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Creeping Horror Lurked

Beyond the Door

An Unusual Story

By PAUL SUTER

U OU haven’t told me yet how
it happened,’’ I said to Mrs.
Malkin.

She set her lips and eyed
me, sharply.
‘;Rxdn ’t you talk with the coroner,
‘““Yes, of course,”’ I admitted;

‘“‘but as I understand you found my
unele, I thought——

‘“Well, I wouldn't care to say any-
thing about it,”’ she interrupted,
with decision.

This housekeeper of my uncle’s
was somewhat taller than I, and
much heavier—two physieal prepon-
derances. which afford any woman
poesessing them an advantage over
the inferior male. She appeared a
subject for diplomacy rather than
argument.

Noting her ample jaw, her breadth
of cheek, the unsentimental glint of
her eye, I decided on conciliation. I
placed a chair for her, there in my
Uncle Godfrey’s study, and dropped
into another, m

‘“‘At least, before we go over the
other parts of the house, suppose we
rest a little,”’ I suggested, in my most
unetuous manner. ‘‘The place rather
gets on one’s nerves—don’t you
think so?”’

It was sheer luck — I claim no
credit for it. My chance reflection
found the weak spot in her fortifica-

tions. She replied to it with an un-
doubted smack of satisfaction:

‘“It’s more than seven years that
I've been doing for Mr. Sarston, sir:
Bringing him his meals regular as
clockwork, keeping the house clean
—as clean as he’d let me—and sleep-
ing at my own home, o’ nights; and
in all that time I’'ve said, over and
over, there ain’'t a house in New
York the equal of this for queer-
ness,’’

‘‘Nor anywhere else,”” T encour.
aged her, with a laugh; and her con-
fidences opeged another notch:

‘“You're likely right in that, too,
gir. As I've said to poor Mr. Sarston,
many a time, ‘It’s all well enough,’
says I, ‘to have bugs for a hobby.
You can afford it; and being a hach-
elor and by yourself, you don’t have
to. consider other people’s likes and
dislikes. And it’s all well enough if
you want to,’ says I, ‘to keep thou-
sands and thousands o’ them in cabi-
nets, all over the place, the way you
do. But when it comes to pinnin’
them on the walls in regular armies,’
I says, ‘and on the ceiling of your
own study; and even on different
parts of the furniture, so that a body
don’t know what awful thing she’s
agoin’ to find@ under her hand of a
sudden when ahe does the dusting;
why, then,’ I says to him, ‘it’s drivin’

a decent woman too far.’’’ .
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‘““And did he never try to reform
his ways when you told him thatt'’
1 asked, smiling.

‘““To be frank with you, Mr. Rob-
inson, when I talked like that to
him, he generally raised my pay.
And what was a body to do then?’’

¢“I can’t see how Lucy Lawton
atood the place as long as she did,”’
I observed, watching Mrs. Malkin’s
red face very closely.

She swallowed the bait, and leaned
forward, hands on knees.

‘““Poor girl, it got on her nerves.
But she was the quiet kind. You
never saw her, girt’’

I shook my head.

““One of them slim, faded girls,
with light hair, and hardly a word to
say for herself. I don'’t believe she
got to know the next-door neighbor
in the whole year she lived with your
uncle. She was an orphan, wasn’t
ghe, sirt’’

‘““Yes,”’ I said. ‘‘Godfrey Sarston
and I were her only living relatives.
That was why she came from Aus-
tralia to stay with him, after her
father’s death.’”’

Mrs. Malkin nodded. I was hop-
ing that, by putting a check on my
eagerness, 1 could lead her on to a
number of thipgs I greatly desired
to know. Up to the time I had in-
duced the housekeeper to show me
through this strange house of my
Uncle Godfrey’s, the whole affair had
been a mystery of lips which closed
and faces which were averted at my
approach. Even the coroner seemed

unwilling to tell me just how my
uncle had died.

“DID you understand she was
going to live with him, sirt’’

asked Mrs. Malkin, looking hard
at me.

I confined myself to a nod.

““Well, so did 1. Yet, after a year,
back she went.”’

‘“She went suddenly?t’’

1 sug-
gested.

‘‘So suddenly that I never knew
& thing about it till after she was
gone. I came to do my chores one
day, and she was here. I came the
next, and she had started back to
Australia. That’s how sudden she
went.”’

‘““They must have had a falling-
out,”’ I conjectured. ‘‘I suppose it
was because of the house.’’

‘“Maybe it was and maybe it
wasn’t.”’

‘“You know of other reasons?’’

‘““I have eyes in my head,’’ she
said. ‘‘But I'm not going to talk
about it. Shall we be getting on
now, girt’’

I tried another lead:

‘““I hadn’t seen my uncle in five
years, you know. He seemed terri-
bly changed. He was not an old
man, by any means, yet when I saw
him at the funeral—’’ I paused, ex-
pectantly.

4 To my relief, she responded read-

y:

‘‘He looked that way for the last
few months, especially the last week.
I spoke to him about it, two days
before—before it happened, sir—
and told him he’d do well to see the
doctor again. But he cut me off
short. My sister took sick the same
day, and I was called out of town.
The next time I saw him, he was—’’

She paused, and then went on,
sobbing:

‘““To think of him lyin’ there in
that awful place, and callin’ and
callin’ for me, as I know he must,
and me not around to hear him!”’

As she stopped again, suddenly,
and threw a suspicious glance at me,
I hastened to insert a matter-of-fact
question:

‘““Did he appear ill on that last
day'"

‘“Not so much ill, as—"’

‘““Yes?’’ 1 prompted.

She was silent a long time, while
I waited, afraid that some word of
mine had brought back her former
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attitnde of hostility. Then she
seemed to make up her mind.

“I oughtn’t to say another word.
I've said too much, already But
you've been liberal vnth me, sir, and
I know somethin’ you’ve a right to
be told, wlnch I'm thinkin’ no one
else is agoin’ to tell you Look at
the bottom of his study door a min-
ute, sir.”’

I followed her direetion. What I
saw led me to drop to my hands and
knees, the better to enmme it.

‘““Why should he fm rubber
strip on the bottom of his door?’’ I
asked, getting up.

She replied with another enig-
matical suggestion:

‘“Look at these, if you will, sir.
You'll remember that he slept in this

stndy. That was his bed, over there
in the alecove.’’

‘““‘Boits!’’ I exclaimed. And I rein-
forced sight with touch by
one of them back and forth a few
times. ‘‘Double bolts on the inside
of his bedroom door! An upsetairs
room, at that. What was the idea!’’

Mrms. Malkin rtentously shook
her head and si as one unbur-
dening her mind.

¢‘Only this ean I say, sir: He was
afraid of something—fterridly afraid,
gsir. Something that came in the
night.’’

“What was it?7"’ I demanded.

“1 don’t know, sir.”’

It was in the night that—it hap-
pened?’’ 1 asked.

She nodded; then, as ¥ the pro-
logne were over, as if she had pre-
pared my mind sufficiently, she pro-
duced something frem wunder her
spren. She must have been holding
it there all the time. )

“‘It’s his diary, sir. It was lying
here on the flocor. 1 saved it for you,
before the police could get their
hands on it.”’

I opened tim little book. One of

the sheets near the back was erum-
pled, and I glaneced at it, idly. What
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I read there impeiled me to slap the
covers shut again.

‘‘Did you read this?’’ I demanded.

She met my gaze, frankly.

*““I looked into it, gir, just as you
did—only just looked into it. Not
for worlds would I do even that
again!”’

‘“‘I notieed some reference here to
a slab in the cellar. What sladb is
that?”’

. “It covers an old, dried-up well,
sir.’

““Will you show it to me?”’

‘““You can find it for yonml!. sir,
if you wish. I'm not goin’ down
there,” she said, decidedly.

‘“Ah, well, I’ve seen enough for
today,’’ I told her. ““I'll take the
diary back to my hotel and read it.”’

I DID not return to my hotel, how-
ever. In my one brief glance into
the little book, I had seen something
whieh had bitten into my soul; only
a few words, but they had brought
me very near to that queer, solitary
man who had been my unecle.

I dismissed Mrs. Malkin, and re-
mained in the study. There was the
fitting place to read the diary he had
left behind him.

His personality lingered like a
vapor m that study. I settled into
his deep morris chair, and turned it

ettni the light from the single,
narrov window—the light, doubt-
less, by which he had written much
of his work on entomology.

That same struggling illomination
played shadowy tricks with hosts of
wall-erucified insects, which seemed
engaged in a united effort to crawl
upward in sinuous lines. Some of
their number, impaled to the ceiling
down on

in any vagrant breeze, brought baek
nv mind the hand that had pimmed

E
;
!
H
e



26 BEYOND THE DOOR

be turned aside from its single
hobby.

When quiet, peering Uncle God-
frey went, there passed out another
of those scientific enthusiasts, whose
passion for exact truth in some one
direction has extended the bounds
of human knowledge. Could not his
unquestioned merits have been bal-
anced against his sin? Was it nec-
essary to even-handed justice that he
die face-to-face with Horror, strug-
gling with the thing he most feared?
I ponder the question still, though
his body—strangely bruised—has
been long at rest.

The entries in the little book began
with the fifteenth of June. Every-
thing before that date had been
tarn out. There, in the room where
it had been written, I read my Uncle
Godfrey’s diary.

«JT I8 done. I am trembling
lyfnothstdthowordswﬂl}mhcd-

orm under my m
mind is oollmd.m conm’
was for the best. Suppose I had
married her? 8he would have
been unwilling to live in this
house. At the outdet, her wishes
would have ocome between me

not have oconcentrated properly,
I could not have surrounded my-
golf with the atm in

GAIN, there followed a space
from which the sheets had been
torn; but from the sixteenth of July,
all the pages were intact. Some-
thing had come over the writing, too.
It was still precise and clear—my
Unecle Godfrey’s characteristic hand
—but the letters were less firm. As
the entries approached the end, this
difference became still more marked.
Here follows, then, the whole of
his story; or as much of it as will
ever be known. I shall let his words

speak for him, without further inter-
ruption:
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PAUL SUTER

strongly suggestive of the
clamor of rats and mive.

calls for investigation. I have
been at considerable expense to
make the house proof against
rodents, which might dumz
some of my best ens.
some structural defeot has
opened a way for them, the sit-
uation must be oorrected at
once.’’

“J 17th. The foundations
and were examined toda
a workman, He states

thatthmilnogl:oeof
ingress for rodents. oon-
tented himself with looking at
the slab over the old well, with-

‘“July 19th. While I was sit-
m'thh chair, late last
, the impulse to
to the cellar suddenly came upon
me with tremendous .

noises a ceased.
There was no of
tiny footfalls to suggest rats dis-

‘nexrves,’ of oourse.

“In the main, I held myseilf
well under oontrol. As I was
about to leave the cellar, how-
ever, I unguardedly glanced
back over my shoulder at the
stone slab oovering the old well
At that, a violent tremor came
over me, and, losing all com-
mand, I rushed back up the
oellar stairs, thenoce to this study.

mu’-yu are playing me sorry

ty, was
came to the top of the second
flight of something
clutched at my foot, and, for an
instant, almost pulled me back.

I freed myself and ran to the
l‘hlh."

“A 3rd. the aw-
ful ce. I here, with

this diary upon my knee, and it
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fumtdsmmm
term) are very o. I
went to the length of unbolting
my door and step into the
hallway to listen. ter a few
minutes, I seemed to be aware of

large and gray watch-

sion. I withdrew into
the study, and bolted the .
‘‘Now that mg nervous oondi-
tion is so palpably affecting the
imtio nzlv‘e. must not much
onger y seeing e specialist.
myow much shall I tell

‘‘August 8th. Seversal times,

while st here tt'?

work, I have seemed to hear soft

footsteps in the .
‘Nerves’ of course, or e

of the ind

day of research, I retired early.
My sleep was more refreshing
thnnnﬂ,uitulihg:bo
when ons is genuinely

awakened, however (it must
have been about an hour ago),
with a start of tremendous vio-

‘“There was moonlight in the
My nerves were ‘om
edge’, but, for a moment, I saw
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oould be other than purely pages. I am a mouse, in the
mental grip of a cat. Let me have

‘“When he recommended a freedom for ever so short a time,

of soene (which I had and I begin to rejoice at my es-
been ), I told him posi- cape. Then the paw descends
tively t it was out of the agsain,
question. He said them that, ‘It is four in the morning—
with the aid of a tonic and an the usual hour. I retired rather
oocasional sleeping draft, I am late, last night, after adminis-
likely to well enough at tering the draft. Instead of the
home. ‘IE is distinctly enocour- dreamless sleep, which hereto-
;ﬁg. I erred in not going to fore has followed the use of the
at the start. Without doubt, drug, the slumber into which I
most, if not all, of my hallucins- fell was punctuated by recurrent
tions could have been-averted. visions of the slab, with the

‘‘I have been suffering a need- bowed figure upon it. Also, I
loupmd?fmmynmufor had one poignant dream im
an action I took solely in the in- which the dog was involved.
terests of science. I have no dis- ‘“‘At length, I awakened, and
position to tolerate it further. reached mechanically for the
From today, I shall report regu- lHght switch bexzide my bed.
larly to Dr. Sartwell.’’ When my hand encountered

nothing, I suddenly realised the

‘“‘August 19th  Used the truth. I was standing in my
sleeping draft last night, with study, with my other hand upon
gnti.!lrmg regults. The doctor the doorkmob. It required only
says 1 must repeat the dose for a moment, of ocourse, to find the
soveral nights, until my nerves light and switch it on. I saw
are well under control again.’’ then that the bolt had been

drawn back.

“A 21st. All well. It ‘‘The door was quite unlocked.
seems I have found the way My awakening must have inter-
out—a very simple and prosaic rupted me in the very act of
way. I might have avoided m{it. I oould hear some-
much needless annoyance by m restlessly in the
socking expert advice at the passage outside the door.’’
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8

Then came the words I had seen
when Mrs. Malkin had handed me
the book. They were written very
large. In places, the pen had dug
through the paper. Though they
were scrawled, | read them at a
glance:

‘“Not the slab in the oellar!

Not that! O
but that! Anytiingr TS

B{ what strange compulsion was
the hand foreed to write down what
was in the brain; even to the ulti-

mate thoughts; even to those final
words?

THE gray light from outside,
slanting down through two dull
little windows, sank into the sodden
hole near the inner wall. The coro-
ner and I stood in the cellar, but not
too near the hole.

A small, demonstrative, dark man
—the chief of detectives—stood a
little apart from us, his eyes intent,
his natural animation suppressed.
We were watching the stooped
shoulders of a polies eonstable, who
was angling in the well.

““See anything, Walters?”’ in-
quired the detective, raspingly.

The policeman shook his head

The little man turned his ques-
tioning to me.

“You’re quite sure?!’ he de-
manded.
‘““Ask the coroner. He saw the

diary,’”’ I told him.

‘“I’'m afraid there can be no
doubt,’’ the coroner confirmed, in
his heavy, tired voice.

He was an old man, with lack-
lostre eyes. It had seemed best to
me, on the whole, that he should read
my uncle’s diary. His position en-
titled him to all the available faets.
What we were seeking in the well
might especially concern him.

He looked at me opaquely now,
while the policeman bent double
again. Then he spoke—like one who
reluctantly and at last does his duty.
He nodded toward the slab of gray
stone, which lay in the shadow to the
left of the well

‘“It doesn’t seem very heavy, does
it?’’ he suggested, in an undertone.

I shook my head. ‘‘Still, it’s
stone,’’ I demurred. ‘‘A man would
have to be rather strong to lift it.”’

““To lift it—yes.”” He glanced
about the cellar. ‘‘Ah, I forgot,’’ he
said, abruptly. ‘‘It is in my office.
as part of the evidence.’”’ He went
on, half to himself: ‘‘A man—even
though not very strong—could take
a stick—for instance, the stick that
is now in my office—and prop up the
slab. If he wished to look into the
well,”’ he whispered.

The policeman interrupted,
straightening again with a groan,
and laying his eleetric torch beside
the well.

‘‘It’s breaking my baeck,’’ he com-
plained. ‘‘There’s dirt down there.
It seems loose, but I can’t get
through it. Somebody'll have to go
down.’’

The detective cut in:

“I'm lighter than you, Walters.”’

‘““‘I'm not afraid, sir.’’

‘“I didn’t say you were,’’ the lit-
tle man smapped. ‘‘There’s nothing
down there, anyway—though we’ll
have to prove that, I suppose.’’ He
glanced truculently at me, but went
on talking to the comstable: ‘‘Rig
the rope around me, and don’t bun-
gle the knot. I’'ve no intention of
falling into the place.”’
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‘‘There is something there,’ whis-
pered the coroner, slowly, to me.
His eyes left the little detective and
the policeman, carefully tying and
testing knots, and turred again to
the square slab of stone.

*‘S8uppose—while a man was iook-
ing into that hole—with the stone
propped up—bhe should accldentally
xnock the prop away?” He was
still whispering.

‘A stone so hght that he could
prop it up wouldn’t be heavy encugh
to kill him.”’ I objected.

**No.”” He laid a hand on my
choulder. ‘‘Not to kill him—to par-
alyze him—if it struck the spine in
a certain way. To render him help-
less, but not unconscious. The post
mortem would disclose that, through
the bruises on the body.’’

The policeman and the detective
had adjusted the knots to their sat-
isfaction. They were bickering now
ag to the details of the descent.

‘“Would that cause death?” 1
whispered.

‘‘You muat remember that the
housekeeper was absent for two
days. In two days, ¢ven that pres-
cuare——"" He stared at me hard,
to make sure that I understood

‘‘with the head down——"'

Again the policeman interrupted:

**I'1l stand at the well, if you gen-
ilemen will grab the rope behind me.
It won't be much of a pull. Il

take the brunt of it.”’

We let the little man down. with
the electric torch strapped to his
waist, and some sort of implement—
a trowel or a small spade—in his
hand. It seemed & long time before
hig voice, curiously hollow, directed
us to stop. The hole must have heen
deep.

We braced ourselves. 1 was sec-
ond, the coroner, last. The police-
man relieved his strain somewhat by
snagging the rope against the edge
of the well, but I marveled. neverthe-
less, at the ease with which he held

the weight. Very little of it came
to me.

A noise like mufied seratching
reached us from below. Oeccasionally,
the rope shook and shifted slightly
at the edge of the hole. At last, the
Jdetective 's hollow voice spoke.

‘““What does he say?’’ the coroner
demanded.

The policeman turned his square,
dogged face toward us.

‘I think he’s found something,”’
he explained.

The rope jerked and shifted again.
Some sort of struggle seemed to be
going on below. The weight sud-
denly increased, and as suddenly
lessened, as if something had been
grasped. then had managed to elude
the grasp and slip away. I could
catch the detective's rapid breath-
ing now; also the sound of inartic-
ulate speech in his hollow voice.

The next words I caught came
more clearly. They were a command
to pull up. At the same moment, the
weight on the rope grew heavier, 'and
remained so.

The policeman’s big shoulders be-
gan straining, rhvthmxcally

““All together,”” he directed.
‘“‘Take it easy. Pull when I do.”

Slowly, the roge paued through
our hands. each fresh grip
that we took, a small section of it
dropped to the floor behind us. I
began to feel the strain. I could tell
from the coroner’s labored breathing
that he felt it more, being an old
man. The policeman, however,
seemed untiring.

The rope tightened, suddenly, and
there was an ejaculation from below
—just below. Still holding fast, the
policeman contrived to stoop over
and look. He translated the ejacu-

lation for us.

‘““Let down a little. He’s stuck
with it against the side.’’

We slackened the rope, until the
detective’s voice gave us the word
again.
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The rhythmic tugging continuned.
Something dark appeared, quite
abruptly. at the top of the hole. My
nerves leapt in spite of me. but it
was merely the top of the detective’s
head—his dark hair. Something
white came next—his pale face. with
staring eves. Then his shoulders,
howed forward. the better to sup-
port what was in his arms. Then

I looked away; but, as he laid his
burden down at the side of the well,
the detective whispered to us:

‘‘He had her covered up with dirt
—<covered up. . . . . ”

He Legan to laugh-—a little. high
cackle. like a child 's—nuntil the cor-
oner took him by the shoulders and
deliberately shook him. Then the
polieceman led him out of the cellar.

T WAS not then, but afterward.
that I put my question to the cor-
oner.

“Tell me,”” ¥ demanded. “‘People
pass there at all hours. Why didn’t
my uncle eall for help?’’

““I have thought of that.’”’ he re-
plied. *‘‘I believe he did call. 1
think. probably. he screamed. But
his head was down. and he couldn’t
raise it. His screams must have
been swallowed up in the well.”’

‘“You are¢ sure he didn’t murder
her?’”’ He had given me that assur-
ance before, but I wished it again.

‘‘Almost sure,”” he declared.
‘‘Though it was on his account, un-
doubtedly, that she killed herself.
Few of us are punished as accurately
for our sins as he was.”’

NE should be thankful, even for
crumbs of comfort. I am
thankful.

But there are times when my
uncle’s face rises before me. After
all, we were the same blood; our
sympathies had much in common;
under any given circumstances, our
thoughts and feelings must have
been largely the same. I seem to
see him in that final death march
along the unlighted passageway—
obeying an imperative summons—
going on, step by step—down the
stairwvay to the first floor, down the
cellar stairs—at last, lifting the slab.

I try not to think of the final ex-
piation. Yet swas it finalt I won-
der. Did the last Door of all, when
it opened, find him willing to pass
through? Or was Something wait-
ing beyond that Door?



