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_Our Cover

this month depicts a scene from “The Malignant Flower,"”
in which the evil, gigantic flower has caught Sir William
Arn with its king arms, lifting him by the shoul-
‘der, higher and higher, preparatory to drawing him within

| its calyx, and closing its petals.
FOR “AMAZING STORIES.” Send your name,

to Experimenter Publishing Co., 230 Fifth Ave.,
a should be made payable to Ex-
the magazine

In Our Next Issue:

AROUND THE UNIVERSE, by Ray Cum-
mings. If you love interplanetarian stories—
and who doesn’t—here is a story that will do
your heart good. It is written in an entirely
different vein, and yet contains excellent science
all the way through. Incidentally, the astrono-
my contained therein is most excellent as well as
correct, and gives you an insight into the won-
ders of the universe that &(Ierhaps few other
“space” stories can boast. e know you will
greatly enjoy this story. It is a classic.
TREASURES OF TANTALUS, by Garret
Smith (A Serial in 2 Parts). Here is one of the
most daring and exciting stories which we have
ever read. Now that we have television, the idea
of the author’s Telephonoscope, by which it is
possible to spy upon people and see what is hap-
pening right in their own homes and offices is
of tremendous interest. How one man succeed-
ed in practically controlling the entire'wm'ld
thereby, is told in inimitable style by this fam-
ous and well-known author, who has also writ-
ten “After A Million Years”—“On The Brink of
2,000,” and other famous scientifiction tales.
THE WINGED DOOM, by Kenneth Gilbert.
Now that aviation has come to the foce agall,
through the exploits of our American flyers,
story gives you a peep into the future, and you
see what may happen when a powerful nuhonvl:
about to in'{‘ade hth&s counbr{i. It!’ere ;':u l::ad
aviation to the nth degree, and yet, as s
on, you will become convinced of the possibilities
contained in the story. The
HICKS’ INVENTIONS WITH A KICKH(n o
Hicks' Hydraulic Bank Protector), by Feic
Hugh Simmons. Being a true inventive 80:’ s
Mr. Hicks, despite his luckless dﬁm::u"‘“ i
bobs up gnce more ’mth t? mo:e m:m o1
vention than ever. is time it is $

for the absolute protection of banks lll;i‘:;’ “:ﬂ
and all robbers. High water pres_l\u’ﬂem demon-
effective part here—too effective in
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fame in literature, ‘art, etc.
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row to happiness, are more than a hint of what the
Realization Lecture can bring into your own life.
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thrilling, 6000-word Realization Lecture that explains the simple, scientific
way of fulfilling EVERY lawful desire.
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correspondent, Mr. C. G. Portsmouth,

@) CANADIAN
® takes us to task about “The Lost Con-

=

am a constant reader of your magazine, and am
the liberty of writing you in regard to the
*The Lost Continent,” in your July issue.
foreword states that this tale contains the best
e of all the prize-winning stories submitted

Fo
HH

THE MYSTERY OF TIME

By HUGO GERNSBACK

and then having it explained to them, as far as the people of Atlantis
were concerned, the ship, the sphere and the explorers in time simply
did not exist—could not exist, because these people had already lived
through this moment of time once when there was no ship, no sphere,
and no travelers-in-time, and were now simply reliving that same mo-
ment of time again.”

Offband, the logic contained in Mr. Portsmouth’s lctter seems per-
fect, but is it? Many things that sound perfectly illogical today
may be perfectly logical tomorrow, in the light of more and better
knowledge. If you had told some one, 75 years ago, that a black
iron disc inside of a telephone receiver could faithfully reproduce
practically every known sound, and, indeed, reproduce a whole or-
chestra at one time, you would have been laughed at. How can the

1- diaph produce twenty diff i all at the
same time? Logic, at that time, would have dictated that it was
impossible. Yet we know from our everyday experience that it is now
quite commonplace.

Likewise, when we delve into the mystery of time, we should be
most careful, because we are venturing on an uncharted sea, of which
but little is known. An i i idelight on Mr. P h'
contention is answered in the article, “Explorations in the World of
Dreams,” by H. G. Wells, published in the New York Times Maga-
zine of July 10th, 1927, from which we quote the following:

“The point of interest is that our mind can be considered as exist-
ing in the past and in the future, as extending, so to speak, both
ways what we consider to be the actual moment.

“I hope that does not strike the reader as too crazy a proposition.
Most of us have given very little thought to what we mean by the
actual moment. What do we mean by ‘now?” How much time is
it? Behind ‘now’ stretches the past, ahead is the future, but is it it-
self an infinitesimal instant? Do we merely exist as a flash, as a
series of flashes, so to speak, of no duration at all, between a past
gone by and a future still to come, or does ‘now’ bulge into both
past and future?

“This be a novel and amusing question to most people and a
profoundly irritating one to certain types. They will be so accus-

tomed to of past and future as though they were in actual
contact at the t, that the assertion will be astonishing and dif-

ficult, and yet as they think it over, it will acquire an insinuating
and

=
£

i
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e

plausibility, that ‘now’.”
i who seriously argues a point that
i . It may not be so,
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Ras had finished his story.
P while he stood there, stiff and
For 2 as a statue in front of the
. “”‘h]. ]'mm who was immersed in
2 Eng thought. He measured him with
dee_ch the mysticism of ancient wisdom
et in W0 and enigmatic cruelty were min-
js 08tV h‘l):flfslowly with measured steps.
Mwilliﬂ-m Armstrong started up.fmm his
1 Iped down a glass of whiskey. It
. g ond gauc what the Hindoo had told him,
et 10 yone had to believe him word for
’ Baolat Ras was a Yoghi, and a Yoghi
‘“ But he wanted to, and had to settle for
l:'w occult powers abided in these strange
1o hate the European and very seldom bring
' e “pature secrets” of their land. Sir George
1l off and without any ties. No sport was
» 10 him, He could certainly start the under-
. but he needed a reliable as well as taciturn
:n The native servant familiar with the ways
4 to whom he disclosed his plan, said he
be thrown alive to a tiger or be buried
So he had to turn to his faithful old

. ;nll years of their connection, he had
ore than a mere
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John Bannister smiled sneeringly. His master stood
immersed in deep thought. He thought of the blonde
fiancée, whom in this very month he was to take to
her future home. Near Calcutta, in a picturesque
suburb, is a charming bungalow, which was even
then being erected in feverish haste according to his
directions. Then he would be at an end, once for all,
as a restless globe-trotter and adventurer. But till
then, Harriet Richards was to suspect nothing of the
goal of the journey, was not to be given one second
of worry or of anxiety. He would pretend a business
trip. And he laid out his plan. The railroad went
part of the way. He would buy reliable maps of the
country, would get provisions and a little row-boat,
would use porters until he would get to the entrance
of the ravine. In the bright mid-day he would enter
it, while this last bit of the journey, he and his valued
John Bannister should conquer alone. John rubbed

his hands in satisfaction. He was satisfied with the

partyeececess

THE Hindoo had spoken the truth. The ravine
was there. Behind dusky black marshlands was
a bright tropical carpet of flowers in the most gorge-
ous colors of the young autumn. The gr al was reached.
The porters pushed the boat into the :wamp and lay
down trembfing in a little

he was a

i

and
od seemed which we are

for years a

he
a

lest you think that a man-eating plant is an impos-
sibility, your attention is

hollow. Three hours of

i THIS story, wth‘.cyl:l has {,‘:‘;’L"l";"iﬂt’y'“ f ";’;r”pg‘;:' waiting was assigned them,
many, is not only a li ite mas 3 . -

3 & oyt is a scientific gem as well. Of course, stories of enough time for the ad
i ts are nothing new in literature, but venturers to go all over the

inde- sman-eating
h we believe that this one is o unusual, and so excel- little valley which was to
ot lent, that it deserves your particular attention. And be explored.

Countless little bubbles
, being actual photo-  rose,  The air was filled

to the illustrations

elsewhere,
b p e ok o 0 G G55 B 5 s iing vapr
s he nd there is mo good reason why as the two discoverers glid-

such a plant should not, or could not, exist. Flesh- oq along the edge of the

to There are

H

u

3

but small a >
°""‘."° i Wt‘hau;’ ::;":'f‘n‘;f ower bare cliffs were in curious
ich are in existence today—which is a possibili- contrast to the blooming
5 mﬂ" might have been many of them in the flora which awaited them

as well. river. On each side the

‘was
e: many mmpllf'm that catch mot only flies turbid end scum-covered
took m mammals Tﬁen

in the valley. A quantity
of withered thorn bushes,
with dried and crooked branches, rose on the edge
of the stream, which thickened steadily. The sun
poured down obliquely. No wind stirred in this silent
afternoon siesta of nature. As they got out of the
boat, a heavy veil of vapor stretched over the upper
valley. The atmosphere seemed to brew sultry over

‘all and purple lightning jerked over the landscape.

A hedgehog sprang up before them. Fearless and
confident, hoq:ised up the unusual visitors, trotted

ide of them for a while, then sat upon his hind
legs and nibbled at an artichoke. Their shadows
fell before them, dumb, trembling companions, while

bmbﬂmbmcliﬁs,dmppeddm

he valley of the flowers, which stood in their
exquisite bloom. Sir George forged

W

‘watching every step. Directly be-
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hind him came his compani jere ¢ hi i
panion, and both were armed which they were w,
to the teeth. - black ') “alk'mg was well beh
e lack, bare, steeply-rising cliff ~'ndhim_ 3
£ \\()Eld(‘l‘ garden spread before their enraptured been poured from sealine - which Migh; 1
gaze. Flower af.tcr flower, each of inimitable bril- valley, seemed to \illr;m‘: fa; ’ina"f which cloa
liancy (?f color, pictures of never glimpsed dimensions, Bannister started to run in d s distan l
ever thicker, ever higher, ratl ses than flowers, A aster i oréer to caich :
» gher, rather trees than ilowers, / master, but his progress was ever Y l!h o
whole forest through which it was only with diffi- plants or round rock boulders retarded by crame
culty that one could make his way. Orchids of the thicket rising from the "rmmd‘,tuatnd A
most.\anc(! kinds were here on the frontier of the high-  his view ahead. He forced his w; off hig Slepg oot
est giant ch.ffs of the world! Wary, dreamlike, gigantic ously and found himself in an " thro"gh be ‘
flowers, \‘\'llll heat-trembling calyxes, covered the at the end of the ravine, ’\nd‘m OPen glade, po,
whole ravine, cutting off all vision beyond it. Brus- gaze........... “But such a ll? 51{."}11 that py
quely and undeterred, Sir tho }Hng 2 'mPOQihle
George forced his way for- hinijsrll; John Bappyg,
ward and onward, and his }mnde o l{e Tubbed
companion had more than unhearo(; e; bis eyes, i
once to warn him to look vanish l—)o Yonder ig
out for urknown dangers, llme;ﬂ;l Ut Stood in g
What would rise up from dle of thqu“;t' In the nig
behind or between this col- flowar ¢ glade a e !
ored scenery? What kind of nearlmsfou? 10 & beig
of beings lurked behind it nearl gf el the gy
all, waiting for them? ing “Yke aoo.t thick, g
There was nothing to be | Teck conen F o
seen but flowers and more e ol r;mlx < 3
flowers. In {feverish ex- sembling lgzl: i
citement they observed the . :1 s th i
. f th P own to the ground. Frg
size of the strange forest the bl
s he blooms there dropps
with its great plant a flud of “onee
growths as h’_gh as men, strength of scent, And he
whose flowers in silent and saw Sir George Willi
" majestic quiet were t}lror}ed Armstrong, sunk in wonde
upon their stems. Nothing standing close byt
moved. Once only a Hi-

queen of the valley. John
malayan fox moved past Bannister involuntaril;

w them like a streak of light-

ning, and again there was
the silence of a graveyard.
Only the overcoming per-
fume of these myriads of
blooms increased, and fur-
ther progress seemed to
oppress the very senses,
and the two wanderers
were overcome by a fan-

stood still. Something b
moved. The pair of b
of this great flower
hitherto had hung ¢o*
stiffened themselves VISV
—the piercing
fume streamed out of the
overpoweringlys “d :
three-fold thorny lips ¥
their colored patter®
bled in the

tastic dreamlike mood. = i
Q. . ere is an unusual t i
These flowers, these Gant fiower ‘i crons socthon Saer sor " sect sating or insectivorous ack and f

& o striction in the plant, Th i i g N
butterflies, or magnificent 37Son 5 the pint | Th cam s made ae B pint fueiC 3 Doric column o
” color, fluttering a- nids which are unfortunate enough to travel down to imbibe of the
i ere they not e

ly beautiful beings, which resembled to curve upwards, showing a
ures, benumbing the senses with a red vei.ns.pWhat was this frightful &

1 the human organs— body, whose spots swelled “ptoﬂm* :
George gave free' tions? )
W which  Whatever it was, it meant danger:
ng niwmmdom'iththqf“n
longing: “Sir George, take care, for He
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e otiff with fright, saw his

’ﬂﬁ L % sers, up, higher and high-
¥ lus s:']::laae:;xplrc’ of seconds in un-
jm hanBi% finally disappearing slowly in-
and malignant flower, whose
. selves together with a
W mort’v ir George celebrated a symbolic
1 stival more overcoming, but
e witl ".allun;l]:nfethal for which he had pre-
more h;;.m%se, the whole scene horror seemed
i the fraction of a second only, and John
d regained his senses. He hastened to
e h-‘h ;,m paces, drew his knife and tried
‘ i (wl:e tough tentacles of the plant, closely
- o h other. The knife went to pieces like
g then he seized the axe, and accura-
: :dhol:lgpu'l’iy delivered blow. after blow, which
dled up to a sort of clangor, as if a bell were crack-
: Aﬁel’ ten minutes of strenuous work, !xc had
4 his master from his dangerous position, literally
o out of a sheath.
B4le as death he lay before him on the grass, a grim
tozen smile as if half of supernatural pleasure,
of the fear of death was on his rigid features. But
breathed, lived, appeared uninjured, and allowed
If to be dragged away as if lifeless.

ere W3S

The return journey was silent and oppressive, first
going back to .he waiting poriers, then the whole par-
ty returned to civilization. Nothing couid nduce Sir
Armstrong to open his lips. He stared before him as
if his mind had completely left him.

Later when Harriet Richards can to his bed in the
hospital, he at first failed to recognize her. Then,
while foam appeared at the corners of his lips, he rose
up in his bed and with a frightful, piercing yell, he
pushed her away....

And Sir George has not led Harriet Richards to the
altar.  Fourteen days after the catastrophe his hair
became white as snow. A broken man for the rest
of his life, he was taken to the City Insane Asylum,
lingered there a year and a half until death set him
free.

RETURNING from the burial, John Bannister sud-
denly saw Daulat Ras, the Yoghi, who seemed to
have risen frcm the ground as by magic. “You had
your warning,” said he, and an undefinable express-
ion played about his lips. “But how was it,” cried out
the other, “that Sir George rushed to F' fate and to
destruction, while I was spared?” On the features of
the Asiatic lay the impenetrable mask of tha Sphynx.
With his forefinger he touched the parchment white
face of the old servant. “Blood,” said he, meaningly,
(Continued on next page)

The Largest Flower in the World

" We reprint this article and pictures from SCIENCE & INVENTION, to prove once more the possibility
ly impossible things. Here and on the previous page are photographs of actual flowers which exist
Who knows but that some bold explorer might venture into still unknown lands and discover a flower
negrly gpprozimating the description of “The Malignant Flower?”

Tsland later it was 22 inches high. It con- height about 6 feet 6 inches, ap-
tinued to grow and in June 24th at peared in all its beauty. M. Dakkus,
midday, the point of the spathe be-

the scientist conducting the experi-
ment, fortunately took the trouble to
photoziraph the Amorphophalle in
its whole expansive bloom, so as
to preserve for us the fragile
beauty of this rare and transient
flower.

|
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—then he glided back and disappeared in the crowd
of mourners.

THREE years passed. Harriet Richards moved to
Liverpool, an! managed the houschold for her
brother Jack, the ship -owner. Life resumed its usual
way and even in her memory, the frightfulness of the
events gradually paled. One evening, as Harriet sat in
the confortably-heated sitting room opposite her broth-
er, the winter storm howling over the Atlantic, her
glance rested on a column in the “Daily Telegraph.”
Instinctively she took it up and read: “The Life
Memoirs of the recently deceased Professor Dr. de
Palfi, known as a botanist and explorer will soon ap-
pear. The professor’s greenhouses, with their orchid
cultures, situated in Vienna, his adopted home city,
have enjoyed great European fame for the last ten
years. In his memoirs, the professor tells in an im-
pressive way of his extended explorations which took
him into the most distant regions of all the continents.
With the permission of the publisher we can quote
from its contents today the sensational information
that de Palfi on his last journey in which he reached
the interior of Madagascar, actually came upon the
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much-debated ‘Man Eating Plant? It is -
be a very rare variety of Cypripediq
ing to the class of the giant orchids, anq is el
flower on earth. These plants, growing i:’ gy
remote valleys, have ascribed to them the }
seize small and also larger animals, gpg ei")wer /
who come within their reach. In the Spring ::d 2
always according to de Palfi’s Observalionb th
carp, or seed-container, forms a sort of na;uraTt,
It thrusts out a quantity of sharp claw-like p: 3
which, as they sink into the flesh, are sirq Poag
to hold the large animals prisoners, Within, the .
is covered all over with suction caps, containiﬂ :
sort of resinous gum that acts like birdlime i, a‘lf‘ ]
trap. By virtue of a certain plant stimulus, g ref “‘
motion back and forth sets up, enabling the enorpy
orchid to draw into itself even the body of 4
grown man. The plant, it is understood, is 3 pure
flesh-eater. It feeds itself principally on large anj.
mals and men. Sometimes the victims can be fres
from the embraces of the flower after the murderos
attack of the plant. Otherwise the captured individ:
ual is completely absorbed and fourteen days
the bare skeleton is cast out,”

e
Slgammp;:ed

THE END

E What Do You Know?

| READERS of AMAZING STORIES have fre%qently commented upon the fact that there is more
readin
pular vein, making it possible for any one to grasp important facts.

actual knowledge to be gained through
most of the stories are written in a

its pages than from many a textbook. Moreover,

! The questions which we give below are all answered on the pages as listed at the end of the ques-

tions.

well you check up on your general knowledge.

will publish one every month.

1. What is one of the absolute and definite
characteristics of the Hindu yoghi? (See
page 527).

2. What is the structure of one of the famous
insect-eating plants? (See page 528).

3. Is there a flower larger than a man? (See
page 529). -

4. What flower blooms but once in its life-

1 time? (See page 529).

| 5. What is the name of the man-eating

| R t in Madagascar? (See page 530).

' the unexplained afphenommn

erf the dis-
n Eusapia Palladino? (See
d of

o hydropho-

Please see if you can answer the questions first without looking for the answer, and see how

13. What dominant feature of almost

of
14. What would be the probable psychologY, o

f you wish to see a questionnaire of this kind every month, do not fail to mark your reply on the |
voting cougon which you will find elsewhere. If there is sufficient demand for the questionnaire We ||

storés now by asking for dry ice) (See
page 541).

10. What did the Roman gladiators say 8%

they passed the Emperor? (See page 548).

11. What happens to a British engine driver

during a collision? (See page 569)-

12. If the Thames which leads to the port of

London were obstructed so that no Vm_
could enter, how could Londoners befst ar?
bark to leave the country in case ©
(See page 575).

all hu-

7 What

man devices is neglected by nature
is the device? (See page 582).

the human mind if the race weré

verge of extermination? (See page 598)-
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Author of ‘““The Malignant Entity.”

ﬂ'bm?: the spot, I heard a cry of warning from the girl and a quick movement behind me. I turned, but could

came into the room. As was my
y il veekly custom, 1 had dropped into his
| Study for a short Saturday afternoon’s
and the talk had turned to our
psychic phenomena. The learned
Yexation had followed the unobstrus-
his during a somewhat
of that physically elusive but
substance which has come to

D

bheavy chair which was rushing toward me. It knocked me over and came back, apparently bent on my
destruction,”

“Keep your seat, Evans,” he said. “I dont expect
this interview to be either important or protracted.”

I resumed my seat, but rose again immediately as
a neatly dressed girl entered the room. She was
small, golden haired, and quite pretty. For a moment
she glanced at both of us, standing beside our chairs
—then evidently decided in favor of the doctor’s griz-
zled Van Dyke.

“] am Greta Van Loan, doctor,” she said, address-
ing him as if sure she had spoken to the right man,

“You recognize me, then?”

IS remarkable story, made so principally by he asked, drawing a chair
the fact that radio enters into it, is one of the forward for her.

She sat down lightly, and

ingenious e ever read. The best part d
m the uory,wl:owhae:er, is that the radio prin- W‘g}re"g:ls::ee gl';cg.
ciples ghout story are quile accurate. O Do Bure, ave seen
o There :‘&r i:‘dung ]a:hu:sdc :,ivow it‘.l:‘nlfi the thing ~your picture in the papers
o can be du, by any good radio man today. CVeT so Imany times, usually
u Here, is a scientifiction story, thrilling, in connection with your
n ious, and breath-taking, that we know you investigations of spiritistic
phenomena.”
s The doctor did not PP
to feel flattered. In fact, his look was rather one of
boredom, as if he expected something unpleasant to
grow out of this subtle blandishment. His voice, how-
ever, was quite pleasant as he replied.

#

s he
.” “

*
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“Indeed. Will you tell me how I may be of service
to you?”

She looked at me, and I developed a most unneces-
sary feeling. I rose once more, this time firmly
resolved to take my leave, but again the doctor
detained me.

“Miss Van Loan,” he said, “allow me to present
Mr. Evans, my friend and colleague. Like me, he is
an investigator of the supernormal in psychic phe-
nomena.”

Her acknowledgement of the introduction was ac-
companied by a charming smile that immediately put
me at my ease,

“I have heard of your work in connection with that
of Dr. Dorp,” she said. “How fortunate that I find
you two together—especially as my reason for coming
to see the doctor has a direct bearing on the very
subject that seems to be of interest to both of you.
Won't you stay?”

I relapsed once more into my chair.

The doctor, I observed, had pricked up his ears
like a hound on a hot trail. He leaned forward in
his chair and pressed the tips of his fingers together
—an attitude he always assumed when absorbed in a

I problem that was of intense interest to him.

“Miss Van Loan,” he began, “you are not by any
chance a relative of my old friend and fellow worker,
Gordon Van Loan?”

“I am his niece.”

“Indeed. I begin to understand your interest in
spiritistic phenomena. Dense of me not to have
thought of it before.”

“But, doctor, I am not interested in spiritistic phe-
nomena.”

“Eh? Not interested? I'm afraid I don’t—"

“I have always feared and detested the very thought
of meeting or communicating with the disembodied

itit’."

“Really, Miss Van Loan, you surprise me,” said
g the doctor. “Your uncle, up to the very time of his

- death, was an ardent supporter of the spiritistic hypo-
~ thesis. I have had many a private debate with him on
: am aware of that. I, too, have argued the subject -

rith him when it was forced on me. Until three days
as firm an unbeliever as you. But now—
to think, It seems that my uncle,
resolved to force his belief upon

ble, ener-
 carry out -

SRR
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“He left something over half g
which was in first mortgage real
addition to the home and estate,

milljg

eslate ?,’0,::
which js g 8
to be worth at least a hundred thousand » UW

“Quite a sizeable bequest, and, it seems 1o
ample recompense for the condition j e,
it.”l hosed g

“So 1 thought too, until I spent a ni R i
awful house. It was then that I began o realize
full import of his explanation of th, the |

I -l © reasons for by,
unusual provision.”

“Just what was his explanation?”

“I can give you his exact words. In the
days they have burned themselves into my v]::ty t::
He said: “—for when I return to prove the realit
of life after death it is not unreasonable to asktbz
person who benefits so materially by this will o b
on hand to greet me, and to receive and transmit
message of hope and good cheer to the misguided
scoffers, who, by their very attitude, prevent their
departed loved ones from communicating with them,”

“Hem. And have you received the message, or some-
thing purporting to be the message?”

“Not exactly, but there have been indications of 3
strange and terrible presence in that house — an elus-
ive, disembodied entity that, while not a creature of
flesh and blood, exercises an uncanny power over
material objects as well as living creatures.”

“I see. And the manifestations?” :

“Ghostly raps, shuffling footsteps in rooms that are
untenanted, overturned furniture and broken ching,
strange sickening odors suggestive of the dak
mustiness of the tomb, lights darkened and suddenly
lighted again with no evidence of switches or of fll!!' 1
having been tampered with, the touch of cold hands in !
the dark, doors opening and closing in the dead of ‘
night, the icy breath—"

“The icy breath? What is that?” -

“It is the most convincing evidence of my uncle’s
presence in the house. Although the last three
and nights have been exceptionally warm, even for
gust, I have felt it, and the servants have felt jt—a mO"
ing current of air with a dank, charnel odor, a8 ;
a wind from the ice-bound Arctic circle. As you “" o
doubt aware, my uncle was an ardent admirer ® of
famous Italian medium, Eusapia Palladino. %.
the most baffling manifestations which she i Wi
have produced time and again in the presen® ® oy
vestigating scientists, was the icy "1 ‘wlﬂ'
breeze that appeared to come from her ‘f"“h::u,- ‘
she was in a trance, Manyscoﬁed,bnfmw
plain this remarkable phenomenon. My Wyl

referred to it in his lectures. He has writte 7

creatures, you say, have

has ")
He has * "y

y mywm'ﬂ‘. i
he entered the house. -



. ing he snapped at my hand
l::’ rgil:iend—something he has
ol "‘;‘he servants, too, have seen, heard
doo bef\‘ffe' that have affected me, but being
4 & Jory in them rather than fear them.
they have worked for my uncle for the
(hey man acting as gardener, chauffeur
an as cook and housekeeper.”
Hegel. Is he, too, stopping

ife
‘ wom
| ‘ yo’nr cousiﬂ; ,l::rnest
o at present? . )
1 .1 Ernest sailed for Germany last Sat-
He is American representative for a ?erllin
hemical manufacturer, and was sent for by
E.
'" is a German citizen?”
A father was German, but he was born in Amer-
‘e he is an American citizen. His mother,
v father and Uncle Gordon, was American, of
% Dutch descent. Part of his education was
ed at Heidelberg, and he took a post graduate
e in chemistry and bacteriology in Vienna. When
i broke out, his sympathy for the land of his
was what turned my uncle against him.”
d consequently made you the preferred heir?”
think that has :omcthing to do with it, although
eed as thoroughly with Uncle Gordon in his

spiritism, as Ernest did on questions of
I!*‘;l;emmiisutiomyouspeakofomr
 dayume

except the queer behavior of my dog.”
@ You have stated a very interesting case,
Loan, I, for one, will be very glad to in-
phenomena which have been troubling

4
: J,:,! to go, too, if you want me,” I

i

f pleased.
:t 1 may have the help of both of you—
e said |
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1t came unexpectedly im# view — an ancient brick
homestead of the Dutch Colonial type, with gables
that drooped deSPondenlly, and chimneys surmounted
by double Kil.vs that stood out against the background
of gray sky like headless torsos with arms upraised to
heaven.

As we drew up before the entrance, the noise of the
doctor’s motor ceased, and from just beyond the back-
ground of trees, there came a lhl‘u])‘)'l-llj_'. pulsating
murmur which had not previously been audil
announcing the proximity of Lake Mic higan,

Scarcely had we set foot on the porch, when the
door opened silently and a gray haired, white jacketed
man with burning gray eyes that looked out from
hollow recesses in a pale, wrinkled, and cadaverous
countenance, stood aside, hand on latch, for us to
enter. So loathesome in appearance was this death-
like creature that I had a feeling of repugnance even
at the thought of permitting him to take my hat in his
bony, clawlike hands.

After disposing of our hats, he conducted us to a
commodious living room, tastily furnished, where we
were greeted by our charming hostess. Then he silent-
ly withdrew, closing the door after him.

Although she maintained a brave, calm demeanor,
I noticed that the hand of Miss Van Loan was trembl-
ing as I took it in mine. The doctor, also, must have
noticed this, for he quickly transferred his long, slim
fingers to her pulse.

“Has anything happened?” he asked consulting his
Wi

“Nothing yet, but I have been oppressed by a hor-
rible feeling which I cannot explain. I have worried.
too, for fear something might prevent your coming.”

“You are a very brave young woman,” he said,
pocketing his watch and releasing her wrist, “but you
have been under exceptionally severe nervous strain, ,
Just now you are beginning to feel the reaction. Your
heart, however, is good, and I believe another night of
it can do you no permanent injury. Were this not the
case, I should advise you to immediately leave this
house, despite the tremendous financial stake in-
volved.”

~ “But, doctor, do you think the—the presence, can
be driven out in one night?”

“That is my hope. I have a theory—"

His speech was suddenly interrupted by a noisy
rattling of the door knob—the very door which the
servant had silently closed a few minutes before.

is ¢ 1" said the girl breathlessly, a note of
. ha 2

le to us,

“It
~ terror in 2

oice. :
The three of us watched the door silently—intently.
opened, revealing the dimly lighted hallway, in

no living creature was visible. For a moment
the knob. Then it closed with a bang.
ly sensation in my scalp, then started
sound of a throaty rumble be-
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“I believe he scared me worse than it,” I said with
a nervous laugh, sinking back on the davenport, re-
lieved by the realization that the noise, at least, had
been earthly.
“It is now in the room,” said the girl. “Don’t you
feel a strange presence?”
“Not yet,” said the doctor gravely.
We waited breathlessly for the next manifestation.
For several minutes the only sounds I could hear
were those which drifted through the two open win-
dows, one on each side of the fireplace—the clatter
of frogs, the piping of nocturnal insects, the incessant
muffled roar of the surf on the beach, and the occasion-
al call of a night bird. Then a heavy poker, which
had been leaning against the fireplace, clattered to the
tiles, slid across them, and progressed with a queer
jerky motion across the rug to the center of the room,
It remained there for a moment, then twirled around
and came straight toward me, still with the same jerky
motion. When it seemed about to strike my feet I
drew them up, half expecting the thing to leap at me.
Despite this singular and, to me, inexplicable phe-
nomenon, Dr. Dorp maintained, unruffled, his look
of complete absorption. The girl, however, was
manifestly alarmed.
“Be careful, Mr. Evans,” she said tensely. “I'm
afraid it may hurt you.”
Somehow I did not want to appear cowardly in the
‘ eyes of this girl. The heavy poker which had per-
l formed such amazing antics now lay quiescent, and
‘ apparently quite harmless, at my feet.
‘ Simulating a calmness which I was far from feeling,
\ I bent over and picked the thing up. 1 was examining
‘ it minutely, half expecting to find some mechanical
attachment which would prove the whole thing a hoax,
when it was suddenly and forcibly jerked from my
grasp. It thumped to the floor, then spun half around
and traveled jerkily back to the fireplace.
“What made you drop it?” asked the doctor.
“Wasn’t hot, was it?”
When I told him that it had been jerked from my
hands, he seemed surprised.
“Are you sure you didn’t just drop it from—ah—
nervousness?”
“Positive.”
“Hem. Strange.”
sat for several minutes without incident. Then
‘that the lights were growing dim. I con-
on the filaments of the reading
b wﬂowly, almost imperceptibly, they
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pale, luminous figure rising from the 1l
was irregular in outline, and swayed lhi:or' th
as if wafted by eddying air currents, 'l'al;”ay .
it grew, until, when it had reached g heigt;: s
six feet, it bore some resemblance 8k L of peg,
shrouded in a white, filmy material, ian figuy
Although my flesh crept and chil]
up and down my spine, l[;emembcre(si(;t:ﬁd e'ach '
investigate this thing, and rising, forced mys:ﬁs ol
stealthily toward the center of the room, A Te e
ed the grim wraith it grew taller, towering mefllc U
above me, and a queer, sickening odor Became ngly
entarily stronger—an odor which might haye
produced by a combination of the fumes of bri 1
with the offensive effluvium of putrefying fleg) 1
By the time I was within two feet of the lhingi
nearly strangled by its horrible stench, hy | udll
made up my mind to test its solidity at last, and stretd
ed out my hand to.touch it. The hand encounters
no resistance. Moving it horizontally, [ passed my
hand clear through it from side to side. By this '
my eyes were watering so badly from the effect of the
acrid fumes that I was scarcely able to see. Then
lights flashed on, completely blinding me for a mon- il
ent with their brilliance. A moment later I was able
to see clearly.

A cry from Dr. Dorp aroused me.
“Quick, Evans,” he said,” the girl has fainted
We must get her into the open air.” {

He was endeavoring to lift her himself, but foud 3§
her weight too much for him. Being his junior by sone
thirty-five years, and of a rather more substani
build, I found her slight form no burden whatever. t

“Open the doors, doctor,” I said. “T'll do the rest !

I had lifted the girl from the chair, and was WG
toward the door, the doctor meanwhile advancing
open it. Before he could do so, however, the
rattled, and the door swung open by itself. -3
a flash, the doctor sprang out into the hall, Pero g
this way and that. 1

“Nobody here,” he said. “Come on.” |

I followed him down the hallway, this time € g,
his heels, with the girl still lying limply in ™ %0
He extended his hand, about to open the door
led to the front porch, when the knob t

second door was opened as if by som® m; lf
presence. Once more the doctor sprang fo
to find the porch untenanted. ch swi®

I laid the still unconscious girl in the PO e

at the behest of the doctor, who infol:med ‘f:

would regain consciousness more quickly

ing position. B - he ™
“Now fan her with this magfaf};::em In

structed, handing me a copy o He

tion” which he had taken from the porch 5

e
e




reassuring manner of the doctor
d: r. While I continued to ply
;; 1 could hear the doctor, or some-
ut the house.
il's eyelids fluttered, and she began
rd: disconnected and broken like those
wol

was i

' in & drea- pirit——Uﬂde Gordon. Must be—be
3 5::put arm—through it.”

e laced my hand on the smooth, cool fore-
g; she opened her eyes and looked earnest-

hat was I saying?” she asked, apparent-

Wh

qui l",'. 1” I' replied. “Don’t worry. Every-

.h?}lf'nr. Dorp?”
st went in the house to look around. He'll be out
few minates, no doubt.”
e aited a full twenty minutes, but still the doctor
¥ appear. Miss Van Loan had taken one of the
jer porch chairs, assuring me that she had fully
wered. 1 was sitting in another. All sounds in
had ceased, and I began to feel some appre-
for the doctor’s safety.
mind staying alone for a few minutes?”
like to go and see if my friend is

:

I come in just now to ask if you would
o A0Y more this evenin’. I feel sort of
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a taupe and maroon color
it seemed thoroughly a man's

ed in massive oak, with
scheme. Somehow
room.

“This belonged to Uncle Gordon,”
“It was in that bed that he died.”

I looked at the bed and somehow the gray and
maroon of the bolster and spread reminded me of
blood trickling over a sacrificial slab of granite.
With this thought came an inexplicable feeling of
horror which I could not shake off.

said the girl.

“YT is back!™ said the girl, suddenly, a note of terror

in her voice.

She must have had the same feeling as I, at the
same time, although nothing startling had happened
—at least nothing that either of us could perceive
with the aid of our five senses. The bath-room was
empty, and I had started for the door of the closet,
when the lights suddenly went out. Once more I was
conscious of the peculiar, dusty odor I had detected
in the room below. The girl shricked. Then as if
in answer to her cry, I heard a hollow groan and five
distinct raps, apparently coming from the direction of
the bed.

The door of the closet which 1 had not searched
was not more than a foot from the head of the bed. I
could still see it, though indistinctly, by the dim, gray
light which came in through the window. Although I
am not superstitious, a nameless dread assailed me
at the thought of approaching nearer to that bed in
which the former owner of the house had breathed his
last. I hesitated, berating myself for a coward and
weakling—then forced myself toward the door.

As I did so, I heard more raps, not quite so pro-
nounced as formerly, then another moan, and sounds
like those of a person gasping for breath. On reaching

the door, I turned the knob, but found it locked. Then -

my fingers touched a key just below it. I turned this
with difficulty. It seemed that either the lock was
stuck, or something was resisting my efforts. Releas-

.ing the key, I cnce more attempted to open the door.

Before I could turn the knob, however, the door again
locked itself. From somewhere nearby, I heard a
sound which plainly resembled the death rattle!

Once more I succeeded in unlocking the door, al-
though the key was bent in the process. Then, h?lding
the key with my left hand, I turned the knob with my
right, and applied my shoulder to the door. Someone,
or some thing, was pushing against it on the other
side. At first I only succeeded in moving it a fraction
of an inch. Gathering my strength for a supreme ef-
fort, I forced it wide open. As I did so, a rush of
icy cold air enveloped me from head to foot. Hot and

i from my exertions as I was, it chilled me to
the marrow. My teeth chattered, and I shivered as if
1 had suddenly been immersed in ice water.
the closet, all was black, aa;!olighmched
» window. Holding one foot against tne

was still resisting my efforts, I lighted a
! ut almost as soon as I struck it, but
h. Beneath a mound of clothing,

]
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evidently snatched from the hooks on the wall, lay a
human figure.

Stooping, I succeeded in grasping a foot and ankle.
Then I dragged the body with its accompanying mound
of clothing, from the closet, By this time my fingers
were so numbed with cold that I could scarcely use
them. I took my foot from the door, and it closed
with a vicious bang.

Miss Van Loan had apparently recovered, in some
measure, from her {it of terror, for she came up be-
side me.

“What is it? What did you find in the closet?” she
whispered, peering at the shapeless thing which lay
there in the dim, gray light.

Without taking time to reply, I hastily removed the
pile of miscellaneous clothing from the body. Then
my hand touched a cold forehead—a hairy face.

“Open the door, quickly!” I ordered. “My God,
I'm afraid we have come too late.”

She promptly did as she was bidden, while I gather-
ed the cold, still form of Dr. Dorp in my arms. Then
I staggered out of the room, across the hall, down the
creaking stairway, and out upon the porch, the girl
following, As I laid the doctor in the swing where

4 1 had deposited the mistress of the house less than an
hour before, the lights flashed on once more.

“Rouse the servants,” I said. “Telephone for a

| doctor. Then bring hot water, towels, blankets, hot
| water bottles—and some brandy.”
: While she was gone, I alternately slapped, kneaded
' and rubbed the cold flesh of my friend.. She return-
[L ed in a few minutes that seemed like hours, with two
/] hot water bottles and an armful of towels. Behind her
} toddled a stout, round-faced woman in a red kimono,
with a steaming kettle of water in one hand and a
bottle and glass in the other.

We applied the various articles with better will than
skill, and a moment later Riggs appeared in bathrobe
and slippers carrying four thick woolen blankets, An-
~ other ten minutes elapsed before we succeeded in even

~ warming the flesh of our patient.

. “We haven’t any brandy, so I brought a bottle of

Incle Gordon’s whiskey,” said the girl. “Do you
. we had better give him/some?”
yet,” I replied. “It might strangle him if he

h life left in him to strangle.”
of a motor sounded in the driveway,

headlights flashed on the porch. A
p shrieking brakes and a young
chel, got out and dashed up
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can give him or do for him at th;

3 S!age s
help matters. Fresh air and warmy Which
allies now.” e ogy

Y friend regained consciousness fi
later. He immediately recognizeq vDe Mgy
who had attended a number of hj b Gr'\
1 i3 lectupes
members of the medical fraternity, anq had bd"‘l
into discussions with him. Chlere]

While the two were talking, the housekee d
in for some hot water, lemon and sugar foxier ot
She had only been absent for a few minutes oS
were all alarmed by the sound of barkine l L
ing within the house, punctuated by Pierci:g scr:::"

Dr. Crlnveiq was the 1firsl to reach the door,
he paused. I attempted to force my wa e
he stayed me with his arm. T pe

“Get back, woman!” he shouted to someone it
“Get back and close the door. The creature is M-

At the far end of the hall, I saw the stout wife of the.
house man apparently rooted to the floor by horm A
Just in front of her, the Airedale, growling and s
ing savagely, was rapidly demolishing the upholste
ing of a beautiful antique settee. The hairy javs of
the creature were flecked with white foam, and é
eyes were bloodshot and nunnaturally luminescent
from extreme dilation of the pupils.

Seeing the peril in which the poor woman was pla
ed, I caught up one of the porch chairs and rushed
past the doctor. The dog took no notice of me until 1
swung at it with the chair. Then it dodged with st
prising dexterity and leaped for my throat, just &
two of the chair legs were shattered against the floot
I managed to elude it by quickly crouching
the chair back, so that it passed clear over my head.

It was up again in an instant, however, and ['had 8%
I could do to protect myself from its leaps by e
with the remains of the chair. Almost befort I_ 4
aware of it, the beast had backed me into ibe M0
room. Then, to my horror, the door closed, and!
lights winked out. A Jark

I shall never forget the battle 1 fought in that ‘
room. That which had been a shagey i,
flesh and bone in the light, had become a PAT % "y
ing orbs, set in a shadowy form, that l“Pd' i
and snarled in a manner which was twic® "; 5
as its former attacks had been whel.l ol b5 "
completely visible. Now I was guided lw et
movements of the luminous eyes, whereas * "= g
iously been able to forecast each hostile "
by the crouch or muscular tension which P g

Using the chair as a shield, I hand 1
to circle back to the door. With one

i mllll"w

ocked.




"'WL «] cannot find it in the hall.” "Queer thing
B docto

. using one hand to manipulate the chair, Although 1

" ed I8 %2, rable difficulty. the matter with him,
| v:: g:‘]:'d,,el shouted, “and push.” Loan did not want it known among

b K light shot past me, for a moment illumi- “It was odd,” T agreed.
hiry face and dripping fangs of the brutl?. “Too bad that the 1i
shot rang out, the light faded from the lumi-  they dig, too,”
e and the beast sank slowly to the floor, cidence.”

: 4 shot, doctor,” I said, turning and releasing
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. pieside” I replied. Then 1 “Of course,” said the irl,
”o‘-f:ﬂlg;: flashing through the key- life in sufficient «
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. “You have put your
= jeopardy as it is, Mr. Evans.”

what had become of the k?’y ’ Thus admonished, I got into the coupé with the
M;{lon to the floor on that side,” said  young doctor, and we set out for the hospital.

. the way that door shut and locked

in maneuvering to a position in itself,” he said, when we e

Then I tramped about ixf front o.f it ing of S:lu'ridan Road. “The key must have been half

ck a hard object. Stooping, I pick- turned in the lock when the wind blew it shut. The

,:?:iced to find that the doctor had been  jar locked it and shook out the key.”

did not feel that his explanation of the
vas a true one, I decided not to debate
as it was evident that Miss Van
her acquaintances
n her home,

merged on the smooth pav-

in the lock and managed to turn it,  phenomenon v

and the door opened behind me. that there were strange goings on i

ghts had to go out just when
> he went on. “A most unfortunate coin-

from its mouth and nostrils. “It was,” I said, with mental reservations,

old on the battered chair. To my surprise I saw AN hour later at the hospital, my wound was dress-

V holding the flash light in one hand
piwol in the other, while great tears

ed and a considerable quantity of serum injected
into my blood stream. Then I called a cab which
got me back to my friends shortly after midnight.
I found Dr. Dorp dozing in one of the porch chairs
with a blanket around him, and Miss Van Loan, com-
pletely exhausted, asleep in the swing.
“Better try to get some rest in one of these chairs,”
) said the doctor. “There is nothing further we can
d to kill your pet,” I replied, clos-

had to | do until morning,”
“ i"lng?”her of gun and torc|l:. I I was not loath to follow his suggestion, and soon
she B.OBM :B- = drifted into a fitful, dream-haunted slumber from
-U‘ have kkilled you. .. which I did not thoroughly awaken until the slant- E

cheeks,

wn her
cried.
vas while the doctor went for a

said. “He was going to try to help you
the window. Then I heard you

i iy s from, the ing rays of the morning sun struck me full in the 1 4
suddenly came
: Secing us stand- T I sat there, blinking in the bright
he laid it down and joined us. Forafnoment sat there, blinking in ri
d, T see,” he said. light, trying to remember where I was. Then the

sound of a low cough from the doorway caused me
to turn. I beheld the cadaverous face and angular
form of Riggs.

“Good morning,.sir,” he said.

“Good morning, Riggs.”

'Ih’hd 1’::: “Will you have your bath hot or cold, Sir?”
OSSR A8 orThe colder the better.”

“Thank you, sir.”

A few moments later I was shaving with a razor
which Riggs informed me had belonged to his late

st 2 e master, while a sizable column of cold water roared
have no se- into the tub. While I bathed and dressed, the house-
"~ man repaired the rent in my sleeve. A half hour aft-
feeling greatly rested and refreshed, I went
own to breakfast. Miss Van Loan met me in the
sing roo.a where places had been laid for two.
“Dr. Dorp left early this morning for the city,”
nfor me. “He asked me to have you wait
mtil his return this afternoon.” {
not have set me a more pleasant task,” s,
of coffee {rom the hand
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tonight,” she said. “He was in a great hurry.
Wouldn’t even stop for a bite of breakfast.”

“That is his way,” I replied, “when engrossed in a
particularly interesting investigation. He will prob-
ably neither eat nor drink until the mystery has been
solved.”

“And will that be soon?”

“I believe it will.”

“Just what is your opinion, Mr. Evans, of the things
you saw last night?”

“I'm afraid,” I replied, “that my opinion at this
time is not of much value. Frankly, I have been
mystified. I have theories, of course, but they are,
after all, only theories.”

“Do you believe it was the ghost of Uncle Gordon
that we saw in the living room last night?”

“I don’t believe in ghosts.”

“Then what was it? What could have caused it?
What could have caused doors to lock and unlock,
to open and close without the touch of human hands?
What could have caused the intense cold—the poker
to creep across the floor as if it were alive? What
drove my dog mad with fear?”

“The dog,” I replied, “showed symptoms of hydro-
phobia.” .

“That is what Dr. Dorp thought, although he was
not sure. He took the carcass with him, wrapped in
a sheet, for examination.”

“Then his opinion confirms that of Dr. Graves.”

“] don’t see how poor Sandy could have gotten
it,” she said. “He hasn’t been near any other animal,
and I understand he would have to be scratched or
bitten by one to become infected.”

“The examination will show whether or not he had
hydrophobia, and I hope he hadn’t,” I replied, “for
a very personal reason. Just how he contracted it,

f of course, may never be known.”

“For your sake, I too hope that he didn’t have it.
You are in grave danger, are you not, from that
bite?”

“Not so bad as all that. A comparatively short
time ago it was the equivalent of a death warrant to
be bitten by a rabid animal. Modern science, how-
ever, has made death from hydrophobia a rarity when
treatment is administered in time.”

HE remainder of the day was spent quite pleasant-
,, strolling about the grounds and on the white,
1 beach, or lolling on the large, confort-

- at six, and I was enjoying a cigar
thereafter, when I heard the
driveway and the big car of

‘had
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“We're going to make a few
show this evening,” he said,
to come along?”

“Of course.”

“All right. Each man grab a b
much time before dark.” “ wdle We h"h\‘ .

I took up one of the khaki wrappe
was far from light, and each ol}?e}: :lng:c;adgel""hﬂ
The doctor led the way around the hOUSe, lk"’it
to the beach. tnd dowy

Directly behind the house we unwra
packages. One proved to be a set o}i)lzldr:wo t:f.
struments which the civil engineer quickly oS i
The other looked very much like a radio se mhu'
loop aerials and dials, although there wag no
or head phone with it. The radio set was placed
a small folding table, and Mr. Easton sighted f,:
that point, while I acted as roadman and Mr, Brandop
as chainman. We measured off a distance of two.
thousand feet in a straight line along the beach, thy
doctor following with the other package. At thy
point, the other radio-like machine was assemble
and placed on a folding table. We left Mr. Brandoy
with this machine, and went back to the first one,

“Now, Evans,” said my friend. “You and M
Easton go back to the house and keep Miss Van Lom
company. As soon as it begins to get dark go into
the living room and occupy the same positions as last
night. Mr. Easton has a false beard with him, and
will be disguised to look like me. Caution Miss Van
Loan, when she is inside the house, to address Mr.'
Easton by my name. Do not, under any circum-
stances, tell her this while you are in the house. When
you hear my motor racing outside, come out. Mr.
Easton will remain. Rafferty will then go in to take
your place. Is everything clear?” dl

“Perfectly.” 3

We found Miss Van Loan on the porch, l'n‘”"h?'
pered our plans to her while Easton adjusted ,h
whiskers, He was about the same build l!lA'l
as the doctor, and thus disguised, bore cons! ‘
resemblance to him. oto

We chatted on the porch until dusk, then wert e
the living room and took our seals. Presently .
door opened and closed as on the night befm oot
the lights went out. Hearing a ng 80 ot of 8
the door, I looked, and saw the gleaming P "o
human foot forming on the carpet. I{’ & 24 rustling
other had formed in front of it while the !
sound continued. The first footprint yas 88 f
a third formed in front of the seco ol the oente”
some invisible entity were walking 10 hich s
of the room, leaving luminous tracks W A
peared each time a foot was lifted: er, side ¥

The footprints stopped, and drew b there ¥
side, in the een;er of thefroom' o o the 09 1
slight thump, and a wispy form, Mﬁ’

: ; began to ;
90 Ga night 1B, 0. The Mk

wabbling

Preparat;,
addressing . fg;v by




e ed on, and the apparition
v W f:h‘f: there was something glis-
N% the thing had stood, I went
" the floor There was & small pool of clear,
pliga! -2 rapidly soaking into the rug. As
Jling 1M - it T heard a cry of warning
over 10 ick movement behind me. I
. girl 'Edn:t f:olve in time to avoid the heavy
J rushing toward me. It knocked me
righwd itself, and came back, appa-
i my destruction. I managed to roll out
be ; gt to Y feet, but it promptly chased
1 ey pehind which I took shelter.
o psckerel!” exclaimed the pseudo Dr. Dorp.
ir, ap y realizing that.it was baffled,
and quickly returned to its place in the

i ',,,um

—ena, thus far, including the materiali-

spectre, had taken a little more than half

‘;lmxd the sound for which I had been

the roar of the doctor’s motor.

ble chair, doctor,” I said. “The thing

me, I think Ill step out on the porch

of cool air.”

obligingly opened for me when I left the

The front door, however, was already open.

sas standing on the porch.

n to the car,” he whispered. “The doc-
”

B et e 1o, sout boside the
tive Hogan was in the back seat. We
'ﬁnunhggm
‘handed me a folded map.

you, Evans?” he requested. “Hold
e dash light. 1 don’t want to miss the

and found it was a detailed map of
large triangle had been traced on the
angle resting on a spot marked
some eight miles due west of

‘where the body was found?”
“onto Sheridan Road on
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; se of keeping it in 4 5 ap'parcm[y
malchme would buzs lhs l(?ude;:. a position where the
onlynr?n:fizdal:::', ?:;'5}”5!. l'l'le .dirm‘tion of l}?e loop
i y slight deviation from the direction
in which we were going. Gradually. h
deviation grew gr l' il the Tooo: nwever,.lhe
greater until the loop stood at right
a."g]ei to our course. We were, at the moment, pas-
SR R
tinued past the hnc‘ the a A paedinss As.we ned
2 erial gradually straightened
out toward our course.

About a thousand feet beyond the entrance to the
lang was a brightly lighted filling station. We stop-
ped there, left the car in charge of the service man,
and started across the fields. When we had gone a
short distance, the doctor handed me an automatic
pistol.

“I hope we won’t have to do any shooting,” he said,
“but it’s safer to be prepared.”

It took us all of ten minutes to reach the farm
house. It was in darkness, except for one of the rear
rooms, which was dimly lighted. Admonishing us
to tread carefully, the doctor led the way around the
house. As we rounded the rear porch, I saw that a
four-wire aerial had been stretched between the gable
of the house and the barn. A wire connected to the
aerial, led down into the dimly lighted rear room.

Instructing us to stay where we were, the doctor
crept stealthily up on the porch and peered through
the window. For five minutes at least he stood there,
looking into that room while we waited below. Then
he turned and beckoned to us. Neither Hogan nor I
lost any time in getting up to the window. I'm sure
he was as curious as I to learn what was going on in
that room.

Seated on a long bench before an instrument board
which contained a bewildering array of dials, buttons
and levers, was a short, bull-necked man. He_ wore
a close cropped, bristling pompadour, a thin, herc.ely
u moustache, and an immense pair of thick
lensed, horn rimmed spectacles. A set of headplﬁ:onee
covered his ears, and his pudgy hands worked inces-
santly with the levers, dials and buttons on the board
before him. The only light in the room came from a
panel of frosted glass which was just above the instru-
ment board. On the panel, which the operator con:
stantly watched, was a very clear shadow picture of
tblivingmomlh.dquitwdonlyashonumebefom,
in the hom> of Miss Van Loan.

1y wrestling match in the center of the
chair w]:;ls. had proven so hostile to-
thsmp,vwgsdmw our weapons and

It was locked, and the key was
it quickly and silently
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erator surrounded and covered. The doctor jerked the
phones from his head, and said:

“Hands up, Mr. Hegel. You are under arrest.”

His look of surprise and alarm was quickly follow-
ed by a sullen frown as he thrust his pudgy hands
aloft.

“Arrest? For what?” he demanded belligerently.

“Nivver mind for what, my old buckaroo,” said
Hogan, snapping the handcuffs on his wrists, “I've
a warrant in me pocket that covers ivverything from
interferin’ wid the radio reception on the north shore
down to attempted murder. Come away wid yez now,
and don’t try no shenanigans, or be the lord Harry,

. I'll quiet yez wid this gun butt.”.....

SOME two hours later, having left Hegel in the care

of the proper authorities, we were gathered in the
living room of the Van Loan home—the girl, the two
engineers, the two detectives, Dr. Dorp, and 1. All
were seated but the doctor, who stood before the fire-
place. He cleared his throat and looked around with
his well known lecture-room air.

“Now that the author of the strange phenomena
which have confronted us in this house has been ap-
prehended,” he said, “explanations, and such further
investigations as are needed to completely clear up
the mystery, are in order.

“You are all aware that the manifestations we have
witnessed were under the control of an operator es-
tablished in an old farm house eight miles west of
here, and that the mechanism he used was a powerful
and complicated radio set. In order that you may
thoroughly understand how Ernest Hegel was able to
make inanimate objects react to our movements as
if they were endowed with minds, let me explain that
he could both see and hear what was going on in this

i house as well as if he had been here in person. Plant-
‘ ed in this very room in such a clever manner as to
fr8 escape notice except by the most careful scrutiny, are
. powerful lenses which acted as his eyes, and micro-
phones which served as his distance ears. If Miss
b Van Loan does not mind a slight mutilation of her
walls in the interests of our investigation, I will dis-

~ close one of each.”
“I should like to see them, doctor,” said Miss Van

The doctor took out his pocket knife and opened it.
Tl walked to the wall opposite us and scrutiniz-
very carefully. Presently he held the point of
“to a small spot which resembled thousands
on the mottled pattern of the wall pa-
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knife and we heard it ol; 2

stance. Then he cut a sq‘::r:S:;m S0me hy,
ing from around it, disc]<>5ing - b]aci T and

a close resemblance to a smal| Cambox Yhich }
lens in front. Taking a smal] SCrewc;‘l. with ,
pocket, he removed the front of the b TIVEE frop o
w];ir:h wf?s covered with row op rowof;flhebﬂ
cular affairs which he deserg i
cells. soribed a5 Ph

“Each cell,” he said, “respo
strength of light or shade Ayl
the lens, with a different wave len Oigh
wave lengths are combined and tgrt:nsm'ft:: Vet
common antenna. At the receiving statiop fr
cess is reversed, and this image is byl y, . the "
glass by various vibrating light beams, sz: '
?ugh description of this process, which | will
into here, I refer you to the book, “Radio for Al
There are four “eyes” like this one in this room glogg
Every other room in this house is as tho ”I,
equipped. .

“And now for the ears.”

He examined the wall until he found another kg
into which he thrust the knife blade. Then he g
moved another square of wall paper and plaster,
vealing one of those instruments with which we ye
all familiar—the microphone.

“As this instrument needs no explanation
said, “I will now show you how our friend Hem
managed to lock, unlock, open and close doors fre
a distance of eight miles.”

He walked to the door and opened it.

“This door,” he said, “shows no signs of havin
been tampered with in any way, yet I am con '
that there are at least two electric wires conned
it with the current which Hegel tapped somewbert
front of the meter—I have not yet discovered wher

With his screw driver, he removed the bol
hinge, while we crowded around him. Then he s
ed to remove the top hinge, but found ﬂl‘“h
screw he tried would not turn. i
removed all the other screws, then inserted th¢
driver beneath the hinge, and pried. The l”a
loose, but revealed the fact that the screw |
soldered to the metal back, and to a he-'{p';;;
now protruded from the wall. The who he b
been insulated with electricians’ tape, hecn 0
of wood in which it was fastened had 7] He
surrounded with sealing wax, 'md. TP e 0
removed the other side of the hinge o™ /1y
and found it similarly connected and :
wire leading to the interior of the doo™

Havingcutlhewimwiﬂuplirdl’w":ﬁ
laid the door on its side and ingenion &
latch. Both were controlled by “‘m‘l ‘
‘ment of electro-magnets. The W"“‘" contaet §

< Ofdin
which  strikeg itElo :




Ay wood, ;nd removed from the

’-': bar of iron. 5

id i will follow me to the base-

wid, i Yt:: mechanism which acted on
Mc:oj:ing the door to open or close.”

of jron,

‘ .o the basement behind him, and
3 ﬂl‘l do'm m!‘;o a point directly beneath the
/ gﬂw wy’[‘he ceiling was covered with
‘_. Lisor ‘:ol‘::ock of which he rer.nnvm}.] Fa;-tt’;\ed
puerb08 - micircle was a string of large élec-
o M ina

ets,” he said, © were caused to
“All 0 impulses of varying wave lengths
i wm:;times their circuits. R’amra]l_\' they
_” h ' of iron although separated by two
. of wood, as there is no insulation which
 etic waves, thus closing or opening the
‘the will of the operator. The poker and the
od chair were caused to travel about
in the same manner, the latter probably
;n bars inserted in the legs, by utilizing
tro-magmets fastened beneath the floor and
by this plasterboard.

i zmhﬂe we may as well clear up the
f the luminous footprints, for I see the re-

his square of ceiling has already disclosed
the mechanism. You will observe here, a
- which there are two lead plates.
e is movable, and is connected with an
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the sources of the icy breath, and also the source of
the ghastly and foul smelling spectre which rose from
the center of the floor on two succeeding evenings.
You will observe that the entire fixture, central hemi-
sphere and surrounding collar, appears to be made
from frosted glass. The central hemisphere from
which the light emanates is glass, but the surrounding
collar is of metal covered with a white substance.
That white substance is common frost.”

So saying, he scraped off a quantity of the frost
and handed it down to us for our inspection.

“Please take special notice of the designs on this
collar,” he said, “for they are particularly well suited
for the purposes for which our friend Hegel intended
them—a series of circles, each about an inch from the
other, reaching entirely around the collar. I will
now do by force what the builder of this device pre-
viously did by mechanical means, controlled by
radio.”

He took the screw driver and, reaching up, inserted
the end and pried at one of the circles. It came open,
revealing the fact that it was a small hinged trap
door. What surprised us the most, however, was the
fact that a small white globe fell out of it and broke
on the rug.

“Switch off the lights for a moment,” he said.

Someone pressed the light switch, and all of us saw
the now familiar vision of a spectre materializing
from the floor.

“Turn them on,” he ordered.

They were turned on once more.

“The ghost,” he said, “is nothing more than a mix-
ture of foul smelling gases, one of which is slightly
phosphorescent. This mixture, as you will observe,
is visible in the dark but invisible in the light. The
gas is imprisoned in small thin globes of ice which
shatter when they strike the rug, and melt in a few
seconds, leaving no trace other than a few drops of
water which quickly evaporate or are absorbed by
the rug fibres. These globes are kept in a small re-
frigeration plant which is just above my head, and
which is probably quite thoroughly insulated against
heat. The intense cold in this plant is produced by
a substance which is not new to science, but the use
of which for this particular purpose is quite new. The
substance is frozen COz or carbon dioxide, and when
expanded into a gas it is identical with the substance
that gives zest to soda water and bottled beverages.
It has a temperature of 114° below zero, Fahrenheit,
and evaporates to a dry gas without going through the
intermediate liquid state with which we are familiar

“The cold air and gas from this refrigerating
‘MWMofthmhingedopeninp

when propelled into the room by small, '
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I came so near being asphyxiated and frozen to death,
is equipped with a similar refrigeration plant, and it
it probable that we shall find more of them which
have not been used, in other rooms.

“FTHE matter of the lights going out and again be-

ing turned on will be settled as soon as we can
find the radio controlled rheostat and switch which
operates them. Is everything clear?”

“You have not explained what it was which drove
my dog mad.” Miss Van Loan reminded him.

“Your dog.” he said, “had hydrophobia. As I found
a bottle of the virus which produces this disease in
the house sccupied by Mr. Hegel, T don't think it at
all remarkable that the dog was infected. No doubt
it was acquainted with and friendly toward your cou-
sin, who found an opportunity to inoculate it when
it was ranging on your estate. The queer behaviour
of the dog, thereafter, is common to all animals that
contract the disease. In my opinion the dog was ino-
culated three or four days ago. It would certainly
have died within a few hours, had you not shot it
when you did.”

“What I cannot understand,” said Mr. Brandon,
the electrical engineer, “is how Mr. Hegel found the
time or opportunity to install this complicated array
of electrical equipment. Mr. Van Loan, I understand,
had only beendead a little more than a month.”

“I made a few investigations today which cleared
up that point,” replied the doctor. “It is a matter
of common knowledge that Gordon Van Loan died
from cancer of the stomach. Mr. Van Loan was not
aware that he had this disease, although both his niece
and nephew had been apprised of the fact nearly a
year before his death by the family physician. They
had also been informed that an operation would be
fruitless and fatal, and were told almost to the day
just how long their uncle would live.

THE END
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“Last winter, in the vain hope : y
his condition, Gordon Van lxz,, ':’:“h;.'*\
a three months’ stay, takin - Wu‘ " P
Some time before, the nephew had logy g o 28 g
Mr. Van Loan, in a fit of anger, had 4 ,A},,,”*

e, .
the contents of the will he had mrade, ‘l‘:'ﬁ M'-
sion both of the knowledge of the wil . | J':m

!
able length of time his ynele would ’“:M'd’! proh,

his plans for winning the estate
Loan left for Florida, he
was out of a joh

Just befor, l( "H
visited }::m, 2ying ; =
and penniless, and 3,"" ' S

A : ng
might be given something to de

that ke o .
;Y in rv: o
ad Fonod sy
. n- voree the weg
papering, painting, and t;xrmvhll.,’g while his el
was away, asking in return only a very all solyy
and the privilege of rooming in the house, His mcle
turned over the keys of the house to bim, paid i
his salary in advance, and established credis with 3

firm of decorators.

» 1 ordey
carn some money. The house was bad

cleaning and decorating, and, as he k
in this line, he was permitted 1o oyer

“Hegel’s supposed trip to Europe was, of couse.
only a blind to hide his recent operations hers. fu
there any more questions?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Easton. “Now that Hegel has been
apprehended, what can the law do with him? Wi
charges can be placed against him?”

“He will be charged with robbery, resisting 2 &
ficer, and attempted murder. You ser he robbed
radio and camera shop after stealing 2 small
in order to get equipment for this elaborate in
tion, which his slender means would not permsit s
to buy. A police officer on night duty saw bim jout
as he was leaving the shop, but Hegel wounded ki
with a revolver shot, and escaped. As he HH
prints, and the stolen articles will be easy to ideatiff, {
there is no possible way for him to escape
and certain conviction,”

A
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cap, analog
line is grounded.

g§NEWS item from Milan, Italy, reports the
48 strangest duel, probably, that ever was
fonght between two men. It was sup-
¥ posed to be a contest to the death—the
= first electric duel in history. The story
o young Italians employed in one of
lﬂnmid electric works, became en-
’s daughter and fought
5 v over the titian haired, comely young
eported to be one of the belles of Milan.

The Electric Duel

By Hugo Gernsback

ous tnwti::; lr‘::n'mech‘m-x used in the electric chair, These caps are connected by
Whoever touches the ground will

ng poles Lhzu::empt to push each other off an insulated platform.

secrecy, were also on hand to witness the strange
spectacle that was to take place.

The idea was simple in itself. Each of the two
was equipped with a pole and buffer as shown in our
illustration. The idea was that one combatant was ‘o
push the other off the platform. The one remaining
on the platform would be the winner. The unfortunate
one who first touched the ground would naturally be
electrocuted the instant his body came in contact with

the ecarth.

40t make up her mind whether she would
"‘"MFlbilnoorMn Bene-

o suitors
1o setile

w?‘qnlgreemmtwhere-
oy the issue with a fight to
Fionlgg ly decided on after
ncounter between the two young

tes of the Universi ’
&,dn:mtyofPudmm

icity as a new

The t arrived when the two combatants at
the shot of a pistol started the battle. The two rivals
were wary of each other for the first fifteen minutes,
and not much headway was made in the dangerous
business. First Benedetto, then Alessandro was nearly
pushed over the edge of the board only to recover by
a supreme effort. At one time when Benedetto was
almost on the brink of going over he grabbed hold of
the pole of his antagonist and managed to pull him-
self forward to the other side again. After awhile the
men began to fight hard and furious, till finally a most
extraordinary thing happened, which neither of them
had foreseen. They were rushing at each other, sav-
agely, diagonally across the platform and both caught
each other squarely in the stomach at the same instant.
The impact was so terrific and so violent that both
keeled over the side, one landing on the ground on
one side and the other on the opposite side, practically
at the same instant. There was a bright flash, and the
bodies of the poor unfortunates became enveloped in

a dense cloud of smoke and were burned by the light-

discharge of the tremendous voltage.
fulne of the situation was so great that
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sp,-ingofthe.aﬂ' gun 1‘}\3’- hurl- flvt'it‘nl- With these new radio earth reflection and
» and mail projectiles from  vibration releases, you might
ific to the Atlantic had not bgen the pilot entirely.” - )
 the so tight since its construction “I think we shall be able to do s
W P s before. A combination of the  two,” said Fowler thoughtfully .
> and a big westerly gale had that they are trying out at Srhe},.egg
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as well dispense with

0 in a year or
“The new springs

v ear. i ady are almost un-
ll*o{d;:n’; pontoon many feet above high affected by heat or cold: that leaves only wind and
bnﬂ.‘ k. The fifty-six great, steel lev- atmospheric pressure to be conquered after making

: bled bridge spans ground and allowance_s for the tides” He paused to think, and
v unaccustomed b?arfng Sul‘fE.lC(’S then continued:
gt l:;; and no wonder, for this tide was high- “The human element is holding us up more every
iz M the engineers of two hundred years da}:; the. people of the last couple of centuries applied
3 upon, when they constructed the thf-lr science to everything but themselves. Every-
: where in days gone by the ocean thing was thought except— There's the whistle
" a slow and tedious age h_ﬁd tied up after Settle down on the pontoon; I don’t like to be buf-
" day journey from the Orient. To-day the feted x-:bout in the air pockets when Number Two
3 lapping over these piers long since desert- leaves.”
e or of Lake Washington, where the huge The little, varnished, boat-shaped affair with the
s came and went in a never ending proces- two light masts surmounted by humming, lifting
i wheels, settled as gracefully as a piece of thistle-down
Ght, two seater machine that looked as simply on the flat surface of the pontoon. The two men
Hed as a birch bark canoe buzzed slowly down stepped out, and strolled along eastward. The sky

he city, and hovered above the pontoon. was full of machines, big and little, clumsy freight-

ers, and swift official
machines. Two minutes

H OWNW“? Vl"’“ uk:&l:olf’;v If"‘o""»t §a'; F! 74"3;-‘;4‘7 after the whistle, a rocket

to New York in about 17 minutes? Impossible! .

you will doubtless :«Lw, but the thing is not half as shot into the clear sky, and
possible as it d: There&'s no question bu; broke into la( larg';hpuff of

that tation means will increase in spee. i . is w

as tﬁ::' on. If you had told your great-grand- bright smoke b

from New York to the final warning to all,

o, ¥ & would have been that the Atlantic projectile

i 33 hours, you pro

i

called a 1 , or worse. Yet Lindbergh jlew only  yag ghout to be launched.
at the ’::' of “bwlt.l.l?,&d’:émz‘sg”::ﬁ;’m'“ 7" 1t was noticeable now, that

£
2
3]

hour. 2 7
present story, you will /imip:' really the incoming and outgoing

t of in such superab hines steered to right

:

"”“:- "‘l ldo;“fvm_mdh "" ::‘;:' g,“ t‘bm“btl:f J{'?,S,{‘?m and left of the enormous

1

3 at such a fast rate that it leaves you, at times, steel cylinder whose piston
. bewildered We have asked Mr. Gray to write @ . ,q dragged down against
: which we hopt .o publish soon. o "iulatly | selani=h)

those fifty-six lattice-girder
levers. The cylinder was at the base of the great
air gun which gave the projectile an initial ve-
locity of sixteen thousand five hundred feet per
second.

VEN in this age of wonders, people still turned
aside, or came out of their houses to witness the
. tart of Number Two, just as two hundred years
before, people had looked up whenever an airplane
head, and before that again, the daily
q-.inmdmoocaionfor everyone in the small town

g
k]

jar and shriek of parted air,
was hurled nearly on the vertical
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“Faster than ever I ’ve seen,” Max assured his chief.
“I hope the pilot isn’t asleep,” he continued, “for
there was to be five pounds of radium aboard, going
east, and there 'l be a fuss if it goes astray.”

“Just call headquarters, will you please?” ex-
claimed Fowler, “and find out who is piloting Num-
ber Two.”

The junior engineer took from his pocket a little,
square case about the size of a match box. He turned
a small dial and pressed several buttons before mak-
ing the inquiry in an ordinary tone of voice. Out of
the instrument came the reply at once.

“So it’s the lady pilot,” mused the chief. “We are
up against the human element again. I’ve had the
thought-recording machine on her twice now,and each
time I got a negative graph. It just means that she
is thought resistant to these old type recorders. Sev-
eral times I 've asked the directors for one of the new-
est machines. But you know how hard it is to
persuade the heads of these big companies to keep
abreast of the times. In fact they said that any one
who had sufficient intelligence to resist the old ma-
chine, either didi’t need watching, or was too good
for the job, and should be promoted. They forget
that it was a thought-resister who put Number Three
in the bog, out of which it took us seven days to get
it. It was a partial thought resister who lost Number
Four six years ago.”

“Funny it has never been found.”

“Well, I was only a student at the time, but I al-
ways had the idea that they should have looked fur-
ther afield. You see, they just assumed that it fell
somewhere between here and New York, within fifty
miles or so on either side of the direct course.”

“It couldn’t very well happen again,” exclaimed
Max Norman. “With the new recorders, we know to
half a mile where they are at any time.”

“Yes, but it’s a nuisance digging them out of holes,
and fishing them out of the sea, and there’s always
a chance that some one may get hurt, ard then of
course there’s an inquiry and a lot of fool questions
and still more foolish suggestions for the future by
old fogies who have never in their lives travelled fast-
er than five hundred miles an hour.

“I feel sorry for this girl pilot, because she is of
abnormal intelligence. She ranks in the eighty-seven

ne, and when you remember that there are only
‘hundred people on the earth who have reached
you see how she is wasting her talents

~for emergencies, hurled the two ‘
i g utes. BV
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wanting to tie up with such a mgy?
“too slow to catch cold”—an ex .
far-off days.

“It seems a pity that our braipje
be denied a family if they desire
such intelligence should be far too
of such things.”

“Did you hear the whistle announcine
ing of Number Two? That \vhisllebi
vival of the times when projectile
considered an extra risk, and we had
sure the passengers specially.”

“No, I didn’t hear it. Just call the head
again, please, and ask if they arrived safely» -
Again Max Norman took out the little ir;
and called the office. Both men stiffeneq u v
looked serious as the spoken words came m}.:
ingly from the tiny loud speaker. “No, Nunber 7,

has not landed in New York.”

“What does the recording chart say?” gy,
Fowler impatiently. '

“Well, Sir, the chart—the chart ran out of jr
the projectile passed Chicago.”

P ® Woyl
Pression useq §, d

st People
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busy 1o tvenp-
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THE movements of the chief were incredibly sy
His first outburst of language was also incred
The people in that office responsible for the ins
ment’s running out of ink got the same old blo
up, only a hundred times more cutting, more sarcas
as the people who made stupid mistakes two centur
before. From his pocket, Fowler took a larger, mo
complicated instrument and called every large
over which the projectile had travelled and many
the air liners under its high path through the raret
air, where the meteor dust whirls endlessly ax
the earth. '
There was just a slight clue, and it carried a o8
nous message. When approaching New I
projectile pilot had asked for position, stalibé ¥
finder had been jarred out of order, Here W&
wretched, double contingency that was always
setting things. Two minutes and forty sec
the projectile had sent an S. 0. S. call that W& ¢
finished. Now where was the proiec“h? ‘
they were given position they were ataverrg
height, and they still had velocity to @7 o
a thousand miles. The pilot had the means £
ing anywhere—even doubling back on her g
need be. They also had the means to €O
from the air, from under water, from ¢
feet deep in the earth. There was a
the projectile. The reserve spring, kept

D
comp™

o

York in a shade over seventeen min prains @
the trip, they had engaged the very b=t
world to help in the search.
When Miss Henrietta
:d:midofletﬁ::

sie
and pumbe®, v




¥ ittle home of her own, in
 be 10 i .,l:;:l happy children around
sy, with 5";“'11,3: was the sticking point.
M.ndll.e herself to the idea of a hus-
no . nly twenty-three out of a
lm‘mm‘{sc.f)foinielligence. Her beauty
b & uil': spite of the severity of dress
o most ‘ﬂkmgsu‘muous, mechanical age, and many
ded by the t her and regretted the barriers.
lwked‘h‘ putton that showed that she was
¢ l""ed in:medintely the starter, below in his
2 mdthe wrigeer. A slight jar was the only
Fud - antic air blast, so well did the shock
4 dwpﬁﬁgmvitalors do their work. These
grbes 4 depended on the wonderful resilient
of rubber foam, a substance similar to, but
than, rubber sponge. The inner
of the projectile rested on many ]ayfers of this
od material; each succeeding layer taking up the
B when ld.e preceding ones had been pressed
 flat. Thus the action really resembled that
man jumping off a very high building into a suc-
ion of blankets, each absorbing its shat:}:I of the
& before letting him through into the next.
.ppljnees ll&te were cushions several
which the occupants sank completely out
the gun was fired, and then came slowly

Morgan had not bothered to look at the
before entering the projectile; nor was
any difference, as the great shell hurtled
blue sky, leaving the world many miles
ill, blue surface, with no clear detail vis-
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intonation!  Human nature was much the same, af-
ter two hundred years,

wy : %
\"“"¥ l‘“l,‘- if yYou are in such a hurry, come ana

turn it yourself.” She had disturbed the man just

at l'}ll: climax of a good yarn, when no man likes to
be interrupted.

Jllllll'in;! into the saloon, she twisted
the big wheel with might and main. Glancing out
through the forward port hole of quartz glass, she
was horrified to see water where blue sky should
have been. The projectile was heading carthward
with frightful velocity. The broken vane had done
it. Springing back with lightning agility, she hit two
buttons simultaneously. One (|}N'l.’lll'4]. the forward
air blast to check the speed, the other an S. 0. S call.
A fraction of a second later, they struck the water
with an ear-splitting crash, and dived to the bottom,
where they glanced sideways off a great rust and weea
encrusted object, and continued their journey a hun-
dred feet into the mud of the Atlantic bottom.

HE big, rusty object rolled slowly, first to port

and then to starboard. The writhing coil of an
ancient telegraph cable fell away from its propellor,
where it had held it fast so many years. A few
bubbles rose; and slowly at first, but with increasing
speed, the great object came to the surface.

A ray of sunshine shone through a heavy, glass
porthole that had been kept clean for two hundred
years by the little sea snails industriously licking the
slime off the glass. The light flickered on the gray
face of a man in uniform, who had lain there for
two centuries in a state of suspended animation. His
friends had known him as Roger Wells, back in the
year nineteen seventeen when the Great War was in
full swing.

He opened his eyes, sat up, and jumped to his feet.
As he did so his clothes fell off him in rags. His
features twitched with pain. Damn his old enemy, the
rheumatism! Twenty-five out of forty years at sea
had put lines of care about those clean cut features.
The Great War culminating in his swift dive to the
bottom to avoid being rammed, had ended his career,
so far as that age of strife was concerned.

How he and his imprisoned crew had worked to
free the submarine from that all-embracing, telegraph
cable wound tightly around the propeller and over
the conning tower! It was only after several days
that he had swallowed the deadly narcotic given to
him by a doctor friend in reserve for such a time.
The doctor had never tried the effect of hydrogen on
this new drug. The escaping fumes from the battery
of the submarine mingled with the gas in the man’s
lungs formed a new substance akin to that isolated in
. bodies of tiny rotifers by a scientist of nineteen
vy five. These little wheel animalcules had

zzled the world by their power of remaining
a a dried up state for years, and blossom-

life when placed in a drop of
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which the gold lace alone remained intact. He was
fully awake and conscious now. Groping his way
to the conning tower, he saw, in the L“l". light, the
chart protected by a sheet of glass that he nad kept
marked up to the very last, and the final resting place
where he had written “finish” in small letters. He
remembered now how he had looked up at the pic-
ture of one of the world's powerful rulers, and salut-
ed, uttering the famous words of the gladiators of
ancient Rome when they greeted Caesar in the arena
before fighting it out to the death for his amusement.
“Ave, Caesar! morituri te salutamus,” *Hail, Caesar,
we who are about to die. salute you.” Then he had
gone to his cabin, and taken the drug. Now he was
alive, and the submarine was heaving up and down
gently on the surface of a calm, late autumn sea.

He could not understand the dreadful corrosion and
decay. He touched a gauge: it fell to pieces a mass
of rust and verdigris. He tried to open the manhole
leading out on deck; it was rusted fast. Getting a
sledge hammer, he knocked off the fastenings, and
the fresh tang of the sea air greeted him in his dun-
geon, and put the color back into his gray cheeks.

Coming out he looked around in utter astonish-
ment. “We must have been down there nearly a year,
by the look of things.” he muttered, walking along
the slippery deck among the weeds where strange
sea monsters stuck out their heads at him, and
wriggled back under cover.

Towards the stern was a great dent in the hull,
and the metal plates were clean and bright.

“Looks as if we'd been in collision lately,” he re-
marked to himself, “I must see about it.”

Groping his way inside again, he felt all around
the indentation until a spurt of water confirmed his
fears, :

“Well I'm glad I'm on the surface where I have a
run for my money,” he mused. “I never did like
‘being sealed up like a sardine in a can.”

He thought of the canvass folding boat, but it,
too, had crumbled to dust, and the life belts were in
the same condition.

“I can swim for two hours or more if the sharks
't get me, and this old craft is good for quite a

AMAZING STORIES

“Did vou see anything of Nu
: o Number Tyq .
from the Pacific?” called out a shonT:lo pmleuilr
vachting costume, w llu appeared to be ‘holll m‘ﬂ in
the vacht. € OWner of
“I'm afraid I didn',
clothes?”

but can yoy e
nd me
Some

was his reply.

THL people on the yacht were astonisheq 4 1.

story. accustomed as they were to Slrann:t his
penings. He learned that it was a common 5
to suspend animation in criminals who eoy
reformed, and leave them to be judng and deall'ﬁ
by a future and less prejudiced generation, To ki
his present situation seemed absolutely i"Credibl]:’
Two hundred years; Impossible! They Tust syrg
be movie actors on this ship, covered with inventions
and innovations of which he, a leader in his 0wy
age, knew nothing. The things that he now say Were
just a beginning, for in less than an hour, in ansyer
to the ship’s broadcast, they were surrounded by air.
ships of every type. No one seemed to bother aboyt
Roger Wells, the old world man, except a medica]
health officer who tested his mentality, and innocy
lated him against every known disease. A little later,
while he stood leaning over the rail of the yacht,
a great projectile hurtled down with a roar like a
thunderbolt not a hundred yards away, and pulld
itself up so that it only went about twenty feet under
water. It bore an eminent engineer direct from
Italy.

The dent in the rusty submarine had been noticed
by those on the yacht, from a distance, and they had
unerringly come to the right conclusion. The chart.
helped them considerably, for with so many wreds
scattered about the ocean floor, it meant time wasteC:
to examine each, for their instruments only i ;
a mass of metal and not its shape or size with a1y
degree of accuracy.

“Tell me about this projectile, and how it works?”
inquired the ancient young man of his host;
stood watching the preparations for what p
to be a stupendous task. -

“It's really very simple. These Pf"jm 4
hurled up into the rarefied air by an air gun, the ¢p B
of which is compressed by the tide, or other o
to the required tension; then a couple of &I et
from the rear end will take it almost anywhere:
are only partly automatic, so far, and each 0%
have a pilot to steer it, and stop it, and co™™
with the outside world in case of trouble. &
“To my old fuhionodnﬂtiomitseem"f"

&émﬁmwhicklhdm”d a

d. How often do they go ™%

Practios
14 ot by

10
!
~u




ilot the couru;‘ of a pf;?’-
:- 1:ke you can a ship at sea’

&%M’;r l;l:erz accurately. I believe
"“nf':;:é were beginning in your
A girection ‘::dut we should have improved
Jo it 00t recording charts, one for the ver-
; fel"m’ for the horizontal course. The
#“b.m matic, and makes a dot on the
jon 18 819 osition every half mile. In
chart indicates a smooth,
umps where the air blasts

g8 . ates the P
5 .dmc”e, ﬂ'!eh
s curve .::h“mj: would in the case of an un-
! "E' l']e. At Chicago, as you know, the double
‘— dry, and that ends the record. Usually
3 m.bw,disht ups and downs, so that even
® s of the individual pilot can be re-
W5 as the flight of a certain pilot could
fl day.”
:a’:“cleal’ enough now that you explain it,
ot conceive anyone quick enough to turn on
blast that shoots out of the nose of your pro-
u the exact instant that will check it as it
and practice, nothing else. If you
the you couldn’t do it; after that
¢is all that is necessary. Why, man! In your
ugglers who could do feats of conjuring
the eye to follow. But besides all that,
te automatic controls that turn on the front air-
| the exact time required to counteract the velo-
amtold that the pilots do not consider it good
* use the automatic controls except in emer-

t wrong with this projectile?”
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same. In most ways you should be at least fifty
units; I'm forty eight myself. Naturally enough they
can’t quite place you yet, but probably they will re-
grade you when they see how you respond to modern
ways of life. df in your day, for instance, some of
those Egyptologists had discovered a Pharaoh still
alive under a pyramid, where would they have placed
him in your society? He might have wanted to kill
every one he didn't like, or take somebody’s wife, or do
a hundred things that weren’t done in your day. Many
changes have been effected since your time, so you
musn’t mind being regarded with suspicion until you
are better known.”

Roger Wells was secretly much amused at his host’s
confusion. He thought it a great joke that he should
be regarded as a sort of savage resurrected from the
middle ages.

“I don’t mind it at all, so long as they don’t put
me in the zoo or exhibit me on the stage, or dissect
me in the medical school,” he laughingly replied.

The old world man relapsed into silence and deep
thought as to what he was to do in this strange new
world, where he had no friends or equals and so very
little in common with this new, intellectual race.

“A general broadcast news bulletin,” exclaimed his
host, taking out the little communicator and adjusting
the dial until an orange spot appeared. Presently the
voice of the announcer came clear and sharp from the
miniature instrument:

“Number Two projectile from the Pacific is at last
in communication with the outside world. It appears
that the glancing blow when it struck the sunken sub-
marine caused a sideway shock that was not wholly
taken up by the shock absorbers, consequently several
of the instruments were smashed, including the com-
municator. Miss Morgan, the pilot, being an excep-
tionally clever young woman, at once set to work re-
building the broken equipment. Considering her tools
and lack of spare parts, her skill in repairing the
sending set is considered a very clever piece of work.
The projectile contains oxygen for five days and food
tablets for a month, beside the chemical in the medi-
cine chest for suspending animation in case of neces-
sity. The noted engineers now assembled have cal-
culated that three days will be sufficient to complete
the rescue.” ;

Henrietta Morgan had been told all about
the old world man and his survival in the long
lost submarine. Since she had been the unconscious

‘cause of his deliverance, she expressed a desire to
speak to him. To his surprise and delight, he was
conducted to a small dark room on the yacht, hung
with black velvet curtains. Here he not alone heard

in semicircle. At first, he thought
transferred to the projectile in
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ful, and there was a softness about her features that
reminded him of girls he once had known. To him
she seemed a link to the past.

They found they had several things in common.
Like many sailors, his ultimate desire was a home, a
garden in the country, to say nothing of a wife as
well. He gave her a sketch of his career, and she
told him quite frankly of her thwarted ambitions. He
was just a little surprised, until he learned that this
was an age of plain speaking, which left no room for
mock modesty or simpering coyness. He thought it
would be wise, however, to withhold from her his in-
telligence-rating.  1f she knew, she would be looking
for signs of imbecility, he thought.

Soon an enormous pontoon was constructed of
small, boat-like units that fitted together into the
shape of a huge doughnut nearly a mile in outside
circumference. Tons and tons of pipe were laid down
by freight airships, and men and machinery assembled
the pipe in the enclosed lake in the centre of the pon-
toon. These pipes were in a ring almost touching,
and reached to the bottom of the ocean. More pipes
formed an inner ring. Now a hundred refrigerating
ships lit down on the pontoon, and coupled up with
the pipes.  After several hours, there was a wall of
F ice fifty feet thick enclosing a circular space of three
w hundred feet and extending right to the bottom. Was

the space in the middle pumped out? No, two beams
‘ of electrical energy were directed into it from the sky,
\ and the water left the great ice tube in huge columns

! of vapour. Machines hovering above fanned away
| the steam, so that it would not fall in a drenching,
L tropical rain on the operators.

All this time Roger Wells, the ancient man, watched
b and observed and grew accustomed to all these strange,

new wonders,

His host in the pleasure yacht was very kind. He
even sent to the New York zoo, and had some animal
flesh sent out for his guest to eat. However Roger de-
cided to turn vegetarian when he noticed the horror of
his host’s children when they saw him eat ‘dead ani-
mal,” as they put it.

He was able to grasp his true position when he tried
to match his wits with these children of eight, ten,
and twelve. After showing the youngest how to play
chess with an improvised set, he was able to beat him
ce, but never again. The doctor had rated him at

e units of intelligence; now he wondered if
too high.
come from all over the world to
of Number Two projectile. The
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The greatest shock of all came
sent out a message informing they, th
reason, the medicine chest was ot ai)o o+ Jor g
fore they were without the chemicalg ;:lrd’ ind th,
pend animation when the OXygen supp] ‘3! ol

The last chance had failed, They .-uu]}dwas
be rescued in the remaining time befure“ol
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Possi)
was exhausted. the OXyg

Now, for once, the old-world man s
tion on the faces of these modern mL

from accident was meore or less o

W Constapy
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thought of a lingering death from cu“m,;(.bm b
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something that seemed to upset them complete]
\

P to the present he had simply watched, apd 4z
to absorb all that he saw. In this overwhe &
emergency his brain began to function goﬂmm
again, for quick thinking is second nature toa
marine officer, :
His thoughts ran along many lines, Why could
not run a pipe down to supply air? Not with
a sea running, and even if they could, the boring g
joining to the chilled steel projectile would be aly
impossible under such pressure. Then he thoughi
the air blast. Surely the blast of air capable ¢
stopping the projectile would be able to blow it badd
wards until it reached the water, and floated to the
surface. All in vain. The compressed air had
been used in a final effort to stop the projectile of
its fatal plunge.
All this time the little pleasure yacht had bee
suspended in mid air by a powerful air tug which had
picked her up at the first signs of bad weather.
seemed a very unnautical proceeding to the old work
man, in fact, as unnautical as steam lo ll? grat
father who had commanded a frigate in sailing
“Surely,” he thought, “there must be some Waj ¢
with the marvellous inventions and equipment 3"
able. Could it not be blasted out with one of
rusty old torpedoes?” No, reason told him
would blow the people in the projectile to e
it reached them at all.
He called Miss Morgan from the little room %
he could see and talk to her as privately
were really alone together. She spoke =
that she would never meet him in the ﬂ”h'w
see his picture, for the projectile was not ol
receptive vision. Then they talked long 80€5
of the might-have-beens of life, alWa¥® "4
around to the house and garden in the .COM,G odbyer”
happy children laughed and played. " this W0
said at last, “we have missed happiness ™ © ;i
by a hair’s breadth, perhaps we shall ga
next world.” he ¢ ¢
Down on the storm-tossed ocean: ©

still fought the elements with
'mﬂhn‘so,foilhdh::iw
ol i i -
mghmm _ - ooking

i
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and be merry, for to-morrow
was it “In the midst of life we are
p ’ . ..

flower in the field—" What was
a

‘hought that seemed to break in on his

;1 Radiam! !

by had he not thought of it
fi i < ar ]l('
adit not five pounds of it .llu)'.,lld t
¢! Wel‘aw‘-:‘ﬁ; not five pounds of radium let
aile? ate enough water into gas to blow the
wmﬁe surface, or to kingdom come?
o p,:o an! Miss Morgan!™ he called frantic-
i orﬁnle transmitter. “Can’t you get some of
I wlhe to your air blast compression chamber
: Jong with it? There ought soon to be
to blow yourself out backwards?”
® er thought of it.” she exclaimed. “T'll just

”; Radium Institute, and ask them the best

radium
;, ﬂ 'ml‘ a

"“mmllour Miss Morgan had let off the first
. which shot the projectile fourteen feet back-
and that much nearer freedom. Breathlessly
d waited for the result of the next blast.
of rejoicing spread over the earth when the
; twenty seven feet nearer liberty.
s were fixed on the little patch of compara-
1 water in the centre of the great raft. Those
on its heaving surface could feel the dull
w‘ after blast was fired in the depths be-
th. It was fortunate, indced, that .this projectile
huttle shaped and rounded at the rear end, other-
not have kept its direction, and it is
if Miss Morgan could have done any-
y of steering, as the vanes would al-
we been torn off by ils pressure
shale of the sea bottom.

g
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HEN Miss Morgan swung open the balanced
steel door and stepped out, the old world man

was the first to grasp her by the hand. In the flesh,
she was even more beautiful than her projected picture
showed her to be. Tt was a case of love at first sight.
Later, she explained many puzzling things to him. The
transmission of power— mostly tide and water power
could be directed through space by means of a sort
of beam wave concentrated on the r--'wpli\'l* point and
kept there by a whole series of delicate relays. Of
course, storage of electricity had greatly imi;ru\'ed.
liquid electrolyte having long been displaced by a
heavy gas impregnated with radium salts: the grids
were of the finest metal gauze. Every airship had
not one but several sources of reserve power, so that

they could travel for days independently of the central
station,
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There was still another source of reserve
power in everyday use that astonished the old-world
man by its simplicity—just the ordinary coil spring
that drove the watches and clocks and phonographs,
and pressed up the street car trolley poles when
they slipped off the wire. Even the children of this
new age had little clockwork helicopters that when
wound up at a free winding-station would carry them
a couple of miles. They seemed to be perfectly safe,
for when the spring ran down, they came slowly to
the ground.

It was evening, the storm had died away, and the
vacht was again floating on the slightly heaving sur-
face of the ocean. The owner and his family had re-
tired, and the ship was heading leisurely south for
Bermuda. In the moonlight Miss Morgan and Roger
Wells slowly paced the deck. They were not talking
very much, but they were thinking a great deal. He
was wondering if men proposed and got married in
this age as they had in the beginning of the twentieth
century. She was feeling the old rebellious feeling
against the powers that made the laws. Here was a
man whom she could really like, but she supposed he
was rated at least in the fortieth division or higher.

At last she turned to him and said: “Have you been
rated by the doctor yet?”

His face fell, for he felt that his answer would mean
the end of their friendship. The words of his host
came forcefully back to him, “How do you expect a
clever, high spirited girl to marry a man rated below
937" And he was rated only twenty-one units of in-
telligence out of a possible hundred. And she had
cighty-seven!

She saw the look of misery cross his face, and felt
glad. “He must like me,” she thought, “for he is sad
that our combined intelligence stands between us.”

At last he replied with a deep sigh: “Twenty-one

”

at him in bewildered astonishment, and
“In that case there is nothing to stop us get-
| at once,” she replied.

he agreed, “if you can stand a husband
w mentality.”

el 1
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made; then they will send another doctor, or appoint
a commission to go into your case thoroughly. If
they give you a much higher rating all our lovely
plans will be (ll‘:[rn_\ed_

“I have an idea,” she exclaimed a few minutes
later. “As you know, we will be in Bermuda in a
couple of days, and there will be a great reception.
I have yet to give my official account of the accident;
then there will be many people to see you, and,” she
laughed, “you will be lucky if they don’t put you in
the museum!”

“I don’t care so long as they mount you on the next
pedestal.” he smilingly replied.

“You must be serious,” she exclaimed, “while I ex-
plain, for we cannot risk our happiness now; 1 could
not live without you.”

“Nor I without you,” he vowed, holding her closely.

“My plan is to leave at once for the mainland, and
get married quietly at some little place. Once married
they cannot separate us without our consent.”

“How can we leave the yacht?” he questioned; “we
could not row to land.”

“Take one of the flying life boats” she explained.
“We won't be missed until morning.”

“I hardly like to do it,” he explained, “our host has
been so kind and considerate, I am even wearing some
of his clothes at the present moment.”

) “I will leave a note explaining it all to him, and
b he’ll understand. We might even return to the yacht
after we are married, and proceed to Bermuda.”
“That would be splendid,” he exclaimed.

3 WITH the greatest caution they undid the fasteninys
of the little lifeboat. A glance into the pilot
house where gyrocompass, depth indicators, fog warn-
ings, and many other instruments made it quite un-
: necessary to have an officer on constant duty, assured
- them that they could slip away unseen and unheard.
* With just a faint humming they shot off into the
darkness, and headed due west. She taught him how
~ to manage the little craft, and then lay down to sleep
‘while he remained at the controls. Presently the sun
‘came up out of the sea behind them bathing the distant
: ahead of them with rosy light. It seemed a
ious prospect for the crowning event in the lives
wo who had been kept apart by centuries
water, and still had to use all their in-

STORIES

tion to the service we perform for the
public. We will just inquire how yoy g

Using her pocket communicator she was
touch with the right department, and was ir:;)on in
that Roger Wells, late lieutenant commande, .
submarine U5 had been duly registered g EOI the
citizen, and credited with one thousand units pe:;);ld
his entry into a suitable vocation. As a fUl’the“ ng
of appreciation for his suggestion for mcov:k-m
Number Two projectile the Government woylg p
him with any airplane or flying machine he
to five thousand horse power.

“How splendid,” she exclaimed, “just the th
our honeymoon.” : ting fr

“Will it cost much to run?” he asked anxiously,

“Oh, no! You are allowed a reasonable amount of
power free. I think it will be half a million miles 5
year for a five thousand horse machine.”

“It sounds too good to be true,” he rejoiced,

A few minutes later they stood before the Tegistrar,

“So you wish to be married at once?” he inquired,

“Yes, at once,” They both answered him,

“T'll just call up the chief registry department, and
verify these particulars.”

They waited a little nervously for the result,

“I think it would be better to postpone your mar
riage,” he said at last. “Your rating, Miss Morgan, is
very high, and the authorities tell me that Roger
Wells will probably be rerated very shortly. His
new rating added to yours might bring your combined
rating above the allowable maximum.”

“You have the particulars before you, and you have
verified them; we insist on being married at once.”

“It is your right, if you insist,” he agreed.

“We do insist,” exclaimed both together. o 9

In a few minutes the simple ceremony was over, and
they were pronounced man and wife, “for as long 8
you both desire it,” following the custom that ma®
riage is an earthly arrangement and useless when i
becomes repugnant to the parties concerned. :ﬂ

Their very first act was to call up the yacht, 8%
tell the astonished owner what they had done. He
only just missed them, and had been wondering ¥*"
he should do. Their return would make ever 2
right, and they could continue to Bermuda jost -
everything had been planned. Soon they W'
their return journey, and Roger Wells expﬂ"dw
utmost astonishment when his bride of & o
switched on the automatic recording chart whick °
alone marked their course, but that of the yeih
that to have missed them would have been b

Great was the rejoicing on board that %
they returned. News of their marriage W38 7 " iigg

Later a message came from the it

er Wells had been appointed 10 .

-al of the National Librery

good !
tand » of the

chose w
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Way the doctor had gained an advamgo. and was pushing Richard behind lhe cunam Again a cry broke from Richard’s
t, something between

a gulp and a shout of *

chTlON showed that 1 was the
his last person to see young Brian before

sudden and mysterious disappear-
ance. I saw him on the day that my
remarkable friend, Doctor Fleckinger

consummately delicate touch. 1 walked over to the
other side of the room where the doctor was working
with some Petri dishes and a microscope, and ex-
changed greetings with him.

Dr. Fleckinger went on with his work, and such

& :;&0 stone cat. We found the was his concentration that in a few moments he had
w laboratory, a big, airy room forgotten about me. He was pouring a black liquid
o M brightly on the myriad on some lumps of flesh in the Petri dishes and watch-

= %8 and polished ing them blacken and

crinkle; and then he teased

? : .
seen a petrified forest? If you ., pieces to examine under

¢ have wondered by what process

came about. Tlu processes that make petrifac-
not any too well understood by
it is thought quite probable that
seientists to create wrular

o S

the microscope. For a while
he gazed abstractedly at
his notebook. Then came
the uncouth thing that
makes me shiver when I
think of it. Suddenly he
jerked up his cuff and bared
his arm, and poured some of

over one spot. The effect was

the greenish-black stuff on
hideous. The flesh blacken-

ed and shriveled, and his arm shuddered. He re.

o

» i

garded it for a while; then, seizing a scalpel, he pass.
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ed it quickly through a flame, and with one sweep
cut off the blackened skin and flesh. He put on a
compress-dressing to stop the bleeding, and went on
unconcernedly with his work, totally oblivious of me
standing there and shuddering.

That was the kind of man he was., I was afraid
of him. The iriendship that 1 continued with him
was one of those things that we do against the pro-
tests of our better judgment. I envied him his com-
fortable wealth, his astonishing intellect, and his
beautiful daughter; for 1 had to work hard for a
living with just a mediocre equipment of brains, and
all T had to love and worry about was a nephew who
could take better care of himself than I could. I en-
joyed Dr. Fleckinger’s society during his amiable
intervals, and delighted in his wonderful private
collection of marble and bronze statuary. But, at
other times I was uncomfortable in his society. Though
I was his oldest and best friend, I had a feeling that
he would cut me in pieces did the conditions of an ex-
periment demand it, with the same unfeeling precision
with which he had whirled guinea-pigs in a centrifuge
‘ during our college days, to determine the effect on the
[ circulation.

Miss Lila and Brian were so interested in some
‘ mutual matter that they had not noticed the uncanny

performance. In a quarter of an hour the doctor
' seemed to have come to a stopping place in his work,
3 for he put it aside and entertained me so pleasantly
! that I forgot and forgave his previous abstraction. It
t was when Brian and I were taking our departure that
4 hz showed us the stone cat. It was on a low pillar,

in a room with a lot of small sculptured figures. 1
did not look at it much, yet it stuck in my memory,
and sticks there yet, haunting me when I try to think
of pleasanter things. It was nateral size, of some
black stone, and was no doubt an admirable piece of
sculptural art, with its arched back, straight tail, and
angry appearance.

But I didn’t like it. Brian hardly noticed it, but
~ Miss Lila stood on the stairs and shuddered. The
three year old girl of Dr. Fleckinger’s housckeeper was
‘toddling around the room after her mother who was
the statuary; and seeing us looking at the cat,
er to join us in her small, sociable way. Spying
, stopped suddenly, looked at it a moment,
a wail of lamentation. She continued to
until she was carried out, crying some-
“kitty.” As I went out, I wondered
a cat should make me feel so

he is working on, is as profound a riddle to the rest

STORIES

That was to come now, for the Tes
vestigating his case would devolve
One thing about him, perha

Ponsihil;,

Y of j
n my deparlm:: 4
ps held MY allentjoy, :

he was the g
R = s Successfy, .
Dr. Fleckinger’s daughter, Lila, The List of ::‘mor of

» Youn,

who had unsuccessfully aspired for this }

large, and my own nephew, Richard “:’norw

them. It was pretty generally known lim if “Mong
doctor himself who stood in the way; he p "‘as.lhe
uncomfortable for the young fellows whe lri:{e o
acquainted with the girl that they desisteq, R'Tu

who was pretty hard hit, and spent a gondlt d,
despondent months after his defeat, told me lhmm
“selfish old devil cared less about his dauua}:,u:e
future than he did about his own whims.” Socw;"
young Brian, by his persistence and his graciou; wam
continued not only in the favor of the young ladys.
but also in the good graces of her ec(‘enlricafath;'
there was a good deal of speculation as to why h,:
particularly, had been selected.

that of many others:

My nephew, Richard, who is a sergeant in my de.
partment of the detective bureau, came to me and asked
me to assign him specially to the investigation of
Brian’s disappearance. 1 did so gladly, for I had to
admit that he was clever, éven if most of the time it
was difficult for me to believe that the golden-haired
lad was really grown up. .

“I am looking up Brian’s contacts,” he reported
“His own record is an easy job; his life is an open
book. Miss Fleckinger I know pretty well myslf.
But, her father seems to be a sort of mystery. You
know him intimately. Tell me about him.” His
brows were dark with angry suspicion.

“Well,” I mused; “he and I went to school together.
We were drawn together and apart from others bye
common streak of intellect, a sort of analytical and in-
vestigative faculty that would give us no rest.
of me, it made a detective, out of him a
scientist. He inherited enough money to make that
possible. He keeps to himself, and does not €
publish the results of very much of his work.

the scientific world as the secret of the Sphinx- o

ever, I can make my surmises, if he does things
those he used to do. I remember once that b¢ il
a steam whistle for ten days close to a rabbit® I
and then killed it and made microscopic
see the effects on the nerves of hearing.” ohing
Richard shut his teeth with a click and said g
“I saw the doctor this afternoon,” I contin Janght®
takes a queer attitude toward this affair. Hl:hoﬂll‘ be
is all broken up about it, but he acts & T St
were relieved. He remarked something 0 Javght®’
his s if 1

that he was glad that he wouldn't lose

all. 'ﬂmnhehadthem";;ﬂ‘
't come in to see a new statue

. He was all enthused about the &4~
» N




i ffection for Miss Lila,
st his old;d with the case. Per-
Y :n though
her happy, even g
ve was 10 :::zpeto his rival if he ever
7 b‘”’y’;ﬁm- or perhaps some deeper
in W 0 Lhrt;ugh those long, discourag-
; h’m‘; of other good men on the force

er the problem;

& A effort i ing ov
ort In gOINE ©

o0 w:tfed on Brian’s disappearance.

light ¥** chman was admitted to

Bhe dy o yous Frem
fie. yish that you speak French,” he said
H ., “What can I do for you?”

ot | ::f;y where is the Monsieur Brian?”
: . slowly, and finding each word
dent effort-

2% a big reward out, and it’s yours if you
"‘:q, uncyle. old dear,” he said, with an
bins change in voice and manner, breaking

rd's well known grin. With a hat on
ion, it was really Richard.

ange in expressi
rascal!” [ shouted. “You certainly fool-

easy, uncle, I dye the hair and mustache

and ice French all night. But,
my friends. Well, I need it. I am
s laboratory assistant now, and we

of the time. You can see that I've
‘about him, because you all thought
v gﬂ 1 am cataloguing his collection
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still seemed a child to me. He came for me at seven
o'clock, carrying some packages. Unwrapping them,
he slipped a photograph into an inside pocket, and
a couple of live frogs into the pocket of his coat.
I stared in astonishment.

“Take your thirty-two automatic along,” he suggest-
ed. 1 patted the pocket where it reposed. .

We drove to Fleckinger's house in a car with three
officers from the station, and stopped at some distance
from the house. We walked separately into the yard,
and Richard signalled to the officers to wait out-
side. 1 was surprised to see him pull out a latchkey
and open the door, until I remembered that he was
a member of the household.

On the stair-landing in the lower hall stood a
statue. Richard pointed to it.

“The one yon were invited to see and refused,” he
commented. “Oh, he’s a cool customer!”

He switched on the light in front of it, and asked
me to regard it closely. It was of some dull, black,
rough material, and represented a young man, almost
nude, seated, with his chin leaning against one hand
in deep meditation. The face was suggestive of pro-
found concentration like that of a hypnotized man.
The statue looked a little larger than life-size. It was
set back in a niche so that the light fell on it oblique-
ly, heightening the furrowed effect of the face. There
was something about the appearance of it that I did not
like, as it stood there with the shadows of the balusters
falling on it. It gave me the same sort of creeps that
the stone cat had imparted.

“It is really exactly life-size,” Richard informed
me. “I have measured it.”

I gave him an impatient glare, for I did not see
what that had to do with Brian’s disappearance.

“Then,” he continued, “look at the features closely!”
And he jerked the photograph out of his pocket and
held it before me. It was a portrait of Brian, done
very dark by the photographer; a duplicate of which
1 had at the office.

1 looked from the picture to the face of the statue
and back again, and an icy chill shot through me.
But, Richard started suddenly, for the bobbing fig-
ure of Doctor Fleckinger appeared at the head of
the stairs above us. Obviously that was not on the

am.
pw“i;nt it away,” he whispered. Then he went on
slowly and loudly: “He is in the laboratoire. I am
certain it will make him much pleasure if you come
above——ah, there is Monsieur the doctor now.”

Doctor Fleckinger came down and greeted me pleas-
antly, and shook my hand. My head hummed and
whirled; I could scarcely gather my senses enough to
m&ephﬁmdeladdreaedlomeaswewalhd

’ at the doctor’s invitation to the laboratory,
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¢ Arkham the hills rise wild, and
[BS% © are valleys with deep woods that
M:n has ever cut. There are dark

\ w glens where the trees slope fan-
VAl :“ﬁc.lly, and where thin brooklets

ihout €¥¢T having caught the glint of sun-

v

slopes there are farms, ancient
Ol‘:’:thgﬁll:; mss:coated cottages brooding
k% ¥ 13 New England secrets in the lee of
goal Mm these are all vacant now, the wide
: H’;;mbling and the shingled sides bulging
A low gambrel roofs.
B old folk have gone away, and foreigners do
s to live there. French-Canadians have tried
. have tried it, and the Poles have come and
1 Tt is not because of anything that can be
heard or handled, but because of something
: The place is not good for imagina-
1 does not bring restful dreams at night. It
this which keeps the foreigners away, for old
Pierce has never told them of anything he re-
the strange days. Ammi, whose head has
a liitle queer for years, is the only one who still
or who ever talks of the strange days; and
ares to do this because his house is so near the
fields and the travelled roads around Arkham.

THE COLOUR OUT OF SPACE

a7
?)E tl:'ls. I:‘l:]l;d;r(:t:c:i;«:ndmg,} sometimes with 'only one
fastfilling cellar. \§"S‘ “ll~ll " i i - (_‘hlmney o
e o wﬁ(] oo - eeds and briers reigned, and

) ngs rustled in the undergrowth, Upon
everything was a haze of restlessness and oppression;
a‘louch of the unreal and the grotesque, as if some
vxla.l element of perspective or chiaroscuro were awry.
I did not wonder that the foreigners would not stay,
ff)r this was no region to sleep in. It was too much
like a lnn.ds(-ape of Salvator Rosa; too much like
some forbidden woodcut in a tale of terror.

But even all this was not so bad as the blasted
heath. I knew it the moment I came upon it at the
bottom of a spacious valley; for no other name could
fit such thing, or any other thing fit such a name.
It was as if the poet had coined the phrase from hav-
ing seen this one particular region. It must, I
thought as I viewed it, be the outcome of a fire; but
why had nothing new ever grown over those five
acres of grey desolation that sprawled open to the
sky like a great spot eaten by acid in the woods and
fields? It lay largely to the north of the ancient
road line, but encroached a little on the other side.
I felt an odd reluctance about approaching, and did
so at last only because my business took me through
and past it. There was no vegetation of any kind
on that broad expanse, but

ieces of literature it has
Fead,

HERE' is a totally different story that we can
highly recommend to you. We could wazx rhap-
sodical in our praise, as the story is one of the finest

he theme is original, and yet fantastic
enough to make it rise head and sho
many contemporary scientifiction stories. You will
not regret having read this marvellous tale.

only a fine grey dust or
ash which no wind seem-
ed ever to blow about.
The trees near it were sick-
ly and stunted, and many
dead trunks stood or lay
rotting at the rim. As I
walked hurriedly by I saw

been our good fortune to

rs above

ng wilderness, and some of them will doubtless
Feven when half the hollows are flooded for the
teservoir, Then the dark woods will be cut
and the blasted heath will slumber far below
 waters whose surface will mirror the sky and

the tumbled bricks and
stones of an old chimney and cellar on my right,
and the yawning black maw of an abandoned w?ll
whose stagnant vapours played strange tricks  with
the hues of the sunlight. Even the long, dark wood-
land climb beyond seemed welcome in contrast, and
I marvelled no more at the frightened whispers of Ark-
ham people. There had been no house or ruin near;
even in the old days the place must have been lonely
and remote. And at twilight, dreading to repass that =
ominous spot, I walked circuitously back to the town
by the curving road on the south. 1 va_gu'ely wished
some clouds would gather, for an odd timidity about
the deep skyey voids above had crept into my soul.
In the evening I asked old people in Arkham about
the blasted heath, and what was meant b)i that phrase
“strange days” which so many evasively m
I could not, however, get any good answers, except
that all the mystery was much more recent than I had
dreamed. It was not a matter of old legendry at
ing within the lifetime of those who
d happened in the eighties, and a family
wred killed. Speakers would not
all told me to pay no

I
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ancient place, and had begun to exude the faint mias-
mal odour which clings about houses that have stood
too long. Only with persistent knocking could I
rouse the aged man, and when he shuffled timidly
to the door I could tell he was not glad to see me.
He was not so feeble as I had expected; but his eyes
drooped in a curious way, and his unkempt clothing
and white beard made him seem very worn and dis-
mal.

Not knowing just how he could best be launched
on his tales, 1 feigned a matter of business; told him
of my surveying, and asked vague questions about
the district. He was far brighter and more educated
than I had been led to think, and before I knew it
had grasped quite as much of the subject as any
man I had talked with in Arkham. He was not like
other rustics I had known in the sections where reser-
voirs were to be. From him there were no protests
at the miles of old wood and farmland to be blotted
out, though perhaps there would have been had not
his home lain outside the bounds of the future lake.
Relief was all that he showed; relief at the doom
of the dark ancient valleys through which he had
roamed all his life. They were better under water
now—better under water since the strange days. And
with this opening his husky voice sank low, while

began to point shakily and impressively.

| IT was then that I heard the story, and as the ram-
} bling voice scraped and whispered on I shivered
| again and again despite the summer day. Often I
| had to recall the speaker from ramblings, piece out
scientific points which he knew only by a fading par-

’ rot memory of professors’ talk, or bridge over gaps,
where his sense of logic and continuity broke down.
When he was done I did not wonder that his mind
had snapped a trifle, or that the folk of Arkham
would not speak much of the blasted heath. 1 hur-
ried back before sunset to my hotel, unwilling to have
the stars come out above me in the open; and the
next day returned to Boston to give up my position.
1 could not go into that dim chaos of old forest and
slope again, or face another time that grey blasted

: th where the black well yawned deep beside the
ed bricks and stones. The reservoir will soon
and all those elder secrets will lie safe
watery fathoms. But even then'I do

his body leaned forward and his right forefinger

STORIES

Arkham had heard of the gr ]
the sky and bedded itself gi:a:h:ock &"W
well at the Nahum Gardner placesﬂmnd b&&b&
house which had stood where the 'bl“ b vy b
to come—the trim white Nahypy éed Wiy
amidst its fertile gardens and orcha,dsﬂrdner hog,

Nahum had come to town to tel] peo.]
stone, and had dropped in at Amm; Pil::e ebollt&
way. Ammi was forty then, and all the S o
were fixed very strongly in his minq, T{lm%
wife had gone with the three professors fr: ind by
tonic University who hastened out the ncx[m .
to see the weird visitor from unknown stell;:10
and had wondered why Nahum had calleq j w?“'
the day before. It had shrunk, Nahum said
pointed out the big brownish mound above tbe: 5
earth and charred grass near the archaic well
in his front yard; but the wise men answered fhy
stones do not shrink. Its heat lingered persi
and Nahum declared it had glowed faintly inﬁ'
night. The professors tried it with a BWIMI
hammer and found it was oddly soft. It was, in
so soft as to be almost plastic; and they gouged rather
than chipped a specimen to take back to the
for testing. They took it in an old pail borrows
from Nahum’s kitchen, for even the small piece e
fused to grow cool. On the trip back they
at Ammi’s to rest, and seemed thoughtful when M
Pierce remarked that the fragment was growing smak
ler and burning the bottom of the pail. Trly, it
was not large, but perhaps they had taken les than
they thought.

The day after that—all this was in June of '8~
the professors had trooped out again in a great &
citement. As they passed Ammi’s they told him whi!
queer things the specimen had done, and how it
faded wholly away when they put it in a glass besker
The beaker had gone, too, and the wise men
of the strange stone’s affinity for silicon. It U
acted quite unbelievably in that well-ordered Isbort
tory; doing nothing at all and showing no o€
gases when heated on charcoal, being ‘.qholl)' "
tive in the borax bead, and soon proving
tely non-volatile at any producible temp 0B
cluding that of the oxy-hydrogen blowpip® = "yy
anvil it appeared highly malleable, and it ]
its luminosity was very marked. smbboﬂ.‘lyl‘
ing to grow cool, it soon had the college I © i
of real excitement; and when upon heatin ke
the spectroscope it displayed shining there ¥
any known colours of the normal um " i
much breathless talk of new elements, m, d
properties, and other things which PUZS 4 o
wi&nee are wont to say when faced by ™ "Gy o

ot as it was, they tested it in @ €™ fy¢
the proper reagents. Water did '."":?a‘
chloric acid was the same. Nitric acid 8 5 o™
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A steadily less as time passed,
b 'b"f‘::emed to be slightly cooling, there
u in the solvents to show that they had
0 pstance at all. It was a metal, though,
yod the S It was magnetic, for one thing; and
43 . in the acid solvents there seemed
o its W:;;mof the Widmanstatten figures
ao ric iron. When the cooling had
considerable, the testing was carried on

. and it was in a glass beaker that they left
:-,hips made of the original fragment during

The next morning both chips and beaker
without trace, and only a charred spot
o4 the place on the wooden shelf where they

the professors told Ammi as they paused
. door, and once more he went with them to see
sony messenger from the stars, though this time
wife did not accompany him. It had now most
chrunk, and even the sober professors could
doubt the truth of what they saw. All around
dwindling brown lump near the well was a
t where the earth had caved in;
¥ ilelxx:lpbeen a good seven feet across the
efore, it was now scarcely five. It was still
‘and the sages studied its surface curiously as
 detached another and larger piece with hammer
chisel. They gouged deeply this time, and as
 pried away the smaller mass they saw that the
of the thing was not quite homogeneous.

EY had uncovered what seemed to be the side of

large coloured globule embedded in the sub-
2. The colour, which resembled some of the bands
€ meteor’s strange spectrum, was almost impos-
10 describe; and it was only by analogy that they
it colour at all. Its texture was glossy, and

pping it appeared to promise both brittleness
2 One of the professors gave it a
tblow with a hammer, and it burst with a nervous
'Pop. Nothing was emitted, and all trace of the

ought it probable that others would be dis-
4 as the enclosing substance wasted away.
Scture was vain; so after a futile attempt to

dition
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property; for it had “drawn the lightning,” as Nahum
said, with a singular persistence. Six times within an
hour the farmer saw the lightning strike the furrow
in the front yard, and when the storm was over no-
thing remained but a ragged pit by the ancient well-
sweep, half-chocked with caved-in earth. Digging had
borne no fruit, and the scientists verified the fact of
the utter vanishment. The failure was total; so that
nothing was left to do but go back to the laboratory
and test again the disappearing fragment left care-
fully cased in lead. That fragment lasted a week, at
the end of which nothing of value had been learned of
it. When it had gone, no residue was left behind, and
in time the professors felt scarcely sure they had in-
deed seen with waking eyes that cryptic vestige of the
fathomless gulfs outside; that lone, weird message
from other universes and other realms of matter,
force, and entity.

As was natural, the Arkham papers made much of
the incident with its collegiate sponsoring, and sent
reporters to talk with Nahum Gardner and his family.
At least one Boston daily also sent a scribe, and
Nahum quickly became a kind of local celebrity. He
was a lean, genial person of about fifty, living with
his wife and three sons on the pleasant farmstead in
the valley. He and Ammi exchanged visits frequently,
as did their wives; and Ammi had nothing but praise
for him after all these years. He seemed slightly
proud of the notice his place had attracted, and talked
often of the meteorite in the succeeding weeks. That
July and August were hot; and Nahum worked hard
at his haying in the ten-acre pasture across Chapman’s
Brook; his rattling wain wearing deep ruts in the
shadowy lanes between. The labour tired him more
than it had in other years, and he felt that age was
beginning to tell on him.

Then fell the time of fruit and harvest. The pears
and apples slowly ripened, and Nahum vowed that
his orchards were prospering as never before. The
fruit was growing to phenomenal size and unwonted
gloss, and in such abundance that extra barrels were
ordered to handle the future crop. But with the ripen-
ing came sore disappointment, for of all that gorgeous
array of specious lusciousness not one single jot was
fit to eat. Into the fine flavour of the pears and
apples had crept a stealthy bitterness and sickishness,
so that even the smallest of bites induced a lasting
disgust. It was the same with the melons and toma-
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Nahum himself gave the most definite statement of
anyone when he said he was disturbed about certain
footprints in the snow. They were the usual winter
prints of red squirrels, white rabbits, and foxes, but
the brooding farmer professed to see something not
quite right about their nature and arrangement. He
was never specific, but appeared to think that they
were not as characteristic of the anatomy and habits
of squirrels and rabbits and foxes as they ought to be.
Ammi listened without interest to this talk until one
night when he drove past Nahum’s house in his sleigh
on the way back from Clark’s Corners. There had
been a moon, and a rabbit had run across the road;
and the leaps of that rabbit were longer than either
Ammi or his horse liked. The latter, indeed, had
almost run away when brought up by a firm rein.
Thereafter Ammi gave Nahum's tales more respect,
and wondered why the Gardner dogs seemed so cowed
and quivering every morning. They had, it developed,
nearly lost the spirit to bark.

In February the McGregor boys from Meadow Hill
were out shooting woodchucks, and not far from the
Gardner place bagged a very peculiar specimen. The
proportions of its body seemed slightly altered in a
i queer way impossible to describe, while its face had

taken on an expression which no one ever saw in a

woodchuck before. The boys were genuinely fright-

ened, and threw the thing away at once, so that only
their grotesque tales of it ever reached the people of
the countryside. But the shying of horses near

Nahum’s house had now become an -acknowledged

thing, and all the basis for a cycle of whispered legend

was fast taking form.

People vowed that the snow melted faster around
Nahum’s than it did anywhere else, and early in
March there was an awed discussion in Potter’s general
store at Clark’s Corners. Stephen Rice had driven
past Gardner’s in the morning, and had noticed the
skunk-cabbages coming up through the mud by the
woods across the road. Never were things of such
size seen before, and they held strange colours that

~ could not be put into any words. Their shapes were
_monstrous, and the horse had snorted at an odour
v struck Stephen as wholly unprecedented. That
on several persons drove past to see the ab-
crowth, and all agreed that plants of that
never to sprout in a healthy world. The
of the fall before was freely mentioned, and

T —
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do in cases of wild gossip, for sypera:
will say and believe anything. Apq i
the strange days the professors sta 50
tempt. Only one of them, when g
dust for analysis in a police job o
later, recalled that Ilrl)e quejer ::l:j: ye{" and 3
cabbage had been very like one of :)h that

bands of light shown by the meteor f,ae N0l
college spectroscope, and like the brittle o b in
imbedded in the stone from the abyss, g.[?hulc
in this analysis case gave the same odd band:""‘P s
though later they lost the property, a firy
The trees budded prematurely around Nebug
s

the

all gy,
ved aay j, &
VeN twg phe o

and at night they swayed ominously in
Nahum’s second son Thaddeus, a lad of fifteen,
that they swayed also when there was no Wind i
even the gossips would not credit this, Cg .
however, restlessness was in the air, The
Gardner family developed the habit of stealthy
ing, though not for any sound which they could o
sciously name. The listening was, indeed, rather
product of moments when consciousness seemed
to slip away. Unfortunately such moments incress
week by week, till it became common speech
“something was wrong with all Nahum's folks” Wi
the early saxifrage came out it had another s
colour; not quite like that of the skunk-cabbage,
plainly related and equally unknown to anyone :
saw it. Nahum took some blossoms to Arkhem &
showed them to the editor of the Gazette, but
dignitary did no more than write a humorous at
about them, in which the dark fears of rustics wer
held up to polite ridicule. It was a mistake of Nahus!
to tell a stolid city man about the way the g
overgrown mourning-cloak butterflies behaved ia *
nection with these saxifrages. :

April brought a kind of madness to the co
folk, and began that disuse of the road past V&
which led to its ultimate abandonment. vt
the vegetation. All the orchard trees bl al b
in strange colours, and through the stony o bist
yard and adjacent pasturage there sprang UP C oy
growth which only a botanist could ol
proper flora of the region. No sare, e g
colours were anywhere to be seen except I
grass and leafage; but wmhm'm%"
prismatic variants of some di known !
mary tone without a place among g“ 3
earth, The “Dutchman’s breeches P
of sinister menace, and the bloodroot* L

<

indxeirchmmaicpmersion-md.::
ﬂloughtthatmostofthecolomh‘d' e
ing familiarity, and decided that %y *
of the brittle globule in the mete™ the WP
mdmedtheunmpasm‘“d the
did nothing with the land aromd

it would be of no use,

He was prepared for 3



) ey could not help being fright-
ﬁ:&;ﬂt-ﬁlﬁdws, an especially sensitive
i M the m
. cects came, and Nahum’s place became
; are of buzzing and crawling. Most of the
‘ _“,.,. not quite usual in their aspects and
o their nocturnal habits contradicted all
. . The Gardners took to watching
3 atching in all directions at random for
. they could not tell what. It was then that
‘ that Thaddeus had been right about
Mrs. Gardner was the next to see it from
. as she watched the swollen boughs of a
a moonlit sky. The boughs surely
and there was no wind. It must be the sap.
ess had come into everything growing now.
it was none of Nahum's family at all who made
sext discovery. Familiarity had dulled them, and
hey could not see was glimpsed by a timid wind-
aan from Bolton who drove by one night
aance of the country legends. What he told in
was given a short paragraph in the Gazette;
was there that all the farmers, Nahum included,
it first. The night had been dark and the buggy-
faint, but around a farm in the valley which
jane knew from the account must be Nahum'’s, the
had been less thick. A dim though distinct
inosity seemed to inhere in all the vegetation,
8, leaves, and blossoms alike, while at one mo-
detached piece of the phosphorescence ap-
8 to stir furtively in the yard near the barn.
e grass had so far seemed untouched, and the
y pastured in the lot near the house,
the end of May the milk began to be bad.
thum had the cows driven to the uplands,
 which this trouble ceased. Not long after this

)
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T}ladcleus nearly fainted at the way she made faces at
him, he decided to keep her locked in the attic. By
July she had ceased to speak and crawled on all fours,
and before that month was over Nahum got the mad
notion that she was slightly luminous in the dark, as
he now clearly saw was the case with the nearby
vegelation,

It was a little before this that the horses had stam-
peded. Something had aroused them in the night,
and their neighing and kicking in their stalls had been
terrible. There seemed virtually nothing to do to calm
them, and when Nahum opened the stable door they
all bolted out like frightened woodland deer. It took
a week to track all four, and when found they were
seen to be quite useless and unmanageable. Some-
thing had snapped in their brains, and each one had
to be shot for its own good. Nahum borrowed a
horse from Ammi for his haying, but found it would
not approach the barn. It shied, balked, and whinnied,
and in the end he could do nothing but drive it into
the yard while the men used their own strength to get
the heavy wagon near enough the hayloft for con-
venient pitching. And all the while the vegetation
was turning grey and brittle. Even the flowers whose
hues had been so strange were graying now, and the
fruit was coming out grey and dwarfed and tasteless.
The asters and goldenrod bloomed grey and distorted,
and the roses and zinneas and hollyhocks in the front
yard were such blasphemous-looking things that
Nahum’s oldest boy Zenas cut them down. The strange-
ly puffed insects died about that time, even the bees
that had left their hives and taken to the woods.

By September all the vegetation was fast crumbling
to a greyish powder, and Nahum feared that the trees
would die before the poison was out of the soil. His
wife now had spells of terrific screaming, and he and
the boys were in a constant state of nervous tension.
They shunned people now, and when school opened
the boys did not go. But it was Ammi, on one of his
rare visits, who first realized that the well water was
no longer good. It had an evil taste that was not
exactly fetid nor exactly salty, and Ammi advised his
friend to dig another well on higher ground to use
till the soil was good again. Nahum, however, ignored
the warning, for he had by that time become calloused
to strange and unpleasant things. He and the boys
continued to use the tainted supply, drinking it as
listlessly and mechanically as they ate their meagre
and ill-cooked meals and did their thankless and
monotonous chores through the aimless days. There
was something of stolid resignation about them all, as
if they walked half in another world between lines of
nameless guards to a certain and familiar doom.

~ Thaddeus went mad in September after a visit to

. the well. He had gone with a pail and had come back
d, shrieki

and waving his arms,, and

2 into an inane titter or a whisper
colours down there.” Two in one
bad, but Nahum was very brave
oy run about for a week until

y-handed,

Al i
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hind their locked doors was very terrible, especially to
little Merwin, who fancied they talked in some terrible
language that was not of earth. Merwin was getting
frightfully imaginative, and his restlessness was worse
after the shutting away of the brother who had been
his greatest playmate.

Almost at the same time the mortality among the
livestock commenced. Poultry turned greyish and
died very quickly, their meat being found dry and
noisome upon cutting. Hogs grew inordinately fat,
then suddenly began to undergo loathsome changes
which no one could explain. Their meat was of
course useless, and Nahum was at his wit’s end. No
rural veterinary would approach his place, and the
city veterinary from Arkham was openly baffled. The
swine began growing grey and brittle and falling to
pieces before they died, and their eyes and muzzles
developed singular alterations. It was very inex-
plicable, for they had never been fed from the tainted
vegetation. Then something struck the cows. Certain
areas or sometimes the whole body would be uncan-
nily shrivelled or compressed, and atrocious collapses
or disintegrations were common. In the last stages—
and death was always the result—there would be a
greying and turning brittle like that which beset the
hogs. There could be no question of poison, for all
the cases occurred in a locked and undisturbed barn.
No bites of prowling things could have brought the
virus, for what live beast of earth can pass through
solid obstacles? It must be only natural disease—
yet what disease could wreak such results was beyond
any mind’s guessing. When the harvest came there
was not an animal surviving on the place, for the
stock and poultry were dead and the dogs had run
away. These dogs, three in number, had all vanished
one night and were never heard of again. The five
cats had left some time before, but their going was
scarcely noticed since there now seemed to be no
mice, and only Mrs. Gardner had made pets of the

graceful felines.

the nineteenth of October Nahum staggered into
Ammi’s house with hideous news. The death had

- come to poor Thaddeus in his attic room, and it had
come in a way which could not be told. Nahum had
grave in the railed family plot behind the farm,
therein what he found. There could
‘nothing from outside, for the small bar-
nd locked door were intact; but it was
en man as best they could,
so. Stark terror seemed to
and all they touched, and
; ouse was a breath
. Ammi ac.

562

the worst. The aspect of the who
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;hal h-ls-h“:jlfi\ was getting very fegh, :
pproached, Ammi managed to get away.
friendship could make him stay in umy’ or 'M
faint glow of the vegetation began 3ndsu, "}Ql&
or may not have swayed without wind, [e "ee,m.’
lucky for Ammi that he was not Tidire U wa re)
Even as things were, his mind was beng ey iy,
ly; but had he been able to connect apg e:fso g
all the portents around him he mus ine:‘ g Upan
turned a total maniac. In the twilight h“ably haye
home, the screams of the mad WOmﬂnband l;ehw
child ringing horrible in his ears, Tetvony
Three days later Nahum burst into Ammpj ki
in the early morning, and in the absence ofsh.
stammered out a desperate tale once more, whﬂ:
Pierce listened in a clutching fright, | was ity
Merwin this time. He was gone. He had gone ¢
late at night with a lantern and pail for water
had never come back. He'd been going to pim; ‘
days, and hardly knew what he was about, Screansl’
at everything. There had been a frantic shriek fr
the yard then, but before the father could get to !
door the boy was gone. There was no glow from the
lantern he had taken, and of the child himslf
trace. At the time Nahum thought the lantern
pail were gone too; but when dawn came, and e
man had plodded back from his all-night search
the woods and fields, he had found some very curiois
things near the well. There was a crushed and s
parently somewhat melted mass of iron which had
certainly been the lantern; while a bent plll
twisted iron hoops beside it, both half-fused, semet
to hint at the remnants of the pail. That vas
Nahum was past imagining, Mrs. Pierce was Bla,
and Ammi, when he had reached home and heard ¢
tale, could give no guess. Merwin was §0% &
there would be no use in telling the people &
who shunned all Gardners now. No ust hudl", y
telling the city people at Arkham who laugh®®
everything. Thad was gone, and now Mer
gone. Something was creeping and cr&:"l
waiting to be seen and heard. Nahum W°“l.£ ’

and he wanted Ammi to look after his Wlf_‘ * Jgoes
if they survived him. It must all be a JuCE o
some sort; though he could not fancy ¥
he had always walked uprightly in the Lo
far as he knew. : 4
For over two weeks Ammi saw nothi"é ° e
and then, worried about what might h:xdnﬂ olace!
he overcame his fears and paid Gardr® oy
visit. There was no smoke from the g::"ﬂ

and for a moment the visitor 'l';‘; 'm"" g
on the
—greyish withered grass and leav® © e
e s o bt from
mhﬂmgmbnulewrechwd“uw“




for more wood. Wood, in-
gekily 10 z‘“;'sincc the cavernous fireplace
o .-l:;l' , with a cloud of soot blowing
b o1 ~ind that came down the chimney.
: ':&' chill pirew him if the extra wood had
) N'hu:om confortable, and then Ammi saw
e him 87 . The stoutest cord had broken
,uu.:l’dae hapless farmer’s mind was proof
SOITOW.
2 -om tactfully, Ammi could get no clear
Qe the missing Zenas. “In the well —
» in the well—" was all that the clouded father
ﬁ"ny_ Then there flashed across the visitor’s
" 5 sudden thought of the mad wife, and he
4 his line of inquiry. “Nabby? Why, here
[- was the surprised response of poor Nahum,
i soon saw that he must search for himself.
<o the harmless babbler on the couch, he took
- eve from their nail beside the door and climbed
e creaking stairs to the attic. It was very close and
jisome up there, and no sound could be heard from
y direction.  Of the four doors in sight, only one
s locked, and on this he tried various keys on the

-

he had taken. The third key proved the right
w, and after some fumbling Ammi threw open the
pw white door.

Tt was quite dark inside, for the window was small
half-obscured by the crude wooden bars; and

i could see nothing at all on the wide-planked
bor. The stench was beyond enduring, and before
roceeding further had to retreat to another room
return with his lungs filled with breathable air.
he did enter he saw something dark in the
mer, and upon seeing it more clearly he screamed
iright. While he screamed he thought a momentary
ud eclipsed the window, and a second later he felt
flf brushed as if by some hateful current of
Strange colours danced before his eyes; and
a present numbed him he would have
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with now; he must be fed and tended, and removed
to some place where he could be cared for.

Commencing his descent of the dark stairs, Ammi
heard a thud below him. He even thought a scream
had been suddenly choked off, and recalled nervously
the clammy vapour which had brushed by him in
that frightful room above. What presence had his
cry and entry started up? Halted by some vague
fear, he heard still further sounds below. Indubitably
there was a sort of heavy dragging, and a most detest-
ably sticky noise as of some fiendish and unclean
species of suction. With an associative sense goaded
to feverish heights, he thought unaccountably of what
he had seen upstairs. Good God! What eldritch
dream-world was this into which he had blundered?
He dared move neither backward nor forward, but
stood there trembling at the black curve of the boxed-
in staircase. Every trifle of the scene burned itself
into his brain. The sounds, the sense of dread ex-
pectancy, the darkness, the steepness of the narrow
steps—and merciful Heaven!—the faint but unmis-
takable luminosity of all the woodwork in sight;
steps, sides, exposed laths, and beams alike.

Then there burst forth a frantic whinny from
Ammi’s horse outside, followed at once by a clatter
which told of a frenzied runaway. In another
moment horse and buggy had gone beyond earshot,
leaving the frightened man on the dark stairs to guess
what had sent them. But that was not all. There
had been another sound out there. A sort of liquid
splash—water—it must have been the well. He had
left Hero untied near it, and a buggy-wheel must have
brushed the coping and knocked in a stone. And still
the pale phosphorescense glowed in that detestably
ancient woodwork. God! how old the house was!
Most of it built before 1700.

A feeble scratching on the floor downstairs now
sounded distinctly, and Ammi’s grip tightened on a
heavy stick he had picked up in the attic for some
purpose. Slowly nerving himself, he finished his
descent and walked boldly toward the kitchen. But
he did not complete the walk, because what he sought
was no longer there. It had come to meet him, and
it was still alive after a fashion. Whether it had
crawled or whether it had been dragged by any ex-
ternal forces, Ammi could not say; but the
had been at it. Everything had happened in the last
half-hour, but collapse, greying, and disintegration
were already far advanced. There was a horrible
brittleness, and dry fragments were scaling off. Ammi
could not touch it, but looked horrifiedly into the
distorted parody that had been a face. “What was
it, was it?” He whispered, and the
cleft, bulging lips were just able to crackle out a

‘“Nothin’. . . . .nothin’. . . . .the colour.....it burns
.....cold an’ wet, but it burns..... it lived in the
I.....Iseen it.....akind o’ smoke. ... jest like

¢ 2. ....the well shone at night

an® Zenas. ... .everything

~stone. ....

ceseedn
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pizened the whole place..... dun’t know what it
wants. ... . that round thing them men from the col-
lege dug outen the stone..... they smashed it.....
it was that same colour..... jest the same, like the
flowers an’ plants..... must a’ ben more of 'em.....
seeds..... seeds. ... they growed..... I seen it the
fust time this week..... must a’ got strong on Zenas
..... he was a big boy, full o'life.....it beats down
your mind an’ then gits ye..... burns ye up..... in
the well water..... you was right about that.....
evil water..... Zenas never come back from the well
..... can’t git away.....draws ye.....ye know sum-
m’at’s comin’, but tain’t no use..... I seen it time an’
agin Zenas was took..... whar’s Nabby, Ammi?
..... my head’s no good.....dun’t know how long
sence I fed her..... it'll git her ef we ain’t keerful
..... jest a colour. ... .her face is gittin’ to hev that
colour sometimes towards night..... an’ it burns an’
o ISR it come from some place whar things ain’t
as they is here..... one o' them professors said so
...he was right..... look out, Ammi, it'll do suthin’

more. .... sucks the life out..... *
But that was all. That which spoke could speak
no more because it had completely caved in. Ammi
‘ laid a red checked tablecloth over what was left and
reeled out the back door into the fields. He climbed
the slope to the ten-acre pasture and stumbled home
by the north road and the woods. He could not pass
| that well from which his horses had run away. He
I had looked at it through the window, and had seen
! that no stone was missing from the rim. Then the
lurching buggy had not dislodged anything after all
! —the splash had been something else—something
which went into the well after it had done with poor

Nahum.....

I When Ammi reached his house the horses and
buggy had arrived before him and thrown his wife
into fits of anxiety. Reassuring her without explana-
tions, he set out at once for Arkham and notified the
authorities that the Gardner family was no more. He
i in no details, but merely told of the deaths
of Nahum and Nabby, that of Thaddeus being already
known. and mentioned that the cause seemed to be
he same strange ailment which had killed the live-
He also stated that Merwin and Zenas had
. There was considerable questioning at
, and in the end Ammi was compelled
ers to the Gardner farm, together
znzfmll examiner, and the veter-
diseased animals. He went
the afternoon was ad-
1 of night over that ac-
t to have so

£ | %
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and even the medical examiner admitteq
was very little to examine, Specimens
analysed, of course, so he busied himself
ing them—and here it develops that g ye,
aftermath occurred at the college laboratey
the two phials of dust were finally taken,
spectroscope  both samples gave off ap
spectrum, in which many of the baffling hapg
precisely like those which the strange mete:
yielded in the previous year. The property 0; :
ting this spectrum vanished in a month, the -
thereafter consisting mainly of alkaline phosphates
carbonates. and

that
g
in oz
Uzzling
wh
Unde, x

AMMI would not have told the men about the ye|]
if he had thought they meant to do anything they
and there. It was getting toward sunset, and he yg
anxious to be away. But he could not help glancing
nervously at the stony curb by the great sweep, and
when a detective questioned him he admitted that
Nahum had feared something down there—so much
so that he had never even thought of searching it for
Merwin or Zenas. After that nothing would do but
that they empty and explore the well immediately, so
Ammi had to wait trembling while pail after pail of
rank water was hauled up and splashed on the soak-
ing ground outside. The men sniffed in disgst at
the fluid, and toward the last held their noses against
the foetor they were uncovering. It was not so long
a job as they had feared it would be, since the watet
was phenomenally low. There is no need to
too exactly of what they found. Merwin and Zens |
were both there, in part, though the vestiges wert
mainly skeletal. There were also a small deer
a large dog in about the same state, and a number d;
bones of smaller animals. The ooze and slime at the
bottom seemed inexplicably porous and bubbling
a man who descended on hand-holds with a long
found that he could sink the wooden shat © 8"
depth in the mud of the floor without meeting af
solid obstruction.
Twilight had now fallen, and lanterns weré 20 -
from the house. Then, when it was seen “d::
further could be gained from the well, everyor® o
indoors and conferred in the ancient ”nm‘w-
while the intermittent light of a specml ].;:lf- o
played wanly on the grey desolation ou
men were frankly nonplussed by the entir ":ﬂ
could find no convincing common € Jise
the strange vegetable conditions, the unknoWt © s
of livestock and humans, and the unacco! They ! i
of Merwin and Zenas in the tainted “u"
heard the common country talk, it is 0% o pe
not believe that anything contrary to "‘m‘l the
occurred. No doubt the meteor had had ¢
t the illness of person and lnlﬂ'h% ;

1t might
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ner, seated mear a window over-
s who ,fu-st noticed the glow about the
t #7‘;:’ fully set in, and all the abhorrent
1 faintly Juminous with more than
> ; but this new glow was some-
. fful e ad distinct, and appeared to shoot
j bﬁ;; plack pit like a softened ray from a
il ing dull reflections in the little ground
water had been emptied. It had a
! co;?“’» and as all the men clustered round
LFa' Ammi gave a violent start. For this
of ghastly miasma was to him of no un-
4 b:m lf:l‘l:ad seen that colour before, and
”‘ {hink what it might mean. He had seen
, ,hmmgy prittle globule in that aerolite two sum-
s ag0, had seen it in the crazy vegetation of the
. % and had thought he had seen it for an
ot that very morning against the small barred
of that terrible attic room where nameless
s had happened. It had flashed there a second, and
Jammy and hateful current of vapour had brushed
¢ him—and then poor Nahum had been taken by
ething of that colour. He had said so at the last
id it was like the globule and the plants. After
thad come the runaway in the yard and the splash
well—and now that well was belching forth to
sht a pale insidious beam of the same de-

jac tint,
eredit to the alertness of Ammi’s mind that
puzzled even at that tense moment over a point
th was essentially scientific. He could not but
er at his gleaning of the same impression from
pour glimpsed in the daytime, against a window
- llﬂ!emorningnky, and from a nocturnal
lion seen as a phosphorescent mist against the

1gh

blasted landscape. It wasn’t right—it was
st Nature—and he thought of those terrible last
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cursed house itself, four monstrous sets of fragments
—two from the house and two from the well—in the
W'oodflfed behind, and that shaft of unknown and un-
holy iridescence from the slimy depths in front. Ammi
hzu.i restrained the driver on impulse, forgetting how
uninjured he himself was after the clammy brl?shinr'
of lha.t coloured vapour in the attic room, but pe:
haps it is just as well that he acted as he did. No
one will ever know what was abroad that night; and
though the blasphemy from beyond had not so far
hurt any human of unweakened mind, there is no
telling what it might not have done at that last
moment, and with its seemingly increased strength
and the special signs of purpose it was soon to display
beneath the half-clouded moonlit sky.

LL at once one of the detectives at the window
gave a short, sharp gasp. The others looked at
him, and then quickly followed his own gaze upward
to the point at which its idle straying had been sud-
denly arrested. There was no need for words. What
had been disputed in country gossip was disputable
no longer, and it is because of the thing which every
man of that party agreed in whispering later on, that
strange days are never talked about in Arkham. It
is necessary to premise that there was no wind at that
hour of the evening. One did arise not leng after-
ward, but there was absolutely none then. Even
the dry tips of the lingering hedge-mustard, grey and
blighted, and the fringe on the roof of the standing
democrat-wagon were unstirred. And yet amid that
tense, godless calm the high bare boughs of all the
trees in the yard were moving. They were twitching
morbidly and spasmodically, clawing in convulsive
and epileptic madness at the moonlit clouds; scratch-
ing impotently in the noxious air as if jerked by
some allied and bodiless line of linkage with sub-
terrene horrors writhing and struggling below the
black roots.

Not a man breathed for several seconds. Then a
cloud of darker depth passed over the moon, and the
silhouette of clutching branches faded out momen-
tarily. At this there was a general cry; muffled with
awe, but husky and almost identical from every throat.
For the terror had not faded with the silhouette, and

in a fearsome instant of deeper darkness the watchers
- saw wriggling

at the treetop height a thousand tiny
points of faint and unhalloed radiance, tipping each

like the fire of St. Elmo or the flames that
come down on the apostles’ heads at Pentecost. It
was a monstrous constellation of unnatural light, like
a glutted swarm of corpse-fed fireflies dancing hellish
sarabands over an accursed marsh; and its colour was
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The veterinary shivered, and walked to the front
door to drop the heavy extra bar across it. Ammi
shook no less, and had to tug and point for lack of a
controllable voice when he wished to draw notice to
the growing luminosity of the trees. The neighing
and stamping of the horses had become utterly fright-
ful, but not a soul of that group in the old house
would have ventured forth for any earthly reward.
With the moments the shining of the trees increased,
while their restless branches seemed to strain more
and more toward verticality. The wood of the well-
sweep was shining now, and presently a policeman
dumbly pointed to some wooden sheds and bechives
near the stone wall on the west. They were com-
mencing to shine, too, though the tethered vehicles of
the visitors seemed so far unaffected. Then there was
a wild commotion and clopping in the road, and as
Ammi quenched the lamp for better seeing they real-
ized that the span of frantic grays had broken their
sapling and run off with the democrat-wagon.

The shock served to loosen several tongues, and
embarrassed whispers were exchanged. “It spreads
on everything organic that’s been around here.” mut-
tered the medical examiner. No one replied, but
the man who had been in the well gave a hint that
his long pole must have stirred up something intan-
gible. “It was awful,” he added. “There was no bot-
tom at all. Just ooze and bubbles and the feeling
of something lurking under there.” Ammi’s horse
still pawed and screamed deafeningly in the road out-
side, and nearly drowned its owner’s faint quaver as
he mumbled his formless reflections. “It come from
that stone—it growed down thar—it got everything
livin’—it fed itself on "em, mind and body—Thad an’
Merwin, Zenas an’ Nabby—Nahum was the last—
‘ they all drunk the water—it got strong on ’em—it

come from beyond, whar things ain’t like they be

here—now it’s goin” home—"
At this point, as the column of unknown colour
: flared suddenly stronger and began to weave itself
into fantastic suggestions of shape which each specta-
tor later described differently, there came from poor
‘ tethered Hero such a sound as no man before or since
ever heard from a horse. Every person in that low-
pitched sitting room stopped his ears, and Ammi
‘turned away from the window in horror and nausea.
s could not convey it—when Ammi looked out
the hapless beast lay huddled inert on the
nd between the splintered shafts of the
was the last of Hero till they buried him

: nt was no time to mourn, for
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Ammi showed them the back

through the fields to the len:co::mdthem
walked and stumbled as in a dream apg't'{fe.
look back till they were far away 0;”;: d,‘d !
They were glad of the path, for y o
gone the front way, by that well, I wash 10t by,
passing the glowing barn and sheds, ar:-l .

ing orchard trees with their gnarleq % u'°"in,,_
tours; but thank Heaven the branches ’di(;enlhdl.&h Con
twisting high up. The moon went under I Wary
black clouds as they crossed the rustie b”f;me very
Chapman’s Brook, and it was blind gmn' E® over
there to the open meadows. Ping frog

-

high, . e
hey couls Brouy

Hdl?\ they looked back toward the valley ang g,
stant Gardner place at the bottop the
a fearsome sight. All the farm was shini .
hideous unknown blend of colour; trees, builg;
and even such grass and herbage as had ng
wholly changed to lethal grey brittleness, The boughy
were all straining skyward, tipped with tongues ¢
foul flame, and lambent tricklings of the same mog,
strous fire were creeping about the ridgepoles of
the house, barn and sheds. It was a scene from g
vision of Fuseli, and over all the rest reigned that riy
of luminous amorphousness, that alien and undimeg
sioned rainbow of cryptic poison from the well-
seething, feeling, lapping, reaching, scintillating
straining, and malignly bubbling in its cosmic ad’
unrecognizable chromaticism.

Then without warning the hideous thing shot ver

— =

- e e

g With the !

tically up toward the sky like a rocket or meteor, §

leaving behind no trail and disappearing through 8
round and curiously regular hole in the clouds before
any man could gasp or cry out. No walcher &
ever forget that sight, and Ammi stared blankly &
the stars of Cyngus, Deneb twinkling above!
others, where the unknown colour had melted infot
Milky Way. But his gaze was the next moment G
swiftly to earth by the crackling in the valley. r
was just that. Only a wooden ripping and craci®
and not an explosion, as so many others of the pff
vowed. Yet the outcome was the same, for I ¢
feverish kaleidoscopic instant there burst up % 0
doomed and accursed farm a gleamil‘GlY &
cataclysm of unnatural sparks and W g
ring the glance of the few who saw it, 8¢ %
forth to the zenith a bombarding cloudburst
coloured and fantastic fragments as our W=
needs disown. Through quickly re-closité '
they followed the great morbidity that had ¥&2 /
and in another second they had vanished {6%
lndhelowwuonlyadarkneﬂmw
dared not return, and all about was 8 70, -, ¥



his own kitchen, instead of keeping
town. He did not wish to cross the
whipped woods alone to his home on
road. For he had had an added shock that
ese , and was crushed for ever with
fear he dared not even mention for many
As the rest of the watchers on that
s 1© mm:i'u had stolidly set their faces toward the
! _, had looked back an instant at the sha-
" valley of desolation so lately sheltering his ill-
“% . ‘1 And from that stricken, far-away spot
had seen mmﬁhcehingffeebly hn:;, l;;nly to Sir;;k dciwn
) the rom whi e great shapeless
- ‘g’:ghotpinto the sky. It was just a colour—
4 colour of our earth or heavens. And be-
Am recognized that colour, and knew that
Jast faint remnant must still lurk down there in

e well, he has never been quite right since.
Ammi would never go near the place again. It is
ty-four years now since the horror happened, but
has never been there, and will be glad when the
reservoir blots it out. I shall be glad, too, for I
b not like the way the sunlight changed colour
d the mouth of that abandoned well I passed
{hope the water will always be very deep—but even
I shall never drink it. I do not think I shall visit
be Arkham country hereafter. Three of the men who