g

VOLUME XIO NUMBER 1

Published monthly by thc Dopular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 E. Wash-
ington Btreet, Indianapolis, Ind. Entered ams pecond-class matter Maerch 20, 1923, at
the post office at Indianapolis, Ind., under the act of March 8, 187). Single copies, 256
dents. Subscription, $2.50 a yeer in the United States; $3.00 a year in Caneda. English
office: Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeant’s Inn, Fleet Street, E. C. 4, London. The publishera
are not responsible for the luss of unsolicited manuscripts, although every care will be
taken of such material while in their possession. The contents of this magazine are
fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part without
permission from the publishers. R

. NOTE—A manuseripts and communications should be addressed- to the publishers’
Chicago office at 840 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Il
FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright, 1929, by ihe Popular Fiction Fublishing Company

Contents for April, 1929

Cover Design __________________________________ Hugh Rankin
Ilustrating « scene in “The Devil’s Rosary”

Neptune’s Neighbors ___._________________ Cristel Hastings 436
Verse

The Devil’s Rosary________ . __________ Seabury Quinn 437

Tibetan devil-worshipers play a thrilling part in this cery
tale of the French occultist, Jules de Grandin

The World-Wrecker (Part 1) _.________.______ Arlton BEadie 466

A stirring three-part weird-scientific serial about a scientist
who pulled the wor!d from its position in the solar system

In & Dead Man’s Shoes__________________ Harold Markham 465

A story of Tyburn gallows and vengeance from beyond the
grave—disaster seized the man who betrayed his friend

The Unicorm__________ ________________ Alvin F Ha,rlow 472

One of the strange beliefs of our ancestors

[CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE]

4

34 COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN




[ CONTINUED FROM PRECEDING PAGE]

The Hermit of Chemeketa Mountain__Thomas de V. Harper 473

A strange tale of anthropomorphism, and the fate that be-
fell the man who investigated the hermit and his dogs

A Dinmer at Imola____________________ August W. Derleth 478

‘Abandoning poison for once, Caesar Borgia took an wnusual
way to rid himself of an enemy

The Dunwich Horror_______________ el H. P, Lovecraft 481

A colossal story of cery happenings m « drab New England
settlement—a tale of blood-ohilling horror

‘The City of Iron Cubes (Conclusion)_________ H. F. Arnold 509-

A two-part weird-scientific: story by the author of “The
Night Wire”—strange invaders from space land in Peru

Up Irriwaddy Way_____ I Lieutenant Edgar Gardiner 519

A story of man-eating plants and giant fungus growths that
attack human beings

The Goddess of the Painted Priests________ Drury D. Sharp 532

Down into the nest of venomous snakes and sparkling jewels
she went, to the amazement of the Indian priests

Sommet____ _________ o _____ Clark Ashton Smith - 442
Verse
The Damsel and Her Cat___ . _____________ David H. Keller 543

The high-born maiden lay in a deathlike swoon, but outside
the castle terrible things were happening

Weird Story Reprint:
The Diamond Lens__________________ Fitz-James O’'Brien 047

This was the first of the great weird-scientific stories, and
it made its author famous

Moon Mockery_ . ____________________ Robert E. Howard 562
Verse
The Byrie ________ 663

A chat with the readers

For Advertising Rates in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to
WEIRD TALES

Western Advertising Office: Eastern Advertising Office:
YOUNG & WARD, Mgrs. GEORGE W, STEARNS, Mgr.
360 N, Michigan Ave. TFlatiron Bullding
Chicago, IN. New York, N. Y,
Phone, Central 6269 Phone, Algonquin 8328

435




A Tale of Cesare Borgia

A Dinner at Imola

By AUGUST W. DERLETH

ESSER NICCOLO MACHI-
AVELLI had just signed
his name to a letter to the

Ten, when the flap of his tent swung
wide in the hand of a lackey, per-
mitting His Highness, the Prince
Cesare Borgia, to enter.

‘“Ah! Excelleney.’’
half turned.

‘“ Another letter to the Ten, Mes-
ser Machiavelli?’’ Cesare Borgia
shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘You keep

Machiavelli

them well informed as to my move--

ments.”’

Niecolo Machiavelli made a depre-
cating gesture. The Borgia prince
smiled.

““You had best warn them against
guile in their dealings with me, Mes-
ser Machiavelli. Florence holds no
interest for me—but let them once
deceive me, and the Mediei rule no
longer.”’

Messer Machiavelli bowed his head.
‘“I'lorence has no intention, High-
ness, of going against your wishes.
Indced, she is most anxious to pre-
serve your friendship.”’

‘“That will remain as it is, Messer
Machiavelli. For the present I have
come to ask you to dinc with my
company on the third night hence.
The dinner is in honor of the young
Duke Paolo di Colonna.”’

Messer Machiavelli started. He
looked at his host with raised eye-
brows. Only yesterday his trusted
lackey had informed him of the
rumor of a plot against the Borgias,
the headquarters of which were in

Rome, at the palaces of the Cardinals
A78

Orsini and della Rovere. It was
rumored, too, that the young Paolo di
Colonna was in alliance with this
secret revolt, and that he was further-
ing the cause by sowing the seeds of
revolt among the troops in camp at
Imola, while at the same time the
Duke Giovanni di Orsini was seeking
to stir up the Borgia soldiers at Forli.
As yet Machiavelli had no knowledge
that the prince knew of the affair.

Messer Machiavelli nodded his
head. ‘“You honor me,”’ he mur-
mured.

“You will come?’’

‘““With pleasure.’’

“Very well. We will meet at table,
if not hefore.”’

The prince signaled to his lackey,
who raised the tent flap for his mas-
ter to take leave of the Florentine
envoy. But hardly had the Borgia
prince left the tent than Machiavelli
gave a quick, short call.

““Giulio!”’

From somewhere in the rear of the
tent a small, stooped figure arose and
stood before Niceolo Machiavelli.

“You called me, Messer Machia-
velli?”’

“You heard the Borgia?’’ The
figure nodded. ‘‘It is well. You
will follow him continually until the
third night hence.’”” The lackey
laughed silently. He nodded. ‘‘At
the third night, report here hefore
dinner.’’

The lackey nodded quickly again,
and without a word vanished into the
interior of the tent, to emerge in the
gathering darkmess at its back within
the minute. Messer Niceolo Machi-
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avelli yawned, and gazed speculative-
ly at the hour-glass on his table.

T THE hour before dinner.on the

third night, Messer Machiavelli
was startled out of his revery by the
sudden appearance of his. lackey,
Giulio.

““He visited at Luigi Reni’s,”’
G‘rluho abruptly.

h #<And this Reni?’’ querled Machia-
velh with arched brows.

-**Is a magician,”’ answered Giulio
‘ suggestively.

= ¢4Ah! And what did the Borgia
sthere?”’

viti¢“Ie brought with him and left at
Reni’s a small portrait of the Duke
‘Paolo di Colonna. That was yester-
day. Today he went again, and the
“portrait “was returned to him, - to-
gether with a large package. This
package contained, I have made cer-
tain, numerous curiously wrought
canules for the table tonight.”’

#*That is all?”’

““Other than that is of 1o account.
The' Borgia prince attended to the
ustial matters of his troops.’’

‘Messer Machiavelli toyed with a
quill on his table. ‘‘What make you
of the candles, Giulio?’’ he asked.

The lackey smiled suggestively. He
hunched his shoulders and spread his
hands in an empty gesture.

“Who knows?’’ he said. ‘‘The
Borgia takes a portrait of his enemy
to a magician, and receives at its re-
turn a packet of wax candles. It is
said that if one burns a wax effigy of
one’s foe, made according to certain
secrct formulas, or if one pierces it
to the heart, the model dies.’’

Messer Machiavelli pondered a
space. ‘‘How many figures are need-
ed? How many must be burned to
rid oneself of an enemy?’’

‘““But one, Excellency. But Ce-
sare is a true Borgia. His resources
know no end.”’

Messer Machiavelli nodded. ‘‘It is
go?d work, Giulio; I shall not forget
it.”’

said
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The lackey bowed and vanished in
the shadows at the rear of the tent.
Messer Machiavelli rose and donned
a great cloak. He raised the flap of
his tent and looked out at the cloud-
less sky. Far away, on the horizon
toward the east, the full moon was
just rising above the hills, and from
the marshlands to the west thin wisps
of vapor were moving toward the
camp. Messer Machiavelli glaneced
dubiously at the hour-glass on the table,
saw that the sand had passed the half-
hour, and slipped out of his tent.

AT THE banquet hall the young
Paolo di Colonna was the center
of a boisterous crowd. Cesare Borgia
stood some distance away from him,
and was the first to greet the Floren-
tine envoy at his arrival. Messer
Machiavelli sought vainly for some
trace, some premonition on the .in-
serutable face of his host; there was
naught save a sardonic smile. Mes-
ser Machiavelli was uneasy; he be-
thought himself of the pending al-
liance between the Council of Ten and
di Colonna. He resolved to keep a
watchful eye on the Borgia ring,
which he knew served as a container
for the white powder that Cesare had
once shown him. He had often been -
told that for the Borgia prince to
open this ring meant instant death
for someone.

Messer Machiavelli moved some-
what closer to the table, the better to
observe what Cesare Borgia was
occupied with. He gave an involun-
tary start when he noticed that the
prince himself was distributing be-
fore the places at table the carven
candles that he had received from the
magician, Reni. He sought out the
place reserved for the prince, and
found it quickly by the banner of the
Bull draped over the back of the
chair. Directly opposite this chair
stood one marked with the arms of
di Colonna. Messer Machiavelli’s
eyes strayed uneonsciously to the wax
figure before his own plate, set at the



480 WEIRD

arms of the Medici. The figure was
merely a repliea of a trooper, and so,
Messer Machiavelll saw, were many
of the others. Some were copies of
kings or princes, others of dukes or
barons. As his eyes stole down the
line of figures, Messer Machiavelli
found himself curiously attracted by
one, slightly -larger than the rest,
that bore a suspicious resemblance
to someone he knew. He looked at
the chair; it was the chair of Paolo
di Colomma, and the figure was an
exact replica of the young duke.

The strident voice of Cesare Bor-
gia interrupted Messer Machiavelli’s
thoughts, calling him to table. Some
of the young officers were already
seated. Smiling inwardly, Machia-
velli noticed that the Duke Paolo di
Colonna had brought his taster with
him; so, he saw, had several of the
noblemen who were known to be in
sympathy with Borgia enemies.

The dinner progressed smoothly—
much too smoothly, Messer Machia-
velli thought. Cesare Borgia, as
host, discoursed volubly on many
subjects, and he did not lack those to
argue with him,

During the entire meal the prince
had not once touched his ring. Now,
toward the end of the meal, the prince
indicated by example that his guests
were to light the candles at their
plates with tapers that had been fur-
nished. Hardly had this been done,
than, to the amazement of all pres-
ent, Cesare Borgia abruptly changed
the conversation.

““It is generally known, I believe,
that there i1s a conspiracy now stir-
ring in Rome.’”’ The prince looked
casually over at the Duke Paolo di
Colonna ; the duke paled. ‘‘Its lead-
ers have been determined, and unless
all plans are immediately surrendered
to the papal government, thev and
their estates will be seized and con-
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fisecated by His Holiness, Alexander
VI. The Cardinals Orsini and della
Rovere are heading this move, and
there is talk of allying the rebellious
Colonna faetion: ”

The prince was interrupted by a
hoarse seream from the Duke Paolo
di Colonna, who had half risen from
his chair and was clawing at his
collar.

‘I am burning,’’ he shrieked, and
fell toward the table.

A lackey hastily ran to aid him,
and in a loud voice Cesare Borgia
summoned his physician. Then he
crossed around the table and sup-
ported the young duke until the doe-
tor came.. When at last he entered,
the prinee gave an order for the
duke’s removal to his own chamber,
aiding the physician and two lackeys
to lcarry the duke to the door of the
hall.

Cesare Borgia returned to the
table outwardly ealm; all about him
hummed excited whispers. Many of
the soldiers looked questioningly at
the duke’s taster standing unharmed
behind the empty chair. The prince
reopened the conversation, and con-
tinued to speak until he saw that the
flame of di Colonna’s candle had
burned out. Then he stopped abrupt-
ly, and Messer Machiavelli caught
him glancing toward the door. At
the same moment the eurtains at the
end of the hall were thrust aside, and
‘the prince’s physician ran into the
room., He bowed and spoke.

‘“Highness,’’ he said simply, ‘‘the
Duke Paolo di Colonna is dead of an
unknown illness.”’

The prinee nodded his head and
opened his lips. ‘It is unfortunate;
but as God wills, so shall it be.”’

Without further comment he again
opened the subject of the Orsini con-
spiracy.
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