


HENCE came the knowledge thar built the Pyramids

and the mighty Temples of the Pharachs? - Civiliza-

tion began in the Nile Valley centuries ago. Where
did its first builders acquire their sstounding wisdom that
started man on his upward climb? Beginning with naught
they overcame nature’s forces and gave the world its first
sciences and arts. Did their knowledge come from a race now
submerged beneath the sea, or were they touched with Infinite
inspiracon? From what concealed source came the wisdom
that Pmdwoed such characters as Amenhotep IV, Leonardo da
Vinci, Isaac Newton, and a host of others?

Today it ir known that they discovered and learned. to -inter-
pret certain Secret Methods for the development of their inner

of mind. They learned to command the inner forces
within their own beings, and to master life. This secret art of
living has been preserved and handed down throughout the
ages. Today it is extended to those who dare to use its pro-
found principles to meet and solve the problems of life in
these complex times.

This Sealed Book—FREE

Has life brought you that personal satisfaction, the sense of achieve-
ment and happiness that you desire? If nor, it is your duty to your-
self to leamn about this rational method of applying natural laws for
the mastery of life. To the thoughtful person it is obvious thar every-
one cannot be entrusted with an intimate knowledge of the miysteries of
life, for everyone is not capable of properly using it. But if you are
one of those sessed of a true desire to forge ahead and wish to make
use of the subtle influences of life, the Rosicrucians (not a religious or-
ganization) will send you A Scaled Book of explanation without obli-
mx. is Sealed Book tells how you, in the privacy of your own
b , without i with your p i nﬁgirs or manner of liv-
ing, may receive these secret teachings. Not weird or strange practices,
but 2 rational application of the basic laws of life. Use the coupon,
wiid obtain your complimentary copy.

The ROSICRUCIANS

_SAN JOSE (AMORC) CALIFORNIA

A SECRET METHOD FOR
THE MASTERY OF LIFE

FOUNDER OF BGYPT'S
MYSTERY SCHOOLS

Use tbir
coupon for
FREE

cepy of book

SCRIBE: B, H. I
The Rasicrucians {AMORC)
San Jose, California

Please send  free of Sealed Book,
whith I shall read a5 dleecteds
MAME

. a1 e —
CITY.......

W.T—1



A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL

REGISTERED N US. PATENT OFFICE

['Volume 28 CONTENTS FOR OCTOBER, 1936 Number 3 |

Cover Design . « s« v a o« s x » ] Allea St. John
Litastrating a seewe i.u "I:Ic af 1he Uudw"

Iste of the Undead . . « » » Lloyd Arthur Eshbach 239

An amcanny fate of the fate I'M ée}eﬂ' 4 Jmé-wg M:} o0 dhe awfal ;da.ud of biving dead men

The Lozt Temples of Xantoos o » v+ = + . 5 . , . Howell Cathoun 276
Verse

The Opener of the Way . . ¢ « . « + + + Robert Bloch 277
A tremandows e of dread doow e a forgums hm& Mﬂb 1he decevi fundy of Egype

Wirch-Borning . . 4+ « s s » » s o o Mety Elizabeth Counselman 288

Versm

The Lost Door , . . . » .Dorothy Quick 283
Ar alluring buy deadly &orrar ax.r o_a‘ p.m r;mm: um m lifs of a young chn‘nw

Doom ef the House of Duryca . . . .« EarlPeirce, Jr. 504
Wﬂf sory of stark harvor, awd .r.&e ﬂmﬂd’fnf Mg .IM .&dpmd in a lone lodge in the

e wevds

The Tree of Life . . . . « « » . C.L . Moore 3IS
A bale of the plaves Mart and o nﬂﬂe m»m\es.’:y .r.&m :a.i!ad' Hs pletimas to it from afar

Red Nails (end) . . . . Robert E, Howard 334
A throg-part m'mi Hory n,i 2 wemf mafsa' m_f ﬁua’ .r.(w ﬂmgur )wplc ever spawned

RataHS N S e s 4 s+ 2+ » B H. Batlow 353
Verse, & mibsis ip liw .!'a'u Rﬂbm E. HDM

The Doors of Death . . . . . Arthue B, Waltermire 354
A srange and curious ieary about & Méar w\éo:a o:rfj Joar war that be might be buried alive

The Secret of Kralitz . . . . + . Henry Kuttner 361
A stery of the shocking revelation :M u.m- Fi l'.&e ;m:y ﬁrsd Baros Krallty

Weird Ssory Reprint:

The Great Keinplatz Bxpetiment . , . . « . « Arthue Conan Doyle 366
A wekrd-scleniific story by a latg Brivish wriior

T A e D el e N S e N

Ouy raaders exchange opinions abows Hhit magasin
Mlm inthl; lze Fiction Publisi 3457 Bt Wishingtan Stoeet, Indi Btered
u mmd m ’ll ‘;‘2‘5l nlfth?ﬁnn aEcLen:lt [ mn:,pu[k. lnd,. woder the l%t of Murch mi%?w Smsto uwiu.
fmmm: l.’)uegurmttwl}nmds Cub Mexlco, Sinth $2,
Clu-dl.&.'” emt!w. glish ofoe: OMA.Kllna!ﬁan oﬁs«miwczmm The
lishers sze mmt m?o lo for the fou of nosolicied ll!lnusmw ph cvery EIN wl[i ba taken of sufh mutetial whi L
:h:z: p«heuha. mmu af !bubmgﬂlne are fully probect: Iw eopytlaht and ant be eproduced sither wholly o2 h
in:
ionr thould be addremed (v the publishers’ Chi; odffice at Harth Michi
vomts Chtona T ARSWORTH WRIGHE amcbe
Lopyrlght 1936, br e l’wuulu Fictlon Pnbmhm Cottpdny. ‘7@“
COFVLRHTRD & e

WEIRD TALES ISSUED ‘lu OF EACH MONTH

2



T

"Ona hand closed o bis thin neck. and
the other. a rocklite fat. wade o
bloody ruin of his mouth.™

4[316 of the Undead

By LLOYD ARTHUR ESHBACH

A pripping, thiilling, wncanny tale abont the frightful fate that befell
a yachting party on the dreadfsd idund of living dead men

1. A Horrer from the Part

DRAB gray sheet of doud slipped
stealthily from the moor's round

face, like a shrond slipping from
the face of one feng dead, » coldly phos-
phorescent face from which the eyes had
been plicked. Yellow radiance fell to-
ward a calm, oily sea, seeking a narcow
bank of fog lying low on the water, pen-
etrating its somber mass like [roxen pel-
fow fingers.
Vilroz Bradley shuddered and shrank
apgeinst Cliford Darcell's brawny form.

| FWit's ghastly, CHEY she said.

“Ghastly?” Datrell lezned against the
rail, langhing softly, “One cocktail too
many—that's the answer, It's given yeu
the jitters.  Listen!” Faintly from the
salon came strains of dance music and the
chythmic shuffle of feer. A nifty yacht,
a South Sez mioon, a tadio dance erches-
tra, dancers—and little Clifford! And you
call it ghastly!” Almost savagely his acms
tightened about her, and the bantering
note left his voice, “F'm crazy abowt you,
Vilma,”

She eried to laugh, but it was an un-
convincing sound. "It's the moon, Clif—
1 guess. I never saw it like that before,
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Something's going to happen—something
dreadful, T just row it!”

"Oh~—be seasible, Vilma!" There was
2 hint of impatience in CLiff's desp voice.
A gorgeous gitl in his arms—dark-haired,
darle-eyed, made for love—and she talked
ol dreadful things which were going to
happen because the moon looked screwy.

She released hetself and glanced out
ovet the sea. 1 know I'm siily, buc
Her voice froze and her slender body
stiffened. *'ClH#—look!”

Darrell spun around, and ss he stared,
he felt a dryness seeping into his threat,
choking him. . .,

Out of the winding-sheet of fog into
the moonlight crept & strange,” strange
ceaft, her crumbling Hmbers blackened
and rotted with incredible age. The
corpse of a ship, she seemed, tesurrected
from the grave of the sea, Her prow
theust upward like 2 simitar bent back-
ward, hovering over the ganot ruin of 2
czbio whose seaward sides were formed
by port sad statboard bows. From a shal-
Jow pit a:rudshnps jutted the broken arm
of a mast, ifs splinrered tip poinking to-
ward the blindly watching moon, The
stern, thicky covered with the moldering
cactustations of sige, curved inward above
the strange high poop, beneath: which [ay
another cabin, And along either side of
her wormreaten freeboard ran a row of
zpertares like oblong portholes. Out of
these: projected preat oars, long, unwieldy,
as somberly black as the rest of the
ancieot hulk.

Now a soand drifted across the waters,
the steady, rhythmic br-rr-oom, br-rr-oom,
br-rr-com of a droim beating time for the
rowers, Its hollow thud checked the
heart, set it to throbbing in tempo with
#s own weary pulse. Ghostly Angers,
dripping dread, ctawled wp Darrell's
spine.

Stiff- hp?ed Vilma ges 'W'hat—
wha ig if2" e
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Cliff answered in 2 dry hosky volce, the
words sesting to trip over an awkward
tongue. “It's—it's—it can't be, damn it
—but it's 2 galley, a ship from the days
of Alezander the Great! What's it doing
—hete—nows™

Closer she came throngh the moon-
path, a frothiag lip of brine curling away
from her swelling prow, Closec—her
course ceossing that of the Aris/—and the
wakchers saw her crow! They gasped, and
the blood ebbed from their fages,

Men of ancient Persta, clad in teather
kirtles and rusted armot, and they were
hideows! In the yellow meon-glow CIiff
tould see them cleatly now—a lookout
standing motionfess in the stem, the
stecrsman on the poop-ded, the drummer
squatting beside the broken mast, the
rowets in the pit—and all, & were a
blondless white, the skin of their faces
puffed and bloated and horribly wrinkled,
like fiesh that had been under water a
long time,

Dead met , . . men whose moverments
wete stifly wooden . , , as dead as their
faces. But most horeible was the facr that
they were there, that they moved at ail!

) AQUﬂEn mirage, isn’t @7 A bollow

voice spoke suavely behind them.

Vilma gasped at the sudden sound, and

they whirled. A foot away stood che tall,

lean figure of the Arief’s caphain, Leond

Cotio, A queer smile twisted his thin
lips.

P?'What's the idea—sneeking wp o
uw?” Darrell demanded angiily. He
didn’t like this man, hadn't liked him
from the moment he had approsched
Cliff to sell him the yache, Bor Cliff had
bought the craft because she was 2 bar-
galn, and in accordance with thelc sgeess
ment he had hired Corio as captain.

The tall men's smile remdined ficed,
and he bowed gravely. “Sorry, sic. I al-
wags walkt softly, A habit, 1 suppose*
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He pestured toward the galley, “Tt looks
quite iife-like, don’t you think so?”

“Life-like?"" CUff spoke between his
teeth as he again faced the black ship.
"It Tooks dead to me!”

The galley had almost reached them
naw, veering shatply to deaw up beside
the Arel. The drum quieted, and the
vars trailed in the water, motionless ex-
cept for the swaying imparted by the
waves, A musty, age-old odor filtered
through the air like 2 ‘breath from a
giave. The music and dancing had
stopped. A fear-filled hush shrouded the
yacht,

Vilma drew Cliff's arm about her
shoulder, He glanced back ar the motion-
less captain,

“De something, Cotiol” he rasped.
“Don't stand there like 2 dummy!”

Corio nodded with his same queer
sroile, Iis hand dared to an inside
pocket, came out bearing a curious in-
steument Like four twisted cones of silvet
bound together with silver thongs. As he
taised this to his mouth, his eyelids were
slits behind which bumed the embers of
bis eyes..

Out over the sea crept a single note,
deep, hollow, laden with cery minor wail-
ings—a sound that summoned impera-
.tively, yet a sound that repelled, Tt was a
moan, hideous as the moan of 2 dying
demon, It raked the heart with fear-
-tipped claws, It rose, and fell, and rose
again, aod 2s it died, it awalkened the
crew of the ancient galley to motion,
sweeping them in a horde to the rail of
the yacht,

Cliff swung toward Corio in bursting
fury, fury mingled with dread. His fist
lashed out at'that glitteting silver instou-
ment and the face bebind it, but Cotio
axoided him like a wraith, still smiling
fixzdly, the hoen apain at his lips, ClE
cursed, and hutled himself through the
air, One band caught 2-bony shoulder;
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he felt fingers like hooks close on his
own throat, He wrenched free, landing &
stunning blow on Corio's face—saw him
rezl and crash to the dedi—and then he
heard Vilma scream!

He whirled. She was struggling be-
tween two of the Bebby-Faced things from
the galley! In an instant he was npon
them, his fist thudding against icy flesh,
burying #self in something hostibly soft
and viclding, Startled, CIff swung 2 sec-
ond Ilow; and an arm, tomb-cold and
strong as the tentacle of an octopus,
wiapped itself around him—a vise of
thin-covered bone! A dead, drowred faoe
peered over his shoulder, stating blankly.
Other arms seized his legs, and though he
struggled and weithed with the strength
of & mounting fear, he was borne to the
rail, Over they went, and dropped to the
rotting deck of the galley,

A numbness was creeping through him
Like a contagion, spreading from those
crushing hands of ice. His struggles
ceased, With eyes that tumed stiffiy ia
their sockets he looked For Vilma, saw
ber raised high above the heads of two
ather pallid creatures, saw them climb
over the rail, Then the blackness of 2
dank aod musty cabin enveloped him;
and he was drepped with jarzing force.
His captors bulked Back against the

moonlit doorway, treading soundlessly,

and were gone.

CUF lay in tigid pacelysis, every sense
keenly alive, his mind skriving to clutch
a single spar of reason in this chaotic
whislpool of the incredible. This coridn't
bel Soon he'd awaken to laugh at his ab-
surd aightmare. , ., Yet it scemed hoc-
eibly real. ... It was reall

From the criel boiled a Fearful bed-
lams, Screams of terror. Curses. Then
other shadows loomed in the doorway,
amd Vilma, motionfess and igid, was
dropped brutally beside him on the
spongy foor,
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Furiously CHff strupged against the
maddening restraint of paralysis. He
couldn't lie here helplesst Vitma needed
him! He'd—he'd bave to do something.
Wiht an effort that sindded his forchead

_with rounded drops of sweat and sent the
‘bloed throbbing through the distended
veins of his neck, he sought to move.
And like & cord snapping, his nvisible
bonds felt from him,

He was cronching over Vilma, rabbing
her wrists, calting to her, when again he
heard the silver born of Corio. A low
droning uiterly unlike the sote that had
awskened the pgalley’s crew, it drifted
languidly along a channel of endless
sleep. It seeped through the ear drums,
touching every nerve-op with resistless
lassitude, Diogpedly CUff fought against
the sound, pressing Iis bands over bis
ears, pritting his teeth, holding his eye-
lids wide. Yet he felt his muscles weaken,
began to relax, knew dimly that his mind,
sodden with drowsiness, was creeping to-
ward the pits of slumber—and the vi-
brant drone ended!

H:s head cleared rapidly, and he beat
over Vilma. As he toudhed a limp
arm, he knew sie had passed from pasaly-
sis into & deep, quiet sleep, He shook: her.
It was useless, He listened, heard her
steady breathing: and at that instant real-
ized that the noises from the yacht had

Rising, he strode toward the square of
ehallky moonlight. A foot away he halted,
fell back. He had heard a faint footfall,
bad seen an ammor-clad figure elimbing
over the rafll With silent haste he flung
himself -down beside Vilma.

And there he lay while the crew of the
galley carried his friends from the Aris/,
alf slomped in that annataral sleep, and
streiched them out on the floor of the
Black cabin. Unmoving, he watched
through narrow lids 611 alt save Corio
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had been earried abeard, and the drowned
things had gone back to their places in
the rowers' pits. Apain the hollow voice
of the drum began throbbing throuph the
silence, and the oars creaked a faint ace
compasiment. He could feel the galley
deaving the oily sea,

On his fect, be peeted throogh the
doorway, The backs of the rowers rose
and fell with stiff, mechanical thythm,
Beyond the galley’s stern came thie yacht,
slinking along like 2 thief, only ene dim
light showing, her Diesel engines purring
almost soundlessty.

He turned and bent over Vidma, shll
jn theall to that strange deep shwmber.
As he traced the delicate outlines of het
lovely face, now so lifeless and pale, hit-
ter wrath flared within him, wrath and
hatted for Leon Corio. But as ke thonght
of the ghastly sndead things out there in
the galley pit, thoughe of this water-
soaked snachronism which hed oo right
to be afloat, his skin crisped with a sense
of foreboding, 2 fear of what was pet to
come, He must do something?

Stepping over the stil} forms of his
friends, he moved to the forwird wall
where a beam of radiance erept fearfully
through a gap between two heacds, His
hands touched the hutl—snd he jerked
thema away. Rotten, clammy, bke o de-
cayed corpse, partly {rozen. Cmu:hl.ng,
he peered through.

Far ahead, 2 blotch of evil bhr.kness
squatted on the horizon, an islend crouch-
ing low like 2 black beast ready to spring.
Around it the moonkight seemed to dim,
as though it were siriving to hide some
nameless  hosror.  Interminably  Chif
waiched -while the shadowed mass drew
closer . . . eloser, . . .

‘They were headed for o towesing wall
of bladk basalt; and as the galley neared
it, Cliff saw -that it bore striking tesern-
blance m a gigentic homan skofl,- its
rounded sutface broken by caves that the
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sealiad carved into hollow eye-sockets and
#r empty nasal cavity. ‘The rock wall
ended high ehove the witer] beneath it
fay 4 gaping chasm of pitchy. darkness,
And the palley, deum silenced, oars ak
rest, slid under the ledge, into the mouth
of the skull!

Just before total bladkmess fell, Cliff
sprang to Vilma's side and raised her in
his arms. If he hoped to do anything, he
must do it now! He groped his way to
the statboard bow and moved one hand
along the dank dmbers, searching, He
found what he sought, a-wide gap at the
edge of.a'board. Gendy lowering Vilma
ta the fioor, he gripped the slimy wood
with both hands and threst outward
mightily, A wide steip of decayed tim-
ber burst free,. He dropped it into the
sea and attacked the pext board. In me-
ments a wide irregular opening yawned
in the gailey's hull,

Leaning ont,. Cliff looked down. Fle
could see nathing. Thea suddenly & faiot
light appeared, and he heard the hum of
the Arisl'r motors as she entered the cave,
The humming cpased instantly, but the
faint light persisted,

Mow he could see the biackness of wa-
tets, a rock wall beyond. He drew bade—
and 2 he did so, he heard movements on
deck! At any momsent the rowers might
enter! He'd have to risk a drop into the
water with Vilma—there ‘was nothing
else to do. If oaly she were conscious!

He stooped and raised het, holding her
ficly with one arm. Grlpping the hufl
with the other, he climbed throngh the
opaning, inhaled deeply, and dropped! A
Licart-stopping  plonge—and cold water
closed over them, - Down, . down-—then
they shot upward, reached the surface;
and even a3 Cliff gulped a single gesping
hreath, something stradk his skull 4 blind-
ing, stunning biow! The pars!

With rapidly oumbing arms and leps
Cliff kicked «nd Aeiled the ‘water, striving
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for land, Dimly he knew he no longer
beld Vilma; dim{y be visioned her as
were those ghastly undead; then his body
sctaped on something hard, and a black-
ness that was not physical blotted out mne
sciousness,

2. The Dreadful Lile

R -HoT hammers pounding agafvst
his temples wakened Cliff Darrell,
He opened his eyes to stare into total
darkness crawling with mental monsters
spawned by -his pain-stabbed brain. He
lay half immersed in shajlow Drine, his
head sosting on a jagged stone just ebove
the surface. Struggling to his handy end
koees, he shook his head from side to
side, dumbly, Jike an znimal in pain.
Something had hit him—and now he was
in water—and thete was no light. YWhat
had happened? Whete was. Viloma?

Vilina! He groaned. He remembered
now, They had dropped—and his head
had struck” something — and — and —
maybe she was foating out ‘there even
oow, dead eyes staring upward,

"Vilma!" he ceed, his voice pleading.
..vim‘"

Only = mocking echo answered Dimy
There was no other sound, noc even the
whisper of waves swishing among the
rocks,

CHAf pressed his hands fiercely against
his theobbing head, "The pain bad become:
# medness, matched only by the agony of
his own helplessncss, He felt his reasor
reeling; he fought an insane desire o
fling himself shricking into that silent
expaose of water o search for Vilmay
then with = tremendous physical effort he
jarred himself back to sahity.

He staggered to his fect, groped stume
blingly over the tocks away from the was
ter. His hand touched 4 tack wall broker
and pitted by the action of the sea; and
he crept slowly inland, feeling his way,
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tike a blind man, As he plodded on his
thoughts blended into one fixed idea: he
must get to Hpht, must get light to search
for Vilma.

Gradually the insensate pounding in
his head abated, and strength teturoed to
his body., When ar Jast he saw Jight be-
yond a narrow figsure around an angle in
the cavetn, he had almost recovered. In
moments he was gazing out over & plain
bathed in the glow of a leprous moon.
As he stared, he shivered; and It was not
because of the cold draft drawing thraugh
the fissure, Fanning his brine-drenched
body.

Grim and starkly forbidding the plain
lay before bim, dead as the {rozen fand-
scape of the moon. Once there bad been
life there, but now only the skeletons of
trees remained, lifting their wasted limbs
in rigid pleading to an unresponsive sky.
Some, there were, that had fallen, up-
rooted by the fury of passing hurricanes;
these lay like the scattered bones of a
distembered giant, age-blackened, and
painted with hoaefrost by the brushes of
moonlight, Feebly the dead forest stirced
under the tourh of 2 moaning wind, and
the gaunt shadows cast by the trees
seemed to be multi-arned monstes slith-
ering over the rocky earth.

He looked beyond the trees, and he
saw light. Little squates of pale radiance
cut high in the walls of an andent blagk
castle. Castle? Chf frowned. He could
liken it to nothing else, though he could
not vecall ever having seen a castle which
thrust curving, needle-thin spires into tire
sky like a devil's horns.

impatiently Cliff stepped from the wall
of rock and glanced along a path that
writhed throwgh the forest; planced—
and crouched swiftly, a low cry escaping
him. A single spot of water on & smooth,
flat stone! A spat shaped like a woman's
shoe! Vilme hod passed this way!

Bob—might i oot have been some
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other woman from the Arfel? Net They
had beco cartied—and even if they had
walked, their feet were dry!

Like a hound on the scent, Cliff Dar-
rell sped along the setpentine path. The
wind moaned above him, and the sough-
ing branches seemed to whisper cooaking
warnings, but he tan oo, his eyes con-
stantly secking signs of Vilmes's course,
Here 2 drop of water shaken from her
drenched skirt, thete ancther; aad CLF
blessed the full moon whaose Light made
possible his trailing of the almost wvis-
ible spoor. ;

Now he had passed beyond the dead
forest and was moving toward the eastle,
The trail had been growing steadily faint-
et, but he manaped to follaw it, It Ied
him toward a. nacrew stome stairway
ciimbing crockedly to a misshapen open-
ing in the wall, Light glowed faintly lu-
rid somewhere deep withing and new
Cliff heatd a blasphemous sound belch
from the depths of the castle—a wheez-
ing, szrdonic croaking like the moan of &
demonfac organ, rumbling se ebscene
dirge. His hair bristied, and he stopped
shott.

He Iocked at the steps, searching for
the fading trail—and he stiffened. ‘There
on the second step was an irsegulat blotch
of moisture! What did it mean? Had
Vilma crouched there? Had she ascended
those steps? Entered?

Tret drawn face he began to shid
the base of the hlack Building,
searching every nook and cransy, scan-
ning the bate wells, His heart by like
ballast in his breast, If—if semething
had lutred Vilma into that demeon-infested
vault . . . he checked the thoughs.
Suddenly he cursed. Mechanically be
had begun to smeasure his stride in time
with the doleful ditge from the caste.
He statied an with altcred pace, As he
roanded the comer at the rear of the
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structute;- he sow a shadow  outlined
ageinst the sky, crouching on 4 ledge be-
Iow vne of the little windows. He looked
again—-cried;

“Vikmal”

The figare above him stiered, looked
down, then climbed hastily carthward. It
was Vilma ., ... Vilma, with black hair
hanging stringily about- her head, face
pale, eyes fived in the wideness of fear
oo Vilme, with her wet clothing ding-
ng to the loyely contours of her symmet-
rical body, :

VOh, CHiff!" she gasped, a dry sob
choking her. “Thask God—thark Ged!”

She dung to him, her face hidden
against his, shoulder, quivering uncon-
troilably. Then fears came, saving tears,
selieving her pent-up emotions.

Cliff szid nothing, only beld her dose,
stongly: protective.  And pgradually he
felt the tempest of terror subside, At last
she fooked wp, Some of the dread had
gone from her face, and she tried to
smile; -

“E guess—I can’t take it,” she said.

Cliff shook his head solemnly. "You're
8 game girl, Vilma! You've nerve coough
for two men, If you can, tofl me what
happened.  Of if you'd rather let & wait,
just say s."*

“T'1E feel betrer if T pet it.off my chest,™
she said. “You probably saw those—
things—carTy e from the yacht.” Cliff
nodded, “Well, T was just about para-
Iyzed when they dropped me in their ter
rible boat. 1 remember, you tried to
arause me; then that bora blew, and E
just scemed to floar away in ‘an ocean of

cep.

“After that T can remember ncthing
til} T awoke with water filling my eyes
and nose and mouth, choking me. Some-
ooe’s arms were around me—it must have
been you, Cliff—and then they weren't
there any -more, aod I struggled wildly,
out of my wits. I don’t know bow ¥ got
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to shore, but I did, and I fay there in the
shadow of the galley, choking and gag:
ging, but afraid to cough, It wasnt alte-
gether dark, and 1 conld sce chose dread-
ful things with people hanging over their
shoulders, cartying them along & narrow
ledge close to the water's edge, hieading
inland. I thought maybe you were oneof
those limp bodies; and T-—T slmost died
of fright. After a while the last ene had
gone, and the light went out. ‘Then I
heard another pair of fcet moving over
the rocks. Cozio, I suppose. The sound
died—and 1 was alone:

“That place was awful, Chff. The
bladkness alnost drove me mad, T'wanted
to scream, but [ was afraid to. Some tet-
rible weight sccmed: to be crushing my

Jungs. I I followed these undead things,

they might capture me, but it seemed
worse t stay thete in that dreadful dar.

*T got out of there sotehow, though
3t seemed to take houss, Then 1 dida't
know what to do. I stood at the edge of
the dead forest tping to decide; trying,
ton, to keep myself from shrieking and
running—anywhere, Ther Cotio’s hom
blew again—a sound, CLiff, worse than
aaything I've ever heard, It—it was a
wicked sonnd, promising to fulfil every
foul desire that ever tainted 2 hotman
mind, It repelled, yet it lured irresistibly,
And—1I answered!”

She stopped, and buricd her face in
her hands. Affer a moment she went on,
“The sound stopped just as I found smy-
self crawling on hands and knees up the
stone stairsway on the other side. Another
started—that awfol proaning—msic.
but it dido't draw me. I ran down’ the
steps and seurried away Hke a rabbit try-
ing to find a place to hide.

“After a while I came back—1 thought
you must be in thereewand I climbed wp.
to the window, And—and—Ch#f, it's
hellish!"

Her eyes, boring inbo his, widened in
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the same rigid terror he had seen in them
when he joined het.

“We could po back t the cove and get
away on the Arfel, Vilma,” CHf safd
stonily. "And if yon think we should,
we will, But—T brought onr friends here,
aad—well, I want to get-them ount if I
can,”

With an effort Vilma nodded.
course, 'We can’t do anything elsel”

He refeased her and stépped up to the
wall,

“I'm going to see what's going on in
there,”" he said. **You wait here till I
eothe down,”

in sudden-dread Vilma seized his arm,
“No, CHf. I couldn't stand waiting hera
alone. Yl po with you,”

He nodded understansdingty, -And to-
gecher they bepan climbing the precipi-
fous wall, Gtting hands and feet in step
tike -crevices that made progress faily
sapid. Soon thep were: crouching o6 a
wide stome ledge, elingitig to thin, rested
buss, stating into the black castle.

“OFf

3. The Steps of Torturg

Amw-mc hait lay before them, 2 sin-
gle chamber whose walls were the
walls of the castle, whose arched cefling
twte far above them, Directly below. their
window 4 stone platform jutted from the
welf, spreading entirely dcross the cham-
ber. A stone altar squatted in the center
of the platform, a strangely phospheres-
cent fire smoldering on its top. And from
the altar descended & wide, wide stairway
ending kb the middle of the hall, Alf this
CUHf saw in 2 single sweeping glance; af-
terward he had eyes for nothing save the
dethal horror ‘'of 2 mad, mad scone, ree
verled by the dim radisnce of the altar
fire.

Behiad the altar stood five buge figures
dad in lohg, hooded cloaks of scarlet.
The central figure had army raised. wide,
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his cloak spread. like the wings of some
bioody bird of prey; and from his lips
came a guttural incantation, a blasphe-
mous chant in archaic Latin, in tine with
the wheeze of the buried organ, Wow his
arms dropped, and he was sitent.

From the room below came a concerted
whine of ceremonial devotion, o hollow,
hungry weil. It rose from the bloodless
lips of strangely assorted human figures
anging down the center of the long stoir-
way in two facing columns, A hundred
or mote there must have been, represent-
ing half a5 many periody and eountries,
actording to their strange and ancient cos
tumes, Men in the zrmor of medieval
Persia—the arew of the black gatley; yel-
fow-haired Vikings; hawk-faced Egyp-
tians with leather-brown skins; half-naked
islanders; ted-sashed pirates from the
Spanish main; men of today! And about
all, Itke the dampness that clings w© a
tombstone, hovered a cloud of-—death!
The undead

Clifi’s gaze roved over the tensely wait-
ing celumans, then Seaped to the fuot of
the stairs, There, cowering dumbly [ike
sheep in a slaughter-pen, were his feiends
from the Arisl. All clothing bad been
stripped from them, and they stood waits
ing in waxen, statuesque stiffness. He saw
then that three others lay pione before
Lhe stone zltar, naked and ominously stitl;

And Far down at the very end of the
kall stood Leon Corio, draped in e bood-
¢¢ cape of unbroken black, 2 glint of sil-
wer in his hand—his horn of drugging
sounds,

Now, as though et 2 silent command, 4
gitl feft the group end began to mount
the stairs, as those motionless thres must
have mounted! Vivations Ann—she had
been the life of Cliff's pacht pary; but
now she was—chenged.” Her blanched
face' was rigid with inexpressible Lercor
despite the semi-stupor which numbed
her senses, Her mude body glowed like
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marble in.the dim Npght. Hoteibly, her
feet began their. dlimb - with & litde catch
step suggested by the moaniag. chant of
that cracked organ note,

She seached the first of the nndead,
and CHE saw light glint on & keife-blade.
A crimson gash appeared in the flesh of
her thigh; and dead lips touched thar
wound, deank thisstily. The girt strode
on, blood gleaming darkly on the white
skin. A second. drank of the crimson
fiow—e third—and the blood <ceased
gushing forth.

- Another knife flashed—and lips closed

agaio and again on a redly dripping
wound. And the girl with the nnchanging
pace of a robot dimbed the stairway to
e very top—climbed while fiendish
torpses drank her life’s blood—climbed,
to sink down on the altar.

One of the red-clad figuees stooped
over her, lifted her, huried long teeth in
her throat-—and CHff saw his face. . .
His own face paled, and talons of fear
raked his brain. Those olhers on-the stairs
<—they were abliorrent, zombies freed
from the grave. But this monster! A
vampire vested with the Just and cruelty
and power of hell!

- He lowered hez, finally, and she sank
down, lay still, beside the otber theee.

Another began the hellish climb, a
giant of a man with a thickly muscled
tatso. Cliff knew him instantly; and his
heart ' seemed to stop.  Leslie Starke!
They'd played foothall together. A brave
man—a fightcr, He mounted the stair
weay with the same littte cateh seep, the
same plodding stiffness, No resistance,
no struggle—only & hell of fear on his
face. :

‘The marrow melted from CHIf Dar
zells. bones. What—what could he do
against & power that did #ba w0 Les
Starke? He tried to swellow, bat the sa-
Hva hed dried on his tongoe. He wanted

to tuzn to Vilma, bat he contd not wrench,
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his epes from the frightful spectacle.

Up the stone steps Stacke strode, And
no hlade leaped toward him; no thisty
lips closed on his fAesh! ko an anwaver-
ing liee he mounted toward the cowled
monster i the center of the dais, hke 2

‘pappet oo the end of = string; mounted

to panse before the stooe alter, to le on
it, head bent back, dirpat bared. . . .
Mercifully Clilf repained enough control
te close his eyes,

He opened them at a gasp frome Viloma;
saw the vampire raise the flaccid body of
Les Starke and hod it far £rom hion, to
crash to the stone steps, to roll #nd thud
snd tumble, dowa and down, sickening-
Iy, to lie awkwardly twisted on the floor
before his companions!

And another began to climb the lang
stone steps. . ..«

All through the interminable night
Cliff and Vilma cronched on the Jedge,
stating through the barted window. A
hundred times they would -have fled to
escape the. maddening scene, -but. they.
could pot raove, Senses reefed before the
awful monotony of the ceaseless chisb-
ing, their eyes smarted with fixed stariap,
their tongues and throats were parched
to desert diyness; yet only after hoars of
endless watching, only after the Jast vie-
tim had dimbed the steps, did the edge
of terror dull, and a modicum of control
return to theis bodies,

- Stiffty Cliff looked ovet his shoulder,
A faint tinge of gray rimmed the sea oo
the eastern hotizon,

“Almost  daplight,”

haarsely,
" Vilma nodded, -her gaze sifl hetd by
that chamber of hotror. ClLfF follawed
the direction of her eyes; and saw Corio
standing like & great bat in his hooded
cape close to the far wall. He mised his
fonr-piped hotn to his tps. Aad the in-
strument’s fourth nofe crept theomgh the
TODEE,

be whispercd
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Ir was o doleful sound, 4 ery like the
cry Death itself might possess; yet
oddiy—end horriblp—it was soothing,
promising the peace of cndless sleep.
And touched by its power, the columos
of undead stiffened, thinned to wraiths,
flowed as water flows down the stone
steps, vanished!

The dead-alive—those five vampires in
erimson cowls—looked upward uneasily.
The shadows under the roof were gray-
ing with the light of dawn. Cliff could
sense their thought. Before sunrise they
sast be in their tombs under the castle,
to sleep untif ancther aight. With one
accord they strode down the stairs, past
Coric who had prostrated himself, and
catered 2 black opening in the wall
With their departure the altar fire
dimmed o a sullen ember.

Cotio arose, He wuas alone in the
chamber save for that dead, hroken body
Wing in 4 twisted heap at the foot of the
stairg, and those olher half-alive wretches
stretched out before the altar, Now, Cliff
#old himself, was the time for him to get
m there at Corio; now was the time to
rescue his friends—but he contiaued to
aouch, whmoving

Apain Corio blew on his sifver horn,
and a faint ay leaped from Vilma's
tenged fips. The luring awote that had
deawn her, Cliff thought hazily; then he
thought of nothing save-the sound, the
sound ¢hat promised him all he could
desire, Earth end jts dominion, his for
the taking—if he answered that call! , .,
Then even the sound efuded his senses,
and he heard only the promise. . . . He
must answer, must claim what was right-
{ully his!

But those half-dead creatures—sight of
their stirting steadied his stegpering
siiity, Here and there heads lifted and
bloodiess busks of bodies tried to rise.
In thé pollid lipht they seemed like
vorpses, freed from newly opened graves,
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Some could only reach their knges; others
rose o uncertain limbs. And all moved
down the stairway toward Cotio, answer-
ing bis summons; followed as be mada
Lis slow wey toward the opening in the
wall, still blowing the single nobe—Hhe
note that promised Earth end alf it
beld. . . .

Cliff glanced toward Vilma—and she
was not there. He looked down, saw her
£ar below, dropping from crack to crevice
with amazing speed and dating, hasten-
ing toward—Corio!

The thoughr jarced any lingering taink
of allurement from Cliffs mind. He
must stop her. He swung around, ignot-

ling the cramped stiffness of his leps, and

started down the sweep wall. Down,
down, recklessly, with Corio’s horn-note
only a faintly heard sonnd feding behind
hirm,

Now he saw Vilma reach the rocks
below and dash arcund the corner of the
castfe, and he cursed, redoubling his
speed, Down—down—and suddenly the
ancient rock crumbled underfoot. For an
instant he hung from straining fingerti
~—then dropped. " At

A smashing impact—a stone’ that slid
beneath him-—and his head crashed
against the castle wall, Through a fery
mist of pain he pictured Vilma in the
grasp of Corio. The mist thickened—
grew black—enpulfed him.

4. In Corit’s Hands

CLIFF ewoke with the sun’ glaring
down: on his face. He opened his
eyes, and stebbing . lances of [ight
pierced his  eyeballs.  Momentarily
blicded, Le pressed his hands across
his face and sttuggled erect. There wasa
sick feeling in his stomach, and the back
of his head throbbed incessantly, He
touched the aching arez, and winced, A
fump ke an egg thrust out his scalp;
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it was stidgy with blood. ‘He stood there,
weaving fram s.ld... to side, trying to recall
something. .

As memory camg, he gmaned Vilma!
He had list seon her racing raadly toward
Corie; lured by his daraned born, Tt was
daplight now; the sun had risen’at least
ur hour agp. Aa hour—with Vilma
gong!

Shaking his head to ‘clear it, and grif-
titig his (eeth at the pain, he stalked along
the wall Turaing the corner he strode
on toward the crooked steps. The lifes
less terrain reeled diily, but he went
on resofutely. “The pain in his head was
€ading to a dull ache; and as he mounted
the steps, strength séemed to flow back
ioto his legs. With every sense taut he
passed into the gloom of the castle,

A quick glance he cast ghout—saw the
body of Starke lying whete it had fallen,
No use tv examine it; there was oo life
there. His gaze swept up the slope of
the. smi.rway to the altar at its head,
lingered on the phosphorescent eye of
tight still plowing there. Then he
shrupged gnm.ly and moved on to the
duo:wn'_r in the wall, Warily he peered
in.

s his eyes adjusted themselves to the
groater daskness, he saw a narrow siair-
wey Jending downward into 4 shadowy
cocridor, Somewhere in the tunsel's
depths a faint light shone. He could see
nothing more. He moved stealthily down
the damp, dank stairs.

. At the bottom he paused, -listening,
He coufd hear nothing. A bundred feet
ahead, the cortidor divided in two; 2
burning torch was thrust in the walf at
the junction, CIff nodded with satisfac-

_tionw Corid mwst be somewhers near by;
for only 2.buman needed light,

Sifently Cliff strode along the corzidor,
‘At the fork he hesitated, - then. chose the
cight branch, for light glowed faintly
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along- that passageway. The other led
downward, black as the pits of hell,

A doorway appeared in the wall abead,
and be moved warily, with fists clenched,
Tlicketing torchlight fitered fato the cor-
ridor, There was no zudible sound. Now
CI peered into a smalt chamber, and
gasped in sudden horror, his eyes staring
unwinkingly at a specracle -incredjbly
pitiful,

Here were the passange:s of the Aml
wititely naked, and lying in little groups
on the cold stone foot, huddled together
for warmth, Their- faces turned toward
Dirrell as he stood in the doorway, but
there was no recognition in the vacuous
cyes, no thought, no intelligence, - and
little life in the wide'mouthed stares, It
seemed as though their souls had. béea
drained from thei.r bodies with their
blood. .

Sickened, bef turned away, - cursing
his own helplessness to aid them, cursing
Leon Cotio who was responsible for
their ‘plight. Bladk wrath gripped him
as he moved on.

Again the comridor branched, aad
again hekept to the right . Snddenly he
halted, ears straining, He heard the
sound of a voice—the hollow voice of
Cotio! It came faintly but clearly from 4
room at the end of the passageway, Cliff
went forwazd slowly.

“And so, my dea: * Coris was sayiog,
“we eutered into 2 pact with theo—
Master, . s pact sealed with blood. In
exchange for our lives we three were-to
bring other hintnans to this island for the-
feasting of the dead-slive. Every thicd
month pach-of ug must return with oue
cargo when the moon is fufl; and since
we come bads on alternating months,
they have -a constant supply of fresh
blood. Usually some of our captives live
from full moon to full moon before they
become like those of the galley—the un-
dend, Bome of these we waken when it
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-suits our fancy; they are not like the
Idasters; they awaken only when we call
them—we three or the Masters,

“More tfran Life they gite us for what
we do. Centuties age pirates used this
‘island for refuge. They—died—ead they
left their trezsure in this castle. It Bes in
the room where the Masters lie; and we
three receive payment in golid and gems.
Tonight I receive my pay, and tomorrow
T leave on the Arfel—and you go with
mel”

Chiff heard Vilina answer, and even
while his heart feaped with relief, he
marveled at the cool scorn in her voice,

"So I po with you, do I? T'd rather
dimb the stairs with the rest of your
victims thao have anpthing to do with
you—you monster! When Cliff Darrelt
finds yoo—-"

"Dareell” Corio's voice was a frozen
sneer. “He'll do nothing! Tl fmd Aim
—and he'll wish he coold climb the
stairs of "blood! As for you, you'll go
with me, and like it! A drop of my blood
in your veins, and you will belong to the
Master, as I do. We shall attend to
that; but first there is something efse—
more pleasarnt.”  His words fell to an
indistinguishable purr,

Stit! moving stealthily, Cliff hastened
forward, Suddenly Vilma screamed; and
he lannched himself madly across the re-
maining distance, stood crouching at the
threshold,

Viltna lay on an andient bed, her wrists
and zokles bound with leather thongs
drawn abear the four tal] bed-posts. Cnly
the torn remmants of her wnder-garments
covered the rounded contomts of her
hody, and Corio crouthed over her, ca-
ressing the pink flesh. Vilma writhed
beneath his touch,

C LIFF growled deep in his throat as he
sprang.  Corfo aromnd  and
Teaped aside, but ke was wo slow © e
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cepe Clif's powerfu! Iunge. Ome hand
clased on his thin neck, and the other, a
rack-like fist, made a bloody mm of his
mouth. Howling with pain, Corio tried
to sink his teeth in ClLf's 2im.

Cliff flung bim aside, following with
the easy glide of 2 boxer, Catir cmwled
to his feel, cringing, dodging before the
nemnesis thar stalked him, Again ClHE
feaped, and Corio, yellow with fear,
darted sround the bed and ran wildly inte
the hallway., At the door Cliff dhecked
himself, reason holding him Corio
could elnde him with ease i this
lahyrintkz of passages; and his Eest con-
rese was Vilnm's safety.

He returned to the bed., Vilma locked
up at him with such relief and thankiol-
ness oa ber face that Cliff, with 2 little
choked cry, flung himself o bis knees
beside the bed and kissed her Bungrily,
For maments their lps dung; then Chiff
straightened shakily, trying to laagh.

“We've got to get out of here, sweet
beart,” he said. "Fm nor afmid of
Cotio, but he koows things shout this
place that we dorfe know.  Afte you're
safe on the yacht, I'li come back and get
him.”

He locked armund for something with
which o cut her bonds, On the wall
above the bed were crossed 2 palr of
murderous-loaking cutlases. Seizing one
of these, Cliff wrenched it from its
fastenings and drew i thicugh the
cords, , . . She stoed beside him, free.

“Your clothing—" CIiff began, his
eyes on her almoest-nude Hody,

She blushed and pointed muidy to 2
heap of mgs on the floor, Fler eyes
famed wreathfully, “He—he sipped them
from mel”

The nmscles of Cliff's jaws knotied,
and he scowled as he surveped the room
for a drape or hanging to cover ber. Fer
the first time he really saw the place, All
the lavish splendor of royalty kad beed
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expended on this chamber. It might have
been the bedroom of a king, creept tha
the anclent furnishings belonged @ no
particatar period; were, in fact, the lont

of raids extended over centuries. Yet dee.

spite its splendor, everything was repal-
sive, cloaked with the same air of un-
earthiy gloom that hovered about the
galley.

He moved toward an intricately woven
tapestry; but Vilma checked him, shud-
dermg with revulsion.

“No, Clif—it's too much like grave
clotires. Everything about this place
makes my flosh crawl,” I'd tather stay
as | am than touch any of id!”

Cliff nodded slowly, “Let's go then.”

They hurtied through the carridors
toward: the stairway, with CLf holding
the cuthis in readiness, As they passed
the room in whith lay-the Ariel’s pas.
sengers, Lie tried to divert Vilm's arfén-
tion, but she Jocked in as thoungh
llypnotaﬂd..

“1 saw them hefore,” she whispered,
“es awbul”

“As they started up the sairvay to
the preat hall, CER took the leed. He
moved with utmost caution,

"It doesn’t scem right,” he said ua-
casily, "We shoutd heae from Corio,”

At thet moment they did hear from
him—litetzlly. From somewhére in the
moze of tunnels came the sound of his
accursed - hotn—the pate of slesp! It
switled insidiously sbout theiz -beads,
wumbiag their senses, CUF felf his
stride falter, saw Vilma stumble, and he
hurfed himself forward furiously, grip-
ping her arm,

“Huzry!™ he shouted, striving to pierce
the fog of sleep, “"We've got to get out!
Damn him[™"

Vilma rallied for an instan, znd they
resched the top of the stairs. On—across
that wide, wide room, each siep a
sugplé, . . . On. while the droning
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sound Hoated Iangnidly theough every
merve cell. . ., On—till their muscles
could no losger move, and they sagped
to the hard stone, asleep,

MOMENTS fatet Cliff opened his eyes
to meet the hellish glare of Leon
Cotio. Cerio smiled thinly, :

“So—yon awsken, Good! I would
have you know the fate I have plaoned
for you, You sce this?” He held the
cutlas high above Darrell's throat like
the blade of a guilietine. "With. this I
could end your life guite painlessly and
quickly. It really would prove entcriain-
ing for Miss Bradley, I'm sure” He
cmeded faintly behind brused and
swollen lips,

Clif squirmed, steiving to rise, then
subsided instantly. He was bound hand
and foot.

“I cowld kil you" Cotic ‘repeated
musingly, “but that would lack finesse.”
His teeth bared in a Feline smile. “And
it would be such 2 waste—of blood!
Instead, I'll take you out to the gailley and
let you lie there till her crew awakens
tonight, They have tasted blood, ond
after tonight will taste none again for
another month. 1 imagine they'll—drain
you dey!” The last phrase was a vicious
snarl,

Ciiff heard Vilma ulter 4 suppressed
sob, and he tumed his head, She lay close
by, bound like him with strips of leather,
Furigusty Cliff steained at his Fetters,
but they held.

“And while you wait for those gentle
Pesians to awaken,” Corio continned in
tones caressingly soft, “you can think of
your sweetheart in my arms! It may
teach you not to strike your
though you can never profit by your
lesson.”

Stooping, he raised Clifi's powerful
form and manzged to him over one
shouldet.” Then he moved from the great
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hall, down the stone steps, and across the
dead plais with its sighing skeleton
rees. He wag panting jerkily by the time
he came fo the fissure leading to the
oove, but he reached it, despite CliFs
twe hundred pounds. Without pausing,
he went on ipto the cavern, along the
rock ledge, to step at st upon the deck
of the black gafley.

“Pleasant thoughts,” he said gently as
ki dropped Cliff to the sporgy. boards,
“¥ou have only to wait till dack!”

CHF listened to his rapid footfalls Ll
they died in distance; then there was no
sound save his own breathing.

Gradually his eyes became accustomed
to the beavy gloom, and he saw that
Corio had dropped him just at the edge
of the rowers' pit. There were white
things down therc—bones, pale as
marble, scattered about aimlbessly. Could
—ould those bones join to make the
rowers who would atise with the night?
¥t scemed ahsurd——awar absurd—yet he
knew it was sol He had seen too much
to doubt it

He rolled over on his back and stared
upward into the shadows. He must Lie
here helpless while Corio returned to
Vilmz—dlid wich her as bhe pleased!
Perhaps he might even transform her
inko a bleod-tainted monster 1ike himseif!
He saw her again in that room of
andient splendor, spread-eagled to the
bed; and the muscles corded in his arms,
and his Hips_strained white in a futile
effort to brealke free.

Iaterininably he lay thete waitiag, The
gatley was damp with the chilling damp-
ness of a sepulcher, and the dampness
penetrated deeper and deeper.  Clamping
his jaws together to prevent their quiver-
ing, he struggled against a rising tide of
madaess which gnawed at his reason.
His mind began to caunch end jangle
like 2 machine out of gear, threatening
to destroy tseH,
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On and on-in plodding indifference
the stolid moments passed, tilt at last
Cliff roalized that it was growing dasker.
He rolled over on his side and stared
into the galley pit, eyes fixed on the
ingrt masses of white, -Soon they would
move! Soon the undead weould rise! His
thoughts, touched by the whips of-dread,
sped about like slaves seeking escape from
a torture pit. And abruptly out of the
welter of chaotic ideas came nne straw
of sanity; he seized #, his heart hammer-
ing with hope.,

Those Persian sailors were armed!
Their swords and knives were real, for
they cur flesh! Somewhere smong their
bones must lie sharp-edged blades!

He struggled to the «dge of the pit,
let his fect drop over. As they touched,
he balanced preeariously for an mstant,
then fell to his knees. He peered fever-
ishly abaut among white bones, moldet-
ing garments, and msed armor—and
saw a faint gliramer of {ight on pointed
steel. He sank forward on his face in
the direction of the gleam, tumed over,
squirmed and writhed till Le felt the
cald blade against his hands. He caught
it between his fingers and began sawing
back and forth.

It was heart-breaking work, Age had
dulled the weapon, and loag slivers of
rast flaked off, but the Feather which
bound him was also ancient. Though
progress was slow, and the effort Jabori-
ous, Clif knew his bonds were
weakening.

But it was growing darker, Evee now
he coyld see only » snggestion of gray
among the shadows. If those undead
things materialized while he Jay among
then! . . . Sweat stood om on his fore-
head and he redoubled his effores, strain-
ing at the leather as he sdwed.

With a ssap the cords parted and his
handy were free, A single stash severed
the thongs about his ankles, and he stood

W.T~12
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up, leaped to the deck. Not an instant
too soon! There was movement io the
pit—a hideous crawling of bones as-
sembling  themselves  imto  sheletal
form, . o

Cliff waited to see no more, There
were Kmits to what one oould see and
remain sane, With a bound he crossed
the sotring deck, and sprang ashore.
Despite the dark, he almost ran Ffrom

the madoess of that cave, ran il he-

passed through the wall of rodk, till he
saw the rim of the moon gleaming be-
hind the castle,

5. The Hnd of the Iiland

O ur on the plain he spriated through
the ghostly forest, He knew he had
n¢ time to sparc—inew that suon the
march of torrare would begin—knew
that if Vilma were within the castle, she
st answer the summons of Corio's
horn. Even now light glowed faintly in
-the high, squace windows.

That horn! At the foot of the steps
he stopped short. IF Ae heard the horn,
he too must answer! He dared not risk
it. With impatient fingers he tore & strip
of doth from his shist, rolled it inbe 2
eybinder, and thrust it into his ear. An-
other for the other ear—and he darted
op isto the castle.

A sweeping glance fevealed no one,
only the murky glow of the altar fire,
aed the wraiths of smoke pluming up-
ward toward the shadowed roof. Wish-
ing now that he had brought a weapon
from the galley, Cliff crossed to the
opening in the wall. He stood at the
wp of the steps, listening, then corsed
silently 2s he remembered that he could
hear none but very loud sounds. He saw
nothing; so he hastened down.into the
corridor, His steps were swiftly stealthy
a5 he moved toward Corid’s room,

He was past the fiest branching pas-

w.I—2
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sage, when a sixth sense warned him of
someone's approach. He ran swiftly w
the next fork, then paused within its
shelter and glanced back, saw five sod-
cowled hgures glide along the tmmcl
and vanish wp the stairway,  ClLif
frowned. With the vampires in the great
hell, Corio must soon follow, feading his
wictims to the blood-feast. He drew back
deeper into the shadows.

His groping bands tonched something
in the datk—sound and hard—fike a2
keg. Curiously he investigated. It was
a keg, and there were others. A sandy
powder trailed to the foor from a crack
in ore of them, Thought{uily CES let it
run through his fingers, Gunpowder! Of
course—he had heard Corio mention
pirates zad their treasure, and this had
been their cache of explosive. An idea
was forming. . . .

He looked up to see 2 shadow pass the
mouth of the tunnel; he crept forward
and peered out. He saw the bladk-hooded
figure of Leon Corio striding along, saw
him enter the room where the passengers
of the driel lay, Ia a breath Chff was
down the corridor to Corio’s moom. A
tarnished silver candclabram shed faint
light through the chamber, and by its
flickering glow he searched for Vilma,
thoroughly, painstekingly—futilely.

He stood in the center of the toom in
indecision, his forchesd creased with
anxiety, If gnly he could find her, he'd
know how to plan! He ran his hand
through his hair helplessly, then heard
very faintly the luring note of Corio’s
hotn, She must answer that sammons,
unless Corfo bad her tied somewhere.
His best chance of hoding her lay iz the
hall above.

On the wal! sill hung the mate of the
cutias he had wsed to free Vilima; he
wrenched it down aad fan out into the
carridor, The last of the naked raarchers
was disappeating up the stairway, Now
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the hom-note died, and he could feel
more.than hear the rumbling bass of the
digge from the depths below him.

He ran the rest of the distance along
the passageway and mounted the steps
two at 4 stride, He looked into the tor
ture hall. As on the previous night,
Corio stood far badk, close fo the wall
ia which Cliff croucked. The arms of
the Master were raised high; raised,
CIiff knew though he could not hear it,
in 2 blasphemous incantation. And then
lie saw something that sent a crimson
lance of fury cmshing through his beain,

Vilta, stipped like the rest, stood
‘with the other vidims at.the foot of the
long steps! Her body gleamed: pinkly,
in conteast to the pallid drabness of the
‘helf-dead automatons, and she held her
head proudly erect, But from where be
stood Clff could see the side of her
fare, and it bote a [ook of terror.

He could see Corio’s face, too; and ke
was looking at the gicl, baflled fury
plating from his eyes—as though she
were there against his will

Cliff's &5t impolse was to fling him-
self out there with his cotles and hack a
way to freedom for Vilraa and himself,
but cold reason chocked this folly. Such
a course could ond oaly in death. Mation-
less he watched the scene before him, his
Dbrain frantically seeking & plan with even
a ghost of a thange of succeeding.

The gunpowder! Thete was enough of
the stoff below to blast this entire castle
into the hell where it belonged! Hastily
he rotraced his steps to the tunnel in
which be had found the kegs, plucking
the torch From its niche in the wall as
he passed it, He held it high above his
head as he examined the contents of the
broken kep. Unmistakably punpowder!

Thrusting the cutlss beneath his belt,
he ¢lucched a handful of the black dust.
Then, - crouching close to- the door, he
drew an frrepular thread through the
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passageway toward the saits, Once he
returned for moze powder, but in a fewr
minutes the job was done. At the foot
of the steps where the trail ended, he
touched his torch to the black [ine and
watched a hissing spark snake its white-
smoked way back toward the powder
kegs. An instant he watched it, then
sprang up the stairs. He'd have to move
fast!

With 3 hideous howl he darted inte
the hall, his cotlas zhove his head, Corio
spun aboub—and it was his fast living act,
A single sweep of the great blade sheared
bis head from his neck, sent it wolling
grotesquely zlong the Aoor. Por three
hear-beats the body stood with 2 foun-
tain of blood spurting Ffrom severed
arteries; then i crashed.

Coolly CUiff leaned over the twitthing
cadaver, ignoring the bedlam oo the
stairs, the horde sweeping down toward
him, hutling aside the waiting humans,

He pried open clutching fingers, seized

a twisted silver instrument, and raised it
to his lips,

HE mass of undead were almost
upon him, the murky light glinting

on menacing biades, when CHff blew the
first note. The note of sleep! He tried
again, hastily. And it was the right one!
At the dolefud, soothing sound the va-
dead halted in their tracks; halted—and_

amelted into nothingness before-his eyes!

But now those other five in their robes
of bloody red—they were charging, and
even though they were wnarmed, Cliff
felt a steb of fear. They possessed
powers beyond the human, powers a
mostal could not combat. He beaced him-
self and waited,

At the borfom of the steps they
stopped, ranging in & wide half-circle.
'The central monster—the Master—fung
up kis arms in a sttangely tetrifying ges-
ture, and Cliff saw his carenine lips move
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ifi 2 chant “which' he -coutd" not hear.
Something, a chitling Presence, hovered
about him, seemed to setile-wpon bim,
cloaking him with-the might of the devil
himself. That unheard incantation con-
tioned, aad Cliff fdt o cold sigidiry
creeping  through every fiber, - slowly
freezing his limbs inro colomns of ice.

With o mighty effort of will he {ung
bimself toward that accursed drinker of
bload—and at that instant a terrific de-
todation rocked the andient building: and
& cloud of smoke and flame burst from
the opening fn the wall. Clff was
hintled from his feer, rolled over and
over, and ctashed against the wall by the
awfnl concussion, the outlas and sibver
hoin seat whirling through the air,

Dizzily he staggered to his feet,
cronching defensively. Sounds came to
him clearly now; the explosion muost have
jarted the plugs from his ears. e
scanned the room; saw the unclad ho-
mans scattered everywhere; most of them
Iying still and unconscious. He saw
Vilma rising slowly; then he looked for
the monsters in red, Startled, he saw
therda: mshing toward the opening in the
wall,: to vanish io its smoke-flled inter-
ior, Why did ey ? Then he knew,
Down there somewhere were their graves
—geaves rent and broken by the explo-
sion—graves- threatened by the fames—
#nd panic had seized the vampires, fear
of the death which would result with
exile from their tombs!

Unsteadity Cliff crossed to Vilma, She
saw him coming and fung herself sob-
bing into his arms, He erushed her Tithe
form dose——and another explosion, more
‘violent than the-first, sent a4 section of
the stoge floor leaping upward as though
with life of its own. Clirging to Vilma,
Clif managed to maintain his footing,
though the floor budked and heaved, A
spapping, booming roar—and a great
‘chasm opened in the floor. A breathless
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instanit—and ‘@ segment of thn stone
stairs, rumbling thunderously, dropped
ot of sight fnw 2 newly formed pit!
With it went the blasphemons altar wnd
its phosphorescent fire.

Deafencd,  smipped,  momentarily
powerless to move, Cliffs mind groped
for an explanation. Tt scenied incredible
that genpowder could causé such havoc.
And the swaying-of the floor continned;
the thidk stone wills shook alarmingly.
Suddenly be understond. An earthouake!
The explosions had jarred the nope-teo-
stable understeata of rock intd spasmodic
motion that must grind. everything. to
bits! The island was doomed! And
Earth would be better without it.

If only they could reach the Avigl first!

New strength flowed through him, and
hugging Vilma dose, he  staggered
toward the spot where be knew the door
must be: Somehow he reached it, and
reeled down the broken stone steps.

The plain of dead trees swayed like
the deck of 2 ship in 2 storm as CHF
started across it A gale had arisea and
swept in from the sea, ripping diy
branches from the skeloron geowths and
whitling them about like straws. Yet
sosehow Cliff reached the crevice in the
rock wall with hig burden, reached the
deck of the galley, crossed it; and won
to the safety of the Ariel. " Minutes later,
with Diesel engines purring, they crept
cuat through the sarrow channel into the
open sei.

TEN minutes later the Iste’ of the
Undead lay- safely behind themi
Vilma had dressed; and now they sar
together in-the pitot house. CLff had
atte artn showe her, and ocoe band on
the whed], k.

And so,” the girl was saying, “'while-
Corio carried you o that termble old
buat, T got loose, He badn't ded me
very tightly, acd ‘1 slipped wmy hands



276

frée. ¥ had.to hide, and I could think
of oniy. one place- that might be safe,
where he wouldn't thinl to look for me,
I ran down to the room where those—
“those others lay; Iondressed, and buried
rayself among them, It was horrible—
the way they suded each other's
wounds, . . S
. Cliff pressed a hand across her lips.
YForget that!” be said almost fercely.
“Forget all of it—d'yon hear?”
She looked np at him and said sisiply:
“EN ey ,
They glanced back toward the bladk
- biotes ¢n the horizon, ‘The seismic dis-

SWEIRD TALES

tatbantes continned unabated. At that
moment they saw the barrier of rock Like
a skull split and sink into the sea. Be-
youd, cleansing tongues of flame licked
the sky. They saw a single jagged wall
of the castle still standing, one window
glowing in its black expanse like a
square, bloody moon against a bloody
sky. It crumbled.

They tumed away, and Cliffs amm
circled the gir} be loved. Their lips met
and clong, . . . And the drief plowed
on through the frothing brine, beadng
them toward safety and  forgetful-
ness, . . , Together.

Jhe

0st

Temples of Xantoos

By HOWELL CALHOUN

Cefestial fantasics of deathless night,

Banptured colonnades adomed with peatls,
Resplendent puardians of crimson light,

Expanse of dackness silently vnfuls
Apong colossal xuing on this shore,

"That once was purled by Xantoos' rolling seas;
Nothing remains upon this barrer: core

Of Mats, but your palatial mermories,

Your altars and magnificent black gods
Still flash beneath the sapphite torches’ flames,
‘The ragrant cing of sacred flowers nods
Beneath Hhe monstrous idols’ gilded frames.
Your jeweled gates swing open on their bands
Of gold; withia, a lurid shadow stands,
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The

pener of the Way

By ROBERT BLOCH

A tremendons tale about the dread doowm that pvertook an archeologist in
shat forgotten tomb beneath the desert sands vf Egypt

HE statwe of Apubis brooded
over the darkness. lts blind eyes
bad basked in the blackness for
wnrmmbered centuries, and the dust of
ages had scitled upon its stony brow.
The damp air of the pit had caused its
canjng features to crumble, but the stong

lips of the image still were cutled in 2
sparding grin of cryptic mirth. It was
almost as if the idol were alive; as if
it had seen the slndowed centurics slip
by, -end with them the glory of Egypt
and the old gods: Then indeed would it
have renson to grin, at the thought of
27T
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andent pomps and vain and vanished
splendar, But the statne of Anubis,
Opener of the Way, jackab-headed god
of Karneter, was not, alive, and those
that had bowed in worship were fong
dead. Death was everywhere; it haunted
the shadowy tunnel where the idol stood,
hidden away in the mummy-cascs and
biding amidst the very dust of the stone
floor. Death, and darkness—darkness
vodispelled by iight these theee thausand
FEaLs.

Today, however, light came. It was

heralded by a grating <Jang, as the iron.

door at the furcher end of the passage-
way swung open of its rusted hinges;
swung open for the first time in thicy
centuries. Through the opening came
the strapge illumination of a torch, and
the suddes sound of voices.

There was something indescribably
eery abont the event. For theee thonsand
years o light had shone in these biack
and buwried vaults; for three thousand
years no feet had distorbed the dusty
carpet of their floors; for three thousand
yeats ne voice had seot its sound through
the andent air. The last light had come
from & sacred torch in the hand of a
priest of Bast; the last feet to violate the
dust had been encased in Egyptiant san-
dals; the last voice had spoken a prayer
in the langrage of the Upper Nile.

And now, an electric torch flonded the
scene with sudden light; booted feet
stanped nodsily accoss the floor, and an
English voice gave vent to fervent pro-
fanity.

In the torchlight the hearer of the
illamination was revealed. ITe was a kall,
thin man, with a face as wrinkled as the
papyrus parchment he ¢lutched nervously
in his left Hand. His white hair, suaken
eyes and yellowed skin gave him the
aspect of an ofd man, but the smile upen
his thin lips was full of the triumph of
jouth. Close behind him crowded an-
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ollier, o younger replica of the first, Tt
was e who had swotn,

“Por the love of God, fathe:——weve
made it!”

"Yes, my boy, 30 wo have”

“"Laok! There's the statue, just a5 the
map showed itl”

The two men stepped sofily In the
dust-strewn passage and halted directly
in front of the idol. Sir Ronald Baston,
the bearer of the light, held it aloft to
inspect the figure of the god more
closely, Peter Batton stood at hiy side,
eyes following his father's gaze.

Yor a long momeat the iovaders saru-
tinized the grardian of the tomb they
had violated. It was a strange moment
there in the underground burrow, 1 mo-
ment that spaoned cemity zs the- old
canfromed the new.

If the idol had been given the gift of
sight it might bave contrasted these
white-skinned, * smartly-accoutered  fn-
truders with the masked and dusky piiests
of olden days., But Anubis could not
see; the god merely grinned in chimeric
glee, with stone-teeth bared in 4 cens
tutied stile,

But the two men gazed up at the
eidolon in astonishment and awe. The
colossal fignre of the jackal-gnd domi-
pated the dim passage, and its weathered
form still held wvestiges of impesing
grandeur and incxplicable mevace. The
sudden inflox of outer #ir from the
opened door had swept the idol's body
free of dust, and the intruders scrutine
ized its gleaming form with a gertain
vagne unease. Twelve feet tall was
Anubis, 2 mao-like figure with the dog-
face of a jackal upon massive shoulders,
The armis of the statue were held forth
in an attitude of warning, as if endeavor-
ing to repel the passage of outsiders.
This was peculiar, far to all intents and
purposes the guardian figure had nothing
beliind it but 2 nacrow niche in he wall.
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Thete was an ait of evil suggestion
about the pod, however; a hint of bestial
hwmanity ko its body which seemed to
hide a sectet, sentieot life. The knowing
smile on the carven countonance seemed
gmically alive; the eyes, though steny,
held a strange and disturbing awaremess,
it was as though the stutue were alive;
or, rather, as though it were merely a
stone cloak that harbored life.

THH twor explorers sensed this with-
ot speaking, and fot a leng minute
they conterplated the Opener of the

start, the older man resumed his cus-
tomary briskness of manner,

"Well, son, let's not stand here gawk-
ing at this thing all day! We have plenty
to do yeb~the biggest bask remains. Have
you locked at the map#”

“Yes, fathor,” The younpger man's
woice was not neatly as lowd or as hrm
25 Sir Ronald's, He did not like the
mephitic air of the stone passageway;
he did not cere for the stench that
seemed to spawn in the shadows of the
oorners, He was acutely aware of the
fact that he and his father were in a
hidden tomb, seven hundied feet helow
the descrt sands; a secret tomb that had
lzin wnopened for thirty creeping cen-
turics. And he voold not help but re
member the aise,

For there was a cumse oo the place;
indend, it was that which had led o
its discovery,

Sir Ronald had found it in the exca-
vation of the Ninth Pyramid, the molder-
ing papyrus parchment which held the
key to a secrst way. How he had
smuggled it past the heads of the expe-
dition nobody can say, but he had man-
aged the tasic somechow,

After all, he was not wholly to he
blumed, though the theft of expedition-
ary trophies is a serious offense, But for
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twenly years Sir Ronald Barton had
combed the descris, uncovered sacred
relics, deciphered hieroglyphics, and dis-
interred mumnties, statues, ancicnt furni-
ture, or precious stones. He had un-
carthed untold wealth and incredibly val-
uable manuscripts for his Government;
yet he was stll a poor man, and had
never been rewarded by becoming head
of an expedition of his own. Who can
Blame him if he took that one misstep
which he knew would Jead him to fame
and fortune at last?

Besides, he was getting old, and after
2 score of years in Egypt al] archeologists
are a little mad. There is something
shout the sullen sun overhead that
paralyzes the brains of men as they for
ret in the sand, digging in vnhallowed
tuing, something about the damp, datk
stillness underground in temple vaolts
that chills the sonl. It is not good 4o
look upon the old gods in the places
where they sill mle for catheaded
Bubastis, serpented Set, and evil Amon-
Da frown down as sullen geardians in
the purple pylens before the pyramids,
Over all s an air of forbidden things
long dead, and it creeps into the blood,
Sir Ronald had dabbled in sorcery, a
bit; so perhaps it affected him more
strongly than the rest, At any rate, he
stole the parchment.

It had been penned by a priest of
ancient Egypt, but the priest had nok
been a boly man. No man could write
as he had writtent without viclating his
vows. It was a dreadful thing, thae man-
uscript, steeped in sorcery and hideous
with half-hinted hotrots.

The enchanter who had written it al-
huded to gods far older than those he
worshipped. There was mention of the
“Demon  Messenger” and the “Blads
Temple,” coupled with the secret myth
and legend-cycles of pre-Adamite days,
For just as the Chiristian religion has itg
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Black Mass, just 25 evesy sect has its hid-
den Devil-worship, the Egyptians knew
their own darket gods.

The names of these acoursed ones were
set forth, together with the orisons neces-
sary for their invocation. Shocking and
blasphemous statements abounded in the
text; Hhreats against the reigning religion,
and terrible curses apon the people who
upheld it, Perbaps that is why Sir Ron-
ald found it buried with the memmy of
the priest—its discoverers had not dared
to destroy i, because of the dopm which
might befall them. They had their way
of vengeance, though; becuse the
mummy of the priest was found without
arms, fegs, of cyes, and these were not
lost through decay.

® roNarp, though he foond the

shove-mentioned  portions of the
parchment  intensely  imteresting, was
much more impressed by the last page.
Tt was here that the sactilegicns one told
of the tomb of his master, who mled
the dark cnit of the day. There were a
map, a chart, and certain directions.
‘These hid not been written i Egyptian,
but in the cunciform chirography of
Chaldea, Donbtless that is why the old
avenging priests had not sought out the
spot for themselves to destroy it. They
were probably unfamiliar with the lan-
guage; unless thep were lkept away by
fear of the curse. g

Peter Barton still remembered that
night in Cairo when he and his father
had first tcad it in translation. He re-
callcd the avid gleam in Sir Romald's
glittering eyes, the tremulous depth in
his guttural voice,

“And as the maps direct, there you
shall find the tomb of the Master, who
lies with his acolytes and all his treasure.”

Sir Ronald’s voice neatly hroke with
excitenent as he pronounced this last
word,
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“And at the entrance upon the gight
that the Dog-Star is aseendant yon must
give up three jackals upor an atar in
sacrifice, and with the blood bestrew the
sands about the opening. Then the bats
shall descend, thet they tmay have feast-
ing, and carry their glad ddings of
blood to Father Set in the Underworld.”

“Superstitions  rigmarole!™  young
Peter had exclaimed.

“Don't scoff, son,” Sir Rotald ad-
vised. "I could give you reasoms for
what it says above, and make you under-
stand. But I am afraid ¢hat the truth
would disturb you unnecessarily,”

Peter had staped silent while his
father read on:

“"Upon descending into the outer pas-
sage you will find the door, set with the
symbol of the Master who waits within.
Grasp the symbol by the secventh tongue
in the scventh head, and with a kaife
remave it, Then shall the barrer give
way, aud the gate to the tomh be yours.
Thigty and theee ase the steps along the
inger passage, and rhere stands the statue
of Anubis, Opener of the Way,"

“Anpubis! But isnt he a regulat
Egyptian deity-—a recognized one? Peter
broke in.

His father aoswered from the tnanu-
script ftself:

“For Lord Anubis holds the keys to
Life and Death; he gratds cryptic Kar-
neter, and none shall pass the Veil
without coosenr. Some there zre who
desm the Jackal-god to be a friend of
those who role, bui he is not, Anehbis
stands in shadows, for he is the
of Mysteries. Ia olden days for which
there is no number it {s writeen that Lord
Anubis revealed himself to men, and he
who then was Master fashioned the first
image of the god in his true likeness.
Such is the image that you will find st
the end of the inner passapewap—the
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first true jmage of the Opener of the
Way."

“Astounding]” Peter had muotrered.
“Think what it meung if this is true;
imagine finding the original statue of
the godi”

His father merely smiled, a trifle
wanly, Peter theught.

“There arc ways in which the first
image differs from the rest,” said the
manuseript. “These ways are not good
for men to know: so the first likeness was
hidden by the Masters through the ages,
and worshipped according to jts de-
mands. But now that our enemies—may
their souls and vitals rot'—have dered
profane the rites, the Master saw fit to
hide the image and bury it with him
when he died.”

Sir Ronald's voice quiveted as he rcad
the next few Hnes:

“But Anubis does not stand at che
head of the inner passage for this reason
alone. He Is truly called the Opener of
the Way, and without his help none
mzy pass to the bomb within.”

Here the older man stopped com-
pletely for a long moment.

"What's the matter?” inquired Peter,
impatieatly, *T suppose there's enother
silly ritual involving the statne of the

, eh?”

His father did not angwer, but read on
to himself, silently.. Peter noticed that
Sir Ronald's hands trembled as he held
the parchment, and when the older man
locked up at last his face was very pale.

"Yos, my boy,” he replied, huskily.
“That's what it is—another silly ritual,
But no need to bother about it until we
get to the place fiself.”

“You mean to go there—discover the
spot?”” asked the young man, eagerly.

"1 must go there” Sir Ronald's tone
was constrained. He glanced again at
the last portion of the parchment:

“But beware, for those who do not
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believe shall die, Pass Lord Amsmbis
though they may, still he shall know and
not permit of their return nseo the warld
of men, For the eidolon of Anubis is
a very strange one indeed, and holds a
secret soul.”

The cld archeologist blurced out these
last words very quickly, and immediately
folded up the parchment again. Afier
that he had delibetarely tutned the talk
to practical affairs, as if seeking to forget
what he had read.

THI’-. next weeks wers spent in prepa-
ration for the trip to the south, and
Sir Ronatd seemed to avoid his son,
except when it was necessary o converse
with him oo matters pertaining directly
to.the expeditionary affairs.

But Peter had ot forgotten. He
wondered what it was his father had
reed silently; that secret ritual which
would enable one to pass beyond the
Opener of the Way, Why had his
father hlanched and trembled, then
quickly changed the swbject to samer
things? Why had ke grarded the parch-
ment so closely? And just what was the
nature of the “corse” the mznwserdpt
mentoned at the last?

Peter pondered these questions a great
deal, but he had gradually dispelled his
stronger fears, because of the necessary
preoccupation  with  technical  details
which the organizing of their expedi-
tion subsequently entailed. Nor ankl he
and his father were actually in the desert
did his misgivings return, but then they
plagued him mightily.

Thege is an air of eon-spawned anti-
quity about the desett, a certain aurs of
the ancient which makes one feel that
the trivial triumphs of man are as feet-
ing and quickly obscured as his foot-
prints in the shifting sand, In such

laces there descends upon the souf 2
sphinx-like brooding, and somber solifos
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quies rise, untepressed, bo rule the mind.
Young Peter had been affected by the
spell of the silent sands, He tried to
remetaber some of the things his father
had onte told him concerning Egyptian
sorcery, and the miraculous magic of the
high priests. Legends of tombs and
undergronnd horrors took on 2 new
reality here in the place of their birth,
Peter Batton koew persopally many men
who had belicved in the potency of
curses, and some of them had died
strangely. There was the Tut-Ankh-
Ahmen affair, and the Paut temple scan-
dal, and the ferrible romors concerning
the end of that uwnsevory adventurer,
Doctor Srugatche, At night, uader the
spying stars, he would recall these and
similar tales, then shudder anew at the
thought of what might lie before him.

WIIEN $ir Ronald had made camp
at the spot designated by the map,
there had been cew and more concrete
terrors,

That first night, Sir Ronald had gone
off alone into the hills behind the tents.
He bore with bim a white goat, and 2
shacp knife, His son, following, had
come upon, the old man after 4 deed had
been done, so that the sand had been
given to drink. ‘The goat's blood shone
horribly in the moonlight, and there was
a ted glare of corrsponding violence in
the slayer’s eyes. Peter had not made his
presence known, for he did not deem it
wise £o interrupt his father while the old
man was maottering  these  outlandish
Egyptian phrases to a mocking moon.

Indeed, Peter was more than 2z linle
afraid of Sir Ronald, else he would have
attempled to dissuade him from continu-
ing the expedition. But there was some-
thing in Sir Ronald’s manner which
hinted at a mad, unthwartable determi-
nation. Tt was that which made Peter
keep silent; that which held him from
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bluntly aslkcing his father the true details
about  the patchment's mysterious
“carse.”

The day after the peculiar incdent in
the midnight hills, Sir Roopald, after
consufting cortain zodiacal charts, an-
nounced that the digging would start,
Catefully, eyes on the map, he measuced
his paces to an exact spot in the sands,
and ordered the men to work, By sun-
down 2 ten-foot shaft yawned like a great
wound in the earth, and excited natives
proclaimed the presence of a door bee
ncath,

Sir Renald rewarded them with spizits
sufficient to plunge them all inte a comas
tose slomber long before midnighr; then
he opened the crates where the jackals
were kept,  Peter assisted him in this
task, but reluctantdy.

For Pcter, remembering the instrc-
tiong in the parchment, knew why his
father had taken the three beasts along;
knew why he had withheld digging un-
til a night when Canis was ascendant;
realized, too, that the stuporous sleep of
the men was by no means accidental, The
manuscript specified that the blood of
three jacdkais should be spiiled in ace
cordance with the old rites of propitia-
tion. 8o Sir Ronald took the creatures
over to a spot among the stones before
the cxcavation, and Peter watched sifently
from afar,

He saw a gleaming blade rise and
descend thrice in the mad moonlight;
heard three keening cries well oul: in the
desert ait; and the wind bore its scented
baptism of biood. Then, with uncanny
swiftness, there came a rustling from
above, and the moon was blotted ont by
a brood of bars. Their beating wings
conpsed  glond-like over its phosphores-
cent Face, and with eager squeakings the
charnel swarm descended to batten on
the blondy bodies of the beasts.

That terrible scurrying and tittecing,
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coupled with a gust of ghoulish stench,
made Peter reel with wncontrollable nau-
sea. He had turned hastily away, but not
hefore his eyes were assailed by the sight
of Sir Ronald Barton crouching obscenely
over the jackals, his face and body nearly
obscured by a swarm of crcding bats.
On hjs face thore was a hideous smile,
and with his knife he was digging
chunks of raw flesh from the carcasses
beneath him——chunks of raw flesh which
he held in outstretched hands, feeding
the scavenger bats as they few, And
when he bent and nuzzled ac one of the
bodies with his own tecth, Peter ran sob-
bing to his tent, only to spead the rest
of the night jn torment-torpid dreams.
The next merning he noticed that his
father's lips were vonaturally red, . . .

2

HaT day they had descended to the
oufer door. Neither Peter nor his
father spoke of what had occurred the
provious nighe, and the men ascribed
their sleep to the spirits alone. Evidently
Sir Ronald had di of the fleshy
remnants and hones of his victims before
retiring; for there was pow nought vis-
ible around the stones of the opeaing.
And the terrible dinging odor of decay
might very well be ascribed to the
naisome emanations of the pit below,
By this time Peter, whose nerves were
pear the bresking-point, was too much
afraid of his father to demur when
oidered to descend to the floor of the
excavation, Undovbtedly the elder man
was in the prip of a severe aberration,
but Peter, who rcally loved his father,
thought it advisable net to provoke him
by refusing to obey. He did not like the
idea of going down into that chasm, for
the seeping smell was distressingly re-
pusive, But the stench below was 4
thousand times more bearable than the
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sight of the dark door throuph which it
had slithered.,

‘This evidently was the doer to the
ouier passageway that the mamuscript
had mentioned, All at once Peter knew
what was meant by the allusion 1o the
"seventh tongue in the seventh head,”
and wished that the meaning had re-
mained for ever ohscured from his brain,
For the door was set with a silver
symbol, framed in the familiar ideog-
taphy of Egyptological lore, This cen-
tral symbal consisted of the heads of the
seven principal Egyptian gods—Osiris,
Isis, Ra, Bast, Thoth, Set, and Anwbis.
But the hocror lay in the fact that alf
seven heads protruded from a common
body, and it was not the body of any
god heretofore known in myth. It ‘was
not anthropomorphic, that figure; it held
nothing that aped the human form, And
Peter could recall no parallel in al! the
Egyptian cosmology or pantheos which
could be yemotely constreed to tesemble
this utterly alien hotror.

The quixotic abhorrency it induced
cannot be aseribed to anything which may
be put into words, The sight of it seemed
to send little Lentacles of terror ¢hrough
Peter's eyes; tiny tentacles that fook root
in his brain, to draie it dry of all feefing
save frantic fear. Part of this may have
been due to the fact that the body ap-
peared to be ronstantly changing
melting, that is, from one indeseribable
shape to anocther, When viewed {rom 2
certain angle the form was that of a
Medusa-like mass of serpents; & second
gaze revealed that the thing was a glisten-
ing atray of vampiric flowers, with gelid,
protoplasguic that seemed to
weave in blob-like thirst for blood. A
third scrutiny made it appear Hmt the
formloss mass was nothing but a chaotic
jumble of silver skolls. At another time
it seemed to hold a certain hidden patbern
of the cosmos—stars and planets s come
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pressed as bo hint af the enormiity of all
space beyond.

What devilish craft could produce
such a baifling nightmare composite Peter
could not.say, and he did not like to
imagine that the insanc thing was the
pattern of any human artist. - He fancied
that there was some sinistet implication
of allegorical significance about the door,
that the heads, set on the badkground of
thae bafling body, were somchow
bolic of a scexet horror which rules be-
hind all heman gods. But the more he
fooked, the more his mind became ab-
sothed in the intricate silvery maze of
design. Tt was compelling, hypuotic;
glimpsing it was like pondering upon the
meariipg of Life—ponderdng in that
awful way that drives philosophers rmad,

From this beguilement, Peter was
oughly awakened by his father's voice.
He had been very curt and abrupt all
marning, but now his words were fraught
with an ynemistakable eagerness.

“It's the place ail right—the door of
the patchrent! Now I know what Prinn
must have meant in his chapter on the
Saracenic rituals; the part where he spoke
of the ‘symbols on the gate’. We must
pizotograph this after we finish. I hope
we can move it later, if the patives don't
object,”

Thete was a hidden relish in his words
which Peter disliked, and almost feared,
He bezme snddenly aware of how little
he really knew about his father and bis
secret studies of recent years; recalled re-
luctantly certain guarded tomes he had
glimpsed in the library at Cairo. And
last night, his father had been out there
with the bats, like some mad old priest.
Did he really believe such nonsense? O
did be Erow it war the truth?

“Now!” The old man's voice was ti-
uephant. "I have the Lnife, Stand
back.”

With fearful, fascinated eyes, Perer
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under the seventh head—that-6f Anubis.
Steel grated- on silver; thea the labter
gave. As the dog-like head slowly turned
as though -actuated by a hidden pivet, the
door swung open with a brazen clangor
that echoed and re-echoed through the
mnsty depths beyond,

And musty those depths proved to be.
A noxious acrid scent burse forth from
it; long imprisonment, a chamnel fetor.
B was not the natron or spice-laden
miasma corompa to most tombs; rather
it held the concentrated essence of death
iself—mildewed bones, putrefied flesh,
and crumbled dust.

ONCE the fisst strength of the gaseous
wapor had abated, Sir Ronald im-
mediately stepped inside. He was fol-
lowed, though much less quickly, by his
son. The thirty-and-three sloping stepa
along the corridor were traversed, as-the
manuseript had foretold, Then, [antem
in hand, the old man was confronted by
the cnigmatic eidolon of Anubis. X

Adfter that first dismaying scruting, dur-
ing which Peter had uneasily recalled
these memories of preceding incidents,
Sir Bonafd interrupted his son's revery
and spoke. He whispered there, hefore
the glant statue of the god that scemed
to frown down upon the puniness of
men with baleful, conscious cyes. Some
teide of the laptern-light secmed to
change the contours of that stone coun-
tenance; its chiseled grin was transformed
into 2 gloating leer of mirthless menace,
Yot the grim apprehension this aroused
in Peter was soon overpowered by more
acute fright when he heard his father's
words,

“Listenr, boy. I did not tell you all
that the parchment revealed to me that
night, You remember, there was a part
1 read only to myself, Well, T had rea-
sons for not letting you know the rest
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thea; you would not have understood,
and probably would have refused to come
here with me, [ needed you oo much to
risk that.

"¥ou don't know what this moment
mzans to me, iy son. For years I've
warked and studied in secret over things
which others seoff ‘at -zs superstitious
fancies. I believed, however, and 1 have
leamned, ‘There are always lueking traths
behind every forgotten religion; distorted
facks which can be rationalized into ncw
concepts of reality, I've been on the
trail of something like this for a long
time—I kaew that if 1 could discover 2
tomb fike this it muest serely contain
proofs which would convinee the world.
Thete are probably mummies within;
the bodies of this cult’s secet leaders.
"That's not what I'm after, though. It's
the knowledge that's butled with them;
the papyrus manuscripts that hold for-
bidder secrsts—wisdom the world has
never known! Wisdom—and power!”

Six Ronald's voice was shrill with un-
nataral excitement,

"Power! I have read aboue the inoer
circles of the Black Temple, and the cult
that was ruled by those desighated as
Masters in this parchment. They were
not ordinary priests of magic; they had
traffickings with entities from outside
human spheres. Their curses were feared,
and their wishes respected. Why? Be
cause of what they knew. I tell you, in
this tomb we may find sccrets that can
give us rastery over hatf the world!
Deatr-rays, and insidious poisons, old
books and potent spells whose efficacy
may bring a renascence of primal gods
again, ‘Think of it! Coe could control
governments, rule kingdoms, destroy
enemizs with that knowledge! And there
will be jewels, wealth and riches uo-
dreamd of, the breasure of a thousand
thrones!"

He is quite mad, Peter thought, For
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a moment he eatertained 2 frantic im-
pulse bo tuen and cun back throogh che
corridor; he wanted to see the sanity of
a sun overthead, and feel a breath of air
on his brow that was not dust-poliuted
by dead centuries. But the old man
grasped hikn by the sboulders as be
mumbled on, and Peter was forced @
remain,

"You don't undetstand, 1 see. Per
hops it's for the best; but no matter, I
koow what I'm about. You will, too,

-after I do what is pecessary. 1 tnust tell

you now what the parchment said; that
portion of it which I did not read alowd.”
Sorne inner instinct screamed silent
warnings in Peter's brain, He must get
away—he must! Bof his father's grip
was firm, though his voice trembled,
“The part T refer to is that which tells
ont how {6 pet past this statee and into
the tomb itseif. No, nothing can be dis-

no secret passage hehind it; no levers con-
cealed in the body of the god. The
Master and his acolytes wete cleverer
than that. Mechanical means ate of no
avail—there’s only one way to enter inte
the tomb beyond, and that is through
the body of the god itgelff”

Peter gazed again into the mask-like
conntenance of Anubis, The jackal-face
was contorted in cunning comprehen-
sion—or was it only e trick of the light?
His father hurtried on,

“That sounds queer, bt it's the truth.
You remember what the parchment said
about this statue being the fiest one—
different from the sest? How it empha-
sized the fact that Anubis is the Opener
of the Way, and hinted at its secref sonl?
Well, the next lines explained that, It
seems that the figure can turn wpon 2
pivot and open a space behind it into the
tomb, but only when the idol is animated
by a buman cousciouireis

They were all mad, Peter knew. He,
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his farher, the old priests, and the stabze
itself; all insane entities in a world of
chaos.

“That reeans only one thing, T must
hypnotize myself by gazing at the god;
hypnotize myself untit my soul enters
its body and opens the way beyond.”

Peter’s blood was frozen ice in his
veins.

“It's not so bizatre a conception at
that. The yogir believe that in fheir
trances they incarnate themselves with
the godhead; the self-hypnotic state &s 2
religions manifestation among all races.
And mesmerism is a scientific truth; a
teuth known and practised thousands of
years before psychology was postulated
as an organized study. These priests evi-
dently knew the principle. So that is
what 1 must do—hypnotize myself so

that my soul of consciousness eatets the,

image. Then T stall be able to open
the tomb behind.”

“But the curse!” Peter muttered, find-
ing his voice at fast, “You know what
it says about a2 corse on unhelievers—
something aboue Lord Anubis being a
guardian as well as an Opener of the
Way., What about that?”

“Sheer humbug!” Sir Ronald’s tone
was fanatically firm. “That was merely
inserted to frighten off tomb-looters. At
any rate, 1 must risk it, All yon need do
is wait. Omnce I pass into a trance, the
statue will move, and the passage be-
yond will be disclosed. Enter if, immedi-
ately, Then give my body a good shake
to break the coma, and I'l} be all right
again.”

HERE was i his father™s words an

authority which could not be denied,
So Peter held the lantern alofi and al-
Jowed its beams to play over the face
of Annbis. He stood in silence while his
father focussed his gaze upon the jackal
eyes—those stony, staring eyes that had
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so distutbed them with hints of a secret
life,

It was 2 terrible tableaw; the two men,
the twelve-foot god, confronting each
ather in a black wanlt beneath the earth.

Sir Ronald's lips moved in fragments
of zncient Bgyptian prayets. His eyes
were fixed upon a nimbus of Hght that
had settled. about the canine forchead.
Gradually his stare became glassy; nicta-
tion ceased, and the pupils glawed with 2
peauliar nyctaloptic fire. ‘The man's body

pitically drained of al life.

Then, to Peter's horror, 2 pallor over-
spread his father's face, and he sank
down silently upon the stone ficor, But
his eyes never left those of the idol
Peter's left arm, which held the laatern
aloft, was seized with a spasmodic con-
vulsion of utter fright. Minutes sped
away in silence. Time has no meaaing
in 2 place of death.

Peter ‘could not think. He had seen
his father practise self-hyprosis before,
with mirrors and lights; he knew it was
perfectly harmless in the hands of 2
skilled adept. PBut this was different,
Could he enter the hody of n Egyptian
pod? And if he did—what of the curse?
These two questions reverberated like
tinty voices somewhere int his being, bat
they were engulfed by overpowering
fear,

This feat rose 1o & mad crescendo as
Peter saw the diange occur. All at oace
his father's eyes flickered like dyittg fres,
and conscinusaess went out. But the eyes
of the god—the eyer of Anubir ware no
longer stone!

The cyelopeats statne was alive!

His father had been right. He had
done it—hypnotized his consdomsness
into the body of the idol. Peter gasped,
a5 a sudden thought slithered into his
brain. If his father's theory had been
correct 50 far, then what sbout the rest?
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e had said that once inside the fgure,
his soul would direct it to open the way,
But oothing was happening, Wha was
wrong?

In panic, Pcter bent down and cxam-
ined the body of his father, It was timp,
cold, end lifeless, Sir Ronald was dead!

Unbidden, Peter  remembered  the
parchment’s etyptic warnings:

“Those who do not believe shall die.
Pass Lord Annbis though they may, stll
he shafl know and not permit of their
returs upto the world of imen. For the
eidolon of Anubis ie stra.ngwe indeed, and
holds a secret soul.”

A recrer souf? Petex, terror throbbing
in his temples, raised the lanteen aloft
and kwoked once more into the - god's
face, Again he saw that the stony, snatl-
ing mask of Anubis held living eyes!

They plittered I:utlally, knowingly,
cvxlly And Peter, secing them, went
berserk, He did not—could not-—think;
all he knew was that bis father was
dead, and this skatue had somehow Lilled
him and come alive.

So Peter Barton suddenly rushed for-
ward, screaming hoarsely, and hegan to
beat upon the stone idol witl: futile fists.
His bieeding, acerated knuckles clawed
at the eold legs, but Aoubis did not stir,
Yet his eyes still held cheir awful lifé,

The man cursed in sheer delivium,
babbling in a rortured voice as he started
to tlimb up to that moddng face, He
must know what lay behind that paze,
see the thing and destroy ity nnaatural
life. As he climbed, he sobbed his
father's name in agony,

How long it took him to reach the top
he aever knew; the last minotes were
merely a red blar of nightmare freazy.
When he tecovered his senses he was
clinging precatiously to the statue’s neck,
his feet braced on the belly of the image.
And he was siill staring into those dread-
ful living eyes,

2n7

But even as he gazed, the whole face
was kwisting into a sudden ghastly life;
the lips drew back into & cavern of
cackling mirth, and the fangs of Anubis
were bared in tercible, avid lust

The arms of the pod cushed him in
a stone embrace; the claw-like fingers
tightened about his quivering, constricted
throat;. the gaping muzzle raveped. as
stone teeth sank jackal-like into bis nede
Thus he met his doom-—but it was a
welcome doom. after that final moment
of revelation,

1B natives found Peter's bloodless

body lying crushed and crumpled
at the idol's feet; fying befure the statue
of Anubis like a sacrifice of olden days,
His father was beside him, and he too
was dead.

They did net linger there in the for-
biddes, forgotten fastuess of that ancient
crypt, nor attempt to enter into the tomb
behind, Instead, they reclosed the doors
and returned home, There they said that
the old and young e;j‘erdz had killed
themselves; and thab'is not suiprizing,
There were really po other indications for
them to go by, The staue of Anubis

stoodd once more serene in the shadows;

stilt grimly pvarding the secret vanlts
beyond, and there was po longer eny
hLint of life in its eyes.

And so there is none who knows
what Peter Barton knew fust before he
died; none to know chat as Peter went
down into death he stared wpwatd and
beheld the revelation which made thag
death a welcome deliverance.

For Peter learned what snimated the
body of the god; knew what lived within
it in a dreadful, distorted way; knew
what was being forced to Lill him. De-
cause as he died he gazed at Jast into
the living stone face of Anubis—the
living. stone face that held Ais father's
torinred £yes,
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tch-Burning
By MARY ELIZABETH COUNSELMAN

"Fhey burned 2 witch in Bingham Square
Last Friday afternoon.

The faggot-smoke was blacker thae
‘The shadows o thre moon;

The licking flames were stranguly greed
Like fox-fire on the fea . . ,

‘And she who carsed the godiy folk
Will never curse agaio.

They butned a witch in Bingham' Square
Before the village gate.

A huswife raised a skinny hand
To damn her, tense with hate,

A huckster threw a jagged stone—
Her pallid cheek ran red .

But there was something sconful in
The way she held her head,

They burned a witch in Binghatir Square;
Her eyes were terror-wild,

Bhe was 2 slight, 2 comely maid,
No taller thaa a child.

They bound her fast against the stake
And fanghed to see her fear . ,

Her red lips muttered secret words
‘That no one dared to hear.

They butned a witch in Binghsin Square—
But ¢re she swoonéd with pain

And ere her bones were sodden ash
Peneath the sudden rain,

She set her mark upon that throng 4 ¢ o
For time can ot erase

"The echo of her anguished cries,
The memory, of her farg,

T



My curse upon you, Black George,” sha ered.

ost Door

By DOROTHY QUICK

An alluring bat deadly borvoy out of past cemuties menaced the life of the
Young American—a fasginating tale of a trange and eery fove

HAVE often wondered whether 1
would have nrged Weexler to come
with me if I had known what Rouge-
raont would do to bim. I think—lockiog
back—that even if I ecould have
glimpsed the future, T would bave aded
W.T.—8

it the same way, and that | wosld have
brought him to Rougemont to Fulfil bis
destiny,

As the boat cut its swift way throngh
the waters on its jowsney to Fraace, | had
ng thought of this, Nor had Weexler

293
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He was happier than I had ever seen
him, He had never been abroad before,
and the boat was a source of wonder and
enjoyment to him,

E myself was fult of an eager antici-
pation of happy months to come, Id
hardly seemed possible that only a week
bad elapsed since T received the cable
that bad made such a change in my
fortunes:

Your father died yesterday. You are sole helr,
provided you comply with conditions of his will,
the u;:!indpul cne being that yor spend six
montis of esch year at Rougeroot, Entisfac-
00y, COMnve af o,

It was signed by my father's fawyer,

I bad no sorrow over my father's
passing, except a deep regret that we
coudd not have known the true relation-
ship of father and son, At the death of
my mather, my father had grown bitter
and refused to see the innecent canse of
het untimely passing. As z baby I had
been brought up in the lodge of Rouge-
mant, my Father's magnificent chiteau
near Vichy. When I reached the age of
four, I kad beer seat away to boarding-
school. After that, my life had been a
successton of schools; first in France, the
adopted land of my father, then England,
and finaily St. Paul's in America.

In all justice tv my parent, [ must
admit he gave me every advantage except
the affection I would have chetished.
By his own wish, E bad never seen him
in life; nor would I see him ig death, for
a later cable advised me that the funeral
was over and his body already at rest in
the beautiful Gothic mausolenm ke had
had built in his lifetime, after the man-
ner of the ancients,

He had left me cverything with only
two injunctions, that a certain sum of
money be set aside to keep the chiteau
always -in its present condition and that
I should spend at least half my time in
it, and my childeen after me—a condi-
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tion ¥ wag only too pleased to accept, All
my life 1 had longed for 2 home,

T cabled af once that I would szil, A
seturn ¢able brought me the news that I
had unlimited funds to deaw upon, It
was then thet I urged Wiexler to come
with me,

raxrEr and I had been friends

since the day when two lonely boys
had been put by chaoce ioto the same
room at schoof, We wete so utterly no-
like, it was perhaps the difference be-
tween us that held us together through
the years, At St. Pavl's, and later at
Princeton, Gordon Wrexler had always
been at the head of his class, whereas I
inevitably tagged along at the bottom.
The contrast between us was expeessed
not only in the color of our hair and
eyes, but also in our dispositions. My
greatest gift from fate was a sense of
humot, and I suppose it was this quality
of mine that patticulacly appesled to
Wrexlter, It secms as though I was the
valy one who could [ift him put of the
despondency into  which he often
plonged, As the years passed, zod his
tendency to depression intensified, he
came to depend more and mote upon e,
and we grew cloger together,

Strangely enough, the whiteness of his
face and the gloom that esuded from
fim did not detract from his good looks.
It paly added to them, For the translu-
cence of his skin made the thick, black
hair that lzy close to his head all the
darker, while at the same time it brought
out the deep black of his eyes, and the
firm cut of his lips.

The night before we landed, we were
standiag on deck, at the rail, looking over
the side straining our eyes for the first
glimpse of the lights of Cherbourg, and
Wiexlet spoke of himself for the first
time since we had left New Yok,

""You koow, Jim, for perhaps the oaly,
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time i my life T feel at peace, as though
something that T should have done long
ago has been at last accomplished.”
He was 50 solemn that T laughed 2
little. He stopped me seddenly: “it's
true—TI"ve always felt an urge within me,
2 blinding force pushing me toward
something that is waiting for me: where,
I do not know; what, ¥ have no idca. Tor
the first time, it's gone—that nameless
urge that I knew not how to satisfy, and
I feel that the call’s being answered.”
With the nsual inanity of people at 2
loss for words, I said the frst thing that
came o my mind: “Perhaps Rouge-
mont has been calling you.™
" "You've no idea what a relief it is,”
he continued, “not to fecl coastantly
pubied with no way of knowing toward
what, or how to go about answering the
summons. I have often thought thar 1
should take my life—that that was what
was meant: ** His voice trailed off.
This time I was not at a loss for
words, 1 statted to rezd him a Jecture
that would have done credit to Martin
Lather or John Knox. At the end of my
harangue Wrexler langhed, a rare thing
for him, and put his arm through mine.
“All that's gone now, Didn't T tell
you that at last in some strange way I am
at peace?”

OUGEMONT's towers were visible
long before we reached the great
jron gates that had to be swung open to
let us pass. For miles the great edifice
dominated the landscape. The huge
building had a soft, reddish tinge, from
which 1 supposed it derived its name—
Red Mounezin. It was a fairy-tale palace
perched on @ mountain top. A great
theill went through me as T realized that
this beautiful chiteau was mine, and as
we drove through the gates, up the wind-
ing road, through my own forest, the
pride of pessession swelled up in me and
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for the first time I began to understand
why my father had never put his foot
autside the great gates and the high wall
that enclosed the acres that now belonged
to me.

As we drove on, up the winding, nat-
row road, over the drawbridge that
spanned the moat, into the couriyard, 1
understood more and more. Here was
cverything: branty such as 1 had pever
dreamed, forests stocked with game,
running brooks full of fish, a lake, and
facther off, a farm—I could glimpse its
thatched roofs—to supply our wants.
Rougemont was a world- in itself.

The high carved doos was swung open
as Wrexler and I got oot of the car.
Monsieur de Carrier, my father's lawyer,
advanced ro meet us, 2 friendly smile on
his Santa Claus countenance. 1 shook
hands, introduced Wrexler as “a veory
good friend who is going to stay with
me.”

Monsicur Cartiet's face fell, Clearly
Wrexler's being with me was 2 disap-
pointment, Nevertheless, he greeted him
politely, as he ushered uvs in,

That moment Rougemont tock me to
its heart and won me for its own.

Imagine Amboise, or any of the great
French chiteawx, suddenly restored to
itself as it was in the days of the Medidi,
and you have a small idea of Rougemont.
For we had stepped out of the present
mio the past. Carrier, Wrexler and 1
were anachroaisms; everything else was
in keeping with the dead centuries. Even
the servants were in deublet and hose of
a sort of cerulean blue, with great slashes
puffed with crimson stlk.

I think I gasped, At any rate, Mon-
sieur Carrier saw my astopishmeat. Tt
is your father’s will, my bey, Hi always
kept it se, and wore the costume of
former days, himself. He greatly ad-
mired the first Francis, Ja your rooms
you will find costumes prepared for you.
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For the last six ‘months of his life, he
was makiig ready For Lis son” ‘There
was an odd sort of pride in Carrier's
voice,

I remembered now that my father had
written. for my measurements, [ had
thought he meant o make me a present,
but when time passed and I heard
nothing, the incident had slipped from
my mind. I Jooked at Wrexler, expect-
ing ta sce some sign of amusement on
his face, but he stood quietly Jooking at

“the tapestry that bung half-way up the
gtand stairway, There was a dreamy,
far-away expression in his eyes.

“May I speak before your friend?™
Careier asked,

1 nodded. The servants had already
disappeated with our luggage. 1 threw
mysclf down on z long, low bench, and
Carrier sat opposite me.

“You undetstood the terms of your
father's will, of course,” Carcler began,
“that you must live here six months,
but you did not kaow that you must live
tieré, a3 he did, in the pest. If you do
oot, then Rougemont goes o your
fathe's steward, with the seme condi-
tiong—to be kept always as it is; with
only a small sum set aside for you.”

I s2id pothing. Driving along the road
from Paris, it would have seemed fan-
tastic, but here—under the spefl of
Rougernont—it .seemed as though any-
thing else would be impossible,

ARRIER weitt on, “"You will be Grand

Seignenr—Lord of the Manor, in -

the old style, You may have your guests
if you like, but they too must confoum
with the rules,” Here he glanced at
Wrexler, who still stood as though he
wete in d france. “The other six months
you ate free to do as you please, spead
what you like of the moncy not peeded
for Rougefnont—that is, Jf' you swan 4o
g0 anywhere ele”
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Evidently he had finished his speech,
At the dme I did not tecognize “the
significance of bis last words, "L am wilt-
ing to-submit to the conditions; oaly’—
a sodden thought struck me—"1 don't
want o fose all touch with the ontside
world, Can I go to Vichy—to get papers
and so forth? I don’t suppose they had
papers in Francis First's time,”

Monsieur d¢; Carrier smiled, “My deac
boy, yout father didn't wish to make a
prisoner of you. You may go to Vichy
it you like. Buf you must not be away
frot Rougemont more than twenty-four
consecutive hours during the six moaths
you afe in residence.

"So far as the papers, etc, are con-
cerned, they will be at the lodge, There
is also a telephone, and- your own clothes
will be kept there, After tonight,
nothing of 1933 must come within these
halls, but you are free to go te the lodge
any time you want to. You can in
touch with me also, if you desite further
information, Dc Lacy, the steward, will
Iook gut for pow. He knows yout. father's
ways, Now Pcnmt me to congratulate
you and say ax revodr, my young friend.™

Monsicor de Carrier got up on his
stubby fat legs, made a litle bow to
ive, another b VWrexler which 'wont
unheeded,

[ oo zrose. “Té will scem strange,
but T'll do my best.”

“Onc¢ other thing,” Moasieur de Car-
rier was &ll of 2 sudden very grave, “In
two weeks' time you will be given a
key. It unlocks a casket you will find in
the library. In it you will find a message
from your father, Adieu, my boy, I wish
you well."”

With # clitk of the heels and a friendly
smile, he was gone,

I turned to Wrexler, “What do you
think ef #t?" 1 asked.

Weexler "did not answer. He still
stood gazing up at the stiisway, ‘The
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wide, mahle steps curved upward, :Aloog
the sides, the intricate cacving was beau-
tiful in its kacy delicateness,

At that moment, however, 1 was
alarmed for my friend, His attitude was
rigid, and his eyes were glassy. 1 put my
hand on his shoulder. “Wrexlet!™

My action galvanized him to life.
*Another mirute and she would have
reached the lask step! Now she is gone,”

‘This was madness! There had been
oo one there. | said as much,

Wiexier turned and- faced me, “'But
there was,” he said eagerly, "the most
beautiful girl I have cver seen, all done
up in some old costume: great, wide
skirts, little weaist, and a high lace collar.
She had bronze curls, great blue eyes and
the loveliest face! I saw her immedistely
we tame in, She looked at both of us,
but she stiled ak mel”

¥ was in a quandary, Until now I had
not given the staircase more than a per-
functory glance, For all 1 knew, she
might have been one of the secvants,
peeping to. sce her new master. ‘To
MWiexlet, impressionable, strange crea-
ture that he was, the ene glance might
have s0 regisiered on his mind that he
kept on seeing her; for certainly she hed
oot been there when I Jooked. It seemed
best to make light of the whole matter,

“Anyway, she's gone now, At feast T
can explain the costume, I take it you
didn’t hear Carriet’s announcements?”

Wrexler shook his head, I proceeded
to enlighten him.

Instead of teasing me about the sitangae
conditions my father's will had imposed
upon me, he was enthusiastic about the
ides. "It's the one petied in history
that has always interested mel Jim,
we're in fuck! Imagine stepping back
into Medici France for six months, shut
ting out the world! “Who knows buot
that Catherine herself may have -stayed
here, or Marguerite de Yalois—the
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Marguetite. of Marguerites! Beaubiful,
but no rmore beautiful than that girl

on the stairs, T can hacdly wait to see her

again,”

T heertily hoped that he would see ber,
and that she was oot entirely a creature of
his imagination. If she was real, I o
was eager to meet her,

Wrexler interrupted my thoughts,

I feel as though I had come home,”
he said. “T'm crazy to explore, Let's go
shed these uply things and begin to really

live. Why, it's been this I've been wait-

ing for! It's lucky we're the same size.”

uT of his irrelevance, I gathered the
trend of his thought. "I wonder
whete we go,” 1 began,

Almost as though he had heard my
words, a tall, commending figure stepped
into the ball. He was altired richly in
damask of a lovely, soft blue with the
same slashes of crimson that the servant
livery had shown, but in this case of finer
material. He was a handsome man of
about thirty-four, His beard was pointed
and be had a small ciastache. His long

legs were encased in silken hose and he
wore 2 dagger thrust through his belt.

“De Lacy, at yout service, my lord,”
he sonpunced as he made a deep bow,

I extended my hand, somewhat at a
loss to know how to greet my father’s
seward, who was cleatly 2 man of some
importance and who, but for me, would
be owner of Rougemont,

Instead of shaking hands, .he dropped
on one knee and kissed my hand—a pro-
ceeding  which  embarrassed me very

-,

On my motioning him to tise, he did
50 with a lithe grace: "I suppose you
want to change your strange clothes, my
lord, and see your quasters?”

1 nodded and introduced Wreexler, De
Lacy bowed. “Monsienr Wrexler would
like to be near you?” Then he added,
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*We have some twenty or thirty suites,
tny lord.”

Wrexler said he would prefer-to be
close a hand, and together we followed
de Lacy up the marble stairway into a
new world,

Wrexler was at ease: immediacely in
his doublet and hese, ‘The rich, em-
broidered garments seemed to snit him
a3 modern clothes never did, He looked
handsomer than ever, He also told tne
that the costume of the Medicd was
becoming to me, and truly when I ranght
a glimpse of myself mirrored in the pond
—for the chitean did not possess a
targe mirror—I was not il pleased with
the result. But, by the end of the week,
I still felt strange in my new attire,
whereas Wrexjer from the beginoing
wore his a5 if to the manor born.

But I anticipate. That first night we
donned- two of the outfits which the valet
whom de Lacy introduced to me had put
out. Our own clothes disappeared, and
much to my annoyance, with them my
cigareties,

R 7E ATE dinner in state, upon a raised
¥ dais at one end of a great hall,
At either side below us were long, nar-
row tables filled with people. Dressed
also in keeping with the period, they
rmde 2 wonderful picture and comprised,
I supposed, my court of retinue, De Lacy
presented me to them with 2 flourish,
and they all filed by and kissed my hand,
then went to their places.

When Wrezler and | were sested,
they toa sat down, When I began to
talk; they filled the hall with gay chat-
tering, . From 2 minstrel gallery at the
other end of .the. roota came soft srrains
of music,

D¢ Lacy stood behind me pouring
my wine: - One thing I noticed was that
it the whole rovm—and thete must have
been rwo hundred people at least—there
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were no older men or women. In fact,
de Lacy was the oldest -of the loty the
others ranged from about sixteen t0
thirky.

"How- did my father get all these
people together?” I asked de Lacy.

“Most of them, my losd, were bom
at Rougemont. Stifl others were adopted
and brought here almost as soon zs they -
were horn, None of us has ever been
cutside Rougemoat gates.” De Lacy was
quite matter-of-fact as he made his
statement,

Wrexler was searching the hall with
his -eyes, as he listened to. iy steward.

“And you?” T looked at de Lacy.

*1, too, my lord, know nothing of
your outside world, nor do T want to.
Why should I, who am happy here? My
family live down at the farm, but his
Highness, your father, became interested.
in me. He brought me into the chitear,
had me educated, and looked after me,
himself, Eventually he made me steward
of Rougemont. If is a great honor he
conferred upon me and T shall do my
best to help you, my lord*

Of a sudden I saw what my Father's
life-work had been: to rear a court 'to
people Rougemont, My father had been
twenty-five at my mother’s death, Fe had
died at fifty-cight. He had had thirty-
three years to make his decam come true,

“Where are the parents of the ones
who were born at Rougemont?”

“At their own places, or the farms,
my lord, Rougemont has over a thousand
acres and several manots upon jr, where
people whom his Highness your father
advanced aver others, live. They all scrve
their ioler in some way, in return for
what is given them, Only the people of
the lodge are in touch with the Oulside,
swhich we have been taught to look upen
with scotn. Here we have everything,
and to be taken o the chiteau jtsedf Js
the ambition of everyone on the estare.”
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I saw it all; not, of course, every in-
tricacy of the elaborate system my father
had evolved, but at feast 2 glimmer of
the truth. And I marveled at the charac-
ter of a man who had taken children out
of the world to make his own world and
then had the patience to wait for them to
grow up; to form his court—the court he
planned for me. Yes, in my egotism X
thonght it was for mel Two weeks were
to pass before I learned what his real
reason had beea,

Into my reflections, Wrexler broke
abruptly, “She is nof here, Ask de Lacy
about het; her beauty haunts me, Already
1 am in fove with her.”

1 was not surptized. Nothing, T felt,
could at this point surprize me, so much
had happened in the last few hours, I
my father had arisen from the fioor like
Hamlet's ghost, 1 would have preeted
him quite casually,

“Is there a young gitl here with
bronze cucls and blue eyes?” 1 asked
obediently,

A shadow crossed de Lacy's handsome
face, For the first time he bhesitaled.
""There is no one here that answers that
description, May I ask why you 33

"My friend saw her on the staitway.”

I caupht a murmvr from de Lacy's
lips. “'So soonl” it sounded like, but be-
fore T could question furthar, he said
aloud, “I have leave to depart and join
my lady?” And before 1 could =nswer,
he bowed himsclf away to take 2 seat
at one of the tables below,

Weexler looked over his wine goblet,
“The tnan lied. I saw recognition of the
descrption in his eyes.”

"We'll get the truth out of him later,™
I countered. “Isn't it fine to actually eat
chicken with your fingers, and not feel
you are committing a social errorl”
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of de Lacy later. To Wrexler's in-

sistent questionings he was at first non-
committal, and afrer a bit, ‘downright
aurt, I pouted oil on the troubled waters
by suggesting lhat as it was late, we
wonld walt until moming to see the
library and the left wing of the chitcau,

With 2 smile of relief, de Lacy ushered
us to our chambers. My retiring was a
kind of ceremony. It amused me, but T
had a nagging little thought in the back
of my tmind that all this etiquette would
become boring after a while,

As the last man bowed himself out
of my room, de Lacy bent low, “My
lord, thete ate guards at your doot. You
have only to call if pou require anything,”

I thanked him once mmore, Greatly to
my embacrassment, he again kissed my
hand. “Your servant to the death!” he
cried, and drew the curtaing about my
high-canopied bed.

I knew that outside the red Jdamask,
two huge candles were burning, but the
curtain shut out their light and F was
smothered in datkness, T made-a mental
note that I must arrange somehow for
ait in my room. The French idez of
banishing night air did not coincide with
my Ametican hzbits, Tonight I was too
weaty to get up and atiead to it My
thoughts were racing back and forth
among the stranpe events of the day, but
before 1 could facus them into any kind
of order, sleep descended upon me,

I had a strange dream, In it, the most
brautiful woman I had ever seea came
and parted the red damask curtaing,
Framed against the dark cak panels of
my room, she stood Iooking down upon
me, Her hair was red gold, and her
eyes had all the sapphire tints of the
world stered in theic depths, Her pale,
white face was oval in shape end bal-
anced perfectly upon a slender neck, Her
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lips were sweetly curved and her mose
delicately shaped. As she bent over me,
1 could sce the rouwnded carve of her
bosom. One slim hand reached owt 2nd
touched my cheek, It was like the touch
of a falling rose petal.

In my dream I lay asleep, yet T was
conscious  of this lovely creature. 1
watched her through closed eyelids, and
held my breath, hoping she would kiss
me. It seemed gs though I had never
desired anything so much.

A half-smile hovered on her lips,
but her eyes told me nothing. She
leaned lower. A faint perfume per
vaded my senses, and then T felt her lips
upon my forchead. A great cold swept
over me at her touch—swept me dow,
dewn into blackness, and 1 koew no
mote.

WHEN I awoke, the sun was pour-
ing through the opened curtsing.
I reached for a cigarette—my first
conscious thought upon awakening—and
not finding my case under the pillow,
suddenly realized my new surroundings.
Af the same time, 1 remembered my
dream, “Wrexler and his talk of 2 red-
haired beaury is responsible for that”
I thought as I clapped my bands.

De Lacy came in so quickly 1 knew
he must have been waiting outside the
door. He started when he saw the curtain
of my bed had been opened, “Did you
not pull them?"” T asked.

3Ie shook his head. 1 said oo more,
and the ceremony of my arising hegan.

When I had bathed in a great sinken
tub—fortunately Diana de Poictiers had
had her daily bath in the far-off time—
I sought Wrexler,

Together we breakfasted, and then I
anncuaced to de Lacy that we wished to
mspect the rest of the chimas. He led
us to the left wing, and took us through
suite after suite, Beautifully fuinished,

IWEIRD TALES

the chiteaw was 3 veritable treasure hrouse,
An antiquarian would have gooe mad
with delight.

1 noticed that de Lacy had avoided twa
heavily built deots opposite the ballroom.
When we had returned from our tour, I
stopped before them, “And here?” I
asked,

“The picture gallery, my lord,” he
responded wnwillingly, and swung the
doors open. There was an unhappy ex-
pression on his face,

The room was long and narrow, and
the walls except for the windows were
lined with portraits. We walked slowly
down the tength of the room, looking
at the portraits of a dead and pone race.

*The fotrmer-owners of the chitean?"
I asked. De Lacy nodded.

Suddenly I looked at the past of the
room facing the door which he had
entered. At fisst we bad been too far
away to distinguish anything about it
except that there was only one large
painting hanging in the center, Now
that I was pearer, I could see the paint:
ing, and I canght my breath in astonish-
ment; for there was the portrait of the
lady of my dream, smiling down or me,

Wiexlet caught my arm, “That's the
gitl—the one I sow on the stairs.”

“That is the portrait of Helene,
Mademoiselle d'Harcourt, denghter of
the Lotd of Harcourt, who owned this
chitean,” de Lacy’s voice broke in.

Wrexler and I exclaimed simul-
taneously, “But I——" and “She is—-"

De Lacy looked at us strangely, "It is
from her that the chitean got its new
vame Rougemont—Red Mowntaiy. Be
fore that, it was called Hétel d'Harecourt,
Mademaiselle Helene was vory heautiful,
as you can sce, Messienrs, and she had
many suitors, At last, from among them,
she chose an English lotd. One of the
discarded  lovers, Black Geerge—/e
Georges Nojr—vowed that she should
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pot belong to he Englishman, or ever
ieave Rongemont.

“She langhed, Mademoiselle Helene,
and her father, the Lord d'Haroonr,
Jzughed too, for he had many men at apms
and was rich and powerful, Black George
did not laugh, he only set his Lips grimly.
The wedding day came and the beautiful
Helene married the Poglish lord in the
great hall, but just as he took her in his
arms for the ouptial kiss, there arose 2
great nofse outside, It was Black George
attacking the chitean.

“The English lord, with Helene's kiss
warm upon his lips, went forth to battle.
There was a fight such as these peaceful
lands bad never seen, and the mountain
ran red with blood. Black George was
the victer. He slew the Englishman, he
slew the Lord of Harcourt, and his men
backed to pieces the defenders of the
chitemr,

“Blad: George, followed by his men,
their swords red with blead, came into
the. great hall where Helene d'Harcourt
sat-on the throne, her face whiter than
her wedding dress. Black George flung
her lover’s body at her feet, and the
women of the houschold who were
crouched about the throne cried aloud
with terear. The fair ITelene did not coy,
por did she moan; she only looked
straight at Biack George, and there was
that in her gaze that silenced everyone
in the great hall; even Black George
stepped back a pace.

“Then Helene d'Harcourt tose and
went down to her love, the English lord
who for a brief moment had been her
hushand. She knelt beside him and
kissed his cold lips; then she tock her
wedding veil and laid it over his body.

“All the while there was silence in
the great hall, while men and women
watched the slim gitl say farewell to the
man she loved, They watched almost as
though they were under 2 spell. But as
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the veil felf into place, Black George
laughed a long laugh that rang through
the room; then he turned to his followers,
and eried loandly, “The women ‘ace yours
—take them as you will, all but that one
who belongs to me.' He gestured toward
Helene and langhed again.

“Helene d'Harcourt stood crect and
pointed her slender hand ar Black
George, “Wait," she cried, and there was
a quality in her voice that made her
listeners tremble. T shall belong to oo
one until my lover comes for me, and
till he comes, wo to you, Black George,
who are well named! Wo to you and
to alf men, for T curse you with a mighty
curse, the curse of a broken heart, And
T corse all men for their black and bitter
deeds. Year after year, century after cen-
tury, [ will take my vengeance for the
wrongs I have suffercd, and no man shall
be free until my lover comes 2gain and
we find bliss together.’

“And while the eyes of the whale hafl
were riveted upon her, she plunged the
dagger she had taken from her laver's
bele into her heart. For 2 second she
stood swaying; then she crumpled and
fell beside the English lord.

“Black George caught her and held
her in his atms. "My curse upon yow,
Black George!* she ¢ried,

“Black George could also onrse—
'Never shall you leave Rougemont to
find your lover, and never shall he come,
uniil > and Hhen his voice died away
as her head fell backward over his arm.
The fair Helene was beyond his reach.

“For a minute more the people in the
great hell were paralyzed by the force
of the tectible words that they had
heard, but with the gitl's death they were
released from the spell and 2 fury swept
over the men. They tushed upon the
women and dragged them forth. Black
George tock Helene's body and carried
it away, but where he buried her no ong
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knew, nor could any discover; for the
next day he was found in the great half
raving mad, and the people said that
Helene's cutse was a potent one, that al-
ready it had wreaked vengeance on
the one who had wronged her most.
“From that day, the chitean was
called Rougemont, The d'Harcourts were
all dead and the place fell into other
hands. ‘Then there ptew up the rumor
that the chitean was haunted, that the
fair Helene roatned through its halls,
eut off from her lover, and doomed to
stay within these walls by Blatk George's

curse.”

B LACY silent, Wrexler and T looked

ar the porteait, My own feelings
were in a turmoil. It had been 2 ghost's
lips that had touched me last night; yet
surely no ghosts could have been so
beautiful or scemed so eeal,

Weexler turned to me, "It would be
the curse that has always been upon me
that when I fell in love it would be with
a ghost!” His eyes wete vivid, shining
beightly in his pale face, I kaew when
I saw her on the stairway that I loved
her.”

“There is & remog” said de Lacy,
“that the man who sees the faic Helene
will meet with some misadventure, unless
she gives him a kiss. Then he is pro-
tected from her wrath,”

I started. Wrexler smiled. "She kissed
me with her eyes, I am not afnaid.”

“The fair Helene makes men suffer
to wmake up for the wrong Black George
did her, For years she has not beea seen
at Rougemont. Last night when you
described her, T was afraid. My lord,”
de Lacy turned to me, “send your friend
away, If she only looked at him and
smiled, thete is o grave and deadly
danger for him, more deadiy because it
may be unexplainable, Men upon whom

the fait Helene has smiled have met
strange deaths.”

As Wrexler looked up ot the postrait,
an inward light fllomined his ‘coun-
tenance, VI am not afraid,” he repeated.

“There are many deaths, ‘There is the
death of the spitit as well as that of the
body, I beg you to go while there is
time, friend of my lord.” There was real
feeling in de Lacy's voice,

I too felt afraid for Wrexler. The
strange, unworldly feeling he had always
had, the pulling toward something he
kaew oot what, made me doubly fearful,
Had the fair Helene been calling him
2l this time, across the world? For my-
self T had no fear. She had kissed me,
and besides, even death at her hands
would have been preferable to never
sceing her agaia. In these last few
minutes I had reafized that I o was
in love with Helene, that [ could hardly
wait for the night, in hopes that she
might visit me again.

Resolutely [ put my own feelings in
the background, for at the momeng
Wrexler was of paramount impoctance,
I there was anything in de Lagy's story
—and from my own expetience T was
sure there was—Wrexler was in danger.
I tureed bo him. “If anything happened
to you, I could mever forgive myself,
Pethaps you'd better go. I could arrange
a trip for you, and later—meet you.”

Somehow de Lacy seemed one of ws.
I had no hesitancy in speakinpg befors
bim, He seemed a part of my new Jife,
With the strange suddenness that comes
on fate owcasions, we were already
Fricnds,

Wrexler looked at me, then back at the
portrait.  Helene d'Haccourt, her red
haic gleaming, smiled down upon us.
Before he spoke, 1 knew what he would
say, because in his place I would have
said the same, “Untess you kick me out,
1 want to stay.”
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T put my hand on Wrexler's shoutder.
“So be it
libtary, then we'll know all of ‘Rouge-
mont, We've seen everpthing else.”

Wrenching his eyes away from the
portrait; Wrexler followed us.

The library was beantiful, with
paneled walls that had rows and rows
of books susk in their depths, There
was a long, oaken table, and on the center
of it stood a carved, gilded box, the
casket which teld my father's letter. I
wished then that 1. could read it at once,
1 wish now that I.could have, but per-
haps it is better that ¥ did noe; at least
things moved as the fates ordained, and
the. responsibility for what occutred was
not mine,

Tm: next three days were qulet,
happy ones, Nothing -occerred. [
had no ghostly visitant and Wrexler
saw nothing of Helene, Under de Lacy's
expert guidance, we tode over the estate,
hunted. with faleons, a pleasing sport
which we both took fo our hearts;
ningled with my court, found the people
charming and highly cultivated. We took
Jessons In the old dances, visited the
manor houses, It was all very gay and
amusing, and I had no longing for the
outside world, I did not even go down
to the lodge for news.

There were many deczils of the estate
management thar T had to go into with
de Lacy. YWe spent several hours each
roming going over the affairs of Rouge-
ment. Tt was virtually & small kingdom,
and everything was refecred to me.

Mecessarily, the time T spent with de
Lacy on such mateers, Wrexler was alone,
He had chenged o great deal sidee we
had. come to Rougemont, He had come
alive,-and be theew himself into every-
thing with a curiouns intensity. He was
Iike a person: who has-been very ill, who
siddenly finding himself better and

Come along, let's see the
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fearing it is only temporary, clotches Jife
with both hands,. He devoted long hours
10 reading the records of the ' Harcourts,
vatil he knew the family history as well
as his own,

1 did not mention Helene, although
there was seldom 4 moment when she
was out-of my thoughts, T found myself
watching for. her day and night, and I
cought the same tension in Wrexler's,
yes gs he searched the shadows,

The third nighr she came again, nok
to me, but to Wrexler; aud although he
was my friend, T almost hated him. be-
cause he had seen her and T had not. He
told me next moring a5 we walked
along the Jake shore,

“fim,"" he said suddenly, "I saw her
last might. She came te my room. She
drew aside the urtaing of the bed, and
leaned over me, I can't describe my
sensations. It was almost as though life
werg suspended in spac¢—~llk=: # bridge
over o timeless sea,’

I had nothing to say. I knew so well
how he foli; :

“She leaned closer and closer to' me,”
Wiexlet went on; “then she smiled, and
before ¥ cpnld find my breath to speak,
she was gone. This is the second time
she has stiled at me: I felt 4 nurieless
fear, a5 though there was a threatening
quality in chose red lips, *She looked-at.
ne as though I might have been Black
George himself,”

In that moment, all my envy was
swepl away by anxiety for my friend,
Indeed, T wished she had kissed him, for
then he would have been safe, I stasted
to speak, to beg Wrexler to leave Rouge-
mont, but before the words could leave
may mouth, I saw her, She was standing
in the path some.distance away, dirctly
in line with my eyes, and she was shaking
her head impressively,

§ kaew instantly what she meant. I
wes. not to send Wrexler away, -He
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oould not see her, because at the moment
e was facing ‘me, his hand oh'my arm,
His fingers touching me were not quite
steady. ‘It brought me badc to reality.
“Wrexler," I wiéd, “'you—vcould leave
Reugemont.™

Her. eyes cdouded with anger. She
focked at e reproachfully, cmmand-
ingly. As though I were dreaming, T
heard my own veice, “I-don't waat you
to go, I would be lonely without you,
‘Perhaps there is no danger,”

Wirexler looked at me curiously,
There i risk, I know that, but [ do not
carg, I am fike o man who has eaten 2
strange -and. tetrible diug, who koows
the danger, bot can fiot cesist it, 1 witl
stay,”

Beyond him Helene smiled o satisfied
smifle, as she looked at Wrexler's broad
‘back. It made me feel afraid, Then sud-
denly her. gaze. swept to me, zad the
smile changed into & languorous one that
promisec 2l things, My heart beat faster,
and 1 fergot my. fear,

Wrexler moved restlessly, turaing so
that we were side by side: Even in that
second Helens had vanished-—-how, T do

. not know. .One minute she was -there,
the pext she was not,

We walked aloag slowly, Finafly
Wrexlet spoke. Mo matter -what hap-
pens, and I mean that widely, my friead,
‘you_are not bo regret. Yor a little time
1 have been happy. T have vome alive;
1 have loved, even though the woman
that I love is 4 wmith, I have felt a
sensation I thooght never to feel. IF 1
could hold her in my arms and press my
lips to hets, 1 would count the world well
Jost.”

I could say nothing, because—God
pity me!—I knew just how he felt,

THE days .sd_ipped away - quickdy, I
. did not see:Helene again, but Wrex-
:ler did. Almost every day he met: her

with a snap,
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in the rose garden, whete they spent

long hours,

He told woe that she was always clusive,
but 4t the same time promising thiat some
dey she would be kinder, He said her
voice was like golden honey and that
without bet he could not face life,

Once I saw them myself, as. T cama
from pn interview with de Lacy. As I
appioached the rose garden thiough an
opening in the arches, T saw them silting
side by side on the marble bench, and of
the two, Helene locked the moie earthly.
For Wrexler had grown paler and more
etheterl every day, His eyes were
lumninous 45 be looked at het adoringly.

She saw 'me fiest, and hee lips arved
sweetly, She fose in a leisurely fashion,
turned her back to me and dropped 4 low
curtsy to Wrexler; then while T s
watched, she extended one slender hand
to him, He bent over it, his lips tonched
its soft whiteness, A little faugh like
the tinkle of sllver bells swept through
the garden; then she-was gone.

X¥rexler stoed Jike 2 man in 2 teance,
T came quickly forward, “You are plag-
ing with fire!" I eried,

Weexler roused. “You saw?™

I nodded,

"Have you ever scen gnything mors
beautiful, more lovely?”

1.shook my head,

*I'm not afraid any more, She has
promised me——"

But what Helene had promised T was
not to know, For Wrexler's mouth shut
When I pressed hire, he
shook his head, Finally he said, carefully
choosing his words with a reluctance that
was strange to him:

“To me is to be granked something

heyond the knowledge of mortal man,

T can telt you no more, but. some day
you will krow.* There was an expres-

sion on his face. that transcended earth;

“The mext night 1 spoke' to de Tiacy
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and fold him my fears, Wiexler -was

spending more and more time in the
rose garden. I herdly sew him, and he
would not discuss anything with me,
BEvea at the. -stately, elepantly served
meals, he barely spoke He alwaps
seemed o be listening, waiting,

De Lacy shared my fears, but he sug-
gested nothing oo help, “He has beca
marked, my lord,” he said gravely, “"We
can only pray. But cven: in prayers
there is to refuge, for Helepe is beyond
such things.”

“Surely——"" I began to0 rcmonstrafe.

“The power of evil is as strong as
the power of good, or at least there is
little between thern. Helene herself is
-bound fast by hate of Black George”

Curses live, I knew that-—-witness the

lasting quality of the curses and spells -

of the Fgyptian priests, But Helene was
not evif, I said ag mueh,

De Lacy shook his head. “She is cut
off from her lover, She does pot feel
kindly toward men, Remeémber she
promised vengeance century aftér cen-
“tuty, that day in the great hafl.”

‘That night in.the silence of my cham.
ber 1 called her name, “Helenel Helene!”
1 flung my agonized swmmens into the
night; but there was no answer,

1 went over in my mind the tales de .

Lacy had told e of the havee she had
cansed; how one man had cast himself
down from the highest turtet, ctying her
narne; how another had  been - found
dead in- the rose garden, horror frozen
on his face. There were still others who
had- looked uvpon her, and death oc
madness came as the result.

The mate T thought of these tales of
terror, the more I feared: for Wrexler,
At last T could stand ‘no more. I thrust
my arms into the rich welvet robe that
had taken the place of my bath gown,
‘and went to Wrexler's room, The guards
stood bick ta let me pass,
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PIx not mean ta wake him, but some

inner- foreboding made me feej. i
must know: that he was safe.

As I drew aside  the curains. of hls
bed, T could not entirely stflc the oy
that came to my fips, for the bed was
empty. But upon ihe pillow lay a small,
white rose. It was the kind they use in
funetal wreaths in France. My heatt
almost stopped beating.

The rose gardenl—or pothaps the
libtary. A more normal thoughe strude
me. Wiexler might have wanted o read.
1 rushed into the hall, v fiod de Lacy
waiting for me, summonéd by the guards.
He held a sileer candle-stick in which &
tall, white candle burned.

“The library!” T gasped. That was
neatest, we should oy it first. De Lacy
knew my meaning, He had instantly
grasped the situation and his' face was
white and tense,

Together we descended the curving
stairway. Together we reached the. li-
brary. Then, motioning de Lacy behind
mé, I swung opea the door.

The foom was brightly illuminated,
although mnot one of the candles had
been - iit, In the middle of it ‘stood
Wrexler, with Helene in bis arms, Their
lips were close-locked.

It was 4 pictare that an artist would
have delighted to paint: the stiff,. crime
son skirts of Helene d'Harcourt's pown
stood wide on either side, aod Wresler's
blue doublet and hose against them was
in bold relief, His long oversleeves
edged with fur heng gracefully,

T could not speak, This mating of man
with ghost was almost more than- my
poor mortal brain could bear, yet with
every atom of my heing 1 wished that I
could have been in Wrexler's place, T
remembered the one chaste kiss T had had
fromr her, and I almost fainted dt the
thought of possessing those lips for my
own, as Wrerler- was' doing, Strangely
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enoiigh, mingting with this emotion was
another—a feeling of fear and anxiéty
for my friend. Cold horror that froze
my blood kept me rooted to the spot.

. Behind me de Lacy had fatlen to his
knees. 1 could hear him repeating the
Latin words of a prayer, All at once ¥
saw where the light wis coming from.
The entire porth wall, ordinarily fined
with books, had gone, In its stead was
a stone wall, and in the center of the
wall was a low-hung Gathic door, carved
and omate. ¥t way standing open, and
beyond was a pale, luminous yellow mist.
1 could see nothing of what else was be-
yond the daor, for the yeflow have filled
the entire space. It was fike a golden
fog, and its radiance lighted the ibracy
with a stranpe, uncarthly glow. Irs
lutninosity glowed upon Helene and
Wrexler like 2 spotlight.

For. a moment I thought Rougetont,
de Lacy, everything of the past wecks,
must have been a dream and that T was
watching a doema of past days. All at

unce, before my astonished cyes Helene

gently drese her lips away from Wrex-
Jer's. She slipped from hisarms ind
extended her hands to him, "Come” ¥
heard ‘her say,

Wiezler had been right: her voice was
like golden honey. It was Jike the music
of willow trees in early spring. Wrexler
grasped her Hands, ~For the first time 1
saw his fave. Joy transfigured it, such
joy'as T have never seen befote, and nevet
shall see again.

Helene moved backoward, slowly buk
suzely, d.rati\'ing him toward the little
Gothic door that stood open. With her
soft llps hatf " parted, she whispered,
*Come.”

"Wrexler,” T erfed suddendy.

He did not hear ine. As he Iooked
into her eyes, he might have been 2 hird
charmed by 2 suake, Nothing coald
break throngh the spfl that bound him,
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They were - neater the door. Fach
scoond - brought them éfoser o if. Now
Helene was oo the other side. ‘The
golden mist concentrated npon hef, nntil
she lonked like a goddess in its eery Hght,

“Wrexler! Wrexler!” "The words fore
through my throat,

Wieexler stepped owver the threshold.
Through the golden mist ¥ saw him
clasp Helene in l?is_ armg zgate, P saw her
smile trinmphantly at me, 23 she raised
her lips to his. There was something in
her eyes that filled me with horror.

The mist swirled zbout them until ¥
could barely discover the olines of
their figures throngh-its gleamiog haze.
Then the door swung slowly shut.

1 awoke to feverish actvity, “"Wrexler)
Wirexler!” I shouted and rushed forward
to the door,

T grasped the iron ring that heng in
its center. T pulled oo it with alf my
might, When I found that it resisted all
my efforts T began beating against the
door itself. Presemtly T felt mysel being
putled away,

“There is no use, my lord,” de Laey's
voice was saying. “The door &5 gene™

“Gonel” 1 ejamlated, -aad even as 1
spoke I saw what he meant. The north
wall of the lbrary was Jined with books
a5 # always had been. I had heen beat-
ing upoa them lmpotently.

I loocked dawn at my hands; the
kntckles were raw and bleeding, just as
they would have been from pounding on
a heavily carved wooden door. De Laey,
cught my meaging, “The door was
there, my lord. It was the lost deor—
the duor behind which Black George
buried Helene dHarcourt, Tt had been
lost for centuries.”

1 sank into a chair, weakly, for now the
fact that T had lost Wrexler, my {riend,
was paramenint. T will tear down the
walls until T find it

“That has been done, my lord, and it-
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has never been found. It wilt never be
found again. Osly for a brief moment
you and I have been granted a glimpse
of something we can oot undersiand.”
"And Wrexler——" [ proaned,

“He was happy,” de Lacy comforted.
“No matter what happened after, he has
had happincss such as I have never secn
before,”

My head piiched forward and I knew
no more,

HEEE days later, T was egrorted to
the libitary by de Lacy, to whom
since Wrexler's loss I was morn devoted
than cver, With great ceremony I was

giver the key to the gilded casket, then

left alone,

Seated in the great chair before the
ozken eable, 1 unlocked the caskef, It
contained many pages closely written in
my father's hand, In them were instruc-
tions as to my future conduct, my care of
Rougemont, what he had done and what
he expected me to do. But the lines that
interested me most were these;

1 bonght Rougemont for your mother,
shortly after your birth, because when
riding shrowgh whis coaniry, she saw and
Toved it. It was a parchase that coit me
dear, For Rowgemant beld a curse and
an avenging spivit in the forne of a boan-
Hful xoung pirl who could not bear to
see others’ happinersc So my wife died,

“Two months after your motber's
death, 1 first saw It helle Helene, We
foughs a long batsle, she and I, but 1
was ifrong, my son, Decamse 1 loved
your movker. No other woman's charms
could fure me fo niy doom, Finally 1
made a bargain with a ghost,

“She bated modern things and longed
for Romgemont to be pgreal again, 1
promised to resiove the chifean lo i
former. splendor, to make i just ar-#t
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‘had beer in ber days, and in returiy she
promired immunity to me, and afier-
ward o you, and to &l my cowrs when
I shonid have establithed it.

“F resioved Rowgerront, I repeopled
i, With ber belp and advice, I bave
mdde it ac # war v ber own day.

“Che showed me the Bidden trearura
vanits of the & Harconris so that I would
bave enough money o puschase ihe
things rhe wanted. §

"She too bar kept her bargain, for
I and tmy conrt have lived bappily bere
wnmolested.  Only when an  ontsider
came or fomeone dirobeyed or longed
for the outside world, bas she wreabed
VEREEARCE,

“She bar sworn to give you the Biss
thar promiser immunity, the wighi you
come. Only, beware, niy ton, whom you
bring here from the world you know,
and bewere of the lojely Helene, Old
manai I am, devoted 5o your moiber's
mamory ai I am, she can siill make my
erelser leap,

“Above 4l things, if she shows you the
Lost Daoor, do- not be tempted fo cross
ils thrarhold, for that way, anless you are
the reincarnation of the Englishman,
wnnibilation lies!"

There was more, pages more, of other
matters, but 1 left them for another day.
Alone there in the library, 1 let my cyes
wandey to where the little Gothic door
had been,

Had Wieexler been the Englishman.
come back to earth to cleim his bride?
Counld that account for the strange, un-
satisfied longings he had always had, his
unearthly feelings, his unlikeness to other
people? Or was he Black George, lnred
back to Rougemont for Helene's ven-
geance? I hope for his sake that was not
the cxplanation; that he and Helene
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‘would find bliss waiting for them behind
‘the Lost Door and I would never see
“Helene again,

The days pass. 1 do what my father
‘set out for me to do, 1 keep his bargain

WEIRD TALES

with the ghost of the fair Helene I
never leave Rougemont. 1 have no
desire to, for 1 am always hoping that
some day T shall again find the Lost
Door,

oom of the House
of Duryea

By EARL PEIRCE, JR.

A powerful story of stark borror, and the dreadful thing that bappened
in a lone Fowse in the Maine woods

Q; RTHUR DURYEA4, a young, hand-
2 some man, came to meet his
- father for the first time in
twenty years. As he strode into the
hotel fobby—long strides which had the
spring of elastic in them—idle eyes lifted
to appraise him, for he was an impres-
sive figure, somchow grim with cxal-
tation.

The desk clerk looked up with his
habitual smile of expecration; how-do-
you-do-Mr,-so-and-so, and his fingers
strayed o the green fountain pen which
stood in a holder on the desk,

Arthur Duryea cleared his throat, but
still his veice was clogged and unstezdy.
To the derk he said:

“I'm looking for my father, Dioctor
Henry Duryea. [ understand he is
repistered here, He has recendy arrived
from Paris.”

The clerk lowered his glance to a list
of names. "Doctor Duryea is in suite 600,
sixth floor,” He looked up, his eyebrows

arched questioningly, “Are you staying

‘too, sir, Mr, Duryeat”

Arthur took the pen and scribbled his
name rapidly. Without a further word,
neglecting even to get his key and own
room number, he turned and walked to
the elevators. Not until he reached his
father's suite on the sixth foor did he
make an andible noise, and this was a
mere sigh which fell from his lips like
a prayer.

The man who opened the door was
unusuatly tall, his slender frame clothed
in tight-fitting black, Ho hardly dared
to smile. His clean-shaven face was pale,
an almost livid whiteness against the
sparkle in his eyes. His faw bad a bluish
luster.

“Arthue? The word was scarcely a
whisper. It seemned choked up quiedy,
as if it had been repeated time and again
on his thin lips,

Arthue Duryez felt the kindliness of

; W.T~3
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those eyes go through him, and then he
was in bis father's embrace,

Latcr, when these two grown men had
regained their outer calm, they closed the
door and went into the drawing-room,
The elder Dutyea held ont 2 humidor
of fine cigars. and his hand shook so
hard when he held the match that his son
was forced to cup his own hands about
the flame. They both had tears in their
eyes, but their eyes were smiling.

Henry Duryea placed a hand on his
gon’s shoulder, “This is the happiest day
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of my life)" he said. "You can never
know how much I have loaged for this
moment.”

Arthur, Tooking into  that  glance,
realized, with growing pride, that he had
loved his father all his life, despite any
of those things which had been cursed
against him. He sat down on the edge
of a chair.

“I—1 don't know how to act,” he
confessed.  “You surprize me, Dad.
You're so different from what I had
expected.”

THe lay Bke ¢ waxen figure tied 10 his had™
W. T4
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A cloud ceme over Doctor Duryea’s
features. “"What did you cxpect, Arthur?”
he demanded quickly. “An evil eye? A
shaven head aad knotted jowls?”

"Please, Dad—no!” Arthur's words
dlipped short. “1 don’t think 1 ever
really visuslized you. I knew you wounld
be a splendid man. But I thought you'd
look older, more like 3 man who has
really suffered.”

“F have soffered, more than 1 can aver
describe.  But seeing you again, and the
prospect of speading the rest of my life
with you, has more than compensated
for my sorrows. Even during the (wenty
years we were apart [ found an irgnic joy
in fearning of your progress in college,
and in your American game of football.”

“Then you've been following my
work?”

“"Yes, Arthur; I've received monthly
repotts ever since you left me. From my
shudy in Paris T've been really close to
you, working out your problems as if
they were my own. And now that the
twenty years are completed, the ban
which kept s apart is lifted for ever.
From now on, son, we shall be the closest
of companions—unless your Aunt Ce-
cilia has gucceeded in her terrible
mission.”

HE mention of that name caused an

unfamiliaz chill to come between the
two men, It stood for something, in each
of them, which gnawed their minds Jike
2 malignancy. But to the younger Duryes,
in his intense effort to forget the awful
past, her name as well as her madness
must he forgotten,

He had 0o wish (o carry on this sub-
ject of conversation, for it betrayed an
internal weakoess which he hated., With
forred determination, and a ludicrous
1ift of his cycbrows, he'said,

“Cecilia is dead, and her silly super-
stition, is dead also, From oow on, Dad,
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we'te poing to enjoy life as we shovld,
Bygones are really bygones in this case.”

Doctor Duryea closed his cyes slowly,
as though an exquisite pain had goae
through him,

“Then you have no indignation?” he
questioned.  “You have none of yous
aunt's hatred?”

“Indignation?  Hatred?”  Arthur
tanghed zlond. “Ever since I was twelve
years old I have disbelieved Cecilia's
stories. I have known that thase hocrible
things were impossible, that they be-
longed to the ancient category of myth-
ology and tradition, How, then, can I
be indignant, and how ean I hate you?
How can I do anything but recogoize
Cerilia for what she was—a mean, frug-
trated woman, cursed with an insane
grudge against you and your family? I
tell you, Dad, that nothing she has ever
said can possibly come between us again.

Henty Duryea nodded his head. His
lips were tight together, and the muscles
in his theoat held back 2 oy, In that
same soft tone of defense he spoke
further, doubting words.

"Are you so sure of your subronscigus
mind, Arthur? Can you be so certain
that you are free from all suspiciom,
however vague? ¥5 thete not & lingeriag
premoniion—a  premonition  which
warns of peril#”’

“No, Dad—no!" Arthur shot te his
feet. "1 don't belleve i#. I've never
believed ir. 1 know, as any sane man
would know, Lhat you are neither a vam-
pite ner 2 murderer. You know it, too;
and Cecilia knew it, only she was mad,

“That family rot is dispelled, Father.
This is a civilized century. Belief in vam-
pitisin is sheer Junacy, Wh-why, i¥s too
absurd even to think about!”

"You have the enthusiasm of youth,”
said his father, in 2 rather tired voice,
"But have you oot heard the legend?”

Arthur stepped badc instinctively, He
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moistened his Hps, for their dryness
might crack them, “The—legend?”

He said the word in 2 curfous hush of
awed softness, as he had heard his Aunt
Cecilia =ay it many times before.

“That awful legend that you

“That T eq? my children?”

“Oh, God, Father!" Arthnr went to
his knees as & ory bumst through his lips.
“Dad, that—that’s ghastly! We must
forget Cecilia’s ravings”

“You are affected, then?”* asked Doctor
Duryea hitterly.

“Affected? Certainly T'm  affected,
but only as I shoold be at such an aconsa-
tion. Cecilia was mad, 1 tell you. Those
books she showed me years ago, and
these folk-tales of vampires and ghouls—
they burned into my infantile mind Jike
acid. They haunted me day and night
in my youth, and caused me o hate you
worse than death iself.

“But in Heaven's name, Father, I've
eutgrown those things as T have out-
grown my clothes. I'm a man now: do
you voderstand that? A man, with a
man’s sense of logic”

"¥Yes, I voderstand” Henry Duryea
threw his cigar into the fireplace, and
placed 2 hand on his sen’s shoulder,

"We shall forget Cecilia,” he said. “"As
T told you in my letter, } have rented a

lodge in Maine where we can po to be

alone for the rest of the summer. We'll
get in some fishing and hiking and per-
haps some huating. But finst, Arthur, T
must be sure in my own mind thar you
are sure in yours. I must he sure you
won't bar your doar agzinst me at night,
and skeep with a loaded revolver at your
elbow, T must be sure that you're not
afraid of gomg up there alone with me,
and d)mg

His voice ended abruptly, 25 if an age-
long dread had taken hold of it. His
son's face was waxen, with sweat stand-
ing out like pearls on his brow, He said
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nothing, but his eyes weee filled with
cuestions which his Yips comld not pt
into words. His own hand touched his
father’s, and tightened over it

Henry Duryea drew his hand away.

“Fm sorey,” he said, and his eyes
Inoked straight ever Acthmc’s Jowered
head. “This thing must be thrashed out
now. I believe you when you say that
you discredit Cecilia’s stories, but for a
sake preater than sanity ¥ must tefl you
the truth behind the legend—and believe
me, Arthur; there is a truth?”

Hu <UMBED to his feet and walked
to the window whith Iooked out
over the street below. For a moment
he gazed into space, silent. Then he
turned and logked dewn at his son.

“You have heard only your aunt’s ver-
sion of the legend, Arthur. Doubtless it
was warped into 2 thing far mare hideous
than it actually was—if that s possible!
Daubtless she spoke to you of the Inquis-
itorial stake in Carcassonne where one of
my ancestors perished. Also she may
have mentioned that baok, Fampyrs,
which a former Duryea Iy supposed to
have written, Then certainly she told
you abeet your two younger brothers—
oy own poor, mothetless children-~
who were sucked bloedless in  cheir
cradles. , . .”

Arthur Duryea passed 2 hand across
his aching cves. Those words, so often
repeated by that witch of an auat, stirred
up the same visions which had made his
childhood nights slecpless with terror.
He coutd hardly bear to hear them again
——and from the very man to whom they
wete accredited,

“Listenr, Arthur,”»the elder Durpea
went on quickly, his voice low with the
pain it gave him. “You must kaow that
true basis to your auwnb's hatred. You
st know of that cn.rv:—that curse of

ypirism which is d to have fols
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towed the Dutyens through five centuties
of ‘Freach history, but which we can dis-
pel as pure superstition, so often connec-
ted with ancient families. But I must
tell pou that -this part of the legend is
true:

"Your two young brothets actually
died in their cradles, hloodless, - And I
stood trial in France for their mucder,
and my pame was smirched throughout
all of Europe with such an inhuman
damnation that' it drove your auat and
you to America, and hag left moe child-
less, hated, and osteacized -from society
the world over.

“I must ¢e]l you that on that terrible
night in Duryes Castle I had besn work-
ing late on -historle velumes of Crespet
and Prinn, and on that loathsome tome,
Vampyrs. T must tell yow of the sore-
ness that wag in my throat and of the
heaviness of the blood which coursed
through my veins, , . . And of that
prerenica, whirh was neither man not
animal, but which I knew was some place
near -me, yeb-neither within the castle
nor outside of i, and which was cluscr
to me than my heast and more terrible
to me than the touch of the grave. . ..

“I was at the desk in my librory, my
head swimming in a deliriom which left
me senseless ontil dawn, There were
nightmares -thit frighteacd me—fright-
etied mre, Arthur, a grown man whe had
dissected countless cadavers in morgues
and medical schools, I know that my
tongue was swollen In my mouth and
that brine maistened my lips, and that a
rottenness  pecvaded my body like a
fever,

“1 can make no recollection of sanity
or of conscipusness, ~That night remains
wivid, unforgettable, yet somehow com-
pletely in shadows. When I had failen
asleepif in God's name it war sleep—
1 was slunped across my desk. But when
I awoke in the morning I was lying face
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dowi on my.couch, 8o you sed, Acthur,
I hud toved during that night, and I
bad never Enown it

“"What I'd done and: whete T'd pone
during those -dark hours will always re-
main an impenetrable mystery. But I do
know this, On -the forcow I was torn
from oy sleep by the sheicks of maids
and butlers, and by that mad wailing of
your annt, I stwnbled through the open
door of my study, and in-the nursery [
gaw those two -Dabies there—lifeless,
white and dry like mummies, and with
twin holes .in their necks that were
caked black with their owa blood. .

“Oh, I don't Hlame you for your in-
credulousness, Arthur, T cannot belisve
it yet myself, not shall I ever believe it,
The belief -of it would diive me fo
snicide; and still the doubting of it drives
me mad with ‘hocror,. y

“All of ¥rance was doubtful, and eveq
the savants who defended my name at
the trial found chat they could not explain
it nor dishelieve it The case was quieted
by the Republic, for # might have shaken
stience to its vety foundation and split
the pedestals of religion and logie, T was
released from the chacge of murder;
but the achmal muorder hes heng about
me like a stench,

"The. coroners who examined those
tiny cadavers -found them both dry of
all their bload, but could find no blood
on the floor of the nursery nor in the
cradles. Something from hell stalked the
halls of Dutyea that nighe—and I should
blow my brains out if I dared 1o think
deeply of who that was. You, too, my
son, would have been dead and blood-
less if you hadn't been sleeping in a
separate toom with your door barred an
the inside..

“Vou were a timid child, Arthur, You
were only seven years old, bat you were
filled with the foll-lore of those mad
Lombards and the decadent poeity of
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jour gunt. “On-that seme night, while 1
was some place berween heaven and hell,
you, also, heard the padded footsteps on
the stone corridor and heard the hugging
at your door handle; for in the morning
you complained of a chilf and of terrible
nightmares which frightened you in your
sfeep. . . . T only thank God that your
door was barred!”

ENRY DurYeA's voice choked into

a sob which brought the stinging
tears back into his eyes, -He paused to
wipe his face, and to dig his firgers into
his palm. :

“You understand, Asthur, that for
twenty yeass, undet my sworn oath at
the Palace of Justice, I could neither see
you nor write to you, Twenty years, my
son, while all of that time you had
grown to hate me and to spit at my-name.
Not until your aunt’s death have you
called yousself a Durvea. . . .- Aad now
you come to me at my bidding, and say
you love me as a-son should. love his
father,

“Perhaps it.is God's forgiveness for
everything, Now, -at' Jast, we shall be
together, and that terrible, unexplainable
past will he butied for ever, . . "

He put his handkerchief back info his
pocket and walked slowly to Lis son. He
dropped to one knee, and his hands
gripped Arthur's arms,

""My son, I can say no more to you
1 have told you the truth as T alone know
it. I may be, by all acoounts, some
ghoulish creation of Satan on earth, I
may be a child-killer, a vampirs, some
motbidly diseased specimen of sryfolbas
~things which science cannot cxplain,

“Perhaps the dreaded legend of the
Duryeas is true. Avtiel Duryea was con-
wicted of murdering his brother in that
same monstrous fashion in the year 1576,
and he. died in flames .ot the stake
Francois Dusyes, in 1802; blew his head
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apart with a blundetbuss on the moming
after his youngest son was found dead,
apparcntly from ancmia, And there are
others, of whom I cannot bear to speak,
that would chill your soul if you were to
bear them,

“So you see, Arthur, there is a helllsh
tradition behind our family. There is a
heritape which no sane God would ever
bave allowed. -The future of the Duryeas
lies in you, for you are the last of the
race. I.pray with all of ‘my heart that
providence will permit you to Jive yout
full share of years, and to leave othee
Duryeas behind you. And so if ever
again | feel that presence as I did fn
Duryea Castle, 1 am going to die.as
Francois Duryoa died, over a hundred
yfﬂl‘i ag, .

He stood up, and his son stood up at
his side.

“If yon are willing to forger, Asthue,
we shall go up to that lodge in Maine,
There is 2 life we've never known
awaiting us, We must find that life, and
we st find the happiness which a curi-
ous fato smatrhed from us on these Lom-
bard sourlands, twenty years ago, . . .

2

ermr DurYEAS  tall  stature,
coupled with a slendetness of frame
and a sleckness of moscle, gave kim an
appearance that was unusually gaent, His
son couldn't help but think of that word
as he sat on the rustic porch of the
lodge, watching his father sunning hirs-
self ar the lake's edge.

Henty Duryea had a kindliness in his
face, at times an almost sublime kindli-
ness which great prophets often possess,
But when his face was partly in shadows,
patticularly about his brow, there was a
frightening tone which came into his
features; for it was 2 tone of larness, of
mysticism and conjuration, Somehow, in
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the Iate evenings, e assamed Fre unap-
proachable mantle of a dresmer and sat
sifently before the fire, his mirid ever off
in unknown places.

In that little lodge there was no elee-
tricity, and the glow of the oil lamps
played cudenrs tricks with the human
expression which frequently resulied jn
something unbwmen. It may bave been
the dusk of might, the flickering of the
famps, but Arthor Duryea had certainly
noticed how his father’s eyes had sunken
further inte his head, and how his
cheeks were tighter, and the outline ‘of
his teeth pressed into sthe skin about his

Tips.

I‘r was neating sundown on the second
day of their stay at Timber Lake. Six
miles away the dit toad wound on
toward - Houtlon, ncar the CGanadian
Border. So it was fonely there, on 2 soli-
tary little Iake hemmed in closely with
dark evergreens and a sky which drooped
low over dosty-summited mountains.

Within the lodge was 2 homy fireplace,
and a glossy ell’'s-head which peered ot
above the mantel. There were guns and
fishing-tackle oa the walls, shelves of
relisble American fiction—Mark Twain,
Melville, Stocktan, and » well-wom edi-
tion of Bret Flarte,

A fuliy supplied kitchen and a2 wood
stove furnished them with heatty meats
which were welcome after 1 whole day's
tramp in the woods. On that evening
Heary Duryea prepared a select French
stew out of every available wvegetable,
and a can of soup. They ate well, thea
stretched out hefore the fire for a smoke.
‘They were outlining a trip to the Orient
together, when the back door blew opent
with a tereific bang, and 2 wind swept
into the lodge with a wldness which
chilled them both,

A storm,” Henry Duryea said, rising
to i‘:s fect, “Sometimes they have-them
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up here, anid they're prefty bad.-"The roof
might leak over your bedroom. Perhaps
you'd like to sleep down here with me"
His fingers: strayed  playfolly over his
son’s head as be went out into the kitchen
to bar the swinging door.

Arthur's room was upstairs, next o a
spare room filled with exira. fomiture,
He'd chasen jt because he liked the albi-
tude, and because: the only other bedroom
was ocoupied. . .y

He went upstairs swiftly and silently,
His roof didn't leak; it was absurd even
to think it might, It had been hiy father
again, suggesting that they sleep together,
He had done st before, in a jesting,
whispering way—as if to challenge thern
both if they dired to sleep together.

Arthur came back downstairs dressed
in his bath-robe and slippers, He stood
on the fifth stair, rubbing a two-day's
gtowth of beard, ™I thiok It shave
tonight,” he said to his father, “"May I
use yout frazor?”

Henty Duryea, draped in & black
raincoat and with his face haloed -in the
boim’ af a raiii-hat, locked up from the
hall, A frown glided obscurely from his
features, “Nor at alf, son, ‘Sleeping aps
stairs?”

Arthur nodded, and quickly said, "Are
you—gomg ot

“Yes, I'm going te tie the boats up
tighter, Fm afeaid the lake will rough
it up a bit.”

Duryea jerked back the door and
stepped  outside,  The door  sfammed
shut, and his footseeps sounded on the
wood flooring of the porch.

Arthur came slowly down the remain-
ing steps. He saw his father's figure pass
actoss the dark rectangle of 2 window,
saw the flash of lightning thiat suddenly
printed hix giim silhouette against the
glass.

He sighed deeply, a sigh which burned
in bis dirost; Tor his' throat was soré
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and aching, Then he went into the bed-
ronm, found the razor lying in plain view
on a birch table-top.

As he reachied for i, his glance fell
upor his father's open Gladstone bag
which rested ab the foot of the bed. Thete
was a book resting thete, half hidden by
& gray flancel shict. It was a narrow,
yellow-bound book, oddly out of - place,

Frowning, he bent down and lifted it
from the bag: it was surprizingly heavy
in his hands, and he noticed a. faintly
sickening odor of decay. which drifted
from jt like a perfume, The title of the
voleme had heen thumbed away into an
indecipherable blur of gold fetters. But
pasted across the front cover was a white
strip of paper, on which was typewritten
the word —_INFANTIPHAGI,

_He flipped back the cover and ran his
eyes over the title-page. The book was
printed in French—an carly Frendr—vet
to him wholly comprehensible, The
publication date was 1580, in Caen,

-Breathlessly he turned back a second
page, saw a chapter headed, Vampires,

He shimped to ooe elbow across the
bed, His eyes were four inches from
those mildewed pages, his nostrils reeked
with the stench of them.

He skipped Jong paragraphs of pedan-
tic fargon on theology, he scanned brief
accounts of strange, blood-esting mon-
sters, wryfolades, and leprechauns. He
tead of feanne d'Arc, of Ludvig Prini,
and muttered aloud the Yatin snacches
from Epircapi.

He pessed pages in quick succession,

his fingers shaking with the fear of it~

and his eyes hanging heavily in theic
sockets. Ele saw vague reference fo
“Enoch,” and saw the terrible drawings
by an ancient Dominican of Rome. . . .

. Paragraph after paragraph he read: the
hortor-striking  testimony of Nidet's
Ant-Hill, the testimony of people who
dicd shricking .at the stake; the recitals
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of gravetenders, of jurists and bang-.
men, Then unexpededly, ameng all of
this munimental vestige, there appeared
before his eyes the name of—Adaufel
Digryea; and he stopped reading as
though inwisibly struck,

THUNDBR clapped neac the Jodge and
rattied the window-panes. The deep
rolling of. bursting clouds echoed over
the velley. But he heard none of it, His
eyes weie on those two short sentences
which his father—someone—had under-
lined with dack: red crayon,

. The ‘execution, four years ago, of Auricl
Duz'_v\ea docs oot end the Durpes coleoversf.
Tiee afore can decile whether the Demon has
;I‘ﬁmed. that family feow Iz begioniog to s

Arthur tead on about the tral of
Anticl Duryea before Venit, the Car-
cassonnean Inquisitor-General; read, with
mounting hortor, the evidence whidk had
sent that far-gone Dartyes to the pillar——
the evidence of a bloodless corpse who
had been Auttel Duryea’s young brother.

Unmindful now of the tremendous
storm which had centered over Timbét
Lake, unheeding the clatter of windows
and the swish of pines on the roof—even
of his father who worked down at the
lake's edge in & drenching rain—Arthur
fastened his glance to the blurred pring
af those pages, sinking deeper and decper
into the garbled legends of a dadc
age. ...

On the last page of the chapter he
again saw the name of his ancestor,
Auticl Duryea, He traced a shaking
finger over the natrow lines of words,
and when he finished reading them be
rolled sideways on the bed, end from his
lips camne a sobbing, mumbling prayer.

“God, o God in Heaven protect
Tt i

For he had reads

As in the case of Awiel Duryenr we abserre
that this specimen of prpdofefer proys coly upon
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the bloed in fts own family, Tt possesses none
of the chacactetistes of the undead vampize,
heing wenzlly e living male person of o::;;:]mmr:
normal  appeatances, unsospecting Cits erent
dewmonism,

_ Bur this vry.éo!sés: canner act actording o its

1ycal possession unless it is in 1be presence
of a second member of the same family, wha aers
n: a mediom berween the man and its demaa.
This medivm has noue of de waits of the sam-
pire, bur Gt senses the being of dhis aesur
{when the meamarphasis §s shoue o oo} by
reason of iniense Pains in (e bead and throat,
Both ¢he vampire sud the medium wndergn
similar resctions, involving naused, aoctushil
visinps, and physical disquicrude,

When these two outeasts are within 2 certein
distance of euwh other, the coalescence of inber-
ant demonism is cumple’::d., znd the wsmpu:: is
subjees to its attacks, demanding hlond for its sus-
wenance, No meraber of the family is sale at
these times, for the prybolukes, acting in s e
Hfﬂ'lcy on earth, will unerringly seck qur the

In rare cases, where other vicrims aze un-
agailahle, 18 ﬂwr:pr're will even fabe the blood
from rthe wery medinm which made it pocsible,

This vampire is bosn inro cerain aged familics,
and neought bur death con destror . I is not
conseons of its hlood-adness, and acts only in 3

sychic stete, The medinm, alse, i wnaware of
its tervible téle; and when these two are 10-

-, despite any Iapse of wears, the fusion
inherittnes is s0 viulent that 50 pawer known oz
et can tutn §t badk,

3

TI-IE lodge doot slammed shut with a
sudden, inkerrapting bang, The Jock
grated, and Henry Duryea’s footsteps
sounded oa the planked ficor.

Arthur shook himself from the bed.
He had only iime to fling ihat haunting
book into the Gladstone bag befare he
sensed his father standing in the door-
way,

"You—jou're not shaving, Arthur®
Duryea’s words, spliced hesitantly, were
toneless. He planced from the tabletop
to the Gladstone, and to his son. He
said nothing for a moment, his glance
inscrutable. Then,

“I¥s blowing uwp quite a stom
outside.” i

Arthur  swallowed  the first  words
which had come into his throat, nodded
guickly, "Yes, fsn't #t? Quite 2 storm.”
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B met his father's gaze, his face bum~
ing. “I—I don't think I'll shave, Dad.
My head aches,”

Diryez came swiftly into the room
and pinned Arthur's anms in his grasp,
“What do you meen—your head aches?
How? Poes your throat

"No!" Arthur-jerked hiroself away. He
laughed, “It's thar French stew of yours!
It's hit me in the stomach!” Iie stepped
past his_fathcr and started up the staies.

“The stew?' Duryea pivoted on his
heel. “Possibly. 1 think. I feel it
miyself,”

Arthur stopped, his face suddenly
white, “You—too?” :

Fhe words were hardly andible, Their
glances  met—clashed  like dueling-
swords,

For ten seconds neither of them said a
word or moved a muscler Ambwt, from
the stairs, locking down; his father Dbe-
low, gazing up at hisr. In Benry Duryea
the blood drained slowly from his face
and left a purple eiching across the
bridge of his nose and above his gyes. He:
laoked like o death's-head,

Astliar winced at the sight.and twisted
his eyes away, He turned t6 go up the
semaining stairs,

“Son!”

He stopped again; his hand Hghtened
on the banister,

“Yes, Dad?”

Duryea put his foot on the fisst stair.
"1 want you to Jock your door tonighe,
The wind would keep it bangiag!”

“Yey, breathed Acthor, and pushed
up the stairs to his foom,

octor Durvea’s hollow fuststeps
sounded in steady, nohesitant beats
across ihe Aoor of Timber Lake Lodge.
Sometimes they stopped, aod the crack
ling hiss of a selfur match took their
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place, then pechaps a distended sigh, and,
again, footsteps. , | .

Arthur crouched at the open door of
his room, His head was cocked for those
noises from below. In his hands was a
double-barrel shotgun of violent gage,

wa-thod . cthudio Cthud L

‘Then a pause, the clinking of a glass
and the guigliog of liguid. The sigh,
the tread of his feet over the floor. , . .

“He's  thirsty,” Arthur  thought—
Thirsty!

Outside, the storm had grtown into
fury. Lighining zigragged between the
mountains, flling the valley with weird
phosphorescence.  Thuader, like druns,
rolled incessantly,

Within the Jodge the hrat of the fire-
place piled the atmosphere thick with
stagnation. All the doors and windows
were locked shut, the oil-lamps glowed
weakly—a pale, anemic light.

Henry Durpez walked to the foor of
the stairs and stood looking up.

Aghur scosed  his movements and
ducked back into his room, the gun
pripped in his shaking fingers,

Then  Henry  Duryea’s
soundrd on the first stair,

Arthur slumped to one kree. He
buckled a fist agaiast his tecth as a
prayer tumbled through dhem.

Duryea climbed a second step . . . and
another ., . and still one more, On the
fourth stair he stopped.

“Arthur!” His voice oot into the
silence like the crack of a whip, “Arthur!
Will you come down hore?”

“Yes, Dad” Bedraggled, his body
hanging Iike cloth, young Duryea fock
five steps o the landing,

“We can’t be zanies!” cried Henry
Dutyea. "My soul is sick with dread.
Tomorrow we're going back to New
Yok I'm going to get the first boat to

footstep
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open sed. . . . Please come down here.”
He .turned about and descended the
stairs 0 his room,

Ariter choked bade the words which
bad lumped ia his mouth. Half dazed,
he followed. . ..

In the bedroom he saw his father
stretched face-up along the bed. He saw
2 pile of rope at his father's feet,

“Tie me to the bedposts, Arthur,”
vame the command. "Tie bath my hands
and both my feer.

Arthur stood gaping.

"D as I tell youl™

“I¥ad, what hor H

“Don't be a fool! You read that book!
You kmow what relation you are to me!
I'd always hbped it was Cecilia, but now
I know it’s you, I should have known it
on Lhat night twenly years ago when
you complained of a headache and night-
mares. , , . Quickly, my head rocks with
pain. Tie sl

Specehless, his own pain piercing him
with agony, Arthor fell co ihat grisly
task. Both hands he tied—and hoth
feet , , , tied thun so hirmly te the fron
posts that his {ather could not iift him-
self an inch off the bed.

Then be blew eut the lamps, and
without a further glance at that Pro-
methens, he reascended the stairs to his
room, and slammed aond lodked his doer
behind him.

He looked onee at the breech of his
gun, and ser it against a chair by his bed.
He fleng off his robe and slippers, and
within five minutes he was semseless in
slumber.

4

g sLEPT late, and when he awak-

ened his muoscles were as stiff as
boards, and the lingering visions of 2
nightmare clung before his eyes. He
pushed his way out of bed, stood dazedly
on the floor,
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A dvll, nvmbing cruciztion. cirenlated
thtough his head. He felt bloated .
course and running with Internal mucus
His mouth was dry, his gams sore and
stinging,

" He tightened his hands as he hinged
for-the door. “Dad,” he cried, aad he
heard his voice breaking in his throat:

Sunlight filtered through-the window
at the top of the staits, The air was hot
and dry, 2ad carried in'it 2 mild odor oE
decay.

Asthor snddenly drew back et that
odor—drew back with & gasp of awful
fear. For he recognized it—that stench,
the heavioess of his biood, the rawness
of his tongue and gums. , ., Age- long it
seemed, yet rising like a spirit in" his
memory, All of these things he had
known and felt before,

_ He leaned against the banister, and half
slid, Ldlf stumbled down the stairs, , ,

His father had. died during the night,
He liy like a waxen figire tied to his
bed, his face done up in knots.

Arthur stood dumbly at the foot of
the bed for only a few seconds; then he
went back npstairs to his room,

. Almost. immediately -he emptied both
basrels ‘of the shotgun into his head,

SEIRD TALES
Tmz {trigedy at Timber Lake was dis-

covered accidentally three days later:
A pasty of fishermen, upon’ finding the

" two bodies, gotified state suthorities, and

an investigition was directly under way.

Atthur Duryer bad undoubredly met
death ab his own hands, ‘The condition
of his wounds, and the tmanner with
which he held the lethal wiapos, af
once' forecloséd the suspicion of any foul
play. '

But the death of Doctor Henty Duryes
confronted the police with an inexplic-
able mystery; for his trussed-up bBody,
inscatfied - except’ for two jagged holes
aver the jugelar vei, fad-been drained
of all iax Blaod..

The autopsy protocel of Heary Duryez
laid death to "undetermined causes,”” and
it was not until the yellow tabloids com-
menced an investigation into the Duryea
family history that the incredible and
fantastic explanations wete offered to the
public,

Obviously such tall was held in popu-
lar contempt; yet in view of the contrg-
versiz] war which followed, the authar

fties considered it expedient-be - consign
both Duryeas tothccrembary' e
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Jhe

ree of Life

By €. L. MOORE

A gripping tale of the planet Mars and the tereible montivosity that called
#ix victhns to it from afer —a tele of Novibwest Smith

VER time-rained Hlar the search-
O ing planes swooped and crded.
Northwest Smith, peering wp at
them with a steel-pale sfare from the
shelter of a half-collapsed temple,
thought of vulbures wheeling above car-

rion, All day long now they Bad been
raking these ruins for him. Presently, he
knew, thirst would begin to parch his
throat and hunger to goaw at him. There
was oeither food nor water in these
ancient Martian ruins, and he fmew
313
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that it could be only & malter of time
before the urgencies of his own body
would dtive him out to signal those
wheeling Pattol ships and trade his hard-
won liberty for food and drink. He
ctouched lower under the shadow of the
temple arch and cursed the accuracy of
the Patrol gunner whose Same-blast had
caught his dodging ship just at the edge
of Illar's ruins,

Presently ‘it occutred to him thar in
most Martian temples of the ancient
days an ornaméntal well had stood in
the outer court for the benefit of way-
farers. OF course all water in it would be
a million years dry now, but for ladk
of anything better to do he rose from his
seat at the edpe of the collapsed central
dome and made his cautions way by still
intact cocridors toward the froat of the
temple, He paused in a tangle of wieck-
age at the courtyard’s edge and looked
out across the sun-drenched expanse of
pavernent toward that ornate well that
once had served travelers who passed by
here in the days when Mars was a green
planet,

It was an unnsually elaborate well,
and amazingly well preserved. Iis iim
had beén inlaid with a mosaic pattern
whose spmbolism must once have bome
deep meaning, and above it in a great
fan of time-defying bronze an elaborate
grille-work portrayed the inevitable tree-
of-life pattera which so often appeats ie
the symbalism of the thres worlds, Smith
looked at it & bit incredulously from his
shelter, it was so micaculously preserved
amidst all this chaos of broken stone,
casting a delicate tracery of shadow on
the sunny pevement as perfectly as it
must have done a million yeats ago when
dusty travelers paused here to drink, He
could picture them filing in at noontime
through the great gates that——

The vision vanished ‘abiuptly as his
questing eyes made the circle of the
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ruined walls, There hdd been no pate,
He cwuld not find a trace of it anywhere
around the outer wall f the court. The
only entrance here, as nearly as be could
tell from the fonndations that remained,
bad been the door in whose ruins he
now stood. Queer, This must have been
z ptivate couct, then, its great grilled
crowned well reserved for the use of the
priests. Ot wait—had there not been a
priest-king Illar after whom the. city
was named? A wizard-king, so legend
said, who ruled tomple as well as palace
with an iron hand, ‘This elaborarely
patterned well, of material royal enough
to withstand the weight of ages, might
well have been sacrosanct for the nse of
that Jong-dead momarch. It might

Across the sun-beight pavement swept
the shadow of a plant. Smith. dodged
bads into deeper. hiding while the ship
circled Iow over the courtyard, And it
wis then, as he crouched agaiost a
crumbled wall and waited, motionfess,
for the danger to pass, that he became
aware for the fisst time of a sound that
startled him so he could scareely credit
his cars—z recurrent sound, choled and
sotrowful—the sound of 2 woman
sobbing.

The incongreity of it made him for-
getful for a moment of the peril hovering
overhead in the sen-hot outdoors. The
dimness of the temple ruing became 2
fiving and vital place for that momear,
throbbing with the sound of tcars. He
tooked about half in incredulity, wonder-
ing if hunger and thirst wete playing
tricks on him already, or if these broken
halls might be haonted by a million-years-

old sorrow that wept along the cotridots

to deive its heaters mad, There were tales

of such havnkers in some of Mars' older
tuins. The hair prickled faintly ac the

back of his neck a5 he faid a hand on
the butt of his force-gun and commenced
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a cautions prowl toward-the soutce of the
muffied noise,

Presently he caught 2 flash of -white,
leminous in the gloom of these ruined
walls, and went forward -with soundless
steps, cyes narrowed in the effort co make
out what manner of creature this might
be that wept alone in Hme-forgotten
fuins, It was a woman, Or it had the
dim outlines of a wormn, buddled
aginst, an angle of fallen walls and
veiled in a fabulous shower of long dark
hair. But thete was something uncannily
odd about her. He could not focus his
pale stare upon her outlines. She was
scarccly more than a luminous blot of
whitengss in the ploom, shimmering
with a look of unreality which the sound
of her sobs denied.

BE?DR_E he could make up bis mind
Just what to do, something must have
warned the weeping girl that she was no
fonger-alone, for the sound of her tears
checked siddenly and she lifted her head,
turning te him a face no mere distin-
‘guishable than her body’s outlines, He
made no ¢fort to resolve the blurred
features "into visibility, for oot of that
luminous mask burned two eyes that
caught his with an almest perceptible im-
pact and gripped them in a stare from
which he could not have temed if ha
would,

They 'were the most amazing eyes he
bad. ever met, colored like mopnstone,
milkily translocent, so that they Iooked
alemost blind.  And that magnetic. stare
held him motionless, In the instant Hhat
she geipped him with that fixed, moon-
stone lock he felt oddly as if .a tangible
bond were: taut between. them,

Then she spoke, and be wondered if
hizs mind, after all, had begun to give
way in the haunted loncliness of dead
Klar;. for though the words she spoke
fell wpon his cars io a gibberish of
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meaningless -sounds, yet in- his Brain a
message formed with a clarity that far
transcended the halting communication
of words. And her milkily colored eyes
bored into his with a fierce intensity.

“T'm lost—I'm lost: " wailed the
voice in his brain.

A nh of sudden tears hrimmed the

cotpelling eyes, weiling their brilliance.
Aod he was free again with that cloud-
ing .of the moenstone sucfaces, Her
voice. wailed, but the words were mean-
ingless 20d no knowledge formed in his
brain o match them, Stiffly ke stepped
back a pace and looked down at her, a
feeling of helpless ineredulity rising
within bim, For he still could not Focus
directly upon the shining whiteness of
her, and nothing save those moonstose
eyes were clear to him,
. The git sprang. to. her feet and rosa
on tploe, gripping his shoulders with
urgent hands. Again the blind intensity
of her eyes took hold of his, with a
force almost a3 tangible as. the clutch of
her hands; again that stream of intelli-
gence poured into his brain, strongly,
pleadingly.

“Please,. please take me badd I'm so
frightened — 1 can’t find my way —oh,
please!”

He blicked down at her, his dazed
mind gradually realizing the basic facts of
what way happening. Obviously her
milky, unseeing cyes held 2 magnetic
power that carried her thoughts to him
without the ficed of a commen speech.
And they were the cyes of a powerful
mind, the. ouotlets from which a stream
of fierce energy poured into his brafn.
Yet the words they conveyed were the
words of a terrified and helpless girl, A
strong sense of watiness was fising in
him as he considered the incongruity of
speech and power, both of which were
beating wpon him more urgently with
every breath, The mind of a forceful and
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strong-willed woman, carrying the sobs
of a frightened girl, There was no sin-
cerity in it.

"Please, pleasel” cried her impstience
in his brain, “Help me! Guide ne back!™

"Back wlere?” he heard his own voice
asking. :

“The Tree!™ wailed that queer speech
in his brain, while gibberish was all his
ears heard and the moonstene stare trans-
foeed him strongly. “TFhe Tree of Life!
Oh, take me back to the shadow of the
Freet”

A vision of the grifle-ormamented well
leaped into his memory. It was the only
tree symbol he could think of just then.
But what possiblc connection could there
be between the well and the Jost girl—
if she was lost? Anvthet wail in that un-
known tongue, anoiher anguished shake
of his shoulders, brought a sndden reso-
lytion into his gropmg mind. ‘Thers
could be no harm ih leading her back
to the well, to whose grille she must
surcly he referring.  And strong cariosity
was growing In his mind. Muoch more
than met the opr was conceated in this
queer incident. And a wild guess had
flashed thromgh his mind that perhaps
she inight have come from some sub-
terranean world into which the welt de-
scended. Tt would explain her lominous
pallor, if not her blurriness; and, too,
ber eyes did not seem to function in the
light. There was a much more incredibte
axplanation of her presence, but he was
not fo koow it for a few minutes yet.

“Come alung,” he said, taking the
cuatching  hands  gently [rom  his
shoulders. “TH Tead you to the well.”

She sighed in a deep gust of relief and
dropped her compelling cyes from his,
murmuring in that strange, gabbling
tongue what must have been thanks. He
took her by the hand and tumed toward
the ruined archway of the door,

Agaiost his figers her flesh was eool
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and el To'the toach she was tangible,
but even thus near, his eyes refused o
focs upon the cloudy opacity of her
body, the dark blur of her streaming hair.,
Maothing but thase boraing, blinded eyes
were strong enough to pierce the veil
that parted them.

She stumbled along at his side over
the rough fioor of the temple, saying
nothing more, panting with cegemess o
return to- her incomprehensible “tree”
How mach of ihat cagerness was assumed
Smitl: sti] coudd nat be goite sere. When
they reached the door he halted her for
& moment, scanning the sky for danger,
Apparenfly the ships kad finidred with
this quarcer of the ¢ity, for he could see
two or three of them half 2 mife away,
hovering Jow pver Iilar's northern sec
ticn. He covld risk it without much
peiil. He led the girl cautiously out into
the sun-hot court.

HE ¢ould not have known by sight
that they ncared the well, but when
ther were within twenly paces of it she
fueg up her bharred head suddenly and
tugged at kis hand. T¢ was she who Ied
him that Jast stretch which parted the
two fram the well. In the sun the
shadow fracery of the grlle's: symbolic
patterz hiy  vividly outlined en the
ground,  The giel gave a little gasp of
delight. She dropped his hatd and ran
fo_:warc{ three short steps, smd plunged
into the very cemter of that shadowy
pattern on the ground. And what hap-
peasd then was too incredible to believe,
The pattern ran over her Bke-a gar-
ment, curving to the qurve of her body in
the way all shadows do. But a3 she stoed
there striped and laced with the darkness
af It, there came a queer shifting in the
lines of black tracery, a smbite, Inex-
plicable movement to one side. Aed with
that mation she vanished. )¢ was exactly
as if that shifting had moved her out of
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one world into another, Stupidly Smith
stared at the spot from which she had
disappeated.

Then several things happened almost
simultaneously. The zoom of a plane
broke suddenly into the quiet, a black
shadow dipped low over the rooftops,
and Smith, too late, realized that he
-stood  defenseless in fnll view of the
searching ships. There 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 plonged full into the
midst of the shadow of the tree of life.

Its tracery flowed round him, molding
its pattern to his body. And outside the
boundaries everything executed a queer
little sidewise dip and slipped in the most
extraordinary manner, like an optical il-
lusion, into-quite another scene. There
was no mtervention of blankness, Tt was
as if he looked through the bars of a
grille upan a picure which without wam-
ing slipped sidewise, while between the
bats appeated another sceme, a curious,
dim landscape, gray as if with the twi-
light of early .evening. The air had an
oddly thickened ook, through which he
saw Lhe quiet brees 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 fapesteied twilighe
the burning whiteness of the gizl he had
followed blaved like a flame. She had
paused a few steps away and stood wait-
ing, apparently quite sure that he would
come after. He grinned a litde to him-
self as he realized it, knowing that curi-
osity mnst almost certainly have driven
him in her wake even if the necessity for
sheiter had not compelled his following.

She was clearly visible now, in this
thickened dimness.—visible, and very
kevely, end 2 little uoreal. She shons
with a burning clarity, the only vivid

thing in the whole twilit wotld, Eyes
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upon  that blazing whileness, Smith
stepped forward, scarcely realizing that
he had moved,

Slowly he crossed the dark grass
toward her. That grass was soft under-
foot, and thick with small, low-blooming
flowers of a shining pallor, Botticelli
painted such spangled swards for the
feet of his zagels. Upon it the girl's bare
feet gleamed whiter than the blossoms.
She wore no parment but the royal mantle
of her hair, sweeping abour her in a
cloak of shining darkness that had a
queer, unreal tinge of purple in that Jow
light. Tt brushed her ankles in its fabu-
lous length. From the hood of it she
watched Smith coming toward her, a
smmile on her pale mouth and a fight
blazing in the deeps of her moonstone
eyes. She was nor blind now, nor fright-
ened. She stretched out her hand to him
confidently,

VIt is my turn now o lead yon,” she
stuiled.  As before, the words wete
gibberish, but the penctrating stare of
those strange white eyes gave then a
teaning i the depths of his brain,

Automatically his imnd went out bo
hers. He was a little dazed, and her eyes
were very compelling,  Her fingers
twined in his and she set off over the
Aowery grass, pulling him beside her, He
did not ask where they were going, Lost
in the dreamy spell of the still, gray, en-
chanted place, he {elt no need for words.
He was beginning t see more clearly in
the odd, bluering twilight that ran the
outlines of things together in that queer,
tapestried manner, And he puzzled in &
futile, muddled way 25 he went on over
what sort of land he had come into,
Overhead was dackness, paling into bwi-
tight near the ground, so that when he
Jooked up he was staring inte bottumless

-deeps of starless night.

Trees and flowering shrubs and the
fowerstarred  grass strefched empiily
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about them in the thick, confusing gloom
of the place. He could see only a litle
distance through that dim air. It was
as if they walked a strp of tapestried
twilight in some untighted dream. And
the girl, with her lovelg, luminous body
and richly wlored rohe of hair was like
a woman in a tapestry too, unreal and
magical.

After a while, when he had become 2
little adjusted to the queerness of the
whole scene, he began to notice furtive
movements in the shrshs and trees they
pessed. ‘Things flickered too swiftly for
him to catch their outlines, but from the
tail of his eye he was aware of motion,
and somelow of eyes that watched. That
sengation was a familizr one to him, and
he kept an uneasy gaze on those shift-
ings in the shrubbery as they went on.
Presently he caught a watcher in full
view between bush and tree, and saw
that it was a man, a little, Furtive, dark-
skinned man who dodged hastily back
inte cover again before Smith's eyes
could do more than take in the fact of
his existence,

After that he knew what to expect and
could make them out more casily: little,
dasting people with big eyes that shone
with a queer, sorrowful darkness from
their small, fophtened faccs as they
scuttled through the bushes, dodging al-
ways just out of plain sight ammong the
leaves, He could hear the soft rustle of
their passage, and once or twice when
they passed near a clemp of shrebbery
he thought he caught the echo of lhittle
whispering calls, gentle as the rustle of
leaves and somehow full of 2 sirange
warning note so clear that he caeght it
even amid the murmur of their speech.
Warning ealls, and Jitle furtive hiders in
the leaves, and a landscape of tapestried
blutring carpeted with Botticelli Sower-
strewn sward, It was all a dream, He
fclt quite sute of that.
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T was a long while before cutiosity

L awakened in him sufficiently o make
him break the stillness. But at last he
‘asked dreamily,

"Where are we going?”

The girl scemed to understand that
without the necessity of the bond her
hiypnotic eyes made, for she tumed and
canght his eyes in 2 white stare and an-
swered,

“To Thag, Thag desires you."

“What is Thag?”

In answer bo that she launched without
preliminaty upon a liitle singsong mono-
log of explanation whose stercotyped for-
mula made hitn faintly uneasy with the
thought that it must have been made very
often to attain the statns of & set speech;
‘made to many men, perhaps, whom Thag
had desired. . And what became of them
afterward? he wondercd, But the gid
was speaking.

“Many ages ago there dwelt in llar
the great King Illar for whom the city
was named. He was 2 magician of mighty
‘power, but not migkty enough to fulfil]
all his ambitions. So by his arts he cafied
up out of darkness the heing known
-4s Thag, and with him strock a bargain.
By that bargain Thag was to give of his
dimitless power, serving Iifar all the days
of Iilar's life, and in return the king was
to create 4 land for Thag's dwelling-place
and people it with slaves and furnish a
priestess o tend Thag's needs. 1his is
that land. I am that priestess, the latest
of-a long line of women born to serve
‘Thag, The teee-prople arc his—his les-
Ser servants.

“I have spoken softly so that the tree-
people do not hear, for to theem Thag is
the center and focus of creation, the end
and heginning of al} life. But to you I
have told the truth.”

“But what does Thag want of me?”

M1t is not for Thag's servants to ques-
tion Thag.”

w.or—4
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“Then what becomes, afterward, of the
men Thag desires?”” he pursued.

“You must ask Thag that.”

She turnied her eyes away as she spoke,
snapping the mental bond that had flowed
between them with a suddenness that left
Smith dizzy. He went on at her side more
slowly, pulling back a Jittle on the tug of
her fingers. By degrees the sense of
dreaminess was fading, and alarm began
to stir in the deeps of his mind. After all,
thete was 0o reason why he need let this
blank-eyed priestess lead him up to the
very maw of het god, She had lured him
into this land by what he knew now to
have been a trick; might she not have
worse tricks than that in store for him?

She held him, after all, by nothing
stronger than the clasp of her fngers, if
he could keep his eyes turned from hers.
Thereiu lay her real power, but he conld
fight it if he chose. And he began to hear
more clearly than ever the queer note of
warning in the rustling whispers of the
tree-follkk whao still fluttered in and out of
sight among the leaves, The twilight
place had taken on menace and evil.

Suddenly he made up his mind. He
stopped, breaking the clasp of the girl's
hand.

“I'm not going,” he said.

She swung round in a sweep of richly
tinted hair, words jetting from her in a
gush of imcohcrence, But be dared not
meet her eyes, and they conveyed no
meaning to him. Resolutely he turned
away, ignoring her voice, and set out to
rerrace the way they had come. She called
after him once, in a high, clear voice that
someliow held 2 note as waraing as that
in the rustling voices of the tree-people,
but ke kept on doggedly, not looking
back. She laughed then, swestly and
scomfully, a laugh that echoed wneasily
it his mind long after the sound of it
had died upon the twilit air.

After a while he glanced back over one

W.T—3

321

shoulder, half expecting to see the lumi-
nous dazzle of her body still glowing in
the dim glade where he had left her; but
the blurred tapestry-landscape was quite
empty.

He went on in the midst of 3 silence
so deep it hurt his eats, and in z solitude
unhaunied even hy the shy presences of
the tree-folk. They had vanished with the
fire-bright girl, and the whole twilight
land was emply save for himsell. He
plodded on across the dark grass, crush-
ing the upturned Sower-faces under his
baots and asking himself wearily if he
could be'mad. There scemed liktle othet
explanation for this hushed and tapestried
solitude that had swallowed him up. In
that thunderous quiet, in that deathly
solitude, he went on,

HEN he had walled for what

seemed 40 him much longer than it
should have taken to reach his starting-
point, and seill po sign of an exit ap-
peared, he began to wonder if there were
any way out of the gray fand of Thag.
Far the first time he realized that he had
come through oo tangible gateway, He
had only stepped out of a shadow, and—
now that be thought of it—there were no
shadows here, The grayness swallowed
everpthing up, leaving the landscape odd-
Iy Bat, like a badly drawn picure. He
looked about helplessly, quite fost now
and not sure in what direction he should
be facing, for thete was nothing here by
which to know directions, The trees and
shrubs and the stacry grass still stretched
about him, unrertrialy outlined in thae
changeless dusk. They seemed to go on
for ever,

But he plodded ahead, unwilling to
stop becanse of a queer tension in the air,
somchow as if all the Blurred trees and
shrubs were waiting in breathless antici-
pation, centering upon his stumbling fig-
ure, But all trace of animate life had van-



322

ished with the disappearance of the priest-
ess’ white-glowing figure. Head down,
paying little heed to where he was going,
he went on over the fowery sward,

An odd sense of voids about him star-
ded Smith at fast out of his lethargic
plodding, He tifted his head. He stood
just at the edge of a line of trees, dim
and indistinct in the unchanging twilight.
Beyond them—he came to himself with
a jerk and stared incredulously, Beyond
them the grass ran down to nothingness,
merging by imperceptible degrees inbo 2
streaked and arching void—not the sort
of emptiness into which a material body
could fall, but a solid wording, curving
up toward the dark zenith as the inside
of a sphere curves, No physical thing
could have entered there, It was too ut-
terdy void, an inviolable emptiness which
no force could invade.

He stared up along the inward arch of
that curving, impassablc wall. Here, then,
was the edge of the queer land Illar had
wrested out of space ftself. This arch
mnst be the curving of solid space which
had been bent awry to enclose the magical
land. There was no escape this way. He
could not even bring himself to approach
any nearer to that streaked and arching
blank, He could not have said why, but
it woke in him an inner disquist so strong
that after a moment’s staring he tumed
his €yes away.

Presently he shrugged and set off along
the inside of the ling of frees which
parted him from the space-wall, Perhaps
there might be a break somewhcre, It
was 2 forlom hope, but the best that
offered. Wearily he stumbled on over the
flowery grass.

How long he had gone on glong that
almost imperceptibly curving lne of bor-

det he comld not have said, but after a

timeless interval of gray solibade he grad-
ually became aware that 2 tiny rustling
and whispering among the leaves had
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been growing louder by degrees for some
time, He looked up, In and out among
the trees which bordered that solid wall
of nothingness little, indistinguishable
figures were flitting, The iree-men had
returned. Queerly grateful for their pres-
ence, he went an a bit more cheerfully,
paying no heed to their timid dartings to
and fro, for Smith was wise in the ways
of wild Iife.

Presently, when they saw how lictle
heed he paid them, they began to grow
bolder, their whispers Jouder. And
among those rustling voices he thonght
he was beginning to catch threads of fa-
miliarity. Now and again a word reached
his ears that he seemed to recognize, lost
arnidst the gibberish of their speech. He
kept his head down and his hands quict,
plodding along with a cunning stillness
that began o bear results.

From the comer of bis eye he could
sce that 2 little dark tree-man had dasted
out from cover and pavsed midway be-
tween bush and tree to inspect the queer,
tall stranger, Nothing happened to this
daring ventarer, and soon another risked
4 pause in the opan o stare at the quiet
walker among the trecs, In a little while
a smail crowd of the tree-people was mov-
ing slowly parallel with his course, star-
ing with all the avid curiosity of wild
things at Smith's plodding figure. And
among them the rstling whispers grew
louder,

Presently the ground dipped down into
a listle hollow ringed with trees. It was
a bit datker here than jt had been on the
higher level, and as he went down the
slope of its side he saw that among the
undetbrush which filled i wete cunningly
hidden huts twined together out of the
living bushes, Obviously the hollow was
a tiny village where the free-folk dwelt,

He was surer of this when they began
to grow bolder as he went down into the
dimness of the place, The whispers
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shrilled a little, and the boldest among
his watchers ran almost at his elbow,
twittering their queer, broken speech in
hushed syllables whose familiarity still
Bothered him with its haunting echo of
words he knew. When he had reached
the center of the hallow he hecame aware
that the little folk had. spread out in a
ring to surround him. Wherever he
looked their small, anxious faces and
staring eyes confronted him. He grinned
to himself and came to a halt, waiting
gravely,

None of them seemed quite brave
encugh to constitute himself spokesman,
bur among several a burried whispering
broke out in which he caught the words
“Thag” and “danger” and “heware,” He
recognized the meaping of -these words
without placing in his mind their origins
in some fongne he knew. He knit his
sun-bleached brows and concentrated
harder, striving to wiest from that curd-
ous, murmuring whisper somg hint of its
orginal root. He had a smattering of
more topguss than he conld have counted
ofthand, and it was hard to place these
scattered words among any one speech.

But the word “Thag” had 2 sound like
that of the very ancient dryland tongue,
which upon Mars is considered at once
the oldest and the most uncouth of all the
planet’s languages, And with that clue
te guide him he presently began to catch
otier syllables which were remotely like
syllables from the dryland speech, ‘They
were almast unrecognizable, far, far more
ancient than the very oldest versions of
the tongue he had ever heard repeated,
almost primitive jn their crudity and sim-
plicity. And for a moment the sheerest
awe came over him, as he realized the
significance of what he listened to.

HE diyland race today is  handful
of semi-brutes, degenerate from the
ages of past time when they were a
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mighty people at the apex of an almost
focgotten glory, That day is millions of
yeass gone now, tos far in the past to
have record save in the vagnest folklore,
Yet here was 2 people who spoke the -
diments of that race’s wngue at it must
have been spoken in the race’s dim be-
ginnings, pechaps 2 mitlion years earlier
cven that that immemorial time of theie
triumph. The reeling of millennivoms set
Smith's mind awhirt with the effort at
compassing their span.

There was another connotation in the
speaking of that tongue by these timid
bush-dwellers, too. It tmust moan that the
forgotten wizard king, Illar, had peopled
his sinistor, twilight land with the ances-
tors of today's dryland dwellers, Tf they
shared the same tongue they must share
the same lineage. And humanity's re-
morseless adaptability had-done the rest.

It had been no kinder here than in the
outside world, where the ancient plains-
men who had roamed Mars™ green prai-
ries had dwindled with their dying plains,
degenerating at Jast ink a shrunken,
leather-skinned bestiatity. For here that
same race root had declined into these
tiny, slinking creatures with their dusky
sking and pgreat, staring eyes and theit
voices that mevet rose above z whisper,
What tragedies must tie behind that grad-
) degeneration!

All ahout him the whispers sHIl ran.
He was beginning to suspect that through
countless ages of hiding and murmnring
those voices must have lost the ability to
speak aloud. And he wondered with a
litle inward chill what terror it was
which had transformed a free and fear-
less people into these tiny wild things
whispeting in the underbrush.

The little anxious voices had shrilfed
into wehemence now, all of them chat-
tering together in theit quect, soft, rust-
ling whispers, Looking back later upon
that timeless space be had passed in the
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hollow, Smith remembered:it as some cu-
tious nightmare —dimness and tapestried
blurring, and a hush like' death over the
whole twilight land, and the timid voices
whispering, whispering, eloquent with
tetror and warning,

He groped bads among his memories
and brought forth a phrase or two re-
membered from long ago, an archaic
rendering of the immemorial tongue they
spoke. It was the simplest version he
coutd remember of the complex speech
now used, but he knew that to them it

must sound, fantastically strange, Instine-

tively he whispered a5 he spoke it, feeling
like an actor in 2 play as e mouthed the
andcient idiom,

"I—I cannot understand. Speak—
mere slowly. 2%

A torrent of words greeted this render-
ing of their tongue. Then there was a
great deal of hushing and hissing, and
preseatly two or three berween them be-
gen laboriously to recite an involved
speech, one syllable at a time. Always
two or more shared the task. Never in his
converse with them did he address any-
one directly. Ages of terror had bred all
directness out of them.

"Thag,” they said. “Thag, the ternble
—Thag, the omnipotent—Thag, the un-
escapable, Beware of Thag.”

For 2 moment Smith stood quiet, grin-
ning down at them despite himself. There
must not be too much of intelligence left
among this branch of the race, either, for
surely such & warning was superfluous.
Yet they had mastered their agonies of
timidity to give it. All virue could not
yet have been bred out of them, then.
They stll had kindoess and & sort of
desperate courage rooted deep in fear.

“What is Thag?” he managed to in-
guire, voicing the archaic syliables uncer-
tainly. And they must have undetstood
the meaning # not the phraseclogy, for
another spate of whispered tumult burst
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from the clustering tribe, Then, as be-
_fore, several took up the task of answer-

ing.
"Thag—Thag, the end -and the begin-
ning, the center of creation. When Thag
breathes the world trembles, The earth
was made for Thag's dwelling-place. All
things are Thag's. Oh, heware! Beware!”

This much he pieced together oot of
their diffuse whisperings, catching up the
fragments of words he knew and fitting
them into the pattets.

"What—what is the danger?” he man-
aged to ask.

“Thag—hmagers. Thag must be fed.
It is we who—feed—him, but there are
times when he desires other foed than
us. It is then he sends his priestess forch
to lure—food—in. Oh, beware of Thag!”

“You mean then, that she—the priest-
ess—btought me in for—food?™

A chorus of grave, murmuring affirma-
tives.

“"Then why did she leave me?”

"There is no escape from Thag. Thag-
i3 the center of creation. All things are
Thag's. When he calls, ou must answer.
When he hungers, he will have you, Be-
ware of Thagt”

Smith considered that far 4 moment in,
silenoe,  Ta the main he felt confident
that he had vnderstood their warning cor-
rectly, and he had little reason to doubt
that they knew whercof they spoke. Thag
might not be the center of the universe,
but if they said he could call a victim
from anywhere in the land, Smith was
oot disposed to doubt it. The priestess’
willingness to lot him leave her unhin-
dered, yes, even her scornful laughter as
he looked back, told the same story,
Whatever Thag might be, his power in.
this land could not be doubted. He tmade.
up his mind suddenly what he must do,
and tutned to the breathlessly waiting-
little folk,

“Which-way—lies Thag?™ he asked,
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A score of dark, thin arms pointed,
Smith turned his head speculatively to-
ward the spot they indicated. Jn this
changeless twilight all sense of direction
bad long since left him, but he marked
the line as well as he could by the forma-
tiot of the teces, then tumed to the little
people with 2 ceremonious farewell rising
to his lips.

"My thanks for—-" he began, to be
interrupted by a chorus of whispering
cries of protest. They scemed to sense
his intention, and their pleadings were
frantic. A panic anxicty for him glowed
wpon cvery little terrified face turned up
to his, and their eyes were wide with pro-
test and terror, Helplessly he looked
down.

“I—T mmmst go,” he tried stumblingly
to say. "My only chance is to take Thag
unawates, before he sends for me”

He could not know if they understood.
Their chattering went on undiminished,
and they even went so far as to tey tiny
hands on him, as if they would prevent
him by foree from seeking our the terror
of their lives.

“No, oo, no!” they wailed emrrmurous-
ly. “You do not know what it is you
seck! You do not kaow Thag! Stay here!
Beware of Thag!”

LrTLE prickling of unease went
down Smith's back as he listened.
‘Fhag must be very terrible indeed if even
Balf this alarm had foundation. And to
be quite frank with himself, he would
greatly have preferred to remain here in
the hidden quiet of the hollow, with its
illusion of shelter, for as loag as he was
allowed to stay. But he was oot of the
stuff that yields very easily to its own ters
tors, and hope borned strongly in him
stil. 80 he squared his hroad shouldees
and turned resolutely in the direction the
tree-folk had indicated.
When they saw that he meant to go,
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their protests sank to a wail of biteer
gricving, With that sound moaning be-
hind him he went up out of the hollow,
ke a man setting forth 10 the music of
bis awn dirge. A few of the bravest went’
with him a little way, flitting through
the underbrush and darting from tree to
tree in a timidity so deeply ingrained that
even when no immediate peril threatened
they dared not go openly through the
twilight

Their prasence was comforting o
Smith as he weat on. A fubile desire to
hclp the little terror-ridden tribe was ris-
ing in him, a useless grattude for their
warning s.nd their friendliness, their gen-
uine gHeving at his dcparturc and their
odd, paradoxical bravery even in the
midst of hereditary terror. But hé knew
that he could do nothing for them, when
he was not at all sure he could even save
himself. Something of their panic had
cornmunicated itself to him, and he ad-
vaneced with a sinking at the pit of his
stomach. Fear of the unknown is 50 poige
nant z thing, feeding on its own terror,
that he foond his” hands beginning to
sliake a little and his throat going dry as
he went on.

The rustling and whispering among
the bushes dwindled as his followers one
by one dropped away, the bravest staying
the longest, but even they failing in cour- -
age a3 Smith advanced steadily in that di-.
rection from which all their lives they
had becn tanght to tuen theic faces. Pres-
ently he realized that he was alone once
more. He went on more quickly, anxions
to come face to face with this herror of
the twilight and dispel at least the fear-
falness of s mystery,

The silence was like desth. Not a
breese stirred the leaves, and the only
sound was his own breathing, the heavy
thud of his own heart. Somehow he felt
sure that he was coming nearer to his
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goal. The hush seemed to confirm it. He
loosened the force-gup at his thigh.

In chat changeless twilight the groond
was sfoping down once more into a
broader hollow., He descended slowly,
every sense alert for danger, not knowing
if ‘Thag was heast or human or elemental,
wisible or invisible, The trees were begin-
ning to thin, He knew that he had almost
-reaghed his goal.

He paused at the edge of the last line
of trees. A clearing spread out before
him at the bottom of the hollow; quiet in
the dim, translucent air. He could focus
ditectly upon no outlines anywhere, for
the tapestried blurring of the place. But
when he saw what stood in the véry cen-
ter of the clearing he stopped dead-still,
Iike one turned to stone, aand a shodk of
utter eold went chilling through him.
Vet he could not have said why.

For in the clearing's center stood the
Tree of Life. He had met the symbol oo
often in paiterns and designs not to rec-
ognize it, but here that fahulous thing
was living, growing, achually springing
up from a rooted firmness in the spangled
frass as any tree might spring. Yet it
could not be real. Its thia browan trunk,
of no recognizable substance, smooth
and gleaming, mounted in the traditional
spiral; its twelve fanfastically curving
branches arched delicately outward from
the central stem, It was Dare of leaves,
No foliage masked Lhe serpentine brown
spiral of the trunk. But at the tip of each
symbelic branch flowered a blossom of
bloody rose so vivid he could scarecly fo-
cus his dazzled eyes upon them.

_ This tree alone af all cbjects in the dim
jand was sharply distinci to the eye—
terribly distinct, remorselessly clear, No
words can describe the “amazing menace
that dwelt among its hranches. Smith's
flesh crept as he stered, yet he could not
for all his staring make put why peril was
50 eloquent there. To alt appearances here
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stood only a fabulous symbol miraculous-
ly come to fife; yet danger breathed out
from it so strongly that Smith felt the
haix lifting on his geck as he stared.

IT was no ordinary danger, A nameless,
choking, paralyzed panic was swell-
ing in his throar as he gazed upon the
perilous beauty of the Tree. Somechow
the arches and curves of it branches
seemed to limn a patrern so dreadfu} that
his heart beat faster as he gazed upon it,
But he could not guess why, though some-
how the answer was hovering just out of
reach of his conscious mind. From that
fiest glimpse of it his instincts shuddered
like a shying stallion, yet reason skill
locked in vain for an anywer,

Nor was the Tiee tmerely a vegetable
growth. It was alive, teeribly, ominously
alive, He could not have said how he
knew that, for it stood motionless in its
empty clearing, not a branch trembling,
yet in its immobility more awfully vital
than any animate thing, The very sight
of it woke in Smith an insane urging to
flight, to put wotlds between himself and
this inexplicably dreadful thing,

Crazy impulses stirred in his brain,
coming fo insane birth at the calling of
the Tree's peril—the desperate need to
shut out the sight of that thing that was
blasphemy, to put out his own sight rather
than gaze longer upon the petilous grace
of its branches, to slit his own throat that
he might not geed to dwell in the same
world which boused so frightful & sight
a3 the Tree.

Al this was a mad baftering in his
brain. The strength of him was enough
to isolate it in a far corner of his con-
sciousness, where it seethed and shricked
half heeded while he tamed the cool cons
trol which the spaceways life had taught
him to the solution of this urgent gues-
tion. But evca so his hand was nooisk
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and shaking on his gun-butt, and the
breath rasped in his dry throar,

Why—he asked himself in a deter-
mined groping after steadiness—should
the mere sight of a tree, even so fabulous
2 one as this, rouse that insane panic in
the gazer? What petil could dwell in-
visibly in a tree so frightful that the liv-
ing horror of it could drive a man mad
with the very fact of its unsecn presence?
He denched his teeth hard and stared
resolutely at that terrible beauty in the
clearing, fighting down the sick panic
that rose in his throat as his eyes forced
themselves to dwell upon the Tree.

Gradually the revulsion subsided. Af-
ter a nightmate of striving he mustered
the strength to force it down far enough
o allow reason’s entry once more, Stern-
b holding down that frantic terror under
the surface of consciousness, he stared
resolutely at the Tree. And be knew that
this was Thag.

Tt could be nothing else, for surcly two
such dreadful things could not dwell in
one land, It must be Thag, and he conld
understand now he immemorial terror in
which the tree-folk held it, but he did
not yet grasp in what way it threatened
them physically. ‘The inexplicable dread-
falness of it was a menace to the mind's
vety existence, but surely a rooted treg,
however terrible to lock at, could wield
hittle actual danger.

As he reasoned, bis epes were secking
sestlessly among the branches, searching
for the answer to their deeadfulness.
After all, this thing wore the aspect of an
old pattern, and in that pattern there was
nothing dreadful. ‘The tree of life had
oade up the design upon that well-top
in Ilar through whose shadow he had
entered here, end nothing in that bronze
grillework had  roused terror,  Then
why- ? What living menace dwelt
jnvisibly among these branches to twist
them into curves of horror?

a2

A fragment of old verse drifted
through his mind as he stared in per-
plexity:

Whet immortal haod or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetes?

And for the first time the true signifi-
cance of a “fearful symmetry” broke
upon him. Truly ¢ more than human
agency must have weched these subtle
curves so delicately into drezdfulness, into
such an awful beauty that the very sight
of it made those atavistic terrors he was
so sternly holding down leap in 2 gibber-
ing terrot,

A tremor rippled over the Tree. Smith
froze rigid, staring with startled eyes, No
Lreath of wind had sticred through the
clearing, but the Tree was moving with
a slow, scipenting grace, writhing its
branches letsurely in a horrible travesty
of voluptuous enjdyment. And upon
their tips the blood-red flowers were
spreading like cobra's hoods, swelling
and strerching their petals out and glow-
ing with a hueso eye-piercingly vivid that
it transcended the bounds of color and
blazed forth iike puore light.

But it was not toward Bmith that they
stirted, They were arching out from the
central trunk toward the far side of the
clearing. After a moment Smith tore his
eyes away from the indescribably dread-
ful flexibility of these branches nd
looked to see the cause of their writhing.

A blaze of fumincus white had ap-
pearzd among the trees across the clear-
ing. The priestess had rcturned. He
watched her pacing slowly foward the
Tree, walking with a precise and delicate
grace as liguidly lovely as the motion of
the Tree. Her fabulous baie swung down
about her in a swaying robe that rippled
al every step away from the moon-white
beauty of her body, Straight toward the
Tree she paced, and all the blossoms
glowed more vividly at ber nearness, the
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branches stretching toward her, rippling

with gagetness

Priestess though she was, he could
ot believe that she was going to come
within touch of that Tree the very sight
of which rowsed such a panic instinet
of revulsion in cvety fiber of him, But
she did not swerve or sfow in her
advance, Walking delicately over the
flowery grass, arrogantly luminous in
the wilight, so that her body was the
center and focus of any landscape she
walked in, she ncared hor hortibly
eager god.

" Now she was under the Tree, and
ity trunk had writhed down over her
and she was lifting her arms like 2 gidl
to her lover. With a gliding slowness
the flame-tipped branches slid round
her. In that incredible embrace she
stood immobile for & long moment,
the Tree arching down with all its curl-
ing limbs, the girl straining upward, her
head thrown badc and the mastle of her
hair swinging fres of her body as she
lifted ker face to the quiveting blossoms,
‘The beanches gathered her choser in their
etnbrace, Now the blossoms arched near,
curving down all ahout her, touching
her very pently, rwisting their blazing
faces toward the focus of her moon-
white body, One poised dircetly above
her face, trembled, brushed her mouth
lightly. And the Tree's tremor ran ua~
broken through the body of the giel it
dlasped.

Tl-m incredible dreadfulness of that
embrace was suddenly raore than
Smith could bear. All bis terrors, ctushed
down with so stern a sell-control, with-
out waening burst all bounds and rushed
.over himdn a flood of blind relsion. A
whitnper choked np in his throat and
quite involuntarily he swwng round-and
plonged into the shielding trees, hands
to-his eyes in a futile effort to biot out
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the sight of lovely hotror behind him
whose vividness was bumt upon his
very brain

Heedlessly he blundered throngh the
trees, o thought in his terror-plank mind
save the necessity to tun, mun, run until
he could run no more. He had given
up ail attempt at reason and rationality;
he no longer cared” why the beauty of
the Tree was so dreadfu]. He only
knew that wntil all space lay between
him and its symmetry he must run and
ran aad o

What hrought that frenzied madness
to an end he never knew. When sanity
returned to him he was lying face down
on the fAlower-spangled sward in a silence
so deep that his ears ached with ifs
heaviness. The grass was cool against
his cheek, Tor-a moment he fought fhe
back-flow of knowledge into bis emptied
mind, When it came, the memory of
that horror he had fled from, he started
vp with & wild thing's swiftness and
ghred around pale-gyed into the un-
changing dusk, He was alone, Not
even a rustle in the leaves spoke of the
tree-folk's presence.

For 1 moment he stood theee aletr,
wondering what had roused him, wonder-
ing what would come next. He was not
feft fong in doubt, The answer was
shrilling very, vety faintly through that
aching quiet, an infinftesimally tiny, un-
thinkably far-away mutmar which yet
pierced his car-drams with the sharpness
of tiny needles. Breathless, he strained in
listening. Swiftly the sound grew louder.

It deepened upon the silence, sharpened

and shrilted until the thin hlade of it was
vibrating in the center of his innermost
brain,

And stll it grew, swelling louder and
louder dhrough the twilight wotld in ca-
denges that were roumding into 1 quest
sort of music and taking on such an un-
buatable sweetness that Smith pressed his



THE TREE OF LIFE

hands over his ears in a fatile attempt ta
shut the sound away, He could not, It
rang in steadily deepening intensities
through every fiber of. his being, ‘piercing
him with thousands of tiny music-blades
that guivered in his very soul with intof
erable heanty, And he thought he sensed
in the piercing strength of it a vibration
of queer, ubnamable power far mightier
than anything ever generated by man, the
dim echo of some cosmic dynamo’s b,

The sound prow sweeter as it strength-
ened, with a queer, inexplicable sweetness
vnlike aoy music he bad ever heard be-
forg, rounder and fuller and more com-
plete than any melody made up of sepa-
rate notes. Stronger and stronger he felt
the certainty that it was the song of some
mighty power, humnming and throbbing
and deepening through the twilight uatil
the whole dim land was one trembling
reservolr of sound that filed his eotire
consciousness with its throbbing, diiving
oot all other thoughts and realizations,
until he was no more than a shell that
vibrated in answet fo the calling.

For it was a calling. No one could
listen to thar intolerahle swoetness withs
out knowing the necessity to seel its
source. Remotely in the back of his
mind Smith remoembered the tree-folk’s
warning, “When Thag calls, you must
answet.” MNot conscionsty did he recail it,
for all hiz conscinusness was answering
the siren humming in the air, and,
scarcely realizing that he moved, he had
turned toward the soutce of that calling,
stumbling blindly over the Howery sward
with no thought in his music-brimmed
mind but the need to answer that lovely,
power-vibrant summoning. :

Past him as he went on moved other
shapes, little and dark-skinned and
ecstatic, gripped like himself in the hyps
notic melody, The tree-folk had forgot-
ten even their inbred fear at Thag's call-
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ing, and walked boldly through the oped
twilight, lost in the wonder of the song,

Srith went on with the rest, deaf and
blind to the land around him, alive to
one thing only, that summons from the
siren tune. Unrealizingly, he retraced the
course of his frenzied flight, past the trees
and bushes “he had hlundered through,
down the slope that led to the Tree's
hollow, through the thinning of the
underbrush to the vory edge of the last
line of follage which macked the valley's

rim,

¥ Now the calling was g0 unbearably

intense, so intolerably sweer that
somelow in its very strength it set free 2
part of his dazed mind as It pessed the
limits of audible things and soared into
ecstasies which no scnses bound. And
though it gripped him ever closer in its
magic, 1 sune part of his brain was wak-
jng into realization, For the firs Lirme
alarm came back into his mind, and by
stow degrees the world returned about
him. He stared stupidly at the grass
moving by wnder his pacing fect. He
lifted a dragging head and saw that the
trees 0o longer rose about him, that a
rwilit clearing stretched away on alt sides
toward the forest rim which circled it,
that the music was singing from some
source so ncat that—that——

‘The Treel ‘Terror leaped within him
like o wild thing. The Tree, quivering
with unbearable clarity in the thick, dim
air, writhed above him, blossoms blazing
with bleody radiance and every hranch
vibrant and uadulant to the tune of that
unholy song, Thes he was aware of the
lovely, luminous whiteness of the
pnestess swaying forward under the
swaying fimbs, her hair sippling back
from the Joveliness of her as she moved,

Choked and frenzied with uareasoning
terror, he mustered every effort that was
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in him to tutn, to run again like 2 mad-
man ‘out of that dreadful hollow, to hide
himself under the weight of ail space
trom the menace of the Tree, And all fre
while he fought, ali the while panic
drammed like mad in_his braia, his te-
lentless bady plodded on straight toward
the hideous loveliness of that siren singer
towering above him. From the Arst he
had felt subconsciously that it was Thag
who called, and now, in the very center
of that ocean of vibrant porwer, be kacw,
Gripped in the music’s magic, he went
oI,

All over the clearing other Lypootized
victims wete advancing slowly, with me-
chanical steps and widé, frantic eyes as
the tree-folk came helplessly to their
god's ealling, He watched a group of
littde, dusky sacrifices pace step by step
neater to the Tree’s vibrant branches,
‘The priestess came forward to meet them
with catstretched arms.  He saw her take
the foremost gently by the hands, Un-
believing, hypnotized with horrified in-
credulity, he watched her lead the rigid
little creature forward under the fabulous
Tree whose linths yoarned downward lLike
hungry snakes, the great flowers glowing
with avid color.

He saw ‘the branches twist out and
lengthen toward the sacrifice, quivering
with eagemess, Then with a tiger's leap
they darted, and the victira was swept put
of the pricstess’ guiding hands up into
the branches that darted round lke
tanpled snakes in a clob that hid him for
an fnstant {from view, Smith heard a high,
shuddermg wail nppk out from that knot
of struggling branches, a dreadiul cry
that held such an infinity of purest horror
and understanding that he could not but
believe that Thag's victims in the moment
of their doom must learn the secret of his
horrar, After that one frightful cry came
silence. In an instant the limbs fell apart
sgain from emptiness. The Little savage
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had melted like smoke among their
wnthmg, too quickly to have been de-
voured, more as if he had been snaeched
inteo another dimension in the instant the
hungry limbs hid him. TFlame-tipped,
avid, they were dipping now toward an-
other wigtim as the priestess paced serene--
Iy forward,

And still Smith's rebetlious feet were
cartying him on, nearer and ncarer the
writhing peril that towered over his
head. The music shrilled like pain, Now
he was so close that be could see the
bungry fowcrnouths In terrible detail as
they faced round toward him. The Embs
quivered and poised like cobras, reached
out ‘with a snakish lengthening, down in-
exorably toward his shuddering helpless-
ness, The priestess was turning her calm
white face toward his,

Those arcs and changing curves of the
branches as they scared were akeh‘:hmg
lines of pure horror whose mieaning he
still could not understand, save that they
decpened in dreadfulness as he peared,
For the Jast time that urgent wonder

mned wp in his mind why—wéy so
simple a thing as this fabulous Trée
should be infused with an indwelling ter-
ror strong enough (o send his innermose
soul {ramic with revulsion. For the fask
time—hecause in that trembling fnstant
a3 he waited for their touch, as the mesic
brimmed wp with wnhcarable, brain-
wrenching intensity, in that one lagt
moment hefore the fower-mouths seized
him—he saw. He understood,

With cyes opened at last by the
instant’s ultimate horror, he saw the real
Thag, Dimly he knew that until now the
thing had been so frightful chat his eycs
had refused to segister its existence, his
brain to ackrowledge the . possibility of
such dreadfulness, It had literally becn
too tertible to. sce, though his instinct
knew the presence of infinite horror, But
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now, in the grip of that mad, hypnotic
song, in the instant before unbearable
-terror cnfolded him, his eyes opened to
full sight, and he saw,

That Tree was only Thag's outline,
sketched three-dimenstanally upon the
twilight. Tes decadfully curving branches
bad been no more than Thag's barest
contours, yet even they had made his
very soul sick with intuitive revulsion.
But tow, seeing the trae horror, his mind
was too numb to do more than register
its presence; Thag, hovering moastrously
between earth and heaven, billowing and
surging up there in the translecent twi-
ight, tethered to the grouad by the
Tree's bending stem and reaching raven-
ously after the hypnotized fodder that
his calling brought helpless into his
clutches. One by one he saatched them
up, one by one absorbed them into the
great, unseeable horror of his being.
That, then, was the reason why they van-
ished so-instantanecusly, sucked into the
concerling folds of & thing too dreadfut
for normal eyes to see,

The priestess was pacing forward.
Above her the branches arched and
leaned. Caught in a timeless paralysis of
horror, Smith stared upward inte the
enormous bulk of Thag while the music
hummed intolerably in his shrinking
brain—Thag, the monstrous thing from
darkness, called up by Ilar in those
long-forgotten times when Mars was a
green  planet,  Foolishly his  brain
wandered among the ramifications of
what had happened so long ago that
time itself had forgotten, refusing to
‘recognize the fate that was upon him-
self, He knew a ringle of respect for the
ages-dead wizard who had dared com-
mand 2 being like this to his services—
this vast, blind, hovering thing, ravenous
for human flesh, indistinguishahle even
now save in those terrible outlines that
sent penic leaping through him with
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every imotion of the Tree’s fearful
symmctey,

Al this flashed through , his ‘dazed
mind in the one blinding instant of
understanding.  Then  the Prlestess'
luminous whiteness swam up before his
hypnotized stare, Her hands were upon
him, gently guiding his mechanical foot-
steps, very gently leading Lim forward
into—into——

TIIE writhing branches struck dowa-
watd, straight for his face. And in
one flashing leap the momeat's infinite
horror gelvanized him out of his paral-
ysis, Why, he could pot have said. It iz
oot given fo many men to know the
ultimate essentials of all horror, concens
trated into one fundamental unit. To
most men it would have had that same
paralyzing effect up to the very inseant of
destruction. But in Smith there must
have been a bed-rock of subtle violence,
an unyielding, inflexible vehemence upon
which the structure of his whole life was
reared. Few men have it. And when thak
ultimate intensity of terror struck the
basic fling of him, reaching down through
mind and soul into the deepest deptlis of
his being, it struck a spark from that in.
flexible barbarian buried at the roots of
him which had force snough to shock
him out of his stupor.

In the instant of release his hand
swept like an unloosed spring, of its own
volitfen, straight fur the butt of his
power-gun. He was dragging it free as
the Ttee's branches snatched him from
its priestess hands, The Are-colored
blossoms Lornt his flesh as they closed
ound him, the hot braches gripping
like the touch of ravenous fingers, The
whole Tree was hot snd throbbing with
a dreadful travesty of Heshly life as it
whipped him aloft into the hovering bulk
of incatnate hortor above,
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In. the instantaneous upward leap of
the flower-tipped limbs Smith foaght like

a demon to free his gun-hend from the -

gripping coils, For:the first -time Thag

knew sebellion in. his very clutches, and

the ostany of that ‘music which had
dinngd- in Smith's ears so strongly “that
by now it seemed almost silence was
swooping down a long arc into wrath,
and the branches tightened with hot in-
sistency, lifting i rebellious offering
into . Thag's monsiwous,  indescrilable
bullk.

But even as they rose, Smith was twist-
ing in their clutch to maneuaver his hand
into & posttion from which he could base
that undulant tree trunk into. nothing-
ness. He knew intuitively the futility of
firing up inte Thag's imponderable mass.
Thag was not of the wozld ho kacw; the
flame blast might well- be harmiess to

that mighty hoverer in the twilight. But

at the Trec’s rook, where Thag's essen-
tial being merged from the imponderable
20 the ‘materisl, rooting in easthly soil,
ke should be vulnerable if he were vul-
nerahle at atl. Struggling in the tight, hot
coils, breathing the pameless essence of
horror, Smith fought to free his hand.

‘Fhe ‘music. that had rung so Jong in
his eats was changing as the branches
lifted Lim higher, losing its melody and
merging by swift degrees into a hum of
vast and vibrant power that deepened in
intensity as the limbs drew him up‘imrd
into Thap's monstrous bulk, the singing
force of a thing mightice than ‘any
dynamo cver built. Blinded and dazed by
the force thundering through. every atom
of his body, he twisted his hand in one
last, convulsive cffort, and fired.

He saw the flame Jeap in o dazzling

gush straight for the trunk below. It

struck. He heard the sizkde of annihilated
matter. He saw the trunk quiver con-
vulsively from the very roots, and the
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~whole fabulous Tree shook once with an.

ominous {remor, Buat before that tremor -
oould shiver up the branches to him the. -
hum of the living dypamo which was.
cusing round his body shrilled up arcs
of pure intensity into a thundering
silence,

‘Then without & momenl’s warning the
world expladed. *So instantanevusly did
all ‘this happen that the gun-blast’s roar
had wot yet echoed into silence before 2
mighfice sound than the brain could
bear exploded owward from the very
center of his -own being. Before the
awful power of it cverything recled into
a shaken oblivion, He¢ felt himself
falling, . .

AQUEER, penetrating light shising
upon his closed eyes toused Smith
by degrees into wakefulness again, He
lifted heavy lids and stared- upward inta
the unwmkmg eye of Mars’ racing nearer
moon, e lay there blinking dazedly foe
a while hefore enough of memory re-
turned to rouse him, Thea he sar up
patnfully, for every fiber of him ached,
and stared round on 4 scene of the wild-
est destruetion, He ]:i'y in the midst of a
wide, mough circe which held nothing
but powdered stone, Ahout i, rising rag-
gedly in the moving moonlight, the
blocks of time-forgodten Hllar loomed.

But they were no Janger piled one
upon another in a rough travesty of the
cily they once had shaped. Some force
mightier than any of man's esplosives
seemed to have hutled thém. with sudh
violence from’ their beds that their very
atoms had heen disrupted by the force
of it, crumbling them jnto dust. And
in the very céntet of the havoe lay Smith,
unierr,

He stared in bewilderment about the
moonlight reips. In the silence it seemed
to him that the very air stitl guivered in
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shocked vibrations, And as he stared he
realized that no force save one could
have wrought such destruction vpon the
ancient stones. Nor was there any explo-
sive known to man which would have
wrought this strange, pulverizing havoc
upon the blocks of Illar. That force had
humeoed unbearably through the living
dynamo of Thag, a foree so powerful that
space itself had bent to cnclose it. Sud-
denly he realized what must have
happened,

Not Hlar, but Thag himself had
warped the walls of space to enfold the
twilit world, and nothing but Thag's
living power could have held it so bent
o sogregate the little, terror-ridden land
inviolate,

Then when the Tree's ooty parted,
‘Thag’s anchorage in the material world
failed and in one great gust of unthink-
#ble énérgy the warped space-wills had
ceased to bend, Those arches of solid
space had snapped back into their
original pattern, hutling the fand and all
its dwellers into—into—— His mind
balked in the effort to picture what must
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have happened, into what ultimare di-
mension those denizens muwst hawe
vanished.

Only himself, enfolded deep in Thag's
very essence, the intolerable power of the
explosion had not touched. So when the
watped spaceturve geased to' be, and
‘Thag's hold upon reality failed, he must
have been dropped back out of the dis-
solving folds upon thé spot where the
‘Tree had stood in the space-cirded world,
through that vanished world-floor inta
the spot be had been snatched from in
the instant of the dim land's dissola-
tion, Jt must have hippened after the
terrible force of the explosion had spent
itself, hefore Thag dared move even him-
self through the walls of changing energy
into his own far land again.

Smitk: sighed and Jifted a hand to his
throbbing head, rising slowly fo his feck.
What time had elapsed he could not
guesd, but he must assume that the Patrol
stilt searched for him, Wearily he set out
across the circle of havoc toward the
nearest shelter which Tllar offered, ‘The
dust rose in ghostly, moonlit clouds under
his feet,
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By ROBERT E. HOWARD

One of the sirangest stories ever written—the tale of a barbatian adventures,
a woman pirare, and a weird roofed city inbabited by the most
peculiar race of men ever spawned

The Story Thas Par

eria, a woman pirate, having de-

serted from a mercenary army on
the Stygian-Darfar border, came, after
tmany days” flight, to a vast forest far to
the south. There their horses were slain
and devoured by 2 dragon, which Conan
maneged to kill with a poisoned spear.
in z plain surrounded by the forest, they
came upon a fantastic city called Xuchot?,
a series of halls and chambers Bnile afl
under one raof, Aoored with a Tambent
red stone and illuminated by means of
skylights and green fire-jewels. At first it
appeared to be deserbeé but later they
discovered it to be inhabited by a tribe
of mongrel Stygians called Tlazittans,
who were divided into rival clans known
a3 Tecuhltli and Xotalancas.

© Waleria saved the fife of & Tecuhktli
named Techotl, - and with him they fled
to the castle of Tecuhltli near the western
gate of the city, pursued by the Xotal-
ancas, who dwelt by the castern gate,
Tecuhltli was ruled over by Prince Olmec
and Princess Tascela, who displayed a
sinister interest in Valetia, Olmec told
the adventurars that half a century ago a
tribe of Tlazitlns had fed Southward
from the Stygidns, and fought their way
thiough the dragon-haunted forest and
found the clry, then occupied by 2 degen-
erate race which had .oace been powerful
magicians, The Thzitlans had destroyed
234

CONAN the Cimnerian, and Val-

them and settled in the city, raled by the
brothers Tecuhitli and Xotalane, and by,
an evil ancient named Tolkemec,

A quaree} over 4 woman had split the
tribe into three clans, of which that of
Tolkemee had been utterly destroyed
twelve years before, Telkemee escaping,
supposedly dying, from the dungeon
where he was thrown. Fear of the
dragons in the forest kept the people
imprisoned in the city, while the feud
reduced the tribe to & handful on each
side.

Red nails driven in an ebon column
denuted the numhber of Xotalancas slain
in the feed, Olmec persuaded Conan
and Valeria to remain and fight for his
dan as mercenaries, They were shown
to separate chambers, and Valeria awoke
during the night to find Yasala, Tascela’s
maid, trying to drag her with the black
lotus. She tried to make the girl explaii
her acHons, but Yasala, fceing from her,
ran down a stair leading to the catacombs
beneath the city, into which old Tolkemec
had dragged his broken body twelve years
before. Valeria heard her scream down
in the darkness, and heard an inbuman,
high-pitched tittering. Returning to her
<hamber she secured her garments and
weapons, meaning to-utge Catian to join
tier in fight from the city-she had begun
te fear. But just as she started for ki3
chamber she heacd 4 sudden’ clamor of
yells and the clash of swords,

The story continues:



RED NAILS

15, Twenty Red Nails

Two watriots lounged in the guard-
room on the floor known as the Tier
of the Eagle. Their attitude was casual,
though habitually alert. An attack on
the great bronze door from withour was
always a possibility, but for many years
no such assault had been attempted on
ejther side.

*“The strangers are strong allies,” said
one. "Olmec will move against the

encmy tomortow, I believe.”
He spoke as a soldier in a war might

"Evou w0 be shifted. he hasled the lmife.”
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have spoken, In the minfarare wotld of
Kuchotl each handful of feudists was an
army, and the empty halls between the
castles was the country over whida they
campaigned.

The other meditated for a space.

“Suppose with their aid we destroy
Fotalane,” he said.  "What then,
Kakmec?”

“Why,” eeturned XKatmec, "we will
drive red nails for them all. The cap-
tives we will burn and {lay and quarter.”

“But afterward?” pursued the other.
“After we have slain themr all? Will it
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not scem sirange, to bave no foes to
fight? All my life I have fought and
hated the Xotalancas, With the feud
ended, what is left?”

Xatmec shrugged his shoulders. His
thoughts had never gone beyond the
destroction of theit foes. They could not
20 heyond that.

Suddenly both men stiffened at a noise
outside the door.

“To the door, Xatmec!" hissed the
last speaker. " shall look through the
Bye—"

Xatmee, sword in hand, leaned against
the bronze door, steaining his ear to hiear
through the mel. His mate looked inw
the mircor, He started convelsively, Men
were chustered thickly oukide the door;
grim, datk-faced men with  swords
gripped in their teeth—and their fingers
thruse inte their ezrr. One who wors 2
feathcred head-dress had a set of pipes
which he set to his lips, and even as
the Tecehltli started o shout a waraing,
the pipes began to skicl,

The cry died in the guard's throat as
the thin, weird piping penetrated the
metal duot and state en his ears. Xabmec
leaned frozen against the doot, as if
paralyzed in that position. His face was
that of o wooden image, his expression
ong of horrified listening. The other
guard, farther removed from the source
of the sound, yet sensed the horror of
what was taking place, the prisly threat
that fay in that demeniac fifing, He
felt the weird strains plucking like un-
seen fingers at the tissues of bis brain,
filling him with alien emotions and im-
pulses of madness. But with a soul+ear-
ing effort he broke the spefl, and
shricked a warning in a voice he did not
recognize as his own.

But ¢ven as he cried out, the music
changed to an unbearable shrilling that
was like a knife in the ear-drams, Xatmec
screamed in sudden agony, and all the
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sanily went out of his face like a fame
blown out in 2 wind, Like a madman he
ripped loose the chain, tore open the dooc
and rushed out {nko the hall, sword lifted
before his mate could stop him, A dozen
blades sttuck him down, and over his
mangled body the Xotalaacas surged mnto
the gnardroem, with a long-drewn,
blood-tnad yeil that sent the unwonted
echoes reverberating,

His brain geeling from the shode of
it all, the remaining guard leaped to mest
them with goring spear, The horror of
the sorcery he had just witnessed was
submerged in the stunning pealization
that the enemy were in Tecuhltli, And
as his spearhead ripped through a dack-
skinoed belly he knew no more, for 2
swinging sword croshed his skull, even as
wild-cyed warriors came pouting in from
the chambers behind the guardroom.

It was the yelling of men and the
clanping of steel that brouglht Conan
bounding from his couch, wide awake
and broadsword in hand, In an instant
he had feached the door and flung it
open, and was glaring ont into the corri-
dor just as Techotl rushed up it, epes
blazing madly,

*The Xotalancas!” he screamed, in a
voice hardly human, "They are within
the doort”

Conan ran down the corridor, even as
Valetiz emerged from her chamber.

“What the devil is it?" she called.

“Techotl says the Xotalancas are in,”
he answered hurriedly, “That racket
sounds like it.”

Wrm the Teauhitli on their heels
they burst into the throneroom and
ware confronted by # scene beyond the
most frantic dream of bload and fusy,
‘Twenty men and wormen, their black hair
strearning, and the white skulls gleaming
on their breasts, were locdked in combak
with the people of Tecuhltli. The women,
W.T—~8
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on both sides fought as madiy as the men,
and already the room and the hall be-
yond were strewn with corpses.

Clmee, naked: bur for a breech-cloat,
was fighting befote his throne, and as the
ardveniurers entered, Tascela ran from an
inner chamber with a sword in her hand,

Xatmee and his mate were dead, so
there was none to tell the Teauhltli how
their foes had fourd their way into theie
citadel. Nor was thete any to say what
had prompted that mad attempt.. But the
{osses.of the Xotalancas had been greater,
their ‘position more desperate, than the

Teeuhltli had keown., ‘The maiming of

their scaly ally, the destruction of the
Butning Skull, and the news, gasped by
a- dying man, that mysteriois whites
skin allies had joined theit enemies; had
driven them to the frenzy of desperation
and the wild determination to die dealing
death {o theic ancient foes.

The Tecubltli, recovering from the first
stunniag shock of the surprize that had
swept therm back “into the thronergom
and littered the floor with their corpses,
fought back with an equally desperate
fury, while the door-guards from the

lower floors came raciag to burl them-

selves into the frap: It was the death-
fight of rabid wolves, blind, panting,
merciless. Back and forth it surged, from
door to dais, blades whickering and strik-
ing inte fesh, blood spurting, feet stamp-
ing the crimsen floor where redder pools
were forming. Ivory tables crashed over,
seats were splintered, velvel hangings
torn down were stained red. It was the
bloody climax of a bloody half-ceatury,
and every man there sensed if.

But the conclusion was inevitable. The
Tecuhltli outnumbered the invaders al-
most two to ane, and they. were heartened
by that fact and by the entrancs into the
-miélée of their light-skinned ailies.

These ¢rashed into the fray with the
devastating effect of & hurcicane plowing

w.T—6
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through a grove of saplings. In sheet.
strength no three Tlazitlans were a match’
for Conan, and in spite of his weight he
was quicker on his feet than aay, of
them, He moved through the whirling,
eddying mass with the surety and de-
structiveness of a gray wolf amidst 2 padc
of alley cars, and he strode over 2 wike
of crumpled figures.

Valeria fought beside. him, het lips
smiling and her eyes blazing, She was-
stronger than the average man, and far-
quicker and more ferocious. Her sword
was like a living thing in hor hand,
Where Conan Dbeat down opposition by
the sheer weight and power of his blows,
breakmg spears, splitting skulls and cleav-
ing bosoms to the breasthone, Valeria
brought into action a finesse of sword-
play that dazzled and bewildered her an-
tagonists before it slew them, Again and
again a warrior, heaving high his heavy
Blade, found her point in his jugulac be-
fore he could stike. Conan, towering
above the field, strode through the wel-
ter smiting right and left, bur Valetix
moved like an illusive pheritom,” con--
stantly shifting, and thrusting and slash-
g a5 she sbifted. Swords missed her
again and agaie as the wielders flaited
the empty air and died with her point in
their hearts or threats, and ber mocking
laughter in their eats.

Neither sex nor condition was consid-
ered by the maddened combatants, ‘The
five women of the Xotalancas were down
with their throats cut hefore Conan and
Waleria entered Lhe fray, and when'a mesn
ot woman wenk down under the stamping
feet, there was ‘always = knife ready for
the helpless throat, of a sandaled foot
eager to.crush the prostrate skull.

From wall te wall, from doac o door
rolled the waves of combat, spilling over
into adjoining chambers. And presently
only Tecahldi and theic white-skicned
allies stood upright in the great throne-
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room. The survivars stored bleakly and
Blankly at each other, Iike survivors after
Judgment Day or the destruction of the
world. On legs wide-braced, hands grip-
ping ootched znd dripping swords, bloed
trickling down their arms, they stared at
one another across the mangled corpses
of fricnds and foes. They had no breath
left to shout, but a hestial mad howling
tose from their lips. It was not a human
cry of eriumph, It was the howling of a
rabid wolf-pack stalking among the bod-
ies of its victims.

Conan canght Valeria's arm and furmed
her about.

“You've got = stab in the calf of your
leg,” he growied..

She glanced down, for the fiest time
aware of 3 stinging in the muscles of her
leg. Some dying man on the floor had
fleshed his dagger with his last effort.

"You look like a butcher yourself,” she
Teughed,

He shook 2 red showet from his hands,

“Not mine, Oh, a scratch here and
there. MNothing to bother about. But that
calf ought to be bandaged.”

Oumc came through the licter, look-
ing fike a ghou! with his naked mas-
sive shoulders splashed with blood, and
his black beard dabbled in crimson. His
eyes were red, like the reflection of flame
on black water.

"We have won!” he croaked dazedly.
**The feud is ended! The dogs of Hota-
lanc lie dead! Oh, for a captive to flay
alive! Yet it is good to look upon their
dead faces. Twenty dead dogs! Twenty,
red nails for the black columni”

“You'd best see to your wounded,”™
gruated Conan, turning away from him,
Here, girl, let me see that leg."”

"Wait 2 minute!” she shook him off
impatiently, The fire of fighting stil
burned brightly in her soul. “"How de
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we koow these ate all of them? ‘Thess
might hzve come on 2 raid of their own.™

"They would nct split the clan on a
foray iike this,” said Olmee, shaking his
head, and regaining some of his ordinaty,
intelligence. Without his purple robe the
man seemed less like a prince than some
repellent beast of prey. T will stake my
head upon it that we have shain them all.
There were less of them than I dreaned,
and they must have been desperate. But
how came they in Tecuhlti?”

Tascela came forward, wiping her
sword on her naked thigh, and holding
in her other hand an ebject she had taken
from the body of the feathered leader of
the Xotatancas,

“The pipes of madness,’” she said. Al
wattior tells me that Xabtmee opencd the
door to the Xotalancas and was cut dowe
as they stormed into the guardroom. This
warrior came to the guardmom from the
inner hall just in time to see it happen
and to hear the Jast of 2 weird steain of
music which froze his very soul, Tolke-
mec used to talk of these pipes, which the
Kuchetlans swore ‘were hidden some-
where in the catacombs with the bones
of the ancient wizard who used them in
his liferime, Somehow the dogs of Xota
lanc found them and learned their se-
cret.”

“Somehody cught to ga fo Xotlene
and sce if any remain alive,” said Conan.
“"I'll go if somebody will guide me.”

Qlmec glanced at the remnants of his
people. There were only tweaty left
zlive, and of these several lay groaning
on the floor. Tascelz was the only one of
the Tecuhltli who had escaped without
a wound. The princess was untouched,
though she had fought g5 savagely as any,

“Whe will go with Conan to Xota-
lanc?"* asked Olmec,

Techotl limped forward, The wound.
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in his thigh had started bleeding afresh,
and he had ansther gash actoss his ribs.
"I will go!”

“No, you wou't,” vetoed Conan, “And
ymuf're not going either, Valeria. In a lit-
tle while that leg will be getting stiff.”

“I will go,” volunteered a watrior, who

was kootting a bandage abont a slashed.

forcaem,

“Very well, Yanath. Go with the Cim-
merian.  And you, too, Topal.” Olmec
indicated another man whose injuries
were slight. “But first aid us to lift the

badly wounded off these couches -where.

weé may bandage their hurts.”

This was dune quickly. As they stooped
to pick up 2 womah who had been
stupned by a war-chub, Olmec’s beard

hrushed Topal's car.” Conan thought the.

prince muttered something to the ware-
tior, but he could ot be sure.. A few
moments later he was leading his com-
panieas down the hall,

“Coman glanoed back as he went out the.

door, at that- shambles whers the dead

lay on the smoldering floer, blood-stalned-

dark limbs knotted in attitndes of fierce

‘muscular efforr, dark fares frozen in

masks of hate, glassy eyes glaring up at
the green fire-jewels which bathed the
ghastly scene in a dusky emerald witch-
Jight. -Among the dead the living moved
aimlessly, like people moving in a trance.
Conan heard Olmec call 2 woman and di-
rect her to bandage Valeria's leg. The
pirate followed the woman jnto an ad-
joining chamber, already begioning to
limp slightly,

"arILY the two Tecuhitli led Conan
‘along the hall beyond the bronze
door, and through chamber after cham-
ber shimunering in'the green fire, They
saw 0o obe, heatd no sound. After they
crossed Uhe Great Hall which bisected the

city from north to south, their caution

was increased by the sealfzation of theiz
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nearness to enemy tereitory, But chaime
bers and halls lay empty to heic wary.
gaze, and they came at last slong a-broad
dirn hallway and halted before a bronze
door similar to the Eagle Door of Tecuhl-.
th, Gingedy they tried i, and ‘it opened:
sitently” under - theit fingers. “Awed, they,
stared into the geeen-lit chambers beyond. -
Tor fifty years no Tecubltli had entered
those halls save as 4 prisoner going to a
hidecus doom, - To go to, ¥otalanc had-
been the nlitimate horfor that could befall
a man of the western castle. ‘The terror
of it had stalkrd through their dreams
since eartiest childhood, To Yanath: znd
Topal that bronze door was like the por-
tal of heil

They cringed back, unrcamnmg hotrot
in their ¢yes, and Coman pushed pa.st
them and strode into Xotalanc.

Timidly they followed him, As each
man set £oot over the threshald he stared
and glared wildly about him. But only
their quick, burried beeathing disturbed
the silesde,

They bad come jnto a square guard-
room, like that behind the Fagle Door of
Tecubldli, and, similarly, a Ball fan away,
from it to a broed chamber that was a
counterpart-of Olmec’s throneroom.

-Conan glanced Jown the hall with its
rugs and divans and hangings; and steod.
listening intently, He heard no noise, and.
the roomes had an emply fecl. He did oot
believe there were any Notalancas ‘left
alive fn Xuchotl,

“Come on,” he muttered, and started
down the hall,

He had not-gone far whon he was
aware that only Yanath was following
him. Hu wheeled back {o.see Topal
standing in an attitude of horror, one arm
out as. if o fond off -some threatening
pe_ri!, his distended cyes fixed with hyp-
notic intensity, on. something protruding
from behind a divan,

“NWhat the devil?” Then Comn saw
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what Topal was staring at, and he felt'a
faint twitching of the skin between -his
giaat shoulders. A mopstrous head pras
truded from behind the divan, a reptilian
head, broad g3 the head of 2 crocodile,
with down-curving fangs that projected
over the lower jaw, Bt there was an yn-
natural limpness about the thing, and the
hideous eyes were glazed,
« Conan peered behind the couch. It
was & preat serpent whith lay theré limp
jn death, but such a serpent as he had
never seen in his wendetings, The reck
and chill of the deep black carth were
gbout it, and its color was an indetermi-
nable hue which changed with each new
angle from which he surveyed ir, A great
wound in the neck showed what had
caused its death.

"H is the Crawlor!” whispcred Yanath,

“It's the thing I slashed on the stair,”
gounted Conan. “After it trsiled us to
the Eagle Door, it dragyed itelf here to

die; How could the Xotalancas contml__

such 2 brute?”

The Tecubitli shivered and shook their
heads,

“They brought it up from the black
tunnels befow the catacombs, They dis-
covered secrets unknown to Teculltli”

“Well, it's dead, and if they'd had any
more of them, they'd have bronght them

alorig when they came to Tecuhlthi. Come
e

;Ifhe')' crowded clase at his hecds as he

strode down the hall and theust on the

stlver-wotleed door at the otber end.

“If we don't find anybody oo this
floor,” be said, "we'll descend into the
lower floors, We'll explore otalanc
froin the roof to the catacombs, Tf Xota-
lanc is like: Tecubltli; all the rooms and
halls in this tier will be lighted—what
the devill”

They had come into the broad throne--

chamber, so similar -to thet one in Te

cuhlth. There were the same jade dais
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and fvory seat; the same divans, rugs and
bangings on the walls. No bladk, red-
scarred colum stood behind the thrones
dais, but evidences of the grim fead were
not lacking,

Ranged along the wall hehind the dais
were rows of glass-covered shelves,  And
ont those shelves hundteds of human
heads, perfectly preserved, stared at the
startled watchers with emotionless eyes, as
they had stared for only the gods knew
how many months-and years.

TDPAL muttered a enrse, hut Yanath
stood silent, the mad lighe growing
in his wide cyes, Conan frowned, know-
ing that Tlazitlan sanity was hu.ng on'a-
hair-trigger.

Suddenly Yanath pointed to the ghastly
relics with 2 bwitching finger.

“There is my brother's head!™ he mug-
maured. "And there is my father's younger'
brather! And there beyond them is my,
sister’s eldest son!”

Suddenly lie began to weep, dry-eyed,
with harsh, loud scbs that shook his’
frame. He did not take his eyes from the
heads. His sobs grew shriller, changed fo
frightful; high-pitched langhter, and that
in torn became an unbearable screaming.
Yanath was stark mad.

Conan laid a hand on his shoulder, and
as if the touch had refeased all the frenzy
in his soul, Yanath screamed and whirled,
striking at the Cimmerian with his sword,
Conan-parried the blow, and Topal tried
to catch Yanath's arm. But the madman
avoided him and with froth flying from
his lips, he drove hLis sword deep into
Topal's body. Topal. sank down with a
groan, and Yanath whirfed for an instant
like a craxy dervish; then he rin ab the
shelves and began hack_mg at the glas”
with his sword, screcching blasphemosly.

Conan sprang at him from behind, try--
ing to.catch him unaware and disafm him,
but the madman wheeled a0d lunged. at
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him, screaming like a lost soul, Realizing
that the wartior was hopelessly insane, the
Cimmerian side-stepped, and as the ma-
niac went past, he swung a, cut that sev-
ered the shoulder-bone and breast, and
dropped the man dead beside his dying
victim,

Conan bent over Topal, seeing that the
man was at his last gasp. Tt was useless
to seck t stanch the blood gushing from
the horrible wound.

"You're done for, Topal," grunted Co-
nan, Aoy word you want to send to
your people?”

“Bend closer,” gasped Topal, and Co-
nan complied—and an  instant later
caught the man’s weist as Topal struck
at his breast with a dagger.

“"Crom!" swore Conan, “Are you mad,
too?”

"Olmec ordered -it!' gasped the dying

" know not why, As we lifted the
wounded upon the couches he whispered
to me, bidding me to slay you as we re-
turned to Tecohltli " And with the
name of his clan on his lips, Topal died,

Conan scowled down at him in puzale-
ment. ‘This whole affair had an aspect
of lunacy, Was Olmec mad, too? Were
all the Tecuhltli madder than he bad real-
fzed? With a shrug of his shoulders he
strode down the hall and out of the
bronze door, leaving the dead Tecuhlli
Iying befote the staring dead eyes of their
kinsmen’s heads,

Conan needed no guide back through

the labyrinth they had traversed. His.

primitive instinct of direction led him un-
erringly along the route they had come.

He traversed it as warily as he had be-

fore, his sword in his hand, and his epes
fiercely searching cach shadowed nook
and corper; for it was his former allics
he feared now, not the ghosts of the slain
Xotalancas,

He had crossed the Great Hall and en-
tered the diambers beyond when he heard

341

something moving ahead of him-—some-
thing which gasped and panted, and
maved with a strange, floundering, scram-
bling noise, A moment Jatee Conan saw
a man crawling over the flaming floor to-
ward him—a man whose progress left 2
broad bloody smear oo the smoldering
surface, It was Techotl and his eyes wete
already glazing: from a deep gash in his
brcast blood gushed steadily between the
fingers of his clutching hand, With the
other he clawed and hitched himself
along,

" “Coran,” ke cried chokingly, “'Co-
nant Olmec has taken the yellow-haired
woman!”

“So that's why he told Topal to kit
me!” murmured Conan, dropping to his
knee beside the man, whe his expetienced
eye told him was dying, “"Olmec isn't so
mad s I thought.”

Techotl's proping fingers plucked at
Cenan'’s arm. In the cold, loveless and
altogether hideous life of the Tecublth
his admiration and affection for the ia-
vaders from the outer world formed a
warm, human oasis, constituted a tie that
connected him with 4 more natural hu-
manity that was totally lacking in his fel-
lows, whose only emotions were hate, lust
and the urge of sadistic cruelty.

"I sought to oppose him,” gurgled
Techotl, bloed bubbling frothily to his
lips. “But he struk me down. He
thought he had slain me, but { crawled
away, Ah, Set, how far 1 have cawled
in my own blood! Bewars, Conan! Ol
mec may have set an ambosh for your ¢+
turn! Slay Olmec! He is a beast. ‘Take
Valeria and fiee! Fear not to traverse the
forest. Olmec and Tascela lied zbout the
dragops. They slew each other years apo,
ajl save the strongest. For a dozen yeats
there has heen only one dragon. 3 you
have slzin him, there is naught in the for-
st to harm you, He was the god Olmee
worshipped; and Olmec fed human sacri-,
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fices to him, the very old and the very
young, bound and hurled from e wall,
Hasten! Olmec has taken Valeria to the
Chamber of the——"

His head slumped down and he was
dead before it came to rest on the flooe.

ONAN sprang up, his eyes like live

coals, So that was Oltnec’s game,
having first used the strangers to destroy
his foes! He should have known that
something of the sort would be going on
in that black-bearded degencrarc’s mind,
" The Cimmetian started towaed Tecahl-
ti with reckless speed. Rapidly he reck-
cned the numbers of his former allies.
Only twenty-one, counting Olmec, had
sutvived that hendish battle in the throme-
room. ‘Three had died since, which left
seventeet cneies with which to reckon.
In his rape Conan felt capable of account-
ing for the whole clan single-handed,

But the innate craft of the wilderness
rose tor guide his berserk rage. He re-
membered Techotl's warning of an am-
bush. It was quite probable that the
prince would make such provisions, on
the chance that Topal might have failed
to carry out his order. . Olmer would be
expecting him o return by the same route
he had followed in going to Xotalanc.

Conzn glenced up at a skylight under
which he was passing and canght the
blutred glimmer of stars. They had not
yet begun to pale for dawn. The events
of the might had been crowded inte a
compagatively short space of time.

He turned aside from his direct course
and descended 2 winding staircase to the
flogr below, He did aot know whete the
door was to be found that let into the
castle g that {evel, but he knew he could
find it. How he was to force the locks he
did nat know; he believed that the doors
of Tecubltli would all be locked and
bolted, if for ao other reason than the
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habits of half » rentury, But there was
nothing clse but g0 attemnpt it,

Sword in hand, he hurried noiselessly on
through a maze of green-lit or shadowy,
rooms and halls, He knew he must be
near Teewhldi, when a sound bronght
him up short. He recognized it for what
it was—a human being trying to ay out
through 2 stifling gag. It came from
somewhere ahead of him, and to the left.
In those deathly-still chambers a small
sound cartied a long way,

Conan turned aside and went seeking
after the sound, which continued to be -
peated. Prescotly he was glaring through
& doorway upon a weitd scene. In the
roam into which he was looking 2 low
rack-like frame of iton lay ea the floor,
and a giant figure was bound prostrate
upon it. His headl rested ona bed of
irgn spikes, which were already crimson-
pointed with blood where they had
pierced his scalp, A pealiar harness-like
contrivance was fastened about his head,
though in such 4 manner that the leather
band did not protect his scalp from the
spikes, This harness was connected by a
slender chain to the mechanism that up-
held a huge iron ball which was sus-
pended above the captive’s hairy breast,
As long as the man could force himself
to remain motionless the iron ball hung
in its plage. But when the pain of the
iron points caused him to lift his head,
the ball iurched downward a few inches.
Presently his aching neck muscles would
ne Jengee support his head in its vnnaka-
«al position and it would fali bads on the
spikes again. It was obvious that eventu-
ally the ball would crush him to 2 pulp,
slowly and inexorably, The victim was
gagped, and above the gag his great black
ox-eyes rofled wildly toward Hic man in
the doorway, who stood in silent amaze-
ment, ‘The man on the rack was Olmee,
prince of Teeuhlthi,
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6. The Byer of Tarscela

"WHY did you bring me into this
3 chamber to bandage my legs?”
demanded Valeria, "Couldn’t you have
dong it just as well in the thronetoom?"

8he sat on a couch wich her wounded
leg extended upon it, and the Tecuhlili
woman had just bound it with silk ban-
dagrs. Valeria's red-stained sword Iay on
the couch beside her.

She frowned as she spake. The worman
had done her task silently and eficiently,
but Valeria liked neither the lingering,
catessing touch of her stim fingers nor
the expression in her eyes.

“They have {aken the rest of the
wounded into the other chambers,” an-
swered the woman in the soft speech of
the Tecuhitli women, which somehow did
not suggest efther softpess or gentleness
in the speakers. A little while before, Va-
leriz had seen this same woman stab a
Xotalanca woman through the breast and
gtamp the eyeballs out of 2 wounded
Xotalanca man,

“They will be carrying the corpses of
the dead down intoe the cetacombs,” she
added, “lest the ghosts escape into the
chambers and dwell there.

"De you believe in ghosts?" asked Va-
Ieria.

"1 know the ghost of Tolkernee dwells
in the catacombs,” she answered with a
shiver, "Once I saw it, as I crouched in
& crypt among the bones of 2 dead queen,
1t passed by in the form of an ancient
man with Aowing white beard god locks,
and luminous eyes that ‘blazed in the
darkoess. It was Tolkemee: T saw him
Yving when I was a child and he was be-
ing tortured.”

Her voice sank to a fearful whisper:
"QOlmee langhs, but I Erow Tolkemee's
ghost dwells in the catacombs! They say
it-is:rats which-gnaw- the-flesh from-the
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bones of the newly dead—but ghosts eat
flesh, Who knows but that——"

She glanced up quickly as a shadow
fell across the couch, Valerda fooked up
to sce Glmec gazing down at her. The
prince had cleansed his hands, torse and
beard of the blood that had splashed
them; but he had not donned his robe,
and his great dark-skinned hairless body
and limbs renewed the impression of
strength Destial in its natere. Flis deep
black eyes burned with & more elemeatal
light, and there was the suggestion of o
twitching in the fingers that tugged at his
thick blue-black beaed.

He stared fixedly at the woman, and
she rose and glided from the chamber.
As she passed through the door she cast
a look over her shoulder at Valedda, a
glance full of cynical derision and ob-
stene mockery.

**She has done a durmnsy job,” criticized
the prince, coming to the divan and bend-
ing over the bandage. "Let me see——"

With 1 quickoess amezing in one of
his butk he snarched her sword and threw
it across the chamber, His next move was
ta caich her in his glant arms.

Quick and unexpected as the move was,
she almost matched it: for even as he
grabbed her, her dirk was in her hand and
she stabbed murderously at his throat.
More by luck than skill he caught her
wrist, and then began a savage wrestling-
match. She fought him with fsts, feet,
knees, teeth and nails, with all the
strength of her magnificent body and afl
the knowledge of hand-to-hand fighting
she had acquired in her years of roving
and fighting on sca and land, It availed
her nothing against his brute strength.
She lost her dirk in the fitst moment of
contact, and thereafter found bherself
powetless to inflice any appreciable pain
on her giant attacker,

‘The blaze in his weird black eyes did
not alter, and their expression filed her
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with fury, fanned by the sardonic smile
that seemed carved upon his bearded lips,
Those eyes and that smile contzined all
the cruel cynicism that seethes below the
surface of a sophisticated and degenerate
race, and for the first time in Ler Iife Va-
ferla expericnced fear of 2 man, It was
like steuggling against some huge elemen-
tal force; bis iron acms thwarted her ef-
forts with an ease thet sent panic facing
through her limbs. He seemed impervi-
cus to any pain she could inflit. Only
once, when she sank her white teeth sav-
agely into his wrst so that the blood
started, did he react. And that was to
buffet ber btutally upon the side of the
bead with his open hand, so that stars
flashed before her epes and her head
rolled on her shoulders,

Her shirt had been torn open in the
struggle, and with cynical cruelty he
rasped his thick beard across her bare
breasts, bringing the blood to suffuse the
fair skin, and fetching 2 cry of pain and
outraped fury from her, Her convulsive
sesistanre was useless; she was crushed
down on a couch, disarmed and panting,
her eyes blazing up ab him like the eyes
of a trapped tigress.

A moment Yater he was hurrying from
the chamber, careying her in his arms.
She made oo resistence, but the smolder-
ing of her eyes showed thak she was un-
conquered In spirif, at least. She had not
cried out. She knew that Conso was not
within cafl, and i did not oceur to her
that any in Tecehlili would oppose theic
prince. But she noticed that Olmec went
stealthily, with his head on one side as if
listening for sounds of pursuit, and he
did net return to the throne chamber. He
cartied her through a door that stood op-
posite that through which he had entered,
crossed another room and began stealing
down 2 hall. As she became convinced
that he feared some opposition to the ab~
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duclion, she threw back her head and
screamed at the top of her lusty voice,

She was rewarded by a slap that half
stunned her, and Olmec quickened his
pace to 2 sharabling run,

But her oy had been echoed, 1nd twists
ing her head about, Valeria, through the
tears and stas§ that parcly blinded her,
saw Techot! limping after them,

Olmec tumed with 2 sparl, shifting the
worman to an vncomfortable end certzinly
undignified posion under one huge arm,
where he held her writhing and kicking
vainly, like a child.

“'Olmect" protested Techotl. *You can-
not be such a dog as to do this thing! She
s Conan’s woman! She belped us slay
the Xotalancas, and——"

WJ.THOUT a word Olmec halled his
: free hand into a hoge fst and

Aaed oal,

stretched the we wartior
at his feet. Stooping, and hindered not
at all by the stmggles and imprecations
of his captive, he drew Techotl's sword
from its sheath and stabbed the wastior
in the breast. Then casting aside the wea-
pon he fled on along the corridor. He
did not see 2 woman's dark face pret cau-
tiously after him from behind a hang-
ing. It vanished, and presently Techotl
groaned and stirred, rose dazedly and
staggered drunkenly away, calling Ce~
Tan's name.

Olmee huried on down the eorridor,
and descended a winding ivory staircase,
He crossed several corzidoss and halted at
last in a broad chamber whose doors were
veiled with heavy tapestries, with one ex-
ception—a heavy brooze door similar to
the Door of the Eagle on the upper door,

He was moved to rumble, poiating to
it: "That is one of the outer doors of
Tecubltl, For the first time in fifty years
it is onguarded, We need not guaed it
now, for Xokalang is no more,"™
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™Thanks to Conan and me, you bloody
roguel” sneered Valeria, trembling with
fury and the shame of physical coercion.
“You treacherovs dog! Conan will cut
your throat for this!”

Olmec did not bother to voice his be-
licf that Conan’s own gullet had already
been severed according to his whispered
command. He was too viterly gynical to
be at all interested in her thoughts oc
opinions. His flame-lit eyes devoured her,
dwelling burningly on the generous ex-
panses of cJear white flesh exposed where
her shirt and breeches had been torn in
the struggle.

“Forget Conan,” he said thickly, "Ol-
mec is lord of Xuchotl. Xotalanc is ao
more, Thete will be ne more fighting.
We shall spend cur lives in drinking and
love-making. First let us drink!”

He scated himself on an ivory table
and pulled her down on his knees, like a
dark-skioned satyr with a white nymph in
his arms, Ignoring her un-nympllike pro-
fanity, he held her helpless with one
great arm abour her waist while the sther
reached across the table and secured a
vessel of wine.

"Drink!" he commanded, forcing it to
her lips, 25 she writhed her head away.

The liquor slopped over, stingiag her
lips, splashjng down on her naked breasts,

“Your guest docs ot like your wine,
Qlmec,” spoke 2 cool, sardonic voire.

Olmece stiffened; fear grew in bis flam-
ing eyes. Slowly he swung his great head
ghunt and stared at Tascela who posed
negligently in the curtaiced doorway,
one hand on her smooth hip, Valeda
twisted hersell about in his iron grip, and
when she met the burping eyes of Tas-
cela, a chill tingled along her supple
spine, New expericnces were Hooding
Valeria’s proud soul that night, Recently
she had learned to fear a man: now she
kaew what it was to fear 2 woman.

Olmec sar motionless, a gray patlor
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growing under his swarthy skin, Tascelz
brought her other hand from behind her
and displayed a small gold vessel,

¥ feared she would not like your wine,
Olmec,” purred the princess, "s¢ [
brought some of mine, some I brought
with me Jong ago from the shores of Lake
Zuad —do you mderstand, Olmec?”

Beads of sweat stood out suddenly on
Olmec’s brow. His muscles relaxed, and
Valeria broke away and pat the table be-
tween them, But though reason told her
to dart from the room, some fascination
she could rot understand held her rigid,
watching the some,

Tascela came toward the seated prince
with a swaying, undulating walk that was
mockery in itself, Her voice was soft,
slurringly caressing, but her eyes gleatned.
Her slim fingers stroked his beard fightly,

“You are selfish, Olmee,” she crooned,
smiling. “You would keep our hand.
some guest to yourself, thoagh vou knew
I wished fo entertain her. You are much
at faule, Clmer!™

The mask dropped for an instant; her
cyes flashed, her face was contorted and
with an appalling show of strength her
hand locked convulsively in his beard and
tore cut 2 great handful. This evidence
of unnatural strength was ne more terri-
fying than the momentary baring of the
hellish fury that raged under her bland
extering,

Olmec luerhed up with 2 roar, and
stoud swayiag like a bear, his mighty
hands dlenching and unclenching.

“Stut!” His booming voice filled the
room,  "Witch!  She-devil! ‘Tecuhltli
should have slain you fifty vears ago! Be-
gone! I have endured too much from pou!
This white-skinned wench is mine! Get
hence before I stay you!”

The princess laughed and dashed the
blood-stained strands inte his face. Her
laughter was less merciful than the ting
of fliok on steel.
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"Once you spoke otherwise, Otmec,™
the tavinted, “Once, in yout youth, you
spoke words of love, Aye, you were my
lover once, years ago, and because you
Foved me, you slept in iy arms beneath
the enchonted lotus—and thereby put into
my hands the chains fhat enslaved you.
You know you cannot withstand me, You
know 1 have but to gaze into your epes,
with the mystic powcr a priest of Stygia
frught me, long ago, and you are powet-
less. You temember the night beneath
the black lotus that waved above us,
stirred by no worldly breeze; you scent
again the unearthly perfumes that stole
and rose ke a cloud about you to enslave
you. You cannol fight against me. You
are my slave 4s you wore that night—as
you shall be so long as you shall live,
Olestee-of Xuchotl!”

HER voice had sunk to a murmur iike
the rippling- of & strcam sunning
through starhit darkness, She leaned close
to the prince and spread her long taper-
ing fingery wpon his giant breast. His
eyes glazed, his great hands fell limply
to his sides.

With a smile of cruel malice, Tascela
Lifted the vessel and placed i o his lips,

“'Drink!”

Mechanieally the prince obeyed. And
instantly the glaze passed from his cycs
and they wete flonded with fury, compre-
hension and an awful fear. His mouth
maped, but no sound isszed. For an jn-
stant he reeled on buckling fmees, and
then fafl in a sodden heap on the floor.

His fall jolted Valeria out of her pa-
salysis. She turned and sprang toward the

door, but with & movement that would .

have shamed a lcaping panther, Tascela
wag before her, Valeria serack at her with
her cdtenched fist, and all the power of her
suppte body behind the blow. It would
have stretched a fman - senseless on the

ftoor, But with a $ithe twist of her torso,
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Tascela avoided the blow and caught the
pirate’s wrist. ‘The pext instint Valeria's
left hand was imprisoned, and holding
her wrists fogether witlt one hapd, Tas-
cela calmly bound them with a cord she
drew from her girdle. Valeria thought
she had tasted the ultimate in’ humilia-
tion already thar night, but her shame at
being manhandled by Olmec was nothing
to the sensations that now shook hee sup-
ple frame. Valeria had always been in-
clined to despise the other members of
her sex; and it was overwhelming to en-
counter another woman who contd handte
her Jike a child, She gearcely resisted at
all when Tascela forced her into a chair
and diswing her ‘bound weists down be-
tween her koees, fastened them to the
chair,

Casmally stepping over Olmee, Tascela
walked to the bronze door and shot the
bolt and threw it open, revealing 2 halls
way without.

“Opening upon this hall,” she re-
marked, speaking to her feminine captive
for the frst time, “there is 2 chamber
which in old times way used as a tortore
room, When we retired foto ‘Tecuhbitl,
we brought most of the apparatus with
us, but there was one piece too heavy to
move. It iy still in working order, I think
it will- he guite convenient now.’”

‘An undetstanding fame of terror rose
in Olmet’s wyes. Tasoela strode badk to
him, bent and gripped him by the hait.

“He is only paralyzed temporarily™
she remerked conversationally, “He can
hear, think, and fect—aye, he can feel
very welt indeed!”

With which sinister observation she
started toward the dvor, dragging the
giant butk with an ease ihat made the
pirate’s cyes difate, She passed into the
hall and moved down it without hesita-
tien, presently disappearing with her cap-
tive into a chamber thiat opened-info ‘it,
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and whence shorily thereafter issued the
clank pf iron. :

Valeriz swore softly and tugged vain-
Yy, with her legs braced against the chair,
The cords that confined her were appar-
eatly unbreakable.

Tascela presently returned alone; be-
hind her 2 muffled groaning issued from
the chamber. She closed the door but did
not bolt it. Tascelz was beyond the grip
of habit, as she was beyond the touch of
other human instincs and emotions.

" Waleria sat dumbly, watrhing the wo-
man in whose slim hands, the pirate
realized, her destiny now rested.

Tascela grasped her yellow locks and
forced back her head, looking imperson-
ally down into her face. Bur the glitter
in her dark eyes was not impersonal.

1 have chosen you for a great honor,”
she said, "You shall restore the youth of
Tascela, Oh, you stare at that! My ap-
pearance is that of youth, but through
wy veins creeps the slaggish chill of ap-
proaching age, as T have felt it a thonsand
times ‘before, 1 am ofd, 5o old I do not
remember my childhood. Bt | was a
girl onice, and a priest of Stygia loved me,
and geve me the secret of immortality
and youth evetlasting. He died, then—
some said by paison, But I dwelt in my
palace by the shores of Lake Zunad and
the passing years rouched me not. So at
last 2 king of Stygia desired me, and my
people rebelled and Brought me to this
land; Olmec called me a princess, T am
not of royal blood. -T am greater than 2
princess. I am Tascelz, whose youth your
ownt glodous youth shall restore.”™

Valeria'y tongue clove to the roof of
her mouth, She sensed here a mystery
darker than the degeneracy she had an-
ticipated. '

The taller wornan unbound the Aqui-
lonian's wrists and puiled her to her fect.:
1t was not fear of the dominant streagth
that lurked in the princess’ limbs that
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made Valeria a helpless, quivering cap-
tive in her hands. It was the burning,
hypnotic, terrible eyes of Tascels,

7. He Comes fram the Dark

“WELL, I'm 2 Kushite!™
Conan glared down at the man
oty the iron rack.

"What the devil are you doing on that
thing?"

Incoherent sounds fssued from behind
the gag and Conan bent and tore it away,
evoking 2 bellow of feat from the cap-
tive; for hiz action caused the iron ball
to lurch down until it nearly toudred the
broad breast. i

“Be cacefol, for Set's sake!” begged
Olmec,

“What for?” demanded Conan, “Do
wou think I care whet happens to you? I
only wish T had titne to stay here and
watch that chunk of jton grind your guts
out. But I'm in 2 hory, Where's Va-
leria?™

“Loose. me!” utged Olmec,
tell you all”

“Telt me first,”

“"Never!" The prince’s heavy jaws set
stubbomly. :

“All fght.” Conan seated himself on,
a near-by bench, “I'Hl find her myself,
after you've been reduced to a jelly. I
believe I can speed op that peocess by
twisting my sword-point around in yous
ear,” he added, cxtending the weapon
experimentally.

“Waitl” Words came in a rush from
the captive’s ashy lips. “Tascela took her
from me. I've never been anything but
a puppet in Tascela's hands.”

“Tascela?” snorted Conan, and spat.
“Why, the filthy—- "

“Ne, no!” panted Otmec. “Tt's worse
than you think. Tascelz is old—cearuries
old. She renews her life and ker youth
by the sacrifice of beautiful young wo-

"I will
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men. That's one thing that has reduced
the clan to its present state. She will
diaw the essence of Valeria's life into her
own body, and bloom with fresh vigor
and beauty.”

“Are the doors locked?” asked Conan,
thumbing his sword edge.

“Aye! But I know a way to get into
‘Fecohltli, Only Tascela and Y know, and
she thinks me hefpless and you slain,
Free me and I swear I will help you res-
ene Valetia,. Without my help you can-

not win into Techultli; for cven if yon

tortured me into revealing the secret, you
couldn't wotk it. Let me go, and we will

steal on Tascela and kill her before she

can work magic—before she can frx her
eyes on ws, A kaife thoown from behind
will do the work. I should have killed
her thus long ago, but 1 feared that with-
out her to aid us the Xotalancas wonld
overcome us. She necded my help, too;
that's the only reason she let me live this
Tong. Now neither needs the other, and
one mugt die. T swear that when we
have shin the witch, you and Valeria
shall go free witheut harm. My people
will obey me when Tascela is dead.”
Copan stooped and cut the ropes that
held the prince, and Olmec slid cautious-
ly from under the great ball and rose,
shaking his head like 2 bull and mutter-
ing imprecations as he fingered his lac-
erated scalp, Standing shoulder to shoul-
det the two men presented a formidable
picure of primitive power. Olmec was
as talt as Conan, and heavier; but there
was something repellent about the Tl
zitlan, something abysmal and monstrous
that contrasted wnfavorably with the
clean-cut, compact hardness of the Cim-
merian. Conan had discarded the rem-
nants of his tattered, blood-soaked shirt,
and stood with his remarkable muscular
deyelopment impressively revealed. His
great shoulders were 2s broad as those of
Olmec, and moze cleanly outlined, and
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his huge breast arched with a more im-
pressive sweep to a2 hard waist that
lacked the paunchy thickness of Olmec's
midsection, He might have beenan im-
age of primal strength axt out of hronze,
Olmec was dacker, but not from the
buming of the sun. If Conan was a fig-
ute qut of the dawn of Time, Olmec was
a shambling, somber shape from the
darkness.of Time's pre-dawn, .

“Lead on,"” demanded Conan. “And
keep 2head of me, I doa’t trust you any,
farther than I can throw a bull by the
fail.”

Olmec turned and stalled on ahead of
him, one hand twitching slightly as it
plucked at his matted beard.

OLMEC did not Jead Conan back to.
the bronze door, which the prince
namrally supposed Tascela had lodced,
but to 2 certain chamber on the border
of Tecuhitl,

"This secret has been guarded for half
a century,” he said, “Not even our own
dan knew of it, and the Xotalancas never
leamned, Fecuhitli himself built this se-
cret entrance, afterward slaying the slaves
who did the work; for he feared that he
might find himself locked out of his own
kingdom some day because of the spite
of Tascela, whose passion for him soon
changed to hate.- But she discovered the
secrct, and harred the hidden door against
him one day as he fled back from an un-
successful raid, and the Xotalancas took
him and flaged him. But once, spying
upon her, 1 saw her enter Teahltli by
this ronte, and so tearned the secret.”

He pressed gpon a gold ornament in
the wall, and a panel swung inward, dis-
closing an ivory stair leading upwatd,

“This stair is bullt within the wall,"
said Olmec. “'It leads up to a tower upon
the roof, and thence other stairs wind
down to the various chambers, Hasten!”

“After you, comrade!” retorted Conan



satirically, swaying his broadsword as heé
spoke, ‘and Olmec shrugged his shoulders
and stepped onto the staircase. - Conan in-
stantly followed him, and the door shut
behind them, Far above 2 chustor of fire
jewels made the staircase o well of dusky
dragon-light.

They mounted watil Conan estimated
that they were ‘abaove the levél of the
fourth floor, and then came out into a
eylindrical tower, in the domed roof of
which was set the bunch of fire-jewels
that lighted the stair.
barted windows, st with unbeeakable
crystal panes, the first windows he bad
scen in Xuchot], Conan got o glimpse of
high ridges, domes and more towers,
looming darkly against the stars. He was
looking across the roofs of Xuchot!,

" Olmec did not look through the win-
dows, He hurtied 'down one of the sev-
eral stairs that wound down from the
tower, and when they had descended 2
few feer, this stair changed into's narrow
cofridor that wound torteously -oh for
some distance, Jt ceased at a steep flight
of steps leading downward, There Ok
mee pansed.

Up {rom below, muoffled, but ufmis-
takable, welled a woman's scream, edged
with fright, fury dnd shame. And Conan
tecognized Valeria's voice,

“In the swift rage roused by that cry,
and the amazement of wondeting what
perit could wering such 2 shrick from
Valeria's reckless lips, Conan fargot Ol
miee. He pushed past the priace apd start-
ed ‘down the skair, Awakehing instingt
brought him about again, just as Olmec
struck with his great mallet-like fist. The
bléw, fieree and silont, was aimed at the
base of Conan's' brain, But' the Cim-
merian wheeled in tife o receive the
Juffer on the side of his neck instead.
‘The impact would hayve: shapped the vor
tebre of a lesser.man. - As it was, Conan
swayed backward, bt ¢ven a5 he roeled

Through ~gold-

He dropped his sword, uscless at such
¢lose quarters, aad grasped Olmec's ex-
tended arm, dragging the prince with him

a3 he fell. Headlong they went down the

steps together, in a revolving whirl of
himbs and heads and hodies. And as they
went Conan’s iren finges found and
Joiked in Olmec's bull-throat.

The barbarian's neck and shoulder felt
numb from the sledge-like impact of Ol
nec'’s huge fist, which had cacried all the
-itrcngth of the massive. forearm, thick
triceps and great shoulder, But this did
not affect his ferocity to any appreciable
extent, Like a bulldog he hung on grim-
iy, shaken and hattered and beaten against
the steps as théy rofled, until at last they
sttack’ an ivory panel-door at the botfom
with such an impact that they spimtered it
its full leagth and crashed through its
ruins, Bat Olinec was already dead, for
those iron fingers had ¢rushed out his life
end broken his neck a5 they fell,

ONAN rose, shaking the splinters
from his great shoulder, blinking
Blood and dust cut of his eyes.

He was-in the great throneropi, There |
were fiftecn peaple in that room besides |
himself. The first person he saw was |
Valerin. A curious Black altar stood ber
fore the throne-dais. Ranged shout it |
seven black candles jn golden ‘candfe- |
sticks sent wp oozing spirals of thick green. |
smoke, distusbingly scented. Those spi-
afs ‘united in 4 cloud near the ceiling, |
forming a smoky arch above the altar.
On that alter lay Valeria, stark naked, her
white flcsh gleeming in shocking contrast
to the glistening cbori $one. She was not
hound. She lay at full length, her arms
stretched out above ber head to their full-
est extent. At the head of the altar knelt
2 young man, holding her wilsts femly.
A young vioman kaélt at the other end of
the aftar, grasping her ankles. Between
thein she could neithier rise nor move,
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Lleven men and women of Tecuhltli
koelt dumbly in 2 semiciccle, watching
the scene with hot, lustful eyes..

On the ivory throne-seat Tascela lolled.
Bronre bowls of iacense rolled their
spirals abont her; the wisps of smole
curled about her naked limbs like caress-
ing fingers. She could not sit still; she
squirmed and shifted about with sensuous
abandon, as if finding pleasure in the
contact of the smooth ivory with her sleck
flesh, !

The erash of the door as it broke be-
neath the impact of the hurtling bodics
cansed po change in the scene, The kneel-
ing men and women merely glanced in-
cutiongly at the corpse of their prince and
2t the man who rose from the reins of
the door, then swung their eyes greedily
back to the weithing white shape on the
black albtar. Tascela looked Insolently at
him, and sprawled back on her seat,
laughing mockingly.

“Slat!" Covan saw ted. His hands
clenched into iron hammers a5 he started
for her. With his first step something
clanged loudly and stecl bit savagely into
his leg. He smmbled and almest fell,
cheeked in his headlong stride. The jaws
of an iron trap had closed on bis leg,
with teeth that sank deep and held. Only
the ridged muscles of his calf saved the
bone from being splintered. The ac-
cursed thing had sprung out of the
smoldering floor without waming, He
saw the slots now, in the floor where the
jaws had lain, perfectly camouflaged.

“Fool!” laughed Tascela, “Did yom
think I would not guard against your
possible return? Every door in this chams
ber is guarded by such traps, Stand there
and watch now, while T fulBll the destiny
of your handsome friend! Then [ will de-
cide your own,”

Conan's hand instinctively sought his
belt, only to encounter an empty scab-
berd, His sword was on the stair behind
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him. His poniatd was lying back in the
forest, where the dragon had torn it from
his jaw. The steel teeth in his leg were
Like burning coals, but the pain wast not
as savage as the fory that seethed in his
soul. He was trapped, like a wolf. If he
had had his sword he would have hewn
off his leg and crawled across the floor to
slay Thscela. Valeria's éyes rolled toward
him with mute appeal, and his own help-
Iessness sent red waves of madness sueg-
ing through his brain,

Dropping on the kaee of his free leg,
he strove tn get his fingers between the
jaws of the trap, to tear them apact by
sheer strength, Blood statted from be-
neath his finger nails, but the jaws Atted
clase about his leg in a circle whose seg-
ments jointed perfectly, conrracted untit
there was no space between his mangled
flesh and the fanged iron. The sight of
Valeria's naked body added flame to the
fire of his rage.

" Tascela ignoted him. Rising languidly
{rom her seat she swept the ranks of her
subjects with a searching glance, and
asked: “Where are Xamer, Zlanath and
Tachic?”

“They did not return from the cata-
combs, princess,” answered a man, “Like
the rest of us, they bare the bodies of the
slain inko the erypts, but they have not
returned. Perhaps the ghost of Tolkemec
tock them.”

“Be silent, fool!” she ordered harshly,
*'The ghost is a myth.” ]

She came down from her dais, playing
with a thin gold-hilted dagger. Her eyes
burned like nothing on the hither side of
hell. She paused heside the altar and
spoke in the tense stillness,

“Your life shall make me young, white
womzn!” she said. "I shall lean upoo
your bosom and place my lips over youss,
and slowly—ah, slowly!—sink this blade
through your heart, so that your life, fee-
ing your stiffening body, shall entcr mine,
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making me bloom again with youth and
with life everlasting!”

Slowly, like a serpent arching toward
its victim, she bent dowa through the
writhing smoke, closer and closer aver the
now motionless woman who stared up
tnto her glowing dark (yes—eyes that
grew larger and deeper, blazing like bladk
moans in the swirling smoke.

The koecling people gripped their
hands and held their breath, tense for the
Bloody climax, and the only sound was
Conan’s fierce panting as he strove to tear
ks leg from the trap,

All eyes were glued on the altar and
the white figure there; the crash of 2
thunderbolt could hardly have broken
the spell, yet it was only a low <ty that
shattered the fxity of the scene and
brought all whirling about—a low oy,
yet one to make the hair stand up stiffly
on the scalp. They looked, and they saw.

Framed in the door to the left of the
dais stood a nightmare figure. It was 2
man, with a tangle of white hair and a
matted white beard that fell over his
breast, Rags only partly covered his gaunt
frame,  revealing  half-naked  limbs
strangely unnatural in appearance. The
skin was not like that of 2 normal human,
There was a suggestion of realiners about
it, as if the owner had dwelt long under
conditions almose antithetical to those
conditions undet which human life or-
dinarily theives, And thete was nothing
2t all human about the eyes that blazed
fram the tangle of white hair, They were
great gleaming disks that stared un-
winkingly, luminous, whitish, and with-
out 2 hint of normal emotion or sanity.
The mouth gaped, but no coherent words
issued—only a high-pitched tittering,

s OLKEMEC!”

livid, whife the others crouched in
speechless horror, “No myth, then, no
ghost! Set! You have dwek for twelve
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years in darkness! Twelve years among
the banes of the dead! What grisly food
did yoo find? What mad travesty of life
did you live, in the stark blackness of
that eternal night? I see pow why Xamec
and Zlanath and Tachic did oot retum
from the catacombs—and never will re-
turn, But why have you walied so long
to strike? Were you seeking something,
in the pits? Some secret weapon you
knew was hidden there? And have you
found it at last?”

That hideous tittering was Tolkemec's
only reply, as he bounded into the room
with a long leap that carried him over
the secret trap before the door—by
chance, or by some faint recollection of
the ways of Xuchotl. He was not mad,
as ¢ man is mad. He had dwelt apart
from humanity so Jong that he was no
longer buman, Ooly an unbroken thread
of memory embodied in hate and the
urge for wengeance had connected him
with the humanity from which he had
been cut off, and held him lurking near
the people he hated. Only that thin
string had kept him from racing and
prancing off for ever into the black cor«
ridors and realms of the subterranean
world he had discovered, long ago.

“You sought something hidden!” whis-
pered Tascela, cringing bhack, “And yoz
have found it! You remember the feud!
After all these years of blackness, you
remember!™

For in the Jean hand of Tolkemee now
waved a carious jade-hred wand, on the
end of which glowed a knob of crimsea
shaped like a pomegranate. She sprang
aside a5 he thrust it out like a spear, and
a bearn of crimson fire lanced from the
pomegranate. It missed Tascela, but the
woman holding Valeria's ankles was in
the way. It smote between her shoulders.
There was a sharp crackling sound and
the ray of fire flashed from her bosom
and struck the black altar, with 4 snap-
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ping of blue sparks. The woman top-
pled sidewise, shriveling and withering
like 2 mummy even as she fell.

Valeria rolled from the eltar on the
other side, and started for the oppesite
vwall on all fours. For hell had berst
ioose in the throneroom of dead Olmec.

The tnan who had held Valeria’s hands
was the next fo die, He tuned to run,
but before he had taken half a dozen
steps, Tolkemec, with an agility appalling
in such a frame, bounded around to a
position chat placed the man hetween hit
and the altar. Again the red fire-bram
flashed and the Tecubltli rolled lifeless
to the flnor, as the beam completed ils
course with 4 burst of blue sparks against
the altar,

Taen began slaughter. Screaming in-
sancly the people rushed about the ¢ham-
ber, eatoming from one ancther, stume
bling and falling. And among them
Tolkemee ¢apered and pranced, dealing
death. They could not escape by the
doos; for apparently the metal of the
portals secved like the metal-veined stone
altar to complete the cirqit for whatever
hellish power fashed like thunderbolts
from the witch-wand the ancient waved
in his band. When he caught & man ora
woman between him and a door or the
altar, that one died instantly, He chose
no special vietim, He took them as they
came, with his rags flapping about his
wildly gyrating limbs, and the gusty
echoes of his tittering sweeping the room
above the sceeams, And bodies fell like
falling leaves about the altar and at the
doors. One warrior in desperation rushed
at himm, lifting a dagger, only to fall be-
fore he could strike. But the rest were
like crazed cartle, with no thought for ze-
sistance, and no chance of escape.

The last ‘Tecubltli except Tascela
had fallen when the princess reached
the Cimmerian and the girfl who had
taken sefuge beside him, Tascela bent
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and touched the floor, pressing 2 design
upon it. Instantly the iroa jaws released.
the bleading limb and sank back into the
floor.

“Slay him if you can!” she panted, 2od
pressed 2 heavy knife info his hand, "I
have no magic to withstand him!”

With 2 grunt he sprang before the
women, not heeding his lacerated leg in
the heat of the fighting-lust. Tolkemec
was coming toward him, his weird eyes
ablaze, but he hesitated at the gleamn of
the kaife in Conan's hand. Then began 2
grim game, as Tolkemer songht to dicle
about Conan and get the barbarian be.
tween him and the altar or a metal door,
while Conan sought to avoid this and
drive home his knife, The women
watched tensely, holding their breazh.

There was no sound except the rustle
and scrape of quick-shifting feet, Tolke-
mec pranced and capered no more. He
realized that grimmer game coafronted
him than the people who had died
screaming and fleeing. In the elemental
blaze of the barbarfan's eyes he read an
intent deadly as his own. DBack and forth
they weaved, and when one moved the
ather moved as if invisible threads bonnd
them together. But all the time Conan
was getting closer and closer to his
encmy, Alrcady the coiled muscles of his
thighs were beginning to flex for a
spring, when Valeria cried out. For a
fleeting instant a bronze door was in line
with Conan's moving body, The red line
lcaped, searing Conan's flank as he bwist-
ed aside, and even as he shifted he hurled
the knife, OId Tolkemec went down,
truly slain at last, the hilt vibrating on his
breast.

ASCELA sprang—not toward Conan,

. but toward the wand where it shim-

mered like a live thing on the floor. But

as she leaped, so did Valeria, with a dag-

ger soatched from a dead sman, and the
W.T—8
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blade, dtiven with all the power of: the

pirate’s’ muscles, impaled the princess of .

“Tecuhltli 3o that the poidt stood out be-
tween her Breasis, Tascela screamned once
and feif dead, and Valetiz spurned the
‘body with her heel as it Fell.

“T had to do that muck, for. my own
self-respect” panted Valeris, facing Co-
nan across the limp corpse.

“Well, this cleans up the feud,” he
gruated. “It's been 2 hell of 2 night!
Where did _tbese- people keep their foad?
T'm huagty.” ;

* "You need s bandage on: thaf teg”
Valeria tipped 2 length of silk from &
hanging and kaotted it about her waist,
then tore off some smaller strips which
she boutd officdmtly abont” the bar-
barian’s bicerated fimb:

I can walk on it,” he assured her,

[THE
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“Lebs begose, Ii's dawn, outside this
infernal aty. I've had enough” of
Huchotl. Tt's well the breed exterminated
itself. I dan’t want any of their accursed
jewels. They might be havnted.”

“lhere is cnough clean loot in the
warld for you and me she said,
straightening to stand tall dnd spleadid
before him.

The old blaze came back in his eyes,
and this time she did not resist- as-he
caught her fiercely in his artns.

“If's.a long way to the chast,” she said
resently, withdrawing her {ips from his.

“What matter?” he laughed. “There's
nothing we can’t conquer. We'lt have
our feet on a ship's deck hefore the
Stygians open their ports for the ading.
season, “And then we'll show the world
what plundering means!" :

ENDj

R E H.

Died fane 11, 1936
By R. H. BARLOW

Conan, the warrior king, lies stricken dead
Beneath a sky of cryplic stars; the Jute
‘That was his Jaughter stilled, and sadly mute

Upon, the chilling eatifi his youthful head.

There sounds for him 0o more the dlamotous fray,
Bot dirges now, where oace the trampet Jond;
About hirn press old memories for shroud,

And eaded i3 the condlict of the day.

Death spilfed the bigod of him who loved the fight
As men love pustisses, and fouglt it well-—
His fair young fesh is marble wherc he fell

With hroken sword that vanquished all bt Night;
And ps of mythic kings our words must speak
0f Conan now, who roves whete dreamers seck,

W.T—1



Sh
4 @oors of Death

By ARTHUR B. WALTERMIRE

A sivange and curions siory is rhis, abont a banker whose only fear
war that he might be burisd alive, lke bis
grandfather before bim

HEAVY stillness hung zhout the
great balls and richly furnished
rooms of Judson McMasters” res

idence, and even scemed to extend ont
over the velvet lawns, the shrub-lined
walks and sun-blotched reaches under the
lacy elms and somber maples.

Biggs glided about the sick-chambes
Iike a specter, apparently striving to keep
busy, while he cast countless fortive, un-
easy glances at the heavy figure under
the white sheets. An odor of dmgs and
fever tainted the air, and a small walat
table near the fushed sleeper was laden
with the familiar prescription bottle, tom-
bler and box of powders. On the wall
behind the table, near the head of the
bed, bung a small oil-painting of Na-
poleon,

The sleeper stirred restlessly, raised
himself painfully and slowly, and at-
tenpted to seek fleeting comfort in a new
position. At the first movement Biges
was a shadow at the bedside, deftly man-
ipulating the coverings and gently aiding
the sick man with a tenderness boen of
long service and deep affedion. As the
massive gray head sank into the fuffed
pillow the tired eyes opened, lighted by
a faint plint of thankfulness, Then they
closed again and the once powerful body
relaxed.

With a pitiful, wistful expression on
his aged face, the faithful Biggs stood
helplessly peering at the sidk man until
hot tears began to course down his fur-
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rowed cheeks, and he tmoned hastily
awey.

“Biggs!"

The voice, stll strong and command-
ing, cut the semi-gloom like 2 kaife,

Biggs, who was about ta tuck the heavy
curtains still more securely over the win-
dows, whirled as though he had touched
2 live wire, and in a flash was across the
great room and beside the bed,

"Did you call, sit?” His voice quav-
erad.

"No"—a faint twinkle lighted the
sick man’s eyes—"T just spoke.”

"Ab, now sir,” ecried the overjoyed
Biggs, “you ure better, sir.”

“Biggs, | want some air and sonshine,”

“'But the doctor, sic 2

“Drat the dostor! If I'm going to
pass ont 1 want to see where ['m poing.”

“Oh, but sir,” expostulated the oid
servant, a3 he parted the curtzing and
pattially opened a casement window, "I
wish you wouldn't say that, sic.”

1 believe in facing a situation squarc-
Iy, Biggs. My father and grandfather
died from this family malady, and I
guess T'm headed over the same route.™

“Please, sir,” entreated Biggs.

“Biggs, 1 want to ask you a question,”

"Yes, sir?”

“Are you a Christian?”

T try to be, sir.”

“Do you believe in death?”

Biggs was thoroughly startied and con-
fused.

*“Why—a—we all have to die, some-
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time, sir,’ he answered haltingly, not
knowing what else to say.

VBut do we actually die?” insisted the
sufferer.

“Well, I hope—not yet,” ventared
the ofd servant. “The doctor said H

“Forget the doctor,” interposed Me-
Masters. “‘Biggs, you have been in our
service since I was a lad, haven’t you?”

Tears welled into the servant's eyes,
and his voice faltered.

UFifty-six years, come next Novem-
ber,” he answered.

"Well, let me tell you something, that
even in those [ty-six- years you never
learned, Biggs. My pgrandfather was
buried alive!”

“Oh, sit! Impossiblel” cried Biggs,
in harror. ;

“Absolutely,” asserted the banker.

“Why—are you—how do you imow,
sit?” in a hoarse whisper,

“My father built a family mausclenm
in the far corner of this estate, didn't
he?”

"Yes, sit—he hated burial in the earth,
sir, after reading a poem of Edgar Allan
Poe's, sit!”

"What poem was that, Biggs?”

"I doo't recall the name of it, bot T
remember the line,” falt\?{ed Bigas.

“"What was it?”

“Oh, sir,” crfed the old man, “let's
talk about something chegrful,”

"Net until we're through with this
disenssion, Hiram.”

Tm: sounp of his given name re-
stored Biggs somewhat, for the
banker resorted to it only on occasions
when he shared his deepest confidences
with his old houscman,

“Well, the line goes, “Soft may the
weorms shout him creep,' sit.”

A slight shodder seemed to run
through McMasters' body, Then after
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tomb-like  silonce, “Goud teason for
building the mansolenm.™

“Yes, sir, I think so, sic.”

"Well," with an apparent cfort,
“when they exhumed my grandfather's
remains to place them in the new vault,
the casket was opened, and—"

“Oh, sir,” cried Biggs, throwing out
a trembling, expostuleting hand, but the
banker went on, relentlessly.

6 the body was tutned over, on jis
side, with the left knee drawn up part-
way.”

“That's the way he alwaps slept—in
life,” Biggs' voice was  hollow whisper.

“And that's the reasoo my father, aftet
building fimself & mansoleum, insisted
that his body he cremated,” said McMas-
ters. “Ha took no chances.”

Bipas' horsifed eyes teaveled dully to
the massive urn over the great fireplace
and rested there, fascinated.

“Hiram, where js heaven?"

Biggs' eyes fitted back to rest in sur-
prize upon the questioner.

“Why, up there, sir,” pointing toward
the ceiling,

“Do you believe that the earth rotates
on its axis?”

“That's what I was tanght in school,
sir,”

“If thak hypothesis is frue, we are rolf-
ing through space at the rate of about
sitbeen miles a minete,” fgured the

banker., “Now you say heawen is up
ihere.” :
"Yes, sir.”

"Biggs, what time is it?”

The servant glanced at the great clodk
in the corner, :

“Al, it's twelve o'clods, sir, and fime
for your medicine,” in a wvoice full of
zelief.

“Never mind the drugs,” command-
ed McMasters, “until we finish our prob-
lem in higher mathematics. New, if 1
ask you whore heaven is at midnight,
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which will be twelve hours from now,
where will yon point,” triumphantly.

"Why, up there,” replied the bewil-
deted servant, again indicating the ceil-
ing.

“Then,” cried McMasters, "yoo will
be pointing directly opposite from the
place you indicated o moment ago; for
by midnight the earth will have tumed
approximately upside down, Do you get
my point?”’

“Yes, tir,” replied poor Biggs, thor
oughly befuddted.

“Then where will heaven be at six
o’dock this evening?" fairly shouted the
sick man.

“Out there,” replied the servant, hope-
fessly, pointing toward the window,

* “And where will heaven be at six
o'clock in the motning?”

“Over there,” And Biggs pointed a
trembling finger at the fireplace. ‘Then,
"Oh, sir, let's not—the dodor £

“Hang the doctor,” interrupted Me
Masters testily, "I've been thinking this
thing over, and I've got to talk about it
to someone.”

“But don’t you believe in a hercafter?™
queried Biggs, a borrible note of fear in
his pitiful voice.

For 2 moment the banker was silent;
the massive clock ticked solemnly on, A
coal toppled with a sputter and fare in
the fireplace,

“"Yes, Hiram,” in a thoughtful voice,
1 suppose 1 do.”

"I'm glad to hear you say that” cried
Biggs in very evident relief,

“Ah, if you could but tell me™ con.
tinued the banker, “from whence we
eome, and whither we go?”

“If T knew, sit, I'd be equal with the
Creator,” answered Biggs with ceverence,

“That's well said, Hiram, but it doesn't
satisfy me, I've made my place in the
world by getting to the root of things.
Ah, if I could only get & peck behind the
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cortain, before 1 go—back-stage, you
know—mayhap. I wonld not be- afraid
to die,” and his voice fell almost to
whisper,

“The Great Director does not pertnit
the audignce behind the footlights, un-
fess be calls them,” dnswered Biggs
whitnsically, the ghost of a smile Light-
ing up his troubled features.

“Another thing, Biggs, do you believe
those storics about Jomah, snd Lazarus,
and the fellow they let down through a
hole in the toof to be healed?”

"1 de, sir,” with conviction,

“"Do yon understand how it was
done?" testily.

"Of course not, sir, being only a ha-
mm‘)#

"Thee tell me, Hiram, when you can-
not see through it, how can you swallow
all this theology?”'

"My faith, siv,” angwered Biggs, sim-
ply, maising his eyes with reverence,

At this, a quizzical smile came over
the sick man's face,

“In locking up, Hiram, don’t forget,
since it is twelve-thirty, that we have
swung arcund four hondred and eighty
miles from the spot you originally desig-
nated zs the location of the Pearly Gates.”

“Ch, sir, I beg of you,” remonsteated
the servant, "I cannot bear to have you
jest on such a—wiy, master]” be broke
off with a little cry, rushing to his bed-
side.

The quizzical smile on the banker's
face had suddenly faded, and his head
had fallen feebly back upon the pillow.

"Oh, why did he waste his strength
507" cried Biggs, piteously, as with treni-
bling hands and tear-blurred eyes he
searched the little table for the smelling-
salts.

After a few breaths, the paticnt sighed
and opencd hie eyes wearily.

My medicine, Hiram, and then I must
m}.
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N MeriGHT, Biggs, dozing in a big
chaic by the fire, was aroused by a
voice from the sick bed.

“Hiram.”

“Yes, sir,” scurrying to turt on 4 sub-
dued light.

“Where is heaven now?”

Noting the wan fiicker of a smile, the
old servant pointed solemnly downward.

“You are & bright pupil,” came in a
scazcely sudible voice.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Do you' know, Biggs, -1 wish I had
led a different—a better life.”

“Yon have been a good master, sir.
You have been kind, you have given lib-
erally to charity,” Biggs defended him,

“¥es," eynically, 1 have given liber-
ally to chatity. But it has been po sac
rifice.”

"You have been a pillae in the
church,” ventured Biggs.

"“Yes,”" bitterly, “= stone pillar.. I have
paid handsomely for my pew, and slept
peacefully through the sermons, 1 have
bought baskets of food for the poor at
Thacksgiving and Christmas time, only
o fet dthers reap the happiness of giving
them away. 1 could have bad so much
joy owut ‘of Christmas, if 1 would. I
could have been a joily, rosy-checked
Sants Clans and gooe to a hundred
homes, my arms loaded with gifts.”

*“I'rue, sir, but you made that joy pos-
sible for others.””

"When I should have known the thrill
of it mysell. I have not really lived,
Hirara. To draw the sweets trmly out of
Life, one tnust humbie himself and serve
his fellow men. Yes, the scales have fali-
en from my eyes, Hiram, But it is too
late, ‘the spiit is willing but the flesh is
weak.”

"It doesa’t seem right, sit,” said Biggs
after a panse.

"SWhat's that, Hiram?”

“Why, sir, that you should be strickeq
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down in the prite of lfe, just at a time
when you could mean 50 much to other,
while I, old and useless, am permitted to
live on, But I am not finding fault with
Providence, sir,”” Biggs hastened to say;
*l just can’t find the meaning of the
riddle, sir,”

“Probably I've had my chaace and
fumbled it, Biggs."”

"Even so, sir, God is not vindictive,
according to my ideas. Thete surely i
some other solution. I'm still goiog to
pray that He will take me in yoar stead,
even if & miracle must be performed.”

8o you have faith in your prayers, de
you, Biggs?” )

“Yes, sit, if they are unsclfish pragers™

“That brand is rather scarce, 1 tales
it enswered McMasters, but his tone
was reflective rather than sarcastic.

"Oh, sir, I wish you would pray as [
do. God would surely understand.”

“Rather @ queer request, Hiram, If
my life depeads upon your death no pray-
er shall ever pass my lips.”

“But, sit, I'm an old——"

“However,” interrapted MecMasters, T
shall pray that if my life is spared in any
other fashion, I will make full amends
for my years of indifference and neglect.
And, Hiram, no one knows kow much §
truly seek this divine dispensation, But
1 have always scoffed at death-bed con-
fessions, and so my heart grows cold, for
I bave oo right ta ask—now," Again,
wearily, “No right—oow.”

"Ah, master, God is plenteous in mer-
cp. If you but have the faith, gir, it shall
make you whole,”

"Very good, had I [ived as you have
lived, Biggs.” Then, after z pause, “Stilk,
the canse i3 worthy, roy- heart is right
and I-shall approach the Throne. May,
God be merciful unto me, 2 sinoet.”

“I hope it is not too Jate yet,” faitered
Biggs. "Oh, if God would only call me
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in your stead. thet you might still do the
good work that you find it in your heart
to do, how gladly would ¥ go.”

A deep sigh was his only answer,

ramc silence was fivally broken by

the sick man. But when he spoke,
his woire was so strapge and uncanny
that the servant hastened close and peered
anxiously into the fever-flushed face of
the sufferer,

“Hiram--1 must tell yon—a secret,”
came i a laborious, almost sepulchral,
whigper. |

Biggs came closer.

“Bring a dair sod sit down. I musk
talk to you.”

Ay the old sereant again leaned for-
ward, the sufferer besitated; then with an
obvious effort he began.

“Higam, § am going & give you some
instruetions which you must obey to the
letter. Will you promise to keep them?”

1 swear it, sir,” with great eamest-
Ress.

“Geod! Now, if this fever seals my
lips and the doctor pronounces me
dead—"'

“Please, sis,” Biggs broke in, tears
streataing dowa his furrowed cheeks, but
his masier continued in the same sub-
dued voice, "Whatever happens, I am
not & be embalmed—-do you hear me?—
npt embalmed, but just laid away as T

“Yes, sir,” in 2 choked voies, which
fully betrayed the breaking heatt be-
hind it

“And now, Hiram, the rest of the
secret.” He paused and beckoned Biggs
to lear closes.

“In my vault—in the mausoleum, ¥
have had. an electric botton installed.
That button connects with a silver bell.
Lift up that small pictute of Napoleon,
thete wpon the wail,”

His hands trembling as with the palsy,

NEIRD. TALES

Bipas reached out-and lifted aside-thé
picture -hanging near the head of the
bed, and there revealed the sitver bell,
fitted into a small aperture in the wall.
Then, with a seb, he fell back into his
chair,

“Hiram"-—~in a whisper-—"after they
bury me, you are to sleep in this bed.”

With 2'cry, the old man threw out a
horified, expostulating band. Caiching
it feverishly, the banker half raised him-
self in bed.

“Don't you understand?” he cried
fiercely, "I may not be dead after afl
Remember grandfather! - And Biggs—if
that bell rings, get help—quiddt”

Suddenly releasing his hold, McMas-
ters fell back limply among the pillows,

RL through the long night the faith-
fal Biggs maintained a sleepless
wigil, but the banker lay as immovable as
a stone. When the rosy-cheeked dawn
came peeping audaciously through the
casements, Bigps drew the heavy curlains
tightly shut once more.

Not until the doctor's metor whicled
away did the paticat rouse from his leth-

argy.

Apparently strengthened by his deep
stupor be spoke, and Biggs stood instant-
Yy beside hun.

“What did the docor say?”

Biggs hesitated.

"Out with it, I'm no chidren-hegrted
wealding”

“Mothing much,” admitted Biggs, sad-
fy. "He only shook his head very
gravely.”

"He doesn't understand this family
rnalady any more than the old quack who
allowed my grandfather to be buried
alive,” said McMasters almost flercely,

Biggs shuddered and put 4 trembling
hand & his eyes.

“What ails me, Biggs?” almost plain-
tively. “INo one. knows, This. fever hag
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baffled the scientists for years, When you
fali into a4 comatose condition they call
it suspended animation, That's the best
thing they do—find names for diseases,
My family doctor doesn’t have any more
of an idez about this malady then you
or T. ‘The average physician is just a
guesser, He puesses you have a fever
and prescribes a remedy, hoping that it
will hit the spot. If it doesn't he looks
wise, wags his head—and tries something
else on you, Maybe it works and muybe
it doesn't. The only thing my guesscr is
absolutely sure of is chat if T Jive ar if T
die, be will collect a princely fee for his
services.”

Biggs remained statucsque during the
pause.

"Gad," McMasters broke out again
testily, “if 1 fiddled around in my bus-
iness ltke that I'd be a pauper in a
month,”

“But the doctor says you're coming
on," ventured Biggs.

“Sure he does," answered the banker
with a sneer. “That's his stock in trade.
I know that line of palaver. Secretly, he
knows T am as lizble to be dead as alive
when he comes agein.”

“Oh, sir, you aren’t going ta diel”

“That's what T'm afraid of, Biggs,
But they'll call me dead and go ahead
and embalm me sad make sure of it”

“Oh, sir, T wish—""

“Now remember, Bigps,” broke in the
sick man, “shoat the fisst undertaker that
tries to put that mummy steffl jn my
veins,”

"I understand perfectly, sir,” answered
Biggs, fearful lest the other’s excitement
might again give him a turn for the
WOTSE,

“T know I'm appareatly going to pass
avay. My father and grandfather bath
had this cassed vims in their veins, and
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1 don’t believe eifber of them was dead
when he was pronounced sol”

“Well, i by any chance—that is, if
you,” began Biggs desperately, “if you
are apparently—dead—why not have
thera keep your body hete in the house
for a time?”

“Convention, formality, custom, hide-
bound law!" the banker fairly frothed.
"The health aothorities would come here
with an army and see that 1 was buried,
Mo, Biggs, I've got 4 fine crypt out there,
all quiet and secure, good wventilation,
electric lights, like & pullman berth—and
a push-button, ‘That precludes al! noto~
tiety. IF's secret and safe. The electrician
who installed the apparatus died four
years ago. So yon and I, alone, possess
this knowledge.”

“Bon’t you think someone else should
know of it too? Your attorney, or——"

"No, Biggs, If I really am dead I
don’t want anyone to write wp my ec-
centricities for some Sunday magazine
sheet, And if I do come bads, then it
will be time to fell the gaping public
about my deverness.”

"I wish you weren't so—so cold-blood-
ed about it all, sie”

“I heve always hit straight from the
shoulder, Hiram, and Fm facing this
death busimess as I'd face any other prop-
osition, I'm not ready to cash in, and if
I can cheat the doctors, undertakess, law
yers, heirs, and chiel mourners for a few
more years, Fm going to do it. And
dont forget poor old granddad. He
might have been up and about yet had he
but nsed my scheme.”

Blcss tutned away, sick at heart, It
was too terrible heyond words. Ta
him his religion was as essential as daily
bread. Death was the culmination of
cherished belicf and constant prayer, As
his years declined he had faced the inev
itable day with simple faith that when the
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surmmoens cume be would go gladly, like
him “who waps the drapery of his
couch about him and lies down to pleas-
ant dreams.” With throbbing heart he
listened for ancther torrent of words that
would still further stab his sensitive soul;
for he bad loved and revered his tnaster
from kis youth op.

But oo words came. He wheeled
‘about. The massive head had fallen Hmp-
ly ameng the pillows, Pallid lips wers
trying to form sentences without result,
Then the great body seemed to subside
irameasurably decper into the covers and
& deathrtike stillness fell upon the moom.

Intuitively feeling that his master was
worse than at any Previaus relapse, Digas
mada every offort to revive him, gently
at first, and then by vtgurously sha.kmg
and «alling to him in a heart-broken,
piteous yoice. But to o avail, The heavy
figure looked paliid and corpse-like un-
der fhe snowy sheets,

Lowg hours dragped by, and siill the
lonely old servant sat mutely beside the
bed, oaly aroused, at last, by the peremp-
tory, #measured call of the telephone bell,

“¥es,” said Biggs in a quavering
voice. "“Oh yes, Doctor Meredith, Mas-
ter's resting easy. Don't think you'll
need fo come until tomorrow.”

"i'll keep them away as long as T can,”
he mattered, as he slipped back to his
vigil. "God grant—maybe he'll come
back—and take up the work of the Mas-
ter, se long delayed. Ok God! If Thou
wouldst only take me in his stead!”

Secping fitfully, Bigps sat dumbly
through an interminable night, but the
new day brought no reassuring sign from
the imert form. The stillness was appall-
ing. The other servaats were quartered
in a distant part of the mansion and only
came when summoned, Again Biggs as-
sured the physician that he coald gain
nothing by calling, and another awful
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night found him, ashen and distraught,
at the bedside. Sometime io the still
watches he swooned and kindly nature
patched up his shredded merves, before
consciousness once more aroused him.,
But the sirain was more than he could
btar. S0 when the anxious specialist
came, unbidden, he found & shattered
old watchmae who broke down complete-
Ir and babbled forth the whole myste-
rious tale, concealing nothing bt the
secret of the tomb,

In a coffin previcusly made to order,
they laid the uoembalmed remains of
Jodson McMasters in the family mauso-
leum, and the world which had felt his
masterful presence for so many years
paused long enough to lay a costly trib-
nie on his bier and then wenk smoothly
on its way,

Not so with the faithful Biggs. En-
sconced in his master’s bedroom, he
oightly tossed in troubled sleep, filied
with the jangling of innumersble electric
hells, And when—on the tenth night,
after he had been somewhat reassured
that all was weil—he was suddenly
awakened by a mad, incessant ringing
from the hidden alarmn, 2 deathly weak-
ness overcame him and it was some time
before he was able to diag his palsied
bedy from the bed, With fumbling,
cuomsy fingers he tried to hasten, but it
was many minutes before he tottered,
half dressed, out of the room, And o
he did so, his heart almost stood still,
then mounted to his throat as if to choke
him.

“Biggs!'—a volce—MeMaster’s voice
was calling,

He staggered to the head of the wide,
massive stairway and locked down. Thete
stood the banker, pale, emaciated, bat
smiling.

And then, as from an endless distance,
came more words:

I forgot to tell you that I had a tap-
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dooe it the end of the casket, When you
dide't answer the bell, 1 found I could
come alone.”

With a0 ibaticulste cfy, Bigas
stretthed out his trembling arns,
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"My Master, I am coming now.”

Then he swayed, stombled, clutched
feebly at the raif and plunged headlong
to tie foot of the stairs, 4 crurapled. bite-
less form.

Jhe

ecret of Kralitz

By HENRY KUTTNER

A story of the shocking vevelavion that came ro the
2weniy-firsi Baron Kralitz

AWOKE from profound slecp to
§ fad two bladcswathed forms stand-
ing silently beside me, their faces
pale blurs in the gloom, As I blinked o
clear my sleep-ditnmed cyes, one of them
bedaged impaticntiy, and suddenly I
replized the purpose of this midnight
suwmmaens, Tor years Y bad been expecting
it, e¥es since my father, the Baron Kra-
litz, had revealed to me the secret and
the omse that bung over our ancient
howse. And so, without o word, 1 rose
and followed my guides as they led me
alomg the gleomy corridors of the castle
that hed been my home since bitth,

As I procceded there rose up in my
mind the stern face of my father, and in
my ears rang his solenn words as he
told me of the legendary curse of the
House of Kralite, the volnown secret that
was wnparted to the eldest son of each

ion—at 4 certain time.

“When?' 1 had asked my father as he
fay ve hiy death-bed, fighting back the
approach of dissolution,

“Yrhen you are able to understand,’”
he had told me, watching riy foce in-

tently from beneath bis tafted white
brows. “Some are told the secret sooer
than others. Since the first Baron Kralitz
the secret has bupn handed down——"

He dutchied at bis breest and pavsed,
It was fully five minutes before ke had
gathered his strength to speak again in
his rolling, powerful voice, No gasping,
death-bed confessions for the Baron Kra-
Litz!

He said af last, “"You have seen the
ruins of the old monastery near the vil-
luge, Franz, The first Baron buent it and
put the monks to the sword. The Abbot
intesfered too often with the Baron's
whimy, A gitl sought shelter and the
Abbot refused to give her op at. the
Baron’s demand. His patience was at an
end—you know the tales they still telf
gbout him:.

“He slew the Ahbot, butned the mon-
astery, and ook the girl. Before he died
the Abbot cursed his slayer, and cursed
lis sons for mithern genurstions. And it
is the mature of this corse that is the
secret of our house.

"} may oot fell yor what the ausc is,
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Da noc seek o discover it before it is -
vealed to you, Wait patiently, and in due
time you wilf be taken by the warders of
the secret down the stairway to the under-
ground cavern, And then you will learn
the secrct of Kralitz.”

As the last word passed my father's
Lips he died, his steen face stifl set in its
harsh lines.

DEEP in my temocies, 1 had not
noticed our path, but now the dark
forms of my guides paused beside a gap
in the stone flagging, where a stairway
which 1 had never seen during my wan-
derings about the castle led into subter-
ranean depths. Diown this staicwsy 1 was
conducted, and presently I came to realize
that there was light of a sort—a dim,
phosphorescent radiance that eame from
no recognizable source, and seemed to be
less actual light than the accustoming of
imy cyes to the near-darkness.

1 went down for a long time. The
stairway torned and twisted in the rodk,
and the bobbing forms ahead wete my
only relief from the monotany of the in-
terminable descent. And at last, deep
underground, the long stairway ended,
and I gazed over the shoulders of my
guides at the great door that barred my
path. It was roughly chiseled frotn the
solid stone, and upon it were curious
and strangely disquicting carvings, sym-
bols which I did not recognize, It swung
open, and I passed through and paused,
stating about me through a pray sea of
mist,.

I stood upon a gentle slope that fell
away into the fog-hidden distance, from
which came 4 pandemonium of muffled
bellowing and high-pitched, shrill squeak-
ings vaguely akin .to obscene langhter,
Dark, half-glimpsed shapes swam into
sight through the haze and disappeared
again, and great vague shadows WT
overhead on sitent wings, Almost b
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me was a long rectangelar table of stone,
and at this table two score of men were
seated, watching me from eyes that
gleamed dully out of deep sockets: My
two guides silently took their places
among them,

And suddenly the thick fog began to
lift It was swept ragpedly away ou the
breath of a chill wind. The far dim
reaches of the cavern were reveated as the
mist swiftly dissipated, and 1 stood sifent
in the grip of a mighty fear, and,
strangely, an cqually potent, whacconnt-
able thiill of delight. A par: of my mind
seemed to ask, “What horror is this?"
And another part whispesed, “You kaow
this place!”

But 1 could never have seen it before.
If 1 had realized what lay far beneath
the castle 1 could peves have slept at
night for the fear that would have ob-
sessed me. For, standing silent with con-
flicting tides of harror and ecstasy raciog
through me, T saw the weird inhabicants
of the underground world,

Deamons, monsters, unnamable things!
Nightmare colossi  strode  bellowing
through the murk, and amorphous gray
things like giant slogs walked upright on
stumpy legs. Creatures of shapeless soft
puip, beings with flame-shot eyes scat-
terred over their misshapen bodies like
fabled Argus, writhed and twisted there
in the evil glow. Winged things that
were not bats swooped and futtered in
the tenebrous air, whispering sibikently—-
whispering in bemean voices.

Far away at the bottom of the slope 1
could see the chill gieam of water, 2 hid-
den, sonless sea, Shapes mercifolly al-
mast hidden by distance and the semi-
darkness sported and cried, tronbling the
sutface of the lake, the size of which 1
could only conjecture. And a flapping
thing whose leathery wings stretched 1ke
a teot above my head swooped and
hovered for a moment, stasing with flam<
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ing eyes, and then darted off and was
lost in the gloom.

Aad all the while, as 1 shuddered with
fear and loathing, within me was this
evil glee—this voive which whispered,
“Yay know this place] You belong here!
Is it not good to be home?”

I glanced behind me. The great door
had swung silently shut, and escape was
impossible, And then pride came to my
aid. I was a Kralitz. And 3 Kraliz
would not acknowledge fear in the face
of the devi] himsclf!

3TEPPED forward and confronted the

warders, who wepe still seated ee
garding me intently from eyes in which
smoldering fire seemed to burn. Fighting
dowa an insane dread that T might find
before me an array of fleshless skelstons,
I stepped to the head of the table, where
there was a sort of crude throney and
peered closely ac the silent Agure on my
right.

It was 0o bare skull 2t which I gazed,
but a bearded, deadly-pale face. The
curved, voluptuous [ips were crimson,
looking almost rouged, and the dulf eyes
stared through me bleskly. Inhuman
agony had etched itself in deep lines on
the white face, and pnawing angnish
smoldered in the sunken eyes. I cannot
hope to convey the ntter strangeness, the
atmosphere of uncarthliness thar suc-
rouaded him, almost as palpable as the
fetid fomb-stench that welled from his
dark garments. He waved a Dlack-
swathed arm (o the wacant scat af the
head of the table, and I sat down.

This nightmare sense of unreality! ¥
seemed to be in a dream; with a hidden
part of my mind slowly waking from
sleep into evil life to take command of
my facolties. The table was set with old-
fashiened goblets and trenchers such as
had net heen used for hundreds of years.
{There was meat on the trenchers, and red
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liquer in the joweled goblets. A heady,
overpowering. fragrance swam up into my
nostrils, mixed with the gravesmell of
my companions and the musty odor of a
dank and sunless place.

Tvery white face was rurned to me,
faces that scemned oddly familiar, al
though I did not know why. - Each face
was alike in its blood-red, sensual lips
and its expression of gnawing agony, and
burning black eyes like the abysmal pite
of Tartarus stared at me until T felt the
shart hairs stir on my neck. But—1I was
a Kralite! 1 stood up and said boldly in
archalc German that somchow  came
familtarly from my lips, “1 am Franz,
twenty-Grst Baron Kralitz, What do you
want with me?”

A mutmur of approval weat around
the long table, There was a stir. From
the foot of the board 2 huge bearded man
arase, a man with a frightful scar that
made the left side of his fare a horror of
healed white Hssue. Again the odd thrill
of familiarity ran throogh me; I had seen
that face before, and vaguely 1 remem-
bered locking at it through dim twilight.

The mun spoke in the old guttural
German, “We greet you, Franz, Baron
Kralitz. We greet you and pledge you,
Franz—and we pledge the House of Kra-
litzl”

With that he caught up the goblet be-
fore him and held ic high, All along the
long table the black-swathed ones arose,
and each held high his jeweled cup, and
pledged me. They drank decply, savor-
ing the liquor, and I made (he bow cas-
tom demanded. I said, in words that
sprang almost unbidden from my moath;

“T greet vou, who are the warders of
the sceeet of Kralitz, and 1 pledge you in-
rerumn.”

Al about me, to the farthermost reach-
es of the dim cavern, a hush fell, and
the bellows and howlings, and the insane
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tittering of the flying things, were no
longer heard. My companions leaned ex-
pectantly toward me. Standing alope at
the head of the bpard, I raised my goblet
and drank. The liquor was heady, ex-
hilarating, with a faintly brackish flavor,

And abruptly 1 knew why the pain-
racked, ruined face of my companion had
scemed familiar; ¥ had seen. it often
among the portraits of my ancestors, the
frowning, disfigured visage of the found-
er of the House of Kralitz that glaced
down from the gloom of the great hall.
Ia that fierce white light of revelasion ¥
knew my companions for what they wete;
I recognized them, one by one, remem-
bering their canvas counterparts.  Dut
there was a change! Like an impalpabls
-vetl, the starap of ineradicable evil lay o
the tortured faces of my hosts, sirangely
altering their features, so that I could nat
always be sure ! recognized them. Gne
pale, sardonic face reminded me of my
father, but I could mat be sure, 30 mon-
strously alteted was its expression.

I was dining with my ancestors—the
House of Kralitz!

My cup was still held high, and 1
drained it, for somchow the grim revela-
tion was not eptirely unexpecied. A
strange plow thrilled theough my veins,
and T lavghed aloud for ibe evil delight
that was in me. The others laughed too,
a deep-throated merriment like the bark-
ing of wolves—tortured lavghter from
men stretched on the rade, mad laughter
i hell! And all through the hazy cav-
ern came the clamor of the devil's brood!
Greal figures that towered many spans
high rocked with thmdering glee, and
the fying things tittered slyly ovethead.
And out over the vast expanse swept the
wave of frightfu] micth, until the half-
seen things in the black waters seat out
bellows that tore at my eardrumns, and the
unseen roof far overhead sent back roar-
ing echoes of the damor.
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And I faughed with them, laughed in-
sanely, until ¥ dropped exheusted into my
seat and watched the scarred man at the
other end of the table as he spoke.

"You are worthy to be of -out com-
pany, and wortly to et at the same
board. "We hove pledged each other, and
you are one of usy we shall eat together.”

And we fell to, tearing like hungry
beasts at the succulent white micat in the
jeweled  trenchiers,  Strange  monsters
served us, and at a chill touch on my arm
I totned to find a dreadful crimson
thing, like a skinned child, refilling my
goblet. Strange, strange and utterly blas-
phemous was gur feast. We shouted and
laughed and frd there in the hazy light,
while all around us thnndered the evil
horde. There was hell beneath Castle
Kralitz, and it held high carnival this
night.

RESENTLY We sang a berce deinking:

song, swinging the deep cups -badk
and forth in rhythm with our shouted
chant. It was an archaic song, but the
obsolete words were no handicap, for I
mouthed them a3 though they-had been
learned at my mother's knee, And at the
thought of my mother a trembling and 2
weakness ran through me abruptly, but 1
banished it with a draft of the heady
liquor,

Long, long we shouted and sang and
caroused there in the great cavern, and
after a time we arose together and
trooped to where g patrow, high-arched
bridge spanned the tenchbrous waters of
ithe lake. But I may not speak of what
was at the other end of the bridge, noe
of the unnamable things that 1 saw—and
didl 1 leamned of the fungoid, inhuoeman
beings that dwell on far cold Yugguth,
of the cyclopean shapes that attend un-
sleeping Crhuihy in his sehmarine city,
of the strange pleasures that the followers
of leprous, subterranean Yog-Sothoth may
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possess, #nd 1 leatned, too, of the unbes
licvable manner in which Iod, the Source,
is worshipped beyond the outer galaxies.
T plumbed the bladkest pits of hell aad
came badk—laughing. Iwas onc with the
rest of those dark warders, and 1 joined
them jn the satarnaliz of horror until the
scarred man spoke to vs again.

“Dur time grows short,” he gaid, his
scarred and bearded white face like a
gatgoyle’s in the half-light. “We must
depart soon. But you are a true Kralitz,
Franz, and we shall mect again, and feast
again, and make merry for longer than
you think, One fast pledge!”

I geve it to him. "To the House of
Kralitz! May it never falll”

And with an exultant shout we drained
the pungent dregs of the liquor,

‘Then a strange lassitude fell wpon me.
With the others I turned my back on the
cavern and the shapes that pranced and
bellowed and erawled thete, and I went
up through the carved stooe portal. We
Afiled up the stairs, up and wp, endlessly,
antil at last we cmerged through the gap-
ing hole in the stone flags and proceed-
ed, a dark, silent company, hack through
those intcsminsble corridors, The sur-
roundings began fo grow strangely famil-
iar, and suddenly I recognized them.

We were jn the great burial vaults
below the castle, where the Barons Kre-
litz were ceremoniously entombed. Each
Baron had been placed in his stone casket
in his separate chatnber, and cach cham-
ber lay, like beads on a necklace, adjacent
to the nest, so that we proceeded from
the farthermest tombs of the early Barons
Koralitz toward the unocoepied vaults. By
immemonal custom, each tamb lay bare,
an empty mausolenms, untit the time had
come for ity use, when the grest stone
coffin, with the memoriaf inscription
carved upon ir, would be carried to its
place. It was fitting, indeed, for the
secret of Kralitz to be-hidden here,
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Abruptly I realized that T was alone,
save for the bearded man with the dis-
figuting scar, The others had vanished,
and, deep in my thoughts, I had not
missed them. My companion stretched
out his black-swathed arm and balted my
progtess, and F furned to hin question-
ingly. He said in his sonorous voice, "1
must leave you now. I must go back o
my own place” And ke pointed to the
way whenee we had come,

I nodded, for I had already recognized
my companions for what they were, I
knew that cach Baron Kralitz had been
faid in his tomb, only to arise as 2 mon-
strous thing neither dead nor alive, to
descend into the cavern below and take
part in the evil satucoalta, I realized, too,
that with the approach of dawn they had
reteened to their stone coffins, ta lie in 2
death-like trance until the sutting sen
should bring brief liberation, My own
occult studies had epabled me to recog-
nize these deeadful manifestations.

1 bowed 0 my companion and weuld
have proceeded on my way to the upper
parts of the castle, but he barred my
path. He shook his head slowly, his scar
hideous in the phosphoresceat gloom.

1 satd, "May I not go yeti

He stared at me with tortared, srool-
deting eyes that bad looked into hell it-
self, and he pointed to what lay beside
me, aad in a flash of nightmate realiza-
tion I knew the secect of the eurse of Kra-
Lz, There came to me the knowledge
that made oy brain a frightful thing in
which shapes of darkness would ever
swirl and scream; the dreadful eompre-
hension of when each Baron Kralitz wes
swittated into the brotherhood of bloed. 1
knew—I Egew—that no coffin had ever
been placed usoccupied o the tombs, and
I read upon the stone sarcophagas at my
feet the inseription that made my dooen
known to me—my cun #ame, “Frann,
swenty-firsi Bavon Kraliin”



reat Keinplatz,
Experiment

By A. CONAN DOYLE

F ALL the scdeotes which have
O puzeled the sons of men, pone

had such an attraction for the
learned Professor von Baumgarten as
those which relare to psychology and the
fll-deficed relations between mind and
matter. A celebrated anatomist, a pro-
found chemist, and oae of the first gl
ologists in Europe, it was a relicf for him
to turn from these subjecdts and bring his
varied knowledge to bear upon the study
of the soul and the mysterious relation-
ship of spirits, At first, when as a young
enan he began to dip into the secrets of
mesmetisn, his mind seemed to be
wandering in a strange land where all
was chaos and darkness, save that here
and there some great unexplainable and
disconnected fact Joomed out in front of
him. As the years passed, however, and
as the worthy professor’s stock of knowl-
edge increased, for knowledge begets
knowledge as money bears interest, much
which had seemed strange and unaccount-
able hegan to take another shape in his
eyes. New trains of teasoning bocame
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familiar o kim, and he perceived con-
necting links where all had been incotn-
prehensible and startling. By expen-
merts which eended over fwenty years,
e obtained a basis of facts upon which
it was kis ambition to build up 2 new
cxact science which should embrace mes-
metism, spiritualism, and all cognate sub-
jeds. In this he was much helped by his
intimate knowledge of the more inbri-
cate pats of animal physiology which
frear of merve curreats and the working
of the brain; for Alexis eon Banmgarten
was reghus professor of physiclogy at the
University of Keinplatz, and had all the
resources of the laboratory to zid him
in bis profound researches.

Professor von Baurogacten was tell
and thin, with 2 hafchet-face and steel-
gray eyes, which were singularly bright
and pencirating. Much thoaght had fur
rowed his forelread and contracted his
heavy eyebrows, so that he appeared
wear ‘a2 perpetasd frown, which often
misied people as to his characte; for
though astute he was tender-hearted. He
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was popular among the students, who
would gathor round him after his lee.
tures and listen cagerly to his strange
theories. Often he would aall for volun-
teers from among them in erder fo con-
duct some experiment, so that eventnally
there was bardly a Jad in the class who
had nor, at one time or ancther, been
thrown info a mesmetic trance by his
professor.

Of al! these young devotees of scdlence
there was none who equaled in enthusi-
asm Fritz von Hartmaon, It had often
scemed strange to his fellow students that
wild, reckless Fritz, as dashing a young
fellow as ever hailed from the Rhine-
Jands, should devote the time and trouble
which he did in readifig wp abstruse
works and in assisting the professor in
his strange experiments, The fact was,
however, that Fritz was a knowing and
long-headed fellow. Months before, he
had lost his heare o poung Elise, the
blue-eyed, yellow-haired davghter of the
lecturer, Although he had. sueceeded in
learning from her lips that she was not
indifferent to his suit, he had never
dared to annownce himself to her family
as a formal suitor. Hence he would have
found it a difficult matter to see his young
fady had he nat adopted the expedient
of making himself useful to the profes-
sor. By this means he frequently was
asked to the old man's house, where he
willingly submitted to be experimented
upon in any way as long as there was a
chance of his receiving one bright glanee
from the eyes of Elise or one touch of
her little hand.

Young Fritz von Harfmann was 2
handsome lad enough. There were broad
acres, too, which would descend to him
when his father died. To many he
would have seemed an eligible suitor;
but Madam frowned upon his presence
in the house, and Jectured the professos
2t times oo his allowing such & welf {o
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prowl around theis lamb, To tefl the
troth, Fritz had an evil name in Kein-
plate. MNever was there a riot or duel,
or, any other mischief afoot, but the
young Rhivnelander figered as a cing-
leader in it. No one used more free
and violent language, 5o one drank
more, no one played caeds more habitual-
Iy, no one was more idle, save in the one
sofitary subject. MNo wonder, then, that
the good Fraw Professorin gatheted het
fréaulein under her wing, and resented
the attentions of such a marsais rjet. As
to the worthy lecturer, he was too rouch
engrossed by his strange studies to form
an opinfon upon the subject cne way or

the other.

OR many years there was one ques-

tion which had continnally ohtruded
itself upon his thoughts. All his experi-
menty and his theories tuened upon a
single poinr. A hondred dmes a day the
professor asked himself whether it was
possible for the human spirit to exst
apart from the body for a time and then
to return to it once again. When the
possibility first suggested iself to him
his sdentific mind had revolted from it
Tt clashed too viclently with preconceived
ideas and the prejudices of his early
training. Gradually, however, as he pro-
ceeded farther and farther along the
pathway of original research, his mind
shook off its ofd fetters and became ready
to face any conclusion which could
teconcile the facts. There were osany
things which made him belicve that it
was possible for mind o exist apart
from matter. AL last it ocrurred to bim
that by # daring and original experiment
the question might be definitely decded.

"It is evident,” he remarked in his
celebrated article npon invisible entities,
which  appeared  in  the Keinplatz
Woehenlicke Medicalschrift about this
time, and which surprized the whole
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scientific world—it Is evident that under
certain corditions the soul or mind does
separate iself Trom the body. In the
case of 2 mesmerized person, the body
lies in 2 catalepc condition, buf the
spirit has left it. Perhaps you reply that
the soul is there, but in 3 dormant con-
dition, I answer that this is not so, othee
wige how can one account for the condi-
tion of chairvoyance, which has fallen
into disrepute through the koavery of
certain scoundrels, but which can easily
be shown to be an undoubted fact?

“I have been able myself, with a
setsitive subject, to obtain an accurate
description of what was going on in
another room or another house. How
can such knowledge be accounted for on
any hypothesis save dhat the soul of the
subject has left the body and is wander
ing through space? For a moment it is
recalied by the voice of the operator and
says what it has seen, and then wings its
way oace more throngh the air. Since
the spirit is by its very nature invisible,
we canoot see these omings and gologs,
but we sce theic cffect in the body of
the subject, now rigid and inerf, now
struggling to natrate impeessions which
could never have come to it by natural
means.

“Thete is only one way which 1 can
see by which the fact can be demog-
strated,  Although we in the flesh are
unable £ see these spitits, yet our own
spirits, eould we separate them from the
body, would be conscious of the presence
of others, It iy my intention, therelore,
shortly m mesmerize one of my pupils. [
shall Bhen mesmerize myself in a macner
which has become casy to me. After that,
if my theory holds good, my spirit will
have no difficulty in meeting and com-
muning with the spieft of my pupil, boch
being separated from the body. I hope
to be able to communicate the result of
this inferesting esperiment in an early
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numbee of the Keinplatz Wochenlichs
Medicalsehyifs.

When the good professor finally ful-
filled his prontise, and published an ac-
courg of what occutred, the natrative
was 5o extraordinary that it was recetved
with general incredulity. The tone of
some of the papers was so offensive in
their comments upon the makter that the
anpty sevant declared that he would
never open: his mouth sgain or tefer to
the subjert in any way—a promise which
he hay faithfully kept, This oarracive
has been compiled, however, from the
most authentic sources, and the events
cited in it may be selied upon as sub-
stantially cotrect,

I'l' HAPPBNER, then, that shortly after
the time when Professor von Baum-
gatten coneejved the idea of the zbowe-
mtentioned exporiment, he was walking
thoughtfully homeward after a long day
in the laboratory, when be met a crowd
of ropstering students who had just
steeamed out from a besr-house. At the
head of them, half intoxicated and very
oofsy, was young Fritz von Hartemann.
The professor would have passed them,
but his pupil ran across and intercepted
him,

“Heh! my worthy master,” he said,
taking the old man by the slecve, and
leading hitn down the road with him.
“There is something that [ have to say
to you, and it is casier for me o say it
now, when the goed beer {s hnmming in
my head, than at another time”

“What is it, then, Fritz?” the physi-
ologist asked, looking at him in mild
surprize,

T hear, mefn Herr, that you ace about
to do some wondrous experiment in
which you hope to take a man's soul out
of his body, and then fo put it back again,
Is it not s02”

“It is brue, Frite”

W.T—2
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“And have you considered, my dear
sir, that you may have some difficulty in
finding somcone on whom fo try this?
Potztagrend! Suppose that the soul went
out and would not come back. That
would be & bad business. Who is to
take the risk?”

“But, Fritz,” the professor cried, very
much starcled by this view of the matter,
T had relied upon your assistance in the
attempt. Surely you will not desert me.
Consider the honar and glory.”

“Consider the fiddlesticks!” the sta-
dent cred angrily, “Am I to be paid
always thus? Did I aot stand two hours
upon a glass insulator while you poured
elactricity into my body? Have you not
stimutated my pheenic netves, besides
ruining my digestion with a galvanic car-
rent ronnd my stomach? Four-and-thirty
times you have mesmerized me, and
what have T got from all this? Nothing.
And now jou wish to take my sout
out, as you would fake the wodks from
a watch. It is piwoee than fesh and blood
czn stend.”

“Dear, dear!” the professor cried in
mreat distress, "That is very true, Fritz,
1 never thought of it before, If you can
but suggest how I cun compensate yom,
you will ind me ready and willing”

“Then Iisten,” said Fritz, solemnly.
“1f you will pledpe your word that after
this experiment I ray have the hand of
yout danghter, then I am willing to assist
you; but if mot, 1 shall have nothing to
do with it. These ate my only terras.”

“And what would my daughter say
to this?”" the professor exclaimed, after a
pause of astonishment.

“Elise woald welcome it,” the young
man replied. *"We have loved each other
fong.”

"Then she shall be yours,” the physi-
ologist said with decision, *'Tor you are a
good-hearted young man, and ane of the
best neurotic subjects that [ have ever

W.T—8
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kaown—that is when you ate not under
the infuence of alcohol, My cxperiment
is ko be performed upen the fourth of
next month. You will akend at the
physiclogical Jaboratory at twelve o'clodk,
Tt will be a great occasion, Fricz. Von
Gruben is coming from Jena, and Hinter-
stein from Basle. The chief men of
science of all South Germeny will be
there”

“1 shall be punctual’ the studens
said, briefly; and so the two patted.

Tm; professor did not cxagperate
when he spoke of the widespread
interest excited by his oovel psycho-
physiological experiment, Long hefore
the hour had arrived the room was filled
with 2 pelawy of talent. Desides the
celebrities whorn ke had mentioned, thee
had come-from London the great Pro-
fessor Latcher, who had just established
his reputation by a remadkable teeatise
upon cercbral centers.  Several pgreat
lights of the Spiritushistic body had also
come a long distance 10 be present, as
frad a Swedenborgian minister, who con-
sidered that the proveedings might throw
some light upon the doctrines of the
Rosy Cross.

There was considerable spplause from
this eminent assembly upon the appear-
ance of Professor von Baumgarten and
his subject upon the platfornr. The lee-
turer, in 2 few well-chosen words, ex-
plained what kis views were, and bow he
proposcd to test them,

“T hold,” he said, “that when 2 person
iz wader the influence of mesmeriso, his
spirit is for the time released from his
body, and 1 challenge anyone to put
forward any other hypothesis which will
acoount for the fact of dairvoyance. I

therefore hope that upon mesmerizing

my young friend bere, and then putting
myself into 4 trance, our spiits may be
eble to commuie together, though our
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bodies Jie still and incet. After a time
nature will resume her sway, our spirits
will return jote our respectve bodies,
and all will be as before. With your kind
permissios, we shall now proceed to at-
tempt the experiment.”

The applause was remewed et this
speech, and the audience settled down in
expectant silence, With a few rapd
passes the professor mesmerized the
young man, who sank bade in his dhair,
pale and rigid. He then tock a bright
globe of glass from his pocket, and by
concentrating his gaze upon it and mak-
ing a strong mental effort, he succeeded
in throwing himsclf mto the same condi-
tion. It was a strange and impressive
sight to see the old man end the young
gitting topether in the same cataleptic
state. ¥hither, then, had their souls
fled? That was the question which pre-
sented itself to each and every une of
the spectators.

Five minutes passed, and then ten, and
then fifteen, and then fifteen more, while
the professor and his pupil sat stiff aad
stark upon the platform, During that
time not a4 sound was heard from the
assembled savants, but every cye was hent
upon the two pale faces, in search of the
first signs of returning consciousness,

Neacly an hour had elapsed befote the
pakient watchers were rewarded, A faint
flush came hack to the cheelks of Pro-
fessor von Baomgarten, The soul was
coming back once more to its earthly
tenement. Suddenly he stretched out his
Jong thin amms, as one awaking from
steep, and mbbing his eyes, stood up
from his chair and gazed about him as
though he hardly realized where he was,

“Tausend Teufell” he exclaimed, rap-
ping our a tremendous South German
oath, to the great astonistuvent of his
sudience and to the disgust of the Swe-
denborgizn. “Where the Henker am I
then, and what in thueder has ocourredf
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Ch, yes, | remember now, One of these
ponsensical mesmeric experiments, There
is no result chis dme, for I remembet
nothing at all since I hecame unconscious;
so you have had all your long joumcys
for nothing, my learned friends, and 2
very good joke, too;™ at which the regius
professor of physiology burst into 2 roar
of laugbter and slapped his thigh in 4
highly indecorous fashion,

The gudience were so earaged at this
unseemly behavior on the part of their
host, that there might have been 2 con-
siderable disturbance, had it not been for
the judicious interference of young Fritz
vori Hartmaon, who had now reqoversd
from his jethargy. Stepping to the front
of the platform, the young man apolo-
gized for the conduct of his compacion,

“T am gorry o0 say,” he said, “that he
is 2 barum-scarum sort of fellow, al-
though he appeared so grave at the com-
mencement of this experiment, He is still
suifering fromn mesmeric reaction, and is
hardly accountable for his words. As to
the experiment itself, I do not comsider
it to be a failure. It is very possible that
our spirits may have beea commmming in
space during this hour; but, unfort-
nately, ovr gross bodily memory iy disting
from our spirit, and we canoot recafl
what has occutred. My energles shail
now be devored to devising somm means
by which spirits may be able to recoilect
what occurs to them in their free shate,
and I trust that when 1 have worked this
out, T may have the pleasure of meefing
yom ail once again in this hafl, and
demonstrating to you the result™

‘This address, coming from so young 2
student, cansed considerable astonishment
among che andience, and some were jg-
clined to be offended, thinking that he
assumed rather too mopch impartance.
The majority, however, Iaoked upon him
as a young man of great promise, and
many comparisons wete made as sy lcft



THE GRFAT KEINPLATZ EXPERIMENT

the hall between his dignified conduc
and the levity of his professor, who dur-
ing the above remarks wes laughing
heartily in a corner, by no means abashed
ar the failure of the experiment.

Now although all these learned men
were filing out of the lecture-room under
the tempression that they had seen nothing
of note, as a matter of fact one of the
most woaderful things in the whole his-
tory of the world had just occurred before
their wery eyes. Professor voa Baumgar-
ten had been so far correct in his theory
that both his spirit and that of his pupil
had been for a time absent from his body.
But here o strange and unforeseen com-
plication had cecurred.  In their retun
the spirit of Fritz von Hartmann had en-
tered into the body of Alexis von Bawm-
garten, and that of Alexis von Baumgar-
ten had taken up its abode in the frame
of Fritz van Hartmann, Hence the slang
and scurrility which issued from the lips
of the serious professor, and hence also
the weighty words and grave statements
which fell from the careless student. It
was an unprecedented event, yer no one
knew of it, least of all those whom it con-
corned,

Tn—m body of the professor, feeling
censcious suddenly of a preat dryness
about the back of e throat, sallied out
into the strect, still chuckling to himschf
over the result of the experirnent, for the
soud of Tritz within was reckless ac the
thanght of the bhride whom he had won
so easily. His Aest impulse was to go up
o the house and see her, but on second
thoughts he came fo the conclusion that
it wonld be best to stay untit Madam
Baueggarten should be informed by her
hushand of the agreement which had
been made. He therefore made his way
dawo to the Gritner Mann, which was
one of the favorite trysting-places of the
wilder students, and ran, boisicrously
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waving his cane in the air, into the little
patlor, where sat Spiegler and Mifller,
and half a dozen other boon companions.

"Ha, ha! my boys,” he shouted, "I
knew I should find you here, Drink op,
every onc of you, and call for what you
like; 'm going to stand treaf today.”

Had the green man who is depicted
upon the sign-post of that well-known
inn suddenly marched into the room and
calied for a bottle of wine, the students
could oot have been more amazed than
they were by this unexpected entry of
their revered professor. They were so
astonished that for a minute or two they
glared at him in wtter bewilderment with-
aut being able to make any reply to his
hearty invitation,

"Deonner wnd Blitzen!" shouted the
professor, angrily. "What the deuce is
the matter with you, then? You sit theve
like a set of stuck pigs stiring at me.
What s it, then?”

“It is the unexpected hocor,” stam-
mered Spisgel, who was in the chair,

“'Honor—gubbish!” said the professor,
testity. “Do you think that just because
I happen to have been exhibiting mes-
metism to a parcel of old fossils, I am
therefore toa proud to associate with dear
old friends like you? Corte out of chat
chair, Spregel, my boy, for I shalt preside
now. Beer, or wing, or schaapps, 1oy lads
—<all for what you like, and put it al
dowen to me.”

Never was there such an afternoon jn
the Griiner Manp. The foaming flagons
af ager and the green-necked bottle of
Rhenish circulated merrily, By degrees
the students fost their shyness in the pres-
ence of their professor. As for him, he
shouted, he sang, be roared, he balanced
a Jong tohacco-pipe upon his nose, and
offered to- run a hundred yards apainst
any member of the company, The kelfner
and the bar-maid whispered to each other
outside the door their astonishiment at
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such proceedings on the part of a regius
professor of the ancient university of
Keinplatz. They had still more to whis-
pee about aftetward, for the learned man
cracked the. Aeflner's crown, and kissed
the bar-maid behind the kitchen door,

“"Gentlemen,” said the professor, stand-
ing up, albeit somewhat totteringly, at the
end of the table, and balancing his high,
ofd-fashivned wine-glass in his bony
hand, "1 must cow explain to you what
is the cause of this festivity.”

“'Hear! hear)! roared the students,
hammeting their beer-glasses against the
table; "a speech, a speech—silence for a
speech!”

“The fact is, my friends,” said the pro-
fessor, beaming through his spectacles,
I hope vety soon tahe martied.”

“Married?” cried a student, bolder than
the others. "Is Madam dead, then?”

“Madam who?"'

“Why, Madam .von Baumgarten, of

"Ha, hal” laughed the professor; "1
can see, then, that you know all about
former diffienltics. No, she is not
dead, but T have regson to believe that
she will not oppose my marriage.”

“That is very accommodating of her,”™

temarked one of the company,
“In fact,” said the professor, “T hope

that she will now he induced to afd pe in’
getting a_wife. She and F never took to-

each other very much; but now 1 hope
a1l that may be ended, and when I marry
she will come and stay with me.”

“What a happy femily!” exclaimed
some wag,

“Yes, indeed; and I hope you will
come to my wedding, all of you. T won't
ineation names, but here is to my litle
bride!” and the professor waved his glass
in dhe air:

"Here’s to his litle bride!” roared
the roysteters, with shouts of lgughter,
“Here's her bealth, Sie soll Jeben—
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boch? . And-so the fun waxed stifl inore
fast and furious, while each young fellow
followed the professar’s example, and
drank a toast to the girl of his heart.

WHH.E all this festivity had been go-
ing on at the Griiner Mann, 2 very

different scene had been emacted else-
where. Young Fritz von Hartmann, with
s solemn face and a reserved mamner,
had, after the experiment, consulted and
adjusted some mathematical instruments;
after which, with a few perempiory words
to the janitors, he had walked out into
the street 2nd wended his way sfowly in
the direction of the house of the profes-
sor. As he walked he saw von Althaus,
the professor of anatony, in front of him,
and quickening his pace he overtook him.

“1 say, voo Altheus,” he exclaimed,
tapping him on the sleeve, “you were
esking me for some information the
other day concerning the middle coat of
the corebral arterics. Now ¥ find——"

“DomnerweterP’ shouted von Althavs,
wha was 2 peppery ofd fellow. “What
the devce do you mean by your imperti-
nence? I'll have you up hefore the Aca-
demical Senate for this, siry” with which
threat he turned on his heef and hurtied
away.

Von Hartmann was much surpiized et
this reception. “If's on account of this
failure of my experiment,” he wid to
himself, and continued moodily on his
way. .
Fresh surprizes were in store for him,
however, He was hurrying slong when
he was overtaken by two students, These
youths, instead of raising their eaps or
showing any other sign of respect, pave a
wild whoop of delight the mstent that
they saw hima, and rushing at him, sefzed
him by each aom and commenced drag-
ging him slong with them,

“Gott in Himmel!” rogred von ¥art-
manm, “"What is the meaning of ¢his an-
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paralleled insult? Where are you taking
me?”

"To crack a botlle of wine with us,”
said the two students. "'Come along! That
is an invitation which you have never re-
fused.”

T never heard of such inselence in my
life!” crivd von Hartmann, “Ect go my
arms! I shall eertainly have you rusticated
for this. Let me go, 1 say!” and he kicked
furiously at his capeors.

"Oh, if you chogse to tum ill-tem-
pered, you may go where you like," the
students said, refeasing him, “"We can do
very well without you.”

“I know you! T'l} pay you out!” said
von IHartmann furiovsly, and continued
in the direction which he imagined to be
his own home, much incensed at the two
episodes which had ocourred to him on
the way.

Now, Madam von Baumgarten, who
was looking out of the window and won-
dering why hert husband was late for din-
ner, was considerably astonished to see
the young stndent comeo stalking down
the road, .As already rematked, she had
& great andpethy to him, and if ever he
ventured into the house it was on saffer-
ance, and vnder the protection of the pro-
fessor. SHIl more astonished was she,
therefore, when she heheld him wido the
wicket-gate and stride up the garden path
with the air of one who is master of the
sitoation, She could bardly helieve her
eyes, and hastened to the door with alf
her maternal instincts vp in arms. From
the upper windows the fair Elise had alse
observed this daring move upon the part
of her lover, and her heart heat quick
with mingled pride and consternation,

“Good-day, sir,” Madam Baumgarten
remarked to the intreder, as she stood in
gloomy majesty in the open doorway.

“A very fine day indeed, Martha,” re-
tutned the other, "Now, don't stand

there like a statne of Juno, bue bustle -
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abowt and get the dinner ready, for T am
well-nigh starved.”

“Mastha! Dinnes!” ejaculated the fady,
falling back in astonishment.

“Yes, dinner, Martha, dinner!”” howled
vor Hatimann, who was becoming irri-
table. “Ts there anything wonderful in
that request whent  sstan has been out alt
day? I'll wait io the dining-room, Any-
thing will do, Schinken, and sansage,
and prunes—any little thing that hap-
pens to be about. There you are, standing
staring again, Woman, will you or will
you ok stir your legs?”

This last address, delivered with a per-
feer shriek of rage, had the effect of send-
tag good Madam Baumgasten flying
along the passage and through the kitch-
e, where she focked herself np in the
scullery and went inte violent hysterics.
In the meantime von Hattmann strode
into the room and threw himself down
wpon the sofz in the worst of tempers.

“Blise!” he shouted. "Confound the
girl! Ebige!”

Thus roughly summoned, the young
lady came timidly downstaies and into
the presence of her lover,

“Dieacest!” she aied, throwing her
arms vound him, "I kaow this is all dooe
for my sakel It is 2 ruse n order to see
me."”

Voo Harbmang's indignation at this
fresh attack upon him was so great that
ke hewame speechless for a minute from
rage, and could only glare and shake his
fists, while he struggled in her embence,
When ke at last regained his uitcrance,
he indriged in such a bellow of passion
that the young lady dropped back, petri-
fied with fear, into an armchair,

“Mevar have T passed such a day in my
life,” woo Martmann cried, stamping
upon the foor. “My experimwmt hoas
failed, Von Alhaus has insulted me.
Two shudents have dragged me along the
public rouxd. My wife nearly faints when
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1 ask ber for dinoes, 2ad my danghter
flies ac me and hugs me Tike 2 grizaly
bear.”

“You aze ill, dear,” the young lady
cried, “Your mind is wandering. You
have not even kissed me once,”

"No, and ! don't intend fo, either,”
vor Hartmang said with decision. “Yeu
ought to be ashamed of yourself., Why
doa't you go and feich my slippets, and
help your mother to dish the dinner?”

“And is # for this,” Elise cried, bury-
ing ber face in her handlerchicf s it
for this that 1 have loved you passionately
for upward of ten months? Y5 it for this
that I have braved my mother’s weath?
Oh, you have broken my heart; I am sure
you havel” and she sobbed hystenca.lly

“I can't stand much more of this™
toated von Hartmann furicusly. “What
the deuce does the girl mean? What did
I do ten moaths ago which inspired you
with snch 3 patticular affection for me?
1£ you are really so very fond, you would
do better to nun down end fed the
schinken and some bread, instead of talk~
icg all this nonsense,”

“Ch, my darling!” eied the unhappy
maiden, throwing hersclf into fhe arms
of what she imagined to be her lover,
“you do but joke in order to frighten your
Jittle Elise.”

aw it chanced that ot the moment

of this unexpected embrace vox
Hattmaon was still Jeaning back againsk
the end of the sofs, which, ke muchk
German furniture, was in 2 somewhat
rickety condition. Xt also chanced that bo-
ncath thiz end of the sofa there sfood a
tanic full of water in which the physiafo-
gist was conducring cettain experiments
upon the ova of fish, and which he kept
in his drawing-team in order o Isucg
an equable femperabuce, The additional
weight of the maiden, cunbined with the
impetus with which she burded horself
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upon him, caused the precarious piece of
furnitute to give way, and the body of the
unformnate student was horled backward
into the tank, in which his head and
shoulders were firmly wedged, while his
Tower extremities flapped helplessly about
in the air, This was the last straw. Ex-
tricating himself with some difficulty from
his unpleasant pasition, von Hartmann
gave an inarticufate yell of fury, and
dashing out of the room, in spite of the
entreaties of Elise, he seized his hat and
tushed off into the towr, all dripping and
disheveled, with the intention of secking
in some inn the food and comfort which
he could oot find at home.

As the spirit of von Baumgarten, en-
cased in the body of von Hartmann,
strode down the winding pathway which
Ted down to the little town, brooding an-
grily over his many wrangs, he became
aware that an elderly man was approach-
ing him who appeared to be in an ad-
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vanced state of intoxication, Vou Hatt-
mann waited by the side of the road and
watched his individual, who came stum-
bling slong, reeling from oae side of the
rozd fo the other, and siaging a student
song in a very husky and dnmken voice,
At first his interest was merely excited by
the fact of seeing a men of so venetable
2n appearance in such a disgraceful con-
dition, but as he approached nearer he
beeame convinced that he koew the other
well, thongh he could not recalt when or
whete he had met him. This impression
became so strong with him, that when the
stranger came abreast of him he stepped
in front of him and took a good look at
his features,

"Well, sonny," said the dronken man,
surveying von Hastmann, and swaying
albout in front of him, “where the Henter
have ¥ seen you before? ¥ know you as
well a5 I know myself. Who the deuce
are youd”
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"E am Professor von Baumgarten,”
said the studeat. “May I ask who you
are? 1 am strangely familiar with your
features.”

"Yeu should never sell lies, young
man,” said the other, “You're certainly
not ihe professos, for he is an ugly soufly
old chap, and you ate 2 big broad-shoul-
dered young fellow. As to myself, I am
Fritz von Hartmano, at your service,”

*“That you cerainly are not!”” exclaimed
the bedy of von Hartmaon, "You might
very well be his father. But hailo, sir,
are you aware that you are wearing my
smuds and my watch-diain?”

“Donnerweiter!” hicuped the other
“If these are not the trousers for which
my tatlor is about to sue me, may I never
taste beet again!”

Now 35 von Hartmann, overwhelmed
by the many strenge things which had
cocuzred o him that day, passed his hand
over his forehead and cast his eyes down-
ward, he chanced to catch the reflection
of his own face in 2 pool which the rafn
had 1cft upon the road, To his ubter
astontshrent he perceived that his face
was that of a youth, that his dress was
that of a fashionable young student, and
that in every way he was the antithesis of
the grave and scholarly figuee in which
his mind was wonk to dwetl. In an in-
stant his active brain mn over the seties
of events which kad occurred and sprang
to the vonclusion. He fairly reeled ander
the blow. ;

U Himtmell? he cried, T gee it all, Our
souls are in the wrong bodies. I am you
and you are 1. My theoty is proved—but
at what an crpense! Is the most scholarly
mind in Egrope w go abput with this
frivilons exterior? Oh, the faboss of a
lifetinge age ruined!” and he smote his
breast in his despair.

“T say,” pemarked the real voo Hart-
mamn from the body of the professer,
"I guite sce the force of your rematks,
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but don't go koocking my body about
like that, You rercived it in excellent
condition, but I perceive you have wet it
and bruised it, and spilled souff aver my
suffled shint-front,”

"It maiters little," the other said,
moodily. “Such as we are, so must we
stay. My theory is triumphaady proved,

- but the cose s terrible”

“If T thought so,” said the spirt of
the student, “it would be hard indeed.
What could I do with these suff old
limbs, and how could 1 weo Elise and
petsuade her that I was not her father?
Mo, thank heaven, in spite of the beer
which has vpset me more than it ever
could upset my real self, I can see a way
out of it.”

“How{" gasped the professot,

"Why, by repeating the experiment,
Liberate our souls ooce more, and Hie
chances are that they will find their way,
back into their respective bodies.”

© DROWNMNG mian pould clech

more eagerly at a2 straw than did
von Baumparten’s spitit at this sugges-
tion. In feverish haste he dragged ais
own frame to the side of the coad and
threw it into a mesmeric tace; he then
extracted the ceystal balf from the pocker,
and managed to bring himsclf into the
same condition.

Some studenis and peasants who
chanced to pass during the next hour
wete much astonished to see the worthy
professor of physiology and his favorite
student both sitting upon a very muddy,
bank and both completely insensible. Bes
fare the hour was up quite a erowd had
agsembled, and they were discessing the
advisability of sending for an ambulance
to corvey the pair to & hospital, when the
Ieatned savant opened his eyes and gaxed
vacantly around him. For an instant he
seerod to forget how he bad come thete,
but next moment he astonished his gudi-
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ence by waving his skinny acms above
his head and crying out in a voice of mp-
tuce, ¥Goit sei gedenbd 1 am myself
again? I feel Tam!” Nor was the amaze-
ment lessened when the student, spring-
ing to his feet, burst into the same ey,
and the two performed a sort of par de
fote in the middle of the road.

Tor some time after thar people had
some suspicion of the sanity of both the
actozs in this strange episode. When the
professop poblished his expericnces in the
Medicalschrift as he had promised, he
was met by an intimation, aven from his
colleagues, that he would do well to have
his mind cated for, and that agothet such
publication would corfainly consign him
to 2 madhouse. The student also found
it wisest to be silent 2bout the matter.

When the worthy lectwrer returned
home that might he did not recefve the
cordial welcome which he might have
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fooked for after his strange adventures.
©On the <ontrary, he was roundly up-
braided by both his female selatives for
smelling of drink and %wbacco, and also
fot being absent while 2 youag scapegrace
invaded the bouse and insulted its ocou-
paqts.

It was long before the domestic atmos-
phere of the kecturer's house resumed its
aoomal quiet, and lonper stifl before the
genial face of von Hartmann was seen be-
neath #5 roof, Perseverance, however,
cotquers every ohstacle, and the student
eventually sueceeded in pacifying the en-
raged ladies and in establishing himseff
vpen the old feoting. He has now no
Ionger any canse to fear the camity of
Madam, for be 55 Hauptmann von Hart-
mann of the Emperot’s own Uhlans, aod
bis loving wife Elise has already pre-
sented him with two little Uhlans =5 a
visible sign and foken of her affection.
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tragic death of Robert B How-
ard has calicd forth a chorus of
praise from disceming critics who
have appreciated the geonine literacy value
of his work. H. P. Lovecraft, one of the
acknowledped masters of weird  ficdon,
whose keenly analytical mind has stareed
many young writers on liberary  careers,
makes the following comment on Howard's
work: “"Howard's death forms weird fic-
tion's werst blow since che passing of good
old Canevin {Henry 5. Whitehead ] in 1932,
Scarcely anybody else in the pulp field had
uite the driving zest and spontaneity of
ﬁabert E. Howard. He put himself into
eve‘;yﬂiing he wrate—and even when he
made quiward concessions to pulp standards
ke had a wholly unique inner force and
sincerity which zroke thraugh the snrface
and placed the stamp of his porsanality on
the ulrimate product. How he could sur-
ronnd primal megalichie cities with 20 aora
of xon-old fear and necromancy! And his
recent Black Canaan (W'T's hest story in the
last three or so issues) is likewise magnifi-
cent in a more tealistic way—reflecting 2
genuine regional background and giving 2
clnechingly ful pictrre of the horror
that rough the mosshung, shadow-
cursed, serpent-ridden swamps of the fac-
ther South, Others' efforts seem pallid hy
comtrast, Weird fiction certaindy has oocasion
to mowrn'

To which B. Hoffmann Prics, die only
W TAI.:ds author k:hu knei\'v Hovward
personally, adds: "1 keow of fow le
‘whose sudden death would be such a g::?
kick on the chin. Loveceaft saps it is the
saddest blow to writers since the desch of
Henry 8, Whitchead—and I aosver, saying,
‘Be damned o writing—it's a4 lot wotse gllaw
1o dnyoue who knew Bob and Lis parents,’
Bob Howard was 45 complex and lptznbk #
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character as ane would meet in many 2 long
day's maech, There is going to be much
wailing among the fantasy fans, and just ax
much among those who read only Howard's
vivid action storics in other books—bas the
heaviest of it is coming from those who met
him in his native territory."

Howard wrote his own cpitaph shortly
before his death, when he typed dhe follow-
ing coupler, the second line of which is
taken from the well-known poem by Erpest
Daowson:

All fled—alt done, 80 lift me on the pyre;

‘The Peadt is over and the lamps ¢xpire,

Conan’s Strange Lands

Irvin T. Gould, of Philadelphis, writes:
“It may be rather fate ro mention i, bur
your May issue of WERD TALES is the best
collection of stories I have ever seen between
{cur frant and back covers, Child of the
Finds and The Room of Sbadows top &
splendid collection of weird tales. . . . Glad
to hear that Robert E. Howard is coming to
the fore with another Conan stoty. I was
afraid the rascelly old barbarian was going
to sink down in sfothful ecase wpon the
Aquilonian throne and net fumnish R. B. H.
with any more weird adventure material, but
1 guess you can’t keep that wild Cimmertian
blood quiet; so more power to him. I ean't
ke enough space to give bouquers to all
that rate i, so I have just mentioned thase
that bave particufatly impressed me, Bring
on that Congn story. I'm all agog. Copldo’t
you prevail upon Mr. Howard 1o furnish us

of all those strange Jands that have
felt the swish of thar Cimmerian sword? Or
would that be in keeping with a weird tale?
1 leave it to you.” [Mr. Howard propared o
map showiog the strange lands wimted by
Conan, when he wrote that swperh welrd
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novel, The Howr of the Dragon—Tis
Epmros.]

The Falling Method

Cocwin Srickney, Jr., of Belleville, New
Jersey, writes: “The July issne is excellent.
I rank it second ooly to the April fssue when
rating the seven published so far this year.
Lost Pavadise and Necromaney in Naat are
in 2 virmal de for this month’s honots.
Moore is practically unbeatable, while Clack
Ashien Smith's work is always of the finese
jua.iity. Since each of these two storics i3 50

ifferent From the other, both in theme and
in the syle in which it was written, I do
not undertake to evaluzte one azbove the
ocher. Lot it soffice o say thar I eojoyed
both hugely, and would appreciate nothing
more ehan a stary by each of them in each
issue. Ronal Kayser constructed a vivid, stir-
§ story in The Unborn, Seldom have |
read oae more fascinaring. Edmood Hamil-
wn disappointed me with When the World |1
Stepr. It was entirely too obvious; I hado't
rad twn pages befgte I had guessed the
story's eurcome. 1 ctnnot at all understand
fwww this yarn can possibly be called wrejrd.
Tt rmighe a dark night—as science-
fiction. Bur weird Acfion—aever! The other
tales are good, cspecially Loot of the Vam-
pive amd The Return of Sarah Parcell 1
haveo'e yet tead the oew serial or the re-
priet. . . . Peeuliar thing: three of the vic-
tinas in this month’s stosies—in The Return
of Sarab Purcell, The Unborm, and FKharx
Knows Al, t be cxact—'got theirs” by way
of the falling method—eiiber by jumping
sut a window or by fatling down 2 flight of
stairs, @ in the case of Foma in The Re-
turnt of Sarab Purcell. 1 wonder how many
discerming  readers will notice that Tim
Carewe {in Ebarn Enowr All} chose Kharu
as his mew pame because iU apd his peal
name, Carewe, are phonetically alike.”

French Phrases

Gertmude Hemken, of Chicago, contributes
the follewing comments: “Now I'm gonna
unload -something from my mind that's been
raokliog me for yars *n’ yars, So often in
slofics gne rans across French phrases, and i
::, takea for granted the reader knows what

?v mern, 50 ho explanation is offered. Al

| and gond However, when one uses a
:.pnuklm.g of other foreign phrases, unless
the awkor offcrs iranslations immediately
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after, 4 great hue and cry arises, & clamorous
howt of derision is sent up by the readers,
telling the writer to remember this is Amer-
ica and to speak United Suates, (i've had ex-
perience in the above marter after introduc-
ing German inte a manusaipt during high
school days.) So!!! Now for the benefit of
the readers who are ignocane of Frenguis,
cither by chaice or otherwise (or am I the
only one whe does not koow the language?),
is it too much to ask the writers t0 pen a
fow words extra of translation? TFor in-
stance—' Wi gehts—How gocs it? "Taine
g0 much work now—is it And if I see
much more of that French rubbish, I'm gon-
na hie me down to your editorial offices and
rub those writers' noses in a few German
veths and tenses! Apd pow for 2 placd
comment on the bizacre and unuswal: I am
‘Ezrling to like Clark Asheon Smith better ‘o’
tter—his swries are acquiring 2 strange.
ness new to his former tles; . g—Necro-
maney iw Nast, A new land, a new fare to
befall victims of the wizards, braving 4 simi-
lasity to Zaprbie—but so uteerly different—
more repellent, And the cnding pleascd me
—the hero didn't vanquish the villzin, nor
did he escape his doom and save his fair
lady, Yessir, Mt Smith, you are pleasing
me mi%ltily of late. The verse, Hagar, by
Edger Damel Kramer, wasn't balf bad, He
compleees in a few breathless lines 2 story
that is deeply imbedded within ug all—fear
of dork forests—fear of lutking, nameless
unkeown borrors, fear of nanrrat phenomena
that assome the grotesquencss of fearsome
legendary spawns of other worlds, Ah me—
I am so bappy! Conan is grand, raml]ing
former tales of men and dragons—Siegfric
of the Nibelengenlied (now 1 s'pose same-
one wants 10 know what that means !g-—S:.
Gegrge and bhis dragon—couetless others—
every nation has such o hero, 1 dupno as yor
where the Red Neilr come in, but myl it's
exciting aleeady; strangs, posibly ohex-
plored places. Goody-—I'm just $0-0-0 hap-
py, I could gurglel Robert E. Howard gave
the readers of WT one of the finest, most
lovable beutes of a4 heto anyone could want,
Conan i the embodiment of the Jind of
man ¢verpone admires: strepgth and nerve
to please the mm;ﬁ)hysi e—teatderbarl ta
please the ladiea. nougl'rnn rawness to be yet
2 barbatian and still experience enough
be, bettee educated than che majotity of those
be encovnters. He has a mind strong cnough
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to throw off the spells of wizards, He is 2
fighver, adventurer, explorer and lover—a
seal be-man. Mr. Howard is indeed & clever
men! . . . Loot of the Vampire certainly
put a new angle on vampires. I was well
satisfied with the whole story. . . . [ note
you stated my leteer in the Tuly lssue was
entertaining, I am complimented and gose
that all my leters may be even mare so. Awf
wiederschreiben.”

The Unborn

John V. Baltadonis, of Philadelphia,
writes:  "Well—I wasn't disappoineed i
the least bit; Loot of the Vampire certainly
hat a swell ending, ‘Thar was a peach of 2
yarn, However, it dida’t quite teke the cake,
50 o speak, Rooal Kayser's story, The Lin-
born, oosing it out. The Unborn certainly
had a new idea, For that reason and berause
it was well writtea, 1 give it firss place in
the July issse. This story s certainly 4 great
step from The Albive Deathr. Clak Ash-
ton Smith's varn, Necromancy in Naat, took
third place, with Hamilton’s and Mogre's
tales olluwinﬁ Viegil Finlay's art wotk is
without & doube superb. I often find yself
wondering how be woold be on the cover,
Be Lay's llusteation for Hamilton’s yarn,
When the Weorld Slepr, 15 certainly 2 fom-
rhiuge:, I'll close with an appenl for #hat
plucky, inimitable Prenchman, de
Grandin,” e

Keep It Weird

Arel Busl, of Moumt Vernon, %
writes: "Here poea the first Jetrer that [ bave
written 1o this dopartment in ren yess of
reading your most ewcellent magezis, I
think 5t's about time one of your old fans
got inre the swing of things by elling what
he thinks of old W'T in general and the July
issuer in particnlis, Vampires are my pac-
ticular dish end T ltke shorr shorks; so two
of pour fairly recent yarns stick in my mind,
namely, T'he Horror Undying and The Antu-
et of Hell, Both were swell and I think we

d see more from those authors, The
best tale in the July isue seemed to me to be
The Kelpis, For horror and origieslicy
it has few 3. The Unborn and Bben
the World Slept tie for second place, bat all
the stories were up to grandard, which is
rastamomnt b the highest praise, | . . Well,

1 suppose this is enough for the fiese terrer,
Anmyw tized (0 note the fack of
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brick-bats? You see, WEIAD TALES suies me
just fine. No complaints, just keep up the
good work and, to repear 2 n as old as
ny soquaintince with WT, Keep Wran
TALES weird.”

Again and Again

Charles Donnelly, of Johnson City, Ten-
nessee, writes: "I've alwaps enjoyed WEIRD
Tares a Jor and T thick I have proved it by
my consistent reading of ir. The tale thar
Fve enjoyed besr lately was Child af_};be
Winds by that superh writer Bdmond Ham
ilom. It fascipated me so that T read it
again and again, Mr Hamilton's style of
writiog is one thar keeps me fascinated until
the end of the story. And that is some
praise, because there are so few writets that
can do that. I thick thac this story calls for

# sequel because I don't believe Lora will be
happy until she is back on the t{:Iai:-::s.u with
her friends. . , . I sincercly thank WeRD
TarEs for so ma.ny enjoyable hou:s. It takes
one owt of this hamdrem world inte a place
of deeams, The only fault I ever found with
it was when it just printed every othec
month. 1 hoLc thar won't happen again, be-
cause a month is 1o long to wsut for WaRD
‘TaLes, and two monthsd s eons.”

Then and Now

.. Joseph Allan Ryan, of Cambtidge, Mary-
land, writes: "D WT readers ever stop ta
observe how far Wrmn TALES bas traveled
since its incepiion? Led's take an early issue
of WT—the October 1925 one, for in-
stance—and compare it with the lacest one.
First of all we have J. U. Giesy's humorons
do-suientific cale, The Wicked Flea—a
'gh.ly illogical story of 2 flea that grow to
2 gigenddc size and wene chasing big dogs
all over the conntry; it relied on silly names
and one solitary pun (o give it homor(?).
Then there was Seabury Quing's The Horror
on the Links, the first de Grandin story. Al-
though this tale showed Quinn’s seperiatity
in the field of weird story writing, i was oot
0 intetesting as ace his present de Grandin
tales, for it gave a scientific anption to
each phenomenon, whereas today we find
only indications of the occult in Quinn's
mastetpieces. Tha Propher's Grandchildren,
by B. Hoffimann Price, was, though interes-
ing, oot weitd, for it mr:ml retold a legend
of the Maoslers, The Fading Ghost,
by Willis Ko Ep Jonus, started as t‘gough it
was going 10 be a real WT' shore-story clas-
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sic, buf eaded up with a surptize ending
which explained cverything as a mistake
which d never be ineurred. ‘Tom Free
man's The Deatlh Shower was only a dleverly
constiucted devective story, noi weird; while
+t Mind in Shadow, by Tessida Swinges, was
a simple child's story, related in baby-talk,
which eould not have besp even remotcl
connected with Wetep Tarps—ic shoul
have been sejected, instead, by Child Life
Magazine. The Weird Story Reprine, Wil
belm Hauff's The Severed Hand, had 2
touch of weirdness to it, bur was ruined by
a weak ending; moteover, the title bore lit-
tle relation o the story. There were gther
stocics by authors who were, oo doobr,
prominest and popular at the time, but
most of whom have dropped into the back-
ground, The illustearions, hoth inside and
an the cover, were afl done, very crudely, by
a sole illostraror, Andrew Brosnatch, Com-
pare his efforts with the present exquisite
worck of Virgil Finlay and Mrs, Brundage,
with the derailed, clear-cur deawings of Har-
old Dg Lay, the shadowy, mysterious grease-
peaciliggs of Hugh Rankin, Mutice, too, the
wide vagiety of arists—the carly WTs had
but coe. The July, 1936, issee wis almost a
direct contrast to the early issve of 1923
which I reviewed. Clark Ashton Smith's
scintiftane gem—Robert B. Howard's tale
of the barbarian, Conan—Edmond Hamil-
ron’s fascinacing weird-scientific tale of the
eezr futare — Thotp MoClusky's ifferemt
vampire thriller—August W. Derleth's
aarrative of spiric rerurn, proof of his
neverfailing  mastery —the  handsome
MManly Wade Wellman's short tale of
sark berror, ntarly approaching the poing
cerched by Kuencr's The Graveyard Ratr
—the beautiful inside illusrrations and rhe
excellent cover—rthe usual areay of inter-
esring letters in the Eyrie—all these round-
ed up 2g issue which was as nearly perfect
a5 an fssue can be, and which was yer
typicel of che standard mainmined in the
lase fiwe years. And sifl some readers
yearn for the ‘good old days't™

Aunother de Grandin Tale

Roberr A Madle, of Philadelphia,
writes: “'Necromancy in Nast was a
story, beautifully [Justrated by Virgil Fin-
hay. His faptastic deawings are in fting
with the magazine~—they ate woird. With-
out a shadow of a doabt Virgil Finlay is
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your hest interiar ardst. Da Lay, vonr re-
cent addition, is alo good. THeberr B,
Foward's latest Conan advemeure cakes
firsc place. I have yer to be displeased by
Howard, and [ hope he never stops wric
ing for WEIRD Tairs, Sccond plare goss o
that unusual varn, The Unborn. This story
presents a decidedly weird ploc excellenly
wiitten. To js ® great improvemcnt over
Ronzl Kayser's previons contributions. The
other tales were very good, especially Lo
Faradive by C. L. Moore, Moore never fails
to plezse me with thase beautiful tales of
Northwest Smich. Do you realize that there
hasn't been 2 Jules de Grandin story in the
last siz {sswes amd mexe menoth's forecasc
doesa't boast of one either? You had hetrer
toctify the sitwetion and secure one soon”
[Theet wp, Mr. Madle, for o new tales
of Jules de Grandin will appedr soon, with
cover designg by Margaret Brundage —THE
EpmTor.}
Varied Comments

Paul N. Micholeioff, of Chicage, wrifesi
"1 find real crear when T read Seabury Quina
gnd Carl Jacohl, The formess 4 Réeal from
the Grave aad the larrer's Fare i the Wind
were excellent,  McClasky's Laet of 2he
Vam pire is very entertaining, The Howre of
the Lpit Lye I did not like so well. Iis con-
chusion was mechanically construded. It
weak off ar o fair stare, but something clse
finished the race. Ballad of the Wolf was ae
exceflent poem by Heonry Kutmer, 1 hope
to see more of lus poems in fonere dssacs”

Unlgue Among Magazines

Herberte Jordan, of Wellingborough,
England, writes: "I have beon o desply aps
pregiative reader of WeRD TALES for many
years, and would like to express my sincere
admiration for the high Lterary quality of
the stories published. Year in and out this
quality is maintained, and the success of
Wemn Tavgs is undeubtedly due to this
fact. The beillisnt writees reguiasly contiibe
uring to the magzzine ﬁrci::&t master in the
art of inducing these delidous shudders
which rup up the spine and ser the sclp
tingling with suspense and horror, T would
also mention the wotk of the sctsts ifluse
trating WEMD TaLps. The Drundage covery
ate beantifully done, and the secent work
Virgil Finlay is mperb. The Eyrie is a
feabize and shouIcE as Louis . Smith seatpd
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in a recent izme, be used solely for construc-
tive criticism, oot silly haggling, Whatever
adverse criticism [s made egainst WmRD
TALES, it is indisputable that it has reached,
and is meintsining, a very high standard of
weird literarare, WeIRD TALES grands aione,
It is indeed unique in every respect. From
the first page ro the last, one is to rted
into 2 world of eery fantasy where whisper-
ing voicts hint uourterable horrors.”

More Stories by Lovecraft

B. M. Roynolds, of MNotth Adsms, Massa-
chuserts, writes: “Congratulations on the
July Wemp Tares, the best job you've
furoed out in many a moon. That issue
came dase o perfection. All of the stories
were fine, in fact, with one exception, Losd
ef ibe Vampive woa by far che most oorli
written, atrocious and terrible piece of war
that | have cver had the displeasurs of read-
ing in your fine magazine, The plot was
weak, the charscters unconvincing and the
scqlucnce of evenes very ‘spotty” in places. A
child of twelve could scarce find ‘entertain-
ment in chat one. The other cales, however,
were all of such a fine quality diat it is hard
o pick the best ones. 5t Paradive, Neero-
mancy in Nag and Red Nailr are tales that
transport dhe reader ouc of the 'everyds({;
and carry bim over countless dream-worl
and realoos of enchanenent. Tales of this
?pe are all too scarce these days. The Un-

orr was & sitong and appealing little story,
undoubtedly Kayset's best to dare. When
the Wk::vfd Slepi, bg Hamilton, was H:ol;.light-
oking and perhaps not too impossible in
ﬂf:s‘:: da% of sc:l’cunﬁ Em : Agﬁm -
ing of Hamilon, his Child of the Winds, in
May, was one of the finest tales you have
evet given us,. The short-shorts were the best
in months, The Kelpic by Wellman and The
Swnakerkin Cigar-Cate beipg the best of these,
The larter was, decidedly, an ‘off the trail’
story, which might have talen frst place had
it been longer. Ab any rare, it was a damn
good gun and if Bodo Wildberg has any
more as good, send them alonp. Conan
Doyle's teprint, The Ring of Thath, was the
best tale of sncient Egyptian rmonwmnies that
I bave ever had the pleasure of reading. By
the way, Mr. Editor, when, if ever, are we
going ro have any more tales by Lavecraft?
Appareatly, Robert Bloch bas been trying to
pinch-hit for Lovecraft for you, but be is an
easy out. I'm sure no ooe can All Lovecraft's

NEXT MONTH

Witch-House

By Spasury QUK

HERE is another tale about Jules de
Graadin, the fascinating ocoult-
ist, scicatist and ghost-breaker, wha las
endeared himself to many thousands
of readers. Courageous, vain, boastful,
marcuarial, yet thoroughly lovable, he is
one of the most interesting characters
of madem fction,

IN THis story the litile Frenchman
attacks 4 dangerous and baflling sit-
vation invelving a beautiful American
gitl in desperate peril of her life and
a menace to those whom she loves—
attacks it heroically, with all the cour-
age and resourcefulness at his com-
mand. This superh novelette, one of
the most initiguing of all the stories
about Jules de Grandin, wili be pub-
lished complete

in the November jisus of

WEIRD TALES

on sale October 1st

To ancid mirigg your coper, elip and mail this
coupon joday for SPECT. SUBSCRIFTION
OFFER. {¥oa Have tho} h*

WEIRD TALME
R4d N. Michlgan Aye,
Lkicage, O

Erclozed And $1.00, for which pend neo i mest
five lsgiex of WEIRD TALES to begin with the
Muvernber issne, {Apcelal offer vald bokss remil-
torte 2 accorapanied DF COUGDOL. )
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shoes with moet of us readers. We miss his
Flder Gods, and how!" [Twe fine new stories
by H.-B Lovecraft, The Haunier of the
LDaré and The Thing on tee Dogr-Siep, are
schedoled  for eadly  publicriion, — Tre

Pointed Paragraphs

Daonald A, Wolihelm, of New York Cicy,
writes: “Am always- pleased to see Robert
Bloch's storics, That young mag has cer-
tzinly gmalified himself- for 2 perraanent
place on your list of ousstanding authors,
He carrbrs on the Lovecrafr treditivn. And,
by the way, where i the grand master HPL
bumseff, these days 7™

James P, Harrill, of Chacotte, North
Caroling, writes: ™I still enjoy reading your
magezinge a5 nuch as alwaps and S8 wany
you fo conlinwe the mudes on the Jrant of the
reagizitte, although I am now 2 sortfed mar-
ried man, Also I do oot think that it harts
the prestige of your magazine to have an or-
rasinnal detective or science-fiction story; in
face, T do ot like the absolueely weind rales
thar have awesome sliminess oozing from
tie pueid bodies of somethidg-or-gther.
Let's ot make che stones too nasty; although
T have as good 2 stomach a5 any man’s, 1 do
tor 1ike o tead storics fike char ™

R. M. Tomlinsoa, of Veamra, Califocnia,
woites: "In the June isame, I was much

leased with the drawing signed by H, &
elay, Don't know when I bave scen such
seal sleill fo chis sorf of megarine.”

WEIIRD TALES

Robert Bloch, of Milwankes, writes:
“Raober: B, Howard's death is quite a shock
—and a severe blow o WT. Despire my
standing opnios on Cooan, the far always
remains that Howard was one of WT's fin-
est contributors, and his King Kul! series
wete among the most outsranding works you
ever printed.”

Seal Quing writes from Brooklyn;
“The ficld of faotastic fiction has los ‘ane
of its outstanding and recognized masiers
in Robert E. Howard. His Solomon Kane
storjes, his tales of Kull, and latterly his
Conzn sagas, all of them were supeth in
their own way. He was a quantity producer,
bog always managed to his stoff fresh
and vigorous. Thete mee fow whe an do
this,” '

Jeck Soow, of Dayton, Ohio, writes; *T
have just finished reading the July WEmn
Tarys and heve [aid it aside with mingled
feelings. The story I liked best was Manfy
Wade Wellman's The Kelpie, It was an out
and our weird tale, not 2n adveniuse or thrill
story masking behind 2 weled jarpon.”™

Mot Popular Story

Beadars, what is pour favorite story o chis
issue? Write a letter, or £ out the coupon,
on this page, and send it to the Eyrie, W'
TALES, Your favorite siories in the July is-
sue, as shown by your voles and lerers, were
the first part of Lg'e {zpe Robert E. Howard's
story, Hed Nafdr, amd Clark Asheon Smmith®s
fantasy, Necrompaney jn Naat,

MY FAVORITE STORIES IN TIIE

OCTORER WEIRD TALES ARE:

; Srory Bematky
(1)
2¥
3%, - :
I do uot like the following stoziess
) SEeseE S W
{2,

To will help us to know whar kind of
sories you want i VMR Takks if you

Beader's name aod address:

wifl @il our chis oupon amd meil i o

The Fyrie, Waird Tales, 848 N, Michigan

———

Ave, Chimpne, UL

VT8
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ROM the black woods beside Lhe trail rose a sheick of blood-curdling laughter.
Fslavcriug, mouthing saunds followed it so strange and gacbled that at fust T

did nol recognize them as buman words, Their unbuman intonations sent 2
chill down my spine,

“Dead men!” the inhuman voice chanted, “1dzad men with torn throats! There
will be dead men among the pincs before dawn! Dead men! Fools, you are zll
dead!”

Ashiey and [ both fired in the direction of the voice, and in the crashing rever-
berations of our shots the ghastly chant was drowned. But the weird laugh rang out
again, deeper in the woods, and then silence closad down like a black fog, in which
I heard the semi-hysterical gasping of the girl. She had released Ashley and was
clingmg [rantically to me. I could fecl the quivering of her lithe hody against mine.
Probably she had inerely followed her feminine instinct to seek refuge with the
strongest; the light of the maech had shown her that T was a higger man than Ashley.

“Tlurry, for God's sake!"" Ashley’s voice sounded strangled. "It can’t be far to
the cahin, Huery! You'll come with us, Mr. Garfield?”

“What was it?” the girl was panting. "Oh, what war it?”

“A madman, I think,” I answered, tocking her trembling little hand under my
left arm. Bue at the back of my head was whispering the grisly realization that no
madman ever had a voice like that, It sounded—God ! —ir sounded like some bostial
creature speaking with human words, but not with a human tongue! | ||

You will not want to miss this geim novelerte of stark horror—of the terrible
disfignrement inflicted upon Adam Grimm by the dark priests of Inner Mongolia, and
the frighttul vengrance that purssed his enemy to the United States and tracked him
dewwn in the Louisiana woods, Tt will be published complete in the November bssne
of WERD TavFs:

Black Hound of Death
By Robert E. Howard
— Alzg—m

WITCH-HOUSE
By SEARURY (U
A fascinaring and gripping tile of the blight that
fell upou 2 lovely uod heantifel American girl--
i tule of Jules de Grandin, ghost-hroaker, oooult-
ist, and master of the mpclnanul‘d
THE DABRE DEMON
By Bowkat BLoci
The strange tzle of 2 man who communed oo
closely wch s feom heyowl space—a shud-
«lery tale of arark horsor,
MIDAS
By BassrTT MonoanN
A shuddery gravepard rale, (brough whick bluws
ey bueach of heos, Jike o ebill wind from
the boeab,

THE MAN IN BLACK
By Pavt Ewmat
A vivid weird wale sbout o masquerads hall, and a
grim fpure cled in formal bladk, whe mingled
with the daneers but did nnt dance.

THE CEAWLING HOKROR
By Uhor MoCirsey
A grim wle of be cwein] terrar dar wrauglt
ghusily deuth and panic 3t Brubaber Fan--by the
author of "Lour of zhe Viupue”

MICE
By ROBEDT HassoUn JoResoad

Pothe dweller in bt
i Louisiana -

November WEIRD TALES . ... Out October 1
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HE MOON TERROR, by A. G.
Birch, is a stopendms weird scienrific
| novel of Chinese intrigie to gain conrrol of
the

| ALSO—OTHER STORIES
In additios ro the filldenpth novel, this
book also contains three shorer storics by
wellkeown thors of tholling weird-
selentific fiction:

O0ZE, by Anthony M. Bud, tells of a
who removed the growth limita-
tions from an amebs, and the amazing
..1r:v._s?rr_ni‘a?u.- thar cns

PEMNELOFPE, by

e Starrett, 15 a
Peoclope, and
appened when the

| lascinabing cale of the
| the fantastic thing tha
. srar was in perihelion,

AN ADVENTURFE IN THE FOURTH
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