50 1 dropped the matter,

As it was still early, I sat by the fire'in
the sitting-room and read for an hour ot
two, I confess that there were many times
when my mind wandered from the print:
ed page befure me and chills raced up and
down my spine as some new sound was
boroe to my ears. The wind had sisen,
and was whistling throogh the trees with
a peculiar whining sound. ‘The creaking
of the shutters tended to further the cesy
cifect, and in the distance could be heard
the hooting of numerous owls, mingled

{Fleaso turn 10 page 246},



COMING NEXT MONTH

H N THE sun the shadow tracety of the grille's symbolic pattern lay vividly out-
1 lined ca the ground. The gicl gave a little gasp of delight. She dropped
Smith's hand and ran forward three short steps, and plunged into the vety
center of that shadowy pattern on the ground. And what happened then was too
incredible to believe. ;

The pattern ran over her like a garment, curving to the curve of her body in the
way all shadows do. But as she stond there striped and Jaced with the darkness of
it, there came a queer shifting in the lines of black trecery, a subtle, inexplicable
movement to one side. And with that motion she vanished. It was exactly as if that
shifting had moved her out of one world into another, Smith stared stupidly at the
spot from which she had disappearcd.

Then several things happened almost simultancously. The zoom of an airplane
broke suddenly into the quiet, a black shadow dipped low over the rooftops, and
Smith, too late, realized that he stood defenscless in full view of the searching ships,
‘Fhere was only one way out, and that was too fantastic to put faith in, but he had
no time to hesitate. With one leap he plunged full into the midst of the shadow of
the tree of life.

Its tracery flowed rcund him, molding its pattern to his body. And outside the
boundaries everything executed a queer lidtle sidewise dip and slipped in the most
extraordinacy manner, ke an optival illusion, into quite ancther scene. There was
no iatervention of blankness. It was as if he looked through the hars of a grille
upon a picture which without warning slipped sidewise, while between the bars ap-
peared another scene, a curious, dim Jandscal e,tﬁzy as if with the twilight of early
evening, The air had an oddly thickened | ugh which he saw the quict trecs
and the flower-spangled grass of the place with a queer, unreal blending, like the
landscape in a tapestry, all its outlines blurred. ;

In the midst of this tapestricd twilight the burning whiteness of the girl he had
followed blazed like o fame. She had paused a few steps away and stood waiting,
apparently quite sure that he would come after. . . .

You cannot afford to miss this gripping tale of the planet Mars and the terrible
manstrosity that called jts victims to it from afer; a tale of that intrepid man of valor
whose name was Northwest Smith. This fascinating noveletre will be published
complete in the October issue of Wemp TALES:

THE. TREE OF LIFE

By C. L. Moore
Al
ISLE OF THE UNDEAD THE LOST DOOGR
By Iirovp Antiin EsuBacis By DarorHy Quick

[ A gripping, theilling, uvncanny tafe shawt the  An alluring but deadly horror out of past fimintics
frightful fate that befell a yrehting party on the  mepaced the life of the young Amencan—a fasg-

, drezdful island of the living dead men. nating tale of a strange and gery love,
MOOM OF THE HOUSE OF DURYEA THE OPENER OF THE WAY
By Fant Pemer, Jn, By Ronenr Broci

" A powerful stary of stark horror, and the dreadful A tremendous tale aboue the drend doom thar mver-
thing that happened in 3 Ione cabin in the Maine ook the ercheclogise in that forgoteen tomb bes
woods, neath the desert sands of Egypr,

.October WEIRD TALES . . . Out September 1
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Four Wooden Stakes

{ Continned fram page 244)

with the cries of miscellaneous night fowl
and other nocturnal creatures.

As I ascended the two flights of steps,
the candle in my haod casting gtotesque
shadows on the walls and ceiling, I had
litle liking for my job. Many times in
the coutse of duty I had been called upon
to display courage, but it took more than
mere courage to keep me going now.

EXTINGUIHED the cendle and crept

forwerd to Retmson's room, the doot
of which was closed. Being carcful to
make no noise, I knelt and looked in at
the keyhale, It afforded me 2 clear view
of the bed and two of the windows in the
opposite wall. Gradually my eyes be-
came accustomed to the dackness and I
noticed 2 faint reddish glow ouiside one
of the windows. 1t apparently emanated
from nowhere. Hundreds of little specks
danced and whirled in the spot of light,
and as I watched them, fascinated, they
seemed to teke on the form of a human
Face. The features wete masculine, as
was also the amangement of the hair,
Then the mystetious glow disappeared.

So great had the strain been on me that
T was wet from perspiration, although the
night was cool, - For 2 moment T was
unidecided whether to enter the room or
to stay where I was and use the keyhole
as a means of ohservation, I concluded
that to remain where I was would be the
better plan; so I once more placed my eye
to the hole.

Immediately my attenfion was drawn
to sumething moving where the light had
beesr. At fiest, owing to the poor light,
I was unablé to distinguish the general
outline and form of the thing; then 1 saw.
1t was 2 man's head.

S¢ help me God, it was the exact re-
produdiion of that picture I had seen in
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the hall that very morning. But oh, the
difference in expression! The lips were
deawn back in a snatl, disclosing two sets
of pearly white feeth, the canines over-
developed and remarkably sharp. The
eyes, an emerald preen in color, stared in
a lock of conswming hate. The hair was
sadly disactarrged, while on the beard was
a large clot of what seemed to be con-
gealed blood.

I noticed thus mudh; then the head
melted from my sight and T transferred
my attention to a great bat that circled
round and und, his huge wings beating
a tatico on the panes. Finally he citcled
arouad the broken pane and flew straight
through the hole made by the missing
glass, For a few moments he was shut
off from my view; then he reappeared
and began circling around my friend, who
lay sound asleep, blissfully ignorant of all
that was occurring. Nearer and nearer
it drew, then swooped down and fasteoed
itself on Remson’s throat, jusk over the
jugular vein.

At this I rushed inte the room and
made a wild dash for the thing that had
come night after night to gorge jtself on
my fdend; but to po avail, It flew out of
the window and away, and I tumed my,
attention to the slecper,

“Remson, old man, get up.”

He sat up like a shot,

“What's the matter, Jack? Has it been
here?”

“Never mind just now,” I replied,
“Just dress as hurriedly as possible. We
have a little work before us this eve.
ning."”

He glanced questioningly toward me,
but followed my command without argu-
ment. T tutned and cast my eye about the
room for a suitable weapon. There was
a stout stick lying in the corner and I
made toward it.

“Jack!”
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1 wheeled about.

*What is it? Damn it all, havea’t yon
any sense, almost scaring a4 men to
death?”

He pointed a shaking finger toward
‘the window.

"There! I sweat I saw bitm, Tt was
my granddad, bot oh, how disfigered!”

He threw himself wpon the bed and

began sobbing. The shock had com-
pletely unnerved him.
- “lorgive me, old man,” I pleaded; *I
was too quick, Pull poursclf together and
we may yet get to the bottom of things
tonight.”

When be had finished dressing we Jeft
the house. There was no moon out, and
it was pitch-dark.

I LED the way, -and scon we came to
within ten yards of the little gray
crypt. T stationed Remson hehind a tree
with instructions to just use Lis eyes, and
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I took up my stand- on the other side of

the vault, aftér making snre that the door
into it was closed and locked. Tor the
greater part of an hour we waited: with-
out results, and T was about ready to'eall
it off when I perceived a-white figure-flit-
ting betwedn the trees about Ofty feet
away,

Slowly it advanced, straight toward us,
and as it drew closer | looked, not a7 i)
bat zhroxgh it. The wind was. blowing
strongly, yet not a fold io the long shrovd -
quivered. Just outside the vault it paused
and looked arouad. Even kwowing as 1
did about. what. to expect, it was a de-
cided shock when I locked into the eyes
of the ald Holroyd, deceased these past
five years. [ heard a gasp and knew that
Remson had scen, too, and . recognized.
Then the spirif, ghost, or whatever it was,’
passed into the ciypt’ Hirough the crack
between the doot and the jamb, a space
not one-sizteenth of an inch wide.
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As it disappeared, Remson came run-
ning forward, his face wholly drawn of
color.

"What was it, Jack? What was it? I
koow it resembled granddad, but it

conldn’t have been he. He's been dead
five years!”
“Let vs go back to the house,” I an-

swered, “and I'll explain things to the
best of my ability, I may be wrong, of
course, but it wono't hutt to try my
remedy. Remson, what we are up against
is a vampire, Not the female species
usually spoken of today, but the real
thing. ¥ noticed you bad an old edition
of the Eneyelopedia Brittanica, 1f you'll
bring me volume XXIV T'll be able to
explain more fully the meaning of the
word.”

" He left the room and retutned, carry-
ing the desited hook, Tuming to page
52, I read:

“Vampire. A term apparently of Servian origio
on,gma.lly appT!cd int eastern. Burope o blood-suck-
ing ghoss, bur in modern usage transferred to one
ar more species of blood-sucking bats inhabiting
Souch America. . . . In e first mentioned meag-
ing a vampire is wsually supposed to be the soul of
a dead man which quits the buried budy by nighe
to suck the blnod o? Jiving persons. Hence, when
the vampire's grave is opened his corpse is found
5 be fresh and rosy from the bload thus shsorbed.

. ‘They are acerediced with the power of assum-
mg :my form Li.la? may so desize, and often fy
ebaut as specks of dust, pieces of down o seraw,
[ To pur ko om] ¢o his raveges & &
iz driven thmug.h him, or bis head cw off, or his
heart tom out, or boiling water and vinegar powred
over the grave, . . . The persons who ten vam-
pires are wizards, w;tcl\es, sulc.[des, and those wha
heve cotme to s wiolent end, Also, the death of
any one mesuldng from these vampiess will caose
thar Person to join theiz hellish throng, .

urner's Dissertation on the Vamtpires af Fan

gary

I looked at Remson. He was staring
straight into the fre. I knew that he res-
lized the task before us and was stecling
himself to it. Then he terned to me.

“Jack, we'll wait uatil morning.”

That was all. 1 understood, and he
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koew. There we sat, each strugpling
with his own thoughts, until the first
faint glimmers of light came struggling,
through the trees and warned us of ap-
proaching dawn.

REMSON left to fetch 2 sledge-hammer
and 2 large knife with its edge
honed to a razor-like keenness. I busied
myself making  four wooden stakes,
shaped like wedges. He returned bearing
the hortible tocls, and we struck out to-
ward the coypt, We walked rapidly, for
had either of us hesitated an instant I
verily believe both would have fled in-
ronticently, Hawever, our duty lay cleac-
Iy before us.

Remson unlocked the door and swung
it outward, With 2 prayer on our lips,
we entered.

As if by mutua. undesstanding, we
both turned toward the cofin on our left.
It brlonged to the grandfather. We dis-
placed the lid, and there lay the ¢ld Hol-
ropd. He appearsd to be sleeping; his
face was full of color, and he had none
of the stifness of death. ‘The hair was
matted, the mustache unttimmed, and on
the beard were skins of a dull brownish
hue.

But it was his epes that ditracted me,
They were greenish, and they glowed
with an expression of fiendish malevo-
leace such as T had never seen before.
The look of baffed rage on the face
roight well have adomed the features of
the devil in his hell,

Remson swayed and would have fallen,
bu I forced some whisky down his throat
and he took a grip on himself. He placed
one of the stakes direcily over ifs Heart,
then shut his eyes and prayed that the
good God above take this soul that was
o be delivered unto Him,

I took o step backward, aimed catgs
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fully, and swung the sledge with all my
strength, Tt kit the wedge squarely, an
a terrible scream filled the place, while
the bloed gushed out of the open wound,
up, and over us, staining the walls and
our clothes. Without hesitating, [ swung
again, and again, and again, while #
struggled vainly to rid itscif of that awful
instrument of death, Another swing and
the stake was driven throngh.

The thing squizmed about in the nar-
row coafines of the coffin, much after the
manner of a dismembered worm, and
Remson procseded to sever the head from
the body, making a rather crude but ef-
fectual job of it. As the final stroke of
the knife cué the conncction 2 scream
issued from the mouth; and the whole
corpse Fell away into dust, leaving noth-
ing but a wooden stake lying in 3 bed of
hongs.
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This finished, we dispatched the fe-
maining three. Simultaneously, as if
struck by the same thought, we felt our
throats. The slight pain was gone from
mine, and the wounds had entirely disap-
peared from my frisnd’s, leaving not even
a scar,

I wished to place before the world the
whole facts confingent upon the mystery
and the solution, but Remson prevailed
upon me to hold my peace.

Some years later Remson died a Chris-
tian death, and with himn went the only
confirmation of may fale, However, ten
miles from the litle town of Charing
there sits an old house, forgotten these
many yeats, and near it is a little gray
cryp. Within are four coffins; and in
cach lies & wooden stake stained a brown-
ish hue, and bearing the finger prints of
the deceased Remson Holroyd.
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OU, the readers of Witd Tares,
% will norice that this ixsus is dared
August-September, insteed of merely
August The change in dating is made in
accordance with the current trend in maga-
zine dating, 0 that WERD TALES will be oo
sle during the month. preceding the dare
rinted on the cover.  Our e issee {Octo-
} will appear on the stands the fiest of
Scprember; so there will be no braak in
continvity, Al subscripeions will be auto-
inarically extended one monch,

Death of Robert E, Howard

As this issie goes o press, we are sad-
dened by the nows of the sudden death of
Robert E. Howard at Cross Plains, Texas,
Mr. Howard for years has been ooe:of the
mast popelar magaeine authors in e coun-
try, He was master of a vivid Heerary style
and possessed an fnexhauseble Lmagmanﬂgn.
Eis poems wers works of sheer genivs. His
fictinnal characters—the dour Puritan adven-
toree and redresser of wrongs, Solomon
Kane; the ancient battle-chief King Kull
from the shadowy kingdoms of the Jdawa of
bistory; the daugzry barbarizn saldier of for-
tune, Conan—weee 50 cnnvmcmgly and
vividly drawn that they scemed o step out
from the printed page zod grip the sym-

pathics of the readers. It was i Whirh

aLes that the cream of his writing ap-
peated. Mr. Howard was one of our literary
discoveries, e made his lfitcrary dcbut in
Wesp TarEs of July, 1925, thIe he was
sill & studene in the University of Texas.
Bince then stity works from his hand have
appeared in this magaroe. Prolific thongh
he was, Bfs genius shone through everpthin,
he wrote, and he did ner lower his higﬁ
literaty standard for the sake of moere vol-
wne, Red Naifs, his current serial in WeRD
Tavks, f5:the Tast of the scories-aboue Conan,
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though several of Mr. Howard's stotics widi
other heroes will appear in this magazioe,
His joss will be kecnly felt.

An Ace Issue

Robert A, Madle, of Philadelphis, writes:
“The June WeikD Tarus wzs snother ace
jssue, Everything composing it was good.
The caver wis the weltdest Margarct Brun-
dage ever did. The Count looks as weird
and uncancy #s Dracula bimself, "Loot af
e Vampire was an excellont picee of fan-
esgtic fction.  Thorp McClusky sueely has
‘what it tales Jis firsr story ranks as my
favorite in the curtent issue. Hugh David-
son's Haxie of the Eefl Eye closely follows
Mr, McClusky's yarn. 1 recogpized Doctor
Dale as one of the chiel characters of T'he
Vam pire-Master, published -a few years hack.
The ether stories were all good, especiaily
Black Canaan.”

Strange Interval

Wilfred Wright, of Tarenta, writes: “All
stoties it the current jssue show the wmal
fine literary style, although this jssue is
matkedly lacking in weirdoess. {.await with
keen interest your readess’ comment on Séa-
tury Quinn's Strawge Taterval—a splondid
horror story of unrelned brotality; but ro-
membering this authot's de Grandin yang
one must forgive the lapse from weirdness,
While 1 enjoyed fo imunensely, and would
unhestlatingly give it fiest place, i auro-
maticaliy disqualifies itself, and Butks' Tée
Roaw of Shadows gets e call, {followel
closely by Hamilton's Ch#ld of the Winds.
The Graveyard Ratr by Kuttaer was die mose
groesome weird tale this year, Generally
WT progresses splendidly over the masy
yoaes | have hcen 2 reader, and 1 wnsh you
continued suecess,™
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Mise Hemken's Comments
Gertrude Hemken, of Chicago, writes

“June comments as foltows, to wit: Thorp |

McClusky i3 2 new suthor to me, but hig
Leot of the Vampire promises something
very, very interesting. The fact that a de-
tective detail is involved should bring no un-
favorable comment, fnasmuch 25 it is 2 vam-
pire storp. I feel that it shows an example
of the modern police systern against sorme-
thing far more ancient and deep rthan any
form of peblic prorection, It is truly 2
spine-freezing rale.  Another new note in
vampive tales—the Count, if 4 is the vam-
pire, resorts to robbery, T never knew them
o do that, Azaahh! Black Cawgan was also
perfect, the kind one reads with epes pop-
ping and mouth agape. Is this a form of
voodao ooe reads so much of, or is it some-
thing more ancicnt? And then T [earned
sorething ‘more, of which 1 had ealy 2
stattering know! lcdg'_thar of the evil eye.

Somehow I had believed the evil epe was

used only on such persons as the possessor
wished to harm. So—you are proving edu-
catignal to me as well. It seemns [ have not
been fair in npg including comments on the

in my monthly Jetter, inasmuch as I
am = lover of poetry, This Balled of the
Wolf ¥ found pleasarit reading, There was
2 thythmic swing to it, and alcheugh it spoke
of oiden days, T found no ohsolete words, 1
have no objettions to such words in prose,
bur they scem to jar che ciythm of poerry,
Invuiath I den't know what chey mean, I'm
not sere of My promundation, and thar kinda
spoils it T think Henry Kuttnee is a premy
good rimester. I bope to ste mare of his
worlk. The Rafer of Fate ended to my saris-
faction. Marsty Am was killed dead and
lovely Athonee was lefr to contral her ma-
chine of destiny with kindliness to the mun
of Eacth, Aad [ s'pose the heto and hereine
were macried and lived happily ever after-
ward. I found The Harbor of Ghonr very
inturesting. Somehow it was different from
what I had been reading, and when the
young sailor enrered the batbor of ghost
ships, I had the impression of the fabled
clephants’ graveyard.” There was e similasity
in that the lost ship sought a final resting-
Plau: with cthers of its glnd The reprint,
The Brafn in the L:zr, surprized me. T had | 7]
figured it to be a brain wielding malignant
power and cenel devasating horeor.  How-
ever, it was a very nice brain and sought

Haver hriomn
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only to desttay the man whe had tortured
the man of whom the disembodied brain was
once & part. 1 wouldn'c call thar operation
weird mrgcrgmmly cold-blooded unfeel-
ing scicoce. Nuff sed—will greet you again
nexe month.  Mayhap you will have some
real chillers, which will be doubly welcome,
if T know Chiczge's summers,”

“A Panch in the Nosc™

Willism L. Ebelein, of Baltimore, writes:
"My seven favorite authors in ecder are
Quinn, Moore, Kline, Williamson, David-
son, Hamilton and Howard. The Jules de
Grandio stories by Chinn are very good.
Pleasc tey your best o mske Quinn weite
more de Grandin storics, It has been nearly
six months since you published the lase one.
1 have noticed, with very muech regrer, thac
during the paxt three years Quinn has given
us oaly about ten de Grandin stories. A few
years ago 1 semember Quinn wrore ghout
sit or seven de Grandin stories per vear,
Make him produce or | will fect IEE: giving
him a goad punch ir: the nose. 1 chink 1t
abour ome for Kline ro give us onc of his
fantastic novels about Mars, Venus, or 2o
other planet very soon.  What say ¥ K
aw;?serb story about Jules de Grandin, entitled

Heb-Fosse, will be published soon—THE
EoIToR, ]

Weirder Than Ever

Nils Helmer Frome, of Fast Oranpe, New
Jersey, wiites: "1 haleed as :Ee past a
magazine stand—1 always do that——maga-
zines have a fascination for me. WEIRD
Tares wasn't the only ooe 1 Jooked at, buc
it held my geze the longest. 1 lingered and
Janguished—my purse wasn't exactly blood-
ed. I bought it “That is the synopsis on the
repeaning ancident thae is amang the mose
important in sy years. Wremp TaLes has
become weied agan—uor clse my appreda-
tion has risen. The covers of the last two
tssies were wonderfully weicd. Great credit
due to Brundage—she's really quite com-
petent when she gets started—iF she would
only quit those nothing-on dames—she has
no idez whar a [emale ligure looks like, even
if she is a woman hersell. Akhough T am
far from an authority in that line myself, 1
know that a figure true to life is far from
what can be effected by even a skilled gress-
er. And thar external sadness in those eye-
brows lfted in herween the remples gers me
with its monotony; why not a pointed paic
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of eyclashes, such meaning a mischievous
nature; An arching pair—or a pair that
swing in a cerve from the cemples and deop
back; anything bur those poor, Sutcery Lines
Brendage favors always. Hrendage musc
have such eyebrows—and the general con-
tgur of die faces of her bright-eped heroines
—for almost invariably an arrist favoes his
gt her type fo depict, And why oot pur
more life gnd horror into the fages——a
shrinking fype—a staring rype—a fascinated
ype—a shadewed full-face type—a fainting
type with half-closcd eyes, The hands might
be bettered, too, Advise her, Editor, to
wiatch people’s hands and ctch their per-
sonaliby—their grace.”

The Two Ranking Authors

YW Morlan, of Forr Knox, Fentucky,
weites: T feel 2 bit dmid, since this is my
Arst Jetter to the readers’ forum. T have
followed the magedine since its inception
and have ac last worked up courage enough
to write, Since you ask your readess’ gpim.
ions an the stories appearing in our maga-
zine, leg me say thar the two ranking anthors,
in my opinion, are H. P, Lovecraft and Clark
Ashton Smith, Lowvecraft has no equal for
harror build-sp, His climaxes hic you like
Schmeling's nght-baod punch, Haoward's
ereations, Kull and Cogan, are soperh. Your
othet authors are to0 numerons to énomerate,
but the majonty tarn in the high quality of
work typical of our moagazine, ., , Whether
or not this is princed I rematn an enthusi-
aslic booster of the best magazine on the
masket,”

Is This Sarca=m?

Marshall Lemer, of New York City,
writes; " Orocasionally, in the hemulr and the
shonting over the fatest exquisite little tale
fraturing Jules de Grandin, one sill comes
upos 4 fexder that fecls impelled w bring
up the subject of oudes on the covers, a
question thar I thought had been setrled
long age. De grriibur non est dispciandam;
thus coe young man writes that he “didn’t
expect the stories to march the covers”, while
ancther earnest crde sadly notes that ‘2
reader is ashamed o buy 4 copy (because of
the cover) on the news stands.” Bur lor the
discussion oern oue as it will, I osk say thar
J admice ihe ackisdc sense that prompis
Brundzge to select invaciably whar s fre.

ently the one nude in the entire issue for

e cover illustratipn. Indubitably she adopts

Al
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this policy in order to abwact new lovers of
the wdrflya.nd vnusnal to oot ever-widening
drcle of readers. And to add to the con-
fusion of the old guard, when they Fnally
persvade Brundape to cover her naked wo-
roen, she does sa 0 such a manner thar more
readers wiite in to ask thar such indeccnt
pictutes be stopped, And so, when 1 say
that 1 Like nades, since thoy scem to acouse
a certain cery theill {in admiration of the
weird clements thar Bruadage portrays so
well, of coursc), 1 scem to be concurring
with the general opinion, Troe, cceasionally
I receive a wurions glance from the gentle-
man that presides over the local news stand
when I ask for WERD Tarps, and oace I
received a copy of Spice and Ginger Scotics
in pardonable error, but T am no Milquetoast,

can be:u- the bitter with the sweet as well
as the rest.”

He Wants Lovecrafi®s Storics
Iven Funderburgh, B. R. 5, Huntington,
Indiana, writes: “The best story of the May
issue is The Fareless God. That is one of
the best storics I have ever read, 1 intend to
teread it many times, The history of Myae-
lathotep is interesting, Bloch is approaching
Lovecraft, Finlay's illustation is wonderful,
T enjoyed Simrige Interval, but the shark in-
cident isn't ensugh to make it weird ficrion,
Tf this shonld ger into the Eyrie, would
any Tteader he wilting (0 s¢ll me Lovecraft's
works ar a reasonable price? If so, will he
please send me a price lise?™

Eatan’s Balevillain
Robert W. Lowndes, of Canaan, Con-
pecticnt, writes: "It is almost with trepida-
tian thar one picks up the June issue; the
April and May numbers were so excellent
it every respeet, 2 let-down seems almost in-
rvitshle, I dhe illustearions are in any way
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indicative of the stories th Ives, then
one’s fears ¢an be laid; they are splendid.
There is one complaint, though: the letteting
on the cover. Is che biftboard effect neces-
sary? Of course, all the cheap magazines do
it, but chat is why it secms so ntterly ont of
place in WT. Morcover, I had cted to
see you adopt permancntly the block picture
siyle you had on the May issue. ¥t is so
eminently superior to the others, s com-
pletely distinctive and unique, one wonders
why yau ever left i, Of course, it is ad-
mitced thar it does cut down a bt on the
cover picrure, But the May cover did not
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suffer in zoy respect because the Agures were'

not complete; you hiad this style of cover in
1951, T recall; why no: effect a joylul re-
turn? Think ‘aiso of the -many readers who
sive WT covers; what 2 boon a piomre,
neatly blocked off, devaid of all kettering, is
to them! They muost either take the cover,
besprinkded with ads which do nor in any
way add to the Lngperoes charms of Mrs
Brundage's beaatics, a4 s, or must cat oue
the figures. And the letering below the
piccure on the May cover. is conspicuous
enguzh, yes, even more than the mass effece
on the Jane cover. Again, there is che script
beading, ‘The Unique -Magasine, truly a
parz of WTg personality. Can we not have
that, ar least? One hopes thar sufficienc let-
ters pour in from otber readers similatly
minded to show thae there s 2 real mafority
of fecling on this.score. Allow.me to pan
M, Paul Brnst, before going any fardher,
for his romarkable sehevilain, Girse, OF
coatse, it is not uncommon for WT char-
acters to die several times before making
their final cxit, but this one had a tmip
unfque demise, Me was utrerly consnmed -in
The Contaming Flame (quite approprinte-
I7) 2nd Saran vowed vengeance. lﬁ’m doctor
must have found encogh rematats of his de-
parted benchman o tevive - him, becanse
Girse is well and healthy jn Forror Irured
until Feane again sends kim to 3 fizty dooris.
‘And amin Docor Satan vows vengeabee; I
looked for Girse to appear jn 2be Dewil's
Doxbls but evidently Saan decided that
‘Gitse was too vulnerable for further resuc-
rections.  Pechaps Bosiff, now dead for the
first titoe, ean outdo Giese's record.  Cragside
df this one amusing boner, the series have
Leen fine.”

Commcerrts on the June Issue

Charles H. Bert, of Fhiladelphiz, weices:
" liked the Jupe issuc. Tor the frst time in
-months you kave a teal weded cover, Count
Woerz, who hiclds the fragile morsel of
humanity in his hands, is certainly evil-Jook-
ing and wonld raise-the hair oa 2 hald spor
M, Brondage bas just the right mixtors of
the pastel crayons, green and yellow, on the
Count's face, giving mhe expression of 2
dead-alive corpse, The cover [s commendable
and in the spirit of the magazine, I have
not tead Loai of the Vampive, but 1 am suce
it will come up to cxpectations. Without 2
doubt the best story In the issue is Blak

" jored it very
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Canaar by Robert B Howard., He shows s
knowledge of the ssuthern Cajuns and dis-
plags it pridefulty. IF I miay say so, I conv
sider Black Cansan superior to The Hour of
the Lvagon, and wci:dg:er, The Conan stores
are generally spotled by excessive slewghrer,
1 monet be weirdly thrilled month afrer
motich, year after year, in which the bero is
always slaughtering his enemies with a’two-
fisted sword, The finst fow tles wete
ig]cndid with a primitive power and fired

o imagination, Bur the oncs that followed
consist of peactically dhe same thing wich nor
rouch varfation in plots. The main dhiog in
those stooes was the exeessive slaugliter.
‘Bed battles’ and 'mighty deeds’ don't in-
spite ooe with a weird fecling; pethaps w
others they de, but noe to me. Here's hop-
ing Ked Nails, the pew Conan serial, pleascy
me, The deseription sounds good. T -like
Hugh Davidson's Howure of the Evil Eye very
mach, altheugh Eknow thar Davidson s the
wart de plame of Ldmond Hanilton, Yo
seg, the styde of wiiting betrays him, Hamil-
ton i5 turning out some very good garoa
lately, and I rate Howse of the Evil Hye
among his best. ‘The story is not as impos:
stble as it sounds. -1 have a dipping some-
where in my Gle of srange faces which
slates that the eye emanbates a ray which af-
fects cenmin fonms of vegemble growths
Incredilile, but wrue. Tt was 2 recene discov-
ery of modern science: Hamilon s very
good when he furns aut stotles Hike Child of
the Winds, Tn abe World's Dusk; and Mut-
der in the Grave, and quite otherwise when
he turns out such junk as The 5ic Sfe'?pe"‘.r,
with its waeped misguided future civiliza-
tion, and The Grear Brain of Kaldar with
its lifeless stock characrers, impossible hap-
penings, end brainless eatities, 1 was: sur
prized to find The Brafw Te the Jar as a re-
print. I'gave up hope yoars ago of ever gees
ing that spleadid siory once mote in WEERD
TALES. I remember correctly, the stocy
was requested b a reader in 1929, 1 en--
much 2ad it still stands ouf as
ooe of the ‘eye of prophecy’ skarics; one of
those stocies vpor which the fame of the
magazineg was buile, Tt is still wnique and
diflerent.” T don't’ consider the story imposs
sible. A few months app Russian scienrists
discoversd & means o%o preserviag ' living
hyman blood for three moaths, and yma
know how complex blood is. Thise' adnir-
eble Russians are geing chord with the
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human tissues, and who knows in another
year or 30, mzy find the means of preserving
Nving parts of the human apacomy? Dector
A. Carred, you know, has kept the heart of a
chicken alive far twenty-five years. So you
seg, in the light of modern science, the -
possible sounds possible after all. The Tele-
Phang in the Library by Au W, Derleth
was fine. His tales are old with a prosaic
patutalness caerping the ilusion of reality
and never disappoinc ane. 1 have never regd
a poos yamn by him. The Grinning Ghoul by
Robert Bloch is the best thing he has ever
done, It scems ro me that Bloch continues
w0 become betrer in cach succeeding tale
The English atmosphere in The Draidic
Dasm wasn'e convincing to me. More than
half of the story was raken up by tedious de-
scriptions of the lcgend which formed the
backgronnd of the story. T found the same
faulr wich the African desert scene of The
Faceless God. Bloch is on familiar ground
in his latest concoction and is no slauch with
the pen. The Ruler of Pate by Jack Wil
liamson comes 1o a4 satisfactory conclusion.
His characters arz human beings and not
like the demmiss I have rcad in stories in
other magesines, Arhonee appeals to me
very much, even if she wasn't a human be-
ing. A is a despicable }Lcm)n and 1 would
be delighted with the job of choking him,
frolden Blood sill remmains as Williamson's
most outstanding story.  The besc of the
short storics was The Harbor of Ghosts
Baedine, Leibe was a very good yarn, an
Mordeca?’s Pipe will delight the heans of
pipe Counoisseurs.”

Coneise Comments

Paul M, Guignon, of Philadelphia, writes:
"I am quite a reader of Weorp Taves, 1
like the way it is distinguished from other
smagazines of its kind. Of all the srories you
have published, | cnjoyed particelarly The
Thing in ke Fag, by Seabury Cuinn, in the
Macch fssue of 1933 That story, 1 am sice,
Iy 3 masterpiece of weird fetion.”

Edmond Hamilton writes from his home
in Pennsylvania: "I think your Jupe num-
ber has & more aeresting cover ge-up than
any yet, 1 mean the vertical story-list on the
cover seemns a swell idea co me, and 1 hope
you keep it up.”

Mrs. H., H. Hughes, of Laweon, Okls-
homa, writes: “Beginning with the frst is-
sue of WHIRD Favks, in 1923, why not take
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NEXT MONTH

ISLE OF THE
UNDEAD

By Lroyp ARTHUR EsnpacH

ANy readers like to read shud-

dery stories that send icy Huills
of horripifation vp their spines and
tickle the soots of their hair. This
powerful tale s just what they want,
for it is a gooseflesh tale of stark
horror.

T}IE guests st Cliford Darrell’s
yachting party were enjoying
themselves with dancing and love-
making, when suddenly a grisly hosror
from out of the past swept in from the
sea in gn ancent galley, and claimed
them for its own. The frightful fate
that seized theni on the dreadiul istand
of living dead men and women makes
a story that will hold your fascinated
attention to the last word. This
gripping novelette will be published
complete

in the Qotober issune of

WEIRD TALES

ot sale Seprember 1
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the best story in each isswe as a reprint? 1
like the reprints, as I baven't all the copies
and would have missed 2 lot of good stories.”

John V. Baladonis, of Philadelphia,
writes; “MNo wonder the characeers in Tharp
McClasky's Loo? of the Vampire considered
the Count an monster! e certainly
lacks it, at feast in Mrs. Brandage's picoue-
zation of that fendish monster. 1 was dis-
appointed that Loot of the Vampire turned
out to be a serial. Think of it, I'll have to
wait a few issues before I can read the rest
of the story.”

Alan  Chesseler, of Bandon, Oregon,
writes: “T have been reading your magaziae
for about chree years and look forward to
reading it for a long while yer, As long as
I can remember, my mother has boughe it
and read ir, and she ralks and praises it so
much that she has me reading it.”

Doctor Satan’s Secret

Beverly (G, Grocke, of Arlington, New
Jersey, writes: "Whar about Paul Ernst ler-
ting us in on his secret? Who is Doctor
Satan? And why isn't he ever caught with
his mask off] Can't he die? The Eajab's
Gif?, your April reprint, was very good. . . .
Give us something like C. T, Moores Yeals
again; it was a honey. Yours for beker
weird tales,”

Against the Covers
E. M, Stubbs, of Detroit, writes: “T am
well satishied with your stories, bot I do not

WEIRD TALES

like your ¢ovets. Brundage bas deteriorared,
greatly, sinee she begen illnserabing i 1933,
Her covers are wot welrd; and after sceing
practically the same womae on che cover,
manth afer month, it grows tiresome, t say
the least, The best artists ou huve over had
are 5k John and C. O Senf. I suggest thas
vou lut them each do at least one cover. Give
them o erial, and see bow your readess like
ihem.”’
Books of Weird Tales

Jezse Mackay, of Tecoma, writes: T have
been reading youe mapazine For three years
now, and I’jﬂlike to make 3 suggestion,
Why couldn't yeu peblish your siories in
beck form, wih dilostrations bken from
the cover designs? Of course, go on priat-
ing the rcagazing, bur have these for the
caes thar would geally liks o keep the
stories. T've been saving the magarine, bot
it is hard to keep them in good condidon.
My favorite for the June issuc is Black
Canaar, by Robert E, Howard.

Most Popular Story

Readers, what is your favorice story in this
issuc? Wirte vs 2 letter expresang your
preferences, or A1l o the vote coupon below
and send i to the Byde, in cre of WemD
TFaLEs. Tweo storics are In an exact tic, 4s
this jssue goos to press, for Favorite stoey in
the Juhe nutmber. These are Bobert E. How-
ard's story of a turtible rotribution, Black
Cangar, and part one of Thorp McClusky's
twrg-pace seeial, Loge of the Fapipive,

MY FAVORITE STORIES IN THE
Seory
(1)

SEPFTEMBER WEIRD TALES ARE:
Bemazics

{2)

(3)

1)
(2)

I do not like the following stories:

Why?

It will help us to koow whar kind of
stories you want in Wamn Tares iF yoa
will Alt out this coupon and mail it to

‘The Eyrie, Weird Tales, 840 N. Michi)
Ave, Chicago, UL

W.T—8
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50c

HE MOOMN TERROR, by A G

Birch, is a strprodous weird-scientific
nowvel of Chinese intrigue to galn control of
the world.

ALSO-OTHER STORIES

I addition to the full-length novel, this
book also contains chree shorter storics by
well-kaown authors of  thrilling  weird-
scientific ficrion:

OUZE, by Anthony M. Hud, tells of a
bialogist who remaoved the growth limita-
tions from sn ampba, and the amazing
catasceoplie thar ensued.

PEMELOPL, by Vincent Started, is 2
fascinating tale of the star Penelope, and
the fantastic thing thar happened when the
star was In peribelion,

AN ADVENTURE IN THE FOURTH

DIMENSION, by Varnsworth Wrigle, &5
an wproarious skit on the four-dimensional
theorizs of the mathematicians, and ioter-
planctary stocies in general.

LIMITED SUPPLY

Make sure of gelring your copy nnw before the
closeeout supply i exbausted. Sendl youc order
cday For this ook at the :peris! fargame price
uf only 30¢.

Note: This haok foc sale frum the puldishers
only. R esnnot e purchased in any buok store,

WELKD TALES, Dauk Dept,

#40 N. DGuhigan Ave,. Chicege, DL, T. & A

Enciveed fArad She lor @loch-bound copy of T

1 MOON TERIOE as per »nur speceial otler,

Name. ...
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SHAKESPEARE LIVES AGAIN

in new modern book-magazine form

@ the features:

'ress Comment ® A de luxe edition,

#® Twenty-five exquisite iliustrations,
® Complete and most authentic text, i
® Large. praceful type.

® Ample artistic margios.

® Good book paper,

Shakespearc's Plays
Tn Magazine Form

A MIDSUMMER NIGITT'S DREAM

By William Shakespeare, Fdited
by Fornsworth Wreight,  Chieago: )
Wright's Shulkespeare Library, 35 o Modernized spelling and punctua-
cenls, Byom.
R o P e - A“_""“T“E boreriat il

lishing the Shakespeare plags, chis # Only 3% cenks,
heing .rhc .rnrsr ﬂf. thr:* serics. [n chis & A heantiful Shakrspr:.lrt‘ i) will be
magazine-like “publicazion, the complere -
authenlic texr is printed i large aed }'”"’lld 1 owen,
beautilul 1ype on grod paper with ample
entigin, with 25 drawings by ¥izgil Fin-
lay, The purpose is b make Shakespesre
as auractive to evervhody as be shouhl
be. Both the editee sod the illustrator
are Shukospiente entlsiass, and they ace
reabizing a4 LifeJong dream in thus pre-
ing the playe in the most readahle
3 at a -mpu]ar price. Onky the spell-
m punciuation bave been rood-
emized, and at the el there is a £l
sary and 4 serigs of crmments.
Tl Colurbne Dicpates:

Ey Wll]l.lm Sh
* Slakespeare Lib

Illustrc:ted
E'.dlt:on

f\ow o mle

T
ferm wdicion.

Library, 35 cents,
Ao edition of the lassic a4 priee 35C

in reach of all. Autkentic sex
cillusraticn:, pood paper, desip
sell on the mzgazing stands.

Wright's Bhakespeare Libreny |
B4D Motth Mickigan ATonus |
Chigage, Itlineis. U. §.A. I
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