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lizard.”

HE Dennison home is a quiet,
roomy place, neither new nor

old. It has wide, kindly
spaces; the walls smile at you.

The house has many closets, but
not a skeleton in any of them—and
as for ghosts, no one has ever died
there.

There is no luxury, and equally,
no mystery—not at all the place to
tempt a night-marauding visitor,
from this or any other world; and
Mollie Dennison, its gentle mistress,
finds it strange that her husband
should be so insistent, of late, about
having every door and window on
the first floor tightly locked every
night. Only last summer, many of
them were commonly left open, and
even when he forgot to hook the

“It had a man’s body, with the legs and scales of some great

screens, he langhed at her for remon-
strating.

‘What caused this change in him,
she is never to know; so John Den-
nison has vowed to himself, to his
son Robert, and to his friend Dr.
Hedges.

“A woman couldn’t know a thing
like that!’’ he has told them.

At breakfast, on that day, late in
the previous summer, which he is
never to forget, he had asked Mollie
casually, ‘‘Robert up yet?”

“‘Yes—or he was; he’s lying on the
couch in the library and he wants to
see you before you go; he said
wouldn’t you please come in?”’

“‘Nonsense! Why doesn’t he come
to the table?’’

““John, dear, the boy’s sic];;_{and
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you’re 80 hard with him! You

wouldn’t listen yesterday——"’
“‘Dreams again, eh?”’

““Yes, but he’s very hoarse, too.
I’'m worried.”’

Dennison left the breakfast table
impatiently.

The summer was passing; and the
boy, who had come home from eol-
lege in June with shadowed eyes and
a puzzled frown betwecn them,
scemed more preoceupied, more list-
less, every day.

He was thinner, too; not in any
way like the big, rollicking chap who
had left them last September. He
had visited a friend over the Christ-
mas holidays, and both parents had
anxiously noted the change in him,
after nine months of absence.

““Keep having nightmares—guess
I’m bilious!’’ was the only explana-
tion they had bcen able to win from
him; it had not seemed a sufficient
one. Dennison resented the boy’s
lack of interest in the business (an
automobile ageney), and gave him
hard work to do, tersely remarking
that he’d sleep better for it. The
tasks were well but wearily per-
formed, and nothing gained besides.

‘“Morning, sir,”’ he said as Denni-
son entered. He swung his slippered
feet to the floor and sat up dizzily,
supporting himsclf with a hand at
each side upon the couch.

He was ‘‘his mother’s boy’’, tall
and fair; for Dennison was shorter,
darker, more muscular. ,

“If you won’t help me, Dad, I'1l
have to get somebody else.”’

‘“What’s the matter, anyway?’’

“I tried to tell you yesterday.
Listen, Dad! This thing’s killing me!
Loak here!”’ He showed a swollen
and discolored throat; his eyes were
bloodshot, and he was hoarse, as his
mother had said.

“Iurt yoursclf?’’

‘“It’s that thing T dream about, T
tiell y0}1’—if it 4¢ dreaming. He—or

t——o
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““You do it yourself, in your sleep
—but that’s bad enough; need more
exercise.”’

“I exercise until I can hardly
crawl to bed. No trouble about go-
ing to sleep; it’s all I can do—but
afterward——"’

¢“Well, what ean I do about it?’’

“Dad’’ — the boy’s pale face
flushed—*‘you’ll say it’s babyish, be-
cause you don’t know—you don’t
know! I—want you to stay with
me tonight!”’

‘‘Babyish enough! Ever leave the
light on?’’

‘“Yes. He came just the same! I
couldn’t see him, but——"’

“Aha! And yet you’re still afraid
of him?”’

“Tt was worse than ever. I can’t
move, you see, or fight, or even
‘breathe; but I get wide awake, and
then he goes away, but I don’t sleep
any more.”’

‘“Just a regular nightmare, Bob.”’

‘““Maybe. But oh, God! How I’'d
like to have one night of peace—one
night when Bull Bayman ”

““Bull Bayman! So that’s who it
is, you think?”’

“I don’t know; it seems like him,
somechow ; only of course Bull didn’t
have—secales all over him.”’

““Secales!”” There was an under-
lying note of panic in the man’s
exasperation. Was it more than
dreams, then? Was it insanity?

‘“Honest, Dad. And claws.”’

His father observed in a tolerably
controlled tone, ‘‘Bull Bayman was
the quarterback who choked you be-
cause he thought you gave away the
signals to the other team?”’

“Did he choke me?’’ the lad re-
turned vaguely.

“Don’t you remember it? He
knocked you down first. Kent Tay-
lor told me about it ; said they threw
water on you to bring you out of it.”’

“I know we had a mix-up; I
didn’t play any more, of course, but
in the very next scrimmage Bull got
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that welt on the head that sent him
—where he is now.”’

‘“And you think he comes back
every night to choke yon?”’

“I'd {forgotten he choked me,”’
mused the boy.

““But he comcs back in a dream,
Rob! Don’t you see now that it’s
all a dream?”’

““And don’t you see that I’ll lose
my mind if this thing doesn’t let
up? And will you stay with me to-
night, anyway until midnight, or—
say—1 o’clock?’’

John Dennison rose sharply.

“T will—to keep you from calling
on somebody clse. Nice thing to get
around—ghosts!”’

“Dad! You promise?’’

“I said I would, didn’t I?”’

‘“Oh, God!’’ sobbed the boy hoarse-
ly, as a flood of relief rolled over
his parched nerves. ‘‘Oh, God!”’

He flung himsclf face down on the
leather couch, and his slender body
shook in hysteria. His father looked
down at him sadly.

“I didn’t know it was so bad,
Robby,”” he gruffly admitted.

““Don’t tell him, but I’m going to
see Hedges about him,’” he told his
wife in the front hall, as he was
leaving the house. ‘‘It’s nerves. Let
him sleep it off, if he can.”

She had tried to believe, as John
did, that the dreams would ‘‘wear
off’, but she was glad and relieved
to know that their good friend Dr.
Hedges, whose studies of late had
taken a psychopathiec turn, was to
be asked to help her boy.

“Yr 1s8’r as if Rob ever drank a
drop. or smoked too much,”’
John told this friend, at the latter’s
office, ‘‘and he was never afraid of
the fellow; had forgotten, even, that
he choked him!”’
“Bull hadn’t forgotten, though,”
muttered Hedges.
““Bull’s dead.”
““His body is. But what was he
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living for, just as he got that blow
on the head that finished him? To
be revenged on Rob, because he
thought he had queered the game.
Now, if the mass of molecules, or
atoms, or cven cleetrons, that must
be released at death (for something
is recleased, John), could retain an
impression, a purpose—can’t you
find it possible to suppose that it
could animate another body—even
an elemental one?”’

‘“‘But—even supposing that, Bob
had the light on one night, and—
he says he felt him, but couldn’t see
him !’

“It is by no means probable that
all the elemental forms are visible
to us. You've seen those beautiful
little sea-creatures, John, that are
exactly like glass, yet have life and
motion; and even that familiar
thing, the eel, is transparent at one
stage. You could imagine a being
so perfectly transparent as to be in-
visible, yet alive. Now, supposing
that the freed human particles enter
into and animate an elemental,
transparent body—"’

‘“Where would they find such a
thing? Why don’t we cver hear of
them?’’

“Perhaps, being invisible, it is
casy for them to keep out of our
way. There are hundreds of relig-
ious beliefs—hut we won’t go into
that. John, somecthing living made
those marks on that boy’s neck. It’s
up to us to find out what it is.”’

“‘If—if there is anything, why
hasn’t it—or he—killed him?”’

““That’s the Bull Bayman part of
it! He repeats the choking inci-
dent ; possibly he has memory with-
out intelligence.

“T think, John.”” he added after
a pause, ‘‘that I'll show you some-
thing.”’

He unlocked a small safe, and
paused again before he beckoned
Dennison to his side. He had taken
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from the safe an envelope, the seal
of which he now broke.

““These are photographs — of
‘dreams’,”’ he said in a low tone; ‘I
made them mysclf,”’ He exposed
them slowly, placing one behind an-
other.

John staggered to a scat, nauseat-
ed, horror-strieken.

“‘I don’t.believe it!1”’ he cricd out
suddenly.

““You wouldn’t. But, John, if you
want me to help Rob, you will have
to do as I say. Your belief has noth-
ing whatever to do with the ease,
you sec. Now, first, I want the house
quict by 11; you’re to sleep with
Rob; Mollic’s to sncak me into a
room near him, without his knowing
I'm there; then I want her to go and
stay with her sister; I'd rather not
have her in the house at all.”

“No!”’ shuddercd John, with an
involuntary glance at the safe—a
sarcophagus of nightmares.

‘“‘No lights, remember, and the
doors unlocked. Now, I’ll stop at
your office and arrange about the
films. Yes, as you say, if there’s
anything to make a film of. A cor-
ner of your basement will 8o for
that; and I'll give you all the final
instruetions. Good-bye, John.”’

THE daily routime calmed Denni-
son, though he felt rather old,
rather lacking in the cocksureness
of his own judgment. Had it made
him eruel to the boy?

“You dont know—you don’t
¥mow !’’ Robert had said.

“You wouldn’t,”” Frank Hedges
Had told him, when he had given
his friend the lie. Well, tonight—
if he must——

T 11 o’cloek, all had been #r-
ranged acecording to Dr. Hedges’
mstructions, and he himself waited
in the room aecross the hall. Rebert,
who had worked that day with some-
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thing like his old boyish enthusiasm,
now lay sound asleep beside his
father. The lights were out, bat
there was a switch near Dennison’s
left hand.

The streets grew more quiet ; few-
er vehicles passed.

Midnight tolled.

An even deeper quiet settled upon
the house.

The quarter struck. Robert was
still breathing deeply, softly, like a
child. His father tried to believe that
he was not listening for any ether
sound.

Two strokes announced the half-
hour. His attention was gradually
rclaxing. There would be nothing
tonight. Rob had felt so safe, to
have him near; just as he himself
had felt, to have Frank near.

Nonsense! He had always felt
safe enough.

Those films—aomeone had fooled
Frank, that was all.

And yet—he remembered the
doctor's habit of accuracy; his ex-
tremg nicety of pereeption. Tomor-
row he would ask him—but now he
became aware that Robert was grad-
ually drawing away from him. He
still lay reclaxed, not a musele tense,
and breathing easily, yet he was
moving, or being moved, slowly
away. Then, with a deep sigh, he
rolled over on his back.

Nothing, after all, but an involun-
tary change of position.

But his breathing was getting
shorter, thicker—he began to stran-
gle, to moan—his whole body la-
bored.

“Nightmare!’’ #houghit Dennison,
and had almost reached out his hand
to rouse the boy, when he remem-
bered Hedges’ command, ‘‘If he
chokes I shall hear him. Don't
move! Don’t calll”

But suppose Hrank had fallen
asfeep?
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It was growing more terrible
every second!

Dennison’s head and hands were
wet with the effort of holding still,
when the sounds ceased—RBobert lay
as if dead.

His father could bear no more; he
threw out his hands—they encoun-
tered the thick, rough, scaly neck
of something bending over the bed.
This he elutched desperately, shout-
ing, ‘“Frank! Help! Help!’”’ For
borrible claws snatched at his face,
yet he dared not loose his hold.

“I’'m—right here!’” grated the
doetor’s voice, through set teeth, and
Dennison knew that he, too, was
struggling with the intruder; that
they had attaeked it simultaneously.

Was it to elude them both after
all? It was a fearful antagenist, be-
eause of its strength, its sinuous,
twisting motions, the repeated at-
tacks on their hands and faces from
its hideous claws—it weaa like some
struggle of brute forces in the pri-
mordial darkness.

““There!’’ panted the doctor at
last, ‘‘I’ve—got him—handecuffed!
The light, John!

*“‘Tie gtill, Bull Baymam, or IU
break your elbows!’’ he thundered;
and then John turned the switch.

Staring half-dazed in the sudden
light, he beheld his friend with one
knee apparently poised in the air
above the bed; his face swollen and
set with the effort of holding some-
thing down; something that neither
of them could see!

Rob’s words raced through his
mind, even while bhe again hurled
himself forward to the doctor’s as-
sistance: ‘“He came just the same—
I couldn’t see him——"’

And he had jcered!

‘‘Hold his shoulders down, while
I hold his legs,’”” directed Dr.
Hedges.

‘‘Listen, you!
man?”’

Are you Bull Bay-
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There was not an instant’s cessa-
tion in the thing's efforts to free it-
self.

“‘Listen, Bull Bayman! You’'re
wrong about Robert Dennison—he
never gave the other team your sig-
nals!”’

There was no sign of understand-
ing; only the continued struggle.
They could feel and hear the harsh
rattle of its breath, the heavily beat-
ing heart. As they held him, or it,
firmly, but without too great a pres-
sure, they felt the heart-beat becom-
ing slowcr, the breath fluttering
strangely.

The paroxysms grew weaker, then
ceased. The shape lay ipert.

“YI don’t belicve he understands
you,”” murmured Dennison.

‘“Yet he may be able to both hear
and see us! As for his understand-
ing—he is trying to leave this hulk
even now! . .. In other words, he’s
dying1

“I gave him a shot of cyanide so-
lation before you ever called,’’ he
added, ‘‘as soon as I felt those
damned scales. I knew then he
wasn’t human.”’

17 Cyanide‘. "

‘““Enough to kill a horse; or an al-
ligator. Well—he’s dead.”’

“Frank, for God’s sake, look after
Rob, won’t yout”’

‘“‘Rob’s all right; didn’t even
wake up, though we had this fellow
right across his knees all the time.
Let him sleep it off.”’

Only a few hours ago Dennison
had used those words himself;™ it
seemed to him that he had forged
through strange worlds sinec then.
Dr. Hedges’ nonchalance as he
rolled ‘‘the fellow’’ to the floor and
reached to the table for his first-aid
kit roused a sort of dull resentment
in Dennison’s mind.

“We’ll bind up our wounds,’
said Dr. Iedges, ‘‘and then—say,
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John, this long seratch came mighty
near the jugular!”’

““It felt like it,”” muttered John.

‘““I've got onc that just missed my
left cye. We’ll have a beautiful photo
of our unscen friend in a few days,
though.”’

““Good heavens, Frank!”’ explod-
ed Dennison, ‘‘what do you want of
a photo?”’

““Want to sece how it looks, of
course !’

“Well, T don’t! Feeling it was
bad enough; let’s chop it up and
burn it in the furnace—it's a cool
night.”’

““See here, John! These things
belong to the hidden side of nature
—but they exist, as [’ve told you,
and they’re very dangerous!”

“Well, you've killed it.”’

“Yes, and I'm going to study it.
There must be some clue to its iden-

TALES

tity. They’re rare, I grant you, but
supposc they should incrcase on the
carth?”’
‘“‘Horrible!”’
““Is the paint ready to smear on?
And the stuff for the flashlight?”’
““It’s all in the back basement.”’
‘‘Let’s snake him down, then.”’

HE doector’s safe holds another

drcam-photo now; Dennison re-
fuses to look at it, and Robert does
not know of its cxistence, though
the rest of the story has been told
him in detail. He was informed that
the body was burned in the furnace,
which was true. The photo shows a
man’s body, with the legs and scales
of some great reptile or lizard, and
with the face protected by ridges of
bone. It is a truly horrific object,
yet Dr. Hedges declares that it
shows a decided resemblance to Bull
Bayman.



