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not curse Hans De Groot as his

mangled body ecollapsed on the
rack, and that he did curse Gardelin.
But, it must be remembered, Governor
Gardelin went l.ome, to Denmark, and
8o escaped—whatcver it was that hap-
pened to Achilles Mendoza and Julius
Mohrs: and Black Tancréde, who al-
ways kept his word, they said, had
cursed threc!

The Grand Hotel of St. Thomas in
the Virgin Islands glistens in the al-
most intolerable brilliance of the Car-
ibbean sunlight, because that great
edifice is whitewashed in every corner,
every winter. Built somewhat more
than a century ago, it is a noble ex-
ample of that tropical architecture
which depends, for its style, upon the

. T—2

IT IS true that Black Taneréde did

“What was that? I could feel my
heart skip a beat, then start
pounding.”

structural necessity for resistance to
summer hurricanes. Its massive walls
of stone, brick, and heavy cement are
thick and ponderous. The ceilings of
its huge, square rooms are eighteen
feet high. Despite its solidity, the
1916 hurricane took the top story off
the main building and this has never
been replaced. The fact that the hotel
is now uniformly a two-story struc-
ture somewhat mars its original sym-
metry, but it is still as impressive as
in the days when the Danish Colonial
High Court sat in one of its sections;
when its ‘‘slave-pens’’ were especially
noted for their safety.

Built alongside the great courtyard
which its bulk surrounds, and toward
the harbor, once the crater of a vol-
cano in that era when Atlant7i(§19 and
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its companion continent, Antillea,
reared their proud eivilizations in the
central Atlantie, stand two houses,
added, it is believed, some time after
the construction cof the original build-
ing. On this point the St. Thomas
wiseacres continuc to dispute. Never-
theless, under the house nearest to the
hotel, and built with connecting steps
leading to its great gallery, are those
very slave-pens, converied nowadays
into one enormous workroom where
the hotel washing and ironing goes on,
remorselessly, all the year round.
During its carly history, the hotel was
called ‘‘IIotel du Commerce.”’

In that nearer, and slightly smaller
of the two houses, I was installed for
the winter. I took this house because
I was accompanied that winter by
Stephen de Lesseps, my young cousin,
a boy of fourteen. Stephen’s parents
(his mother is my cousin Marie de
Lesseps) had persuaded me to take
him with me for the change of climate.
Stephen is an agreeable young fellow.
I gave him daily ‘‘lessons’’ and he
read much himself, so that his educa-
tion out of books was not neglected,
and that major portion derived other-
wise was enhaneced. Stephen turned
out on closc association to be so man-
ly, sensible, and generally companion-
able, that I congratulated myself
upon yielding to my cousin Marie’s
suggestion.

In the middle of that winter, Marie
and her sister Suzanne paid us a visit
of a month. Mr. Joseph Reynolds,
the American proprietor of the Grand
Hotel, assigned them Room 4, a huge,
double room, opening off the enormous
hotel ballroom in which the major
social functions of the Virgin Island
capital are usually held. I am obliged
to mention this background for the ex-
traordinary story I have to tell. If I
had not had Stephen along, I should
not have remained in St. Thomas, I
did so on his account. The capital,
rather than my beloved island of
Santa Cruz, was a better place for his
education. Don Pablo Salazar, a fa-
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mous teacher of Spanish, is resident
there; the director of eduecation lived
in the neighboring house—there were
many reasous.

And, if T had not had Stephen with
me, Maric and Suwzanne would not
have made that visit, and so could not
have spent a month in Number 4, and
so this tale would never, perhaps, have
been told.

Tm: ladies arrived early in Jan-
uary, after a sweeping tour of
“‘the lower islands’’—those historie
sea-jewcls where England and France
fought out the supremacy of the seas
a century ago. They were delighted
with Number 4. They slept on vast

‘mahogany four-posters; they were en-

tertained by everybody; they patron-
ized St. Thomas’ alluring shops; they
reveled in the midsummer warmth of
midwinter in this elimate of balm and
spice; they exclaimed over Stephen’s
growth and rcjoiced over the fine edge
with which one of the world’s politest
communifies had ornamented the
boy’s naturally excellent manners. In
brief, my lady cousins enjoyed their
month tremendously and went home
enthusiastic over the quaint charm
and magnificent hospitality of the
capital of the Virgin Islands, our
Unecle Sam’s most recent eolonial ae-
quisition, once the historic Danish
‘West Indies.

Only one fly, it appeared, had agi-
tated the ointment of their enjoyment.
Neither, they eventually reported,
could get proper sleep in Number 4 in
spite of its airiness, its splendid beds,
and its conveniences. At night, one
or the other, and, as I learned later,
sometimes both simultaneously, would
be awakened out of refreshing sleep
at that most unpropitious of all night
hours, 4 o’clock in the morning.

They said very little of this to me.
I found out later that they were ex-
tremely chary of admitting that any-
thing whatever had been interfering
with their enjoyment of my hospital-
ity. But later, after they were gone,
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I did recall that Suzanne had men-
tioned, though lightly, how she had
heard knocks at the double-doors of
their big room, just at that hour. It
had made little impression upon me
at the time.

Long afterward, questioning them,
I discovered that they had been awak-
ened nearly every morning by the
same thing! They had mentioned it
to their room-maid, a black girl, who
had appeared ‘‘stupid’’ about it; had
only rolled her eyes, Marie said. They
tried several explanations — brooms
carelessly handled in the early morn-
ing; a permanent early ‘‘call’’ for
some guest, perhaps an officer of ma-
rines who had to get to his duties very
carly. They rejected both those the-
ories, and finally settled down to the
explanation that some pious fellow-
guest was accustomed to attend the

carliest religious service of the day,:

which, in both the Anglican and Ro-
man Catholie echurches in St. Thomas,
is at 5 in the morning. They knew,
because they had several times an-
swered the knoecks, that there was
never anybody at the door when they
opened it. They reconciled their ul-
timate explanation with the diserep-
ancy that the knocks were on their
door, by the supposition that there
was involved some strange, auditory
illusion.

As T have said, these ladies were
fascinated with St. Thomas, and they
did not allow one minor disturbing
element to interferc with their enjoy-
ment of its many strange sights; the
weird specch of the blacks; the mag-
nificent hospitality; the Old World
furniture; the street lamps; the de-
lightful little vistas; the Caribbean’s
incredible indigo; especially, I think,
with the many strange tales which
they heard more or less incidentally.

IFor St. Thomas, the very lhome and
heart of old romance, is full of strange
tales. Here, in September, 1824, the
pirate Fawecett with his two mates was
publicly hanged. To this very day,
great steel doors guard most St.
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Thomas stores, and particularly the
funds of the Dansk Vestindiske Na-
tionalbank, from marauders, as an-
ciently those same doors guarded
them from the frequent raids of the
buceaneers. St. Thomas’ streets have
more than once run red with human
blood ; for, like Panama, it is a town
which has been sacked, though never
burned like Frederiksted on the neigh-
boring island of Santa Cruz.

Among these many tales was that
of Black Taneréde. This negro, a
Dahomeyan, so said tradition, had
lived for a while in one of those very
slave-pens under my house. He had
been, strangely enough, a Haitian
refugee, although a full-blooded black
African. Many Caucasian refugees
from Haiti had come to St. Thomas in
the days of Dessalines, Toussaint
1’Ouverture, and Henry Cristophe, the
black king of Northwestern Haiti, the
bloody days of that wise despot whose
marvelous citadel still towers inered-
ibly on the hills behind Cap Haitien
and who is chiefly remembered for his
tyrannies, but who is probably the
only person who ever made millions
out of the ‘“‘free’’ labor of his fellow
blacks!

Taneréde had, so said tradition, in-
curred the enmity of Cristophe, and
that in the days of his power was a
fearsome thing for any man. But,
unlike other known unfortunates who
had risked that terrible anger, Tan-
créde had escaped Cristophe’s execu-
tioner. That personage boasted that
he had had so much practise with the
broadsword that he could remove a
head without soiling the victim’s eol-
lar!

By some hook or crook, hidden
probably in the stinking, rat-infested
hold of some early Nineteenth Cen-
tury sailing-vessel, perhaps buried
under goat-hides or bales of bacallao,
Tancréde had shivered and sweated
his way to the Danish refuge of St.
Thomas. There he fell swiftly into
inescapable debt, for he was a fight-
ing-man from & warlike tribe, and no
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bargainer. Therefore he had become
tke property of one Julius Mohrs, and
because of that his connection with
the old hotel had begun. Black Tan-
eréde had been lodged, for safekeep-
ing, in one of those same slave-pens
under my house.

He had soon escaped from that
servitude, for his strong, bitter soul
eould not brook it, and made his way
to the neighboring Danish island of
St. Jan. There he is next heard of as
a ‘‘free laborer'’ on the sugar estates
of Erasmus Espersen. In the ‘‘Ris-
ing’’ of 1833 he was prominent as a
leader of those who revolted against
the harsh laws of (Governor Gardelin.
Later, whether by the French troops
from Martinique who came in to help
the Danes put down their Slave War,
or by the Spanish troops from Porto
Rico, Black Taneréde had been eap-
tured alive, which was a grave error
of judgment on his part, and brought
back to St. Thomas in chains, there to
be tortured to death.

That sentence was delivered in the
Danish eolonial high eourt, sitting in
its own quarters in the hotel, by Gov-
ernor Gardelin’s judge.

First Black Taneréde’s hands had
been cut off, one a day. Then he suf-
fered the crushing of his feet (after
‘‘three pinches with a hot iron in-
strument’’), a punishment consum-
mated with a heavy bar of iron in the
hands of Achilles Mendoza, the execu-
tioner, himself a black slave. The
iron sheared through his leg-bones,
and he was ““pinched,’’ and his hands
chopped off, beeause he had been so
unfortunate as to be caught in insur-
reetion, bearing weapons, and he was
therefore to be made an example by
a governor whose name is even now
execrated among the black people.

With his last expiring breath Black
Taneréde cursed his tormentors. He
cursed Achilles Mendoza. He cursed
Julius Mohrs. He cursed Governor
Gardelin. They buried his shattered
body in quicklime in the courtyard of
the fort, and with it went his left
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hand, which was clutched so firmly
about the wooden crossbar of the rack
that it could not be pried loose. Men-
doza therefore broke off the crossbar
with the hand attached, and threw it
into the limepit. The other hand,
chopped off the day before, had dis-
appeared, and no effort was made to
recover it. Such items in those ‘“ good
old days’’ were not infrequently
picked up and kept by onlookers as
interesting souvenirs.

FOUR months after the execution,
Julius Mohrs was found strangled
in bed one morning. Even the lash
failed to clicit any testimony from his
household. No one has ever known
who committed that murder. Mohrs,
like Governor Gardelin, had the rep-
utation of being harsh with slaves.

Achilles Mendoza died “‘of a fit’” in
the year 1835, in the open air. He
was, in fact, crossing the courtyard of
the hotel at the time and was not
more than a few steps from the doors
leading into the slave-pens. Many hy-
standers saw him fall, although it was
at night, for the full moon of the Ca-
ribbee Islands—by whose light I have
myself read print—was shining over-
head. Indeed, so much light comes
from the Caribbean moon that il-
Iuminates these latitudes—degree sev-
enteen runs through Santa Crusg,
eighteen through St. Thomas—that
on full moonlight nights in the ‘‘good
old days,’’ the capital itself saved the
cost of street-lichts; and that is the
custom even today in the Santa Cru-
cian towns,

Some of the black people at first
believed that Mendoza had strangled
himself! This foolish idea was doubt-
less derived from the fact that both
the exeeutioner’s hands had gone to
his throat even before he fell, gasp-
ing and foamine at the mouth, and
they were found clasped unbreakably
together, the great muscles of his
mighty arms rigid in death with the
effort, when his now worthless body
was unceremoniously gathéred up and
carted away for early morning burial.
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Naturally, everybody who remcm-
bered Black Taneréde and his curses,
and his character—that is, everyhody
who believed in black magie as well as
in Black Tancréde—was certain that
that malefactor, murderer, leader of
revolt, had consummated a posthu-
mous revenge. Perhaps Julius Mohrs,
too——

The Danes pooh-poohed this solu-
tion of the two unaccountable deaths
in the capital of their West Indian
eolony, but that did not affect black
belief in the slightest degree. Black
Quashee was in those days only a gen-
eration removed from Black Africa,
where such matters are commonplaces.
Such beliefs, and the practises which
aceompany them, had come in through
Cartagena and other routes, deviously
and direct, into the West Indies from
the Gold Coast, from Dahomey and
Ashantee and the Bight of Benin—
all the way, indeed, from Dakar to
the Congo mouth regions—into the
West Indies indeed, where Quashee’s
sheer fecundity, now that the ‘‘good
old days’’ are no more, and Quashee
is a Christian of one kind or another,
and often a high school or even a col-
lege graduate, has caused him vastly
to outnumber his erstwhile white mas-
ters. White people are now Quashee’s
masters no longer, though they utill
live beside him in the West Indies. in
a constantly diminishing proportion,
under that same bright moon, that
same glowing sun, in the shade of the
mighty tamarinds, beside the cye-
scorching scarlet of the hihiscus, the
glaring purple and magenta of the
bougainvillea.

Governor Gardelin returned to Den-
mark very soon alter the Slave Warv
of 1833, where, so far as one may
know from perusal of the old records,
he died in his bed full of years and
honors.

S I HAVE mentioned, my cousins,
Marie and Suzanne, returned to
the continental United States. They
left about the tenth of IFebruary, and
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Stephen and I, regretting their de-
parture, settled down for the rest of
that winter, planning to return the
middle of May.

One morning, a few wecks after
their departure, Reynolds, the pro-
prietor, asked me a question.

“Did you hear the uproar last
night, or, rather, carly this momn-
ing?”’

“No,”” said I. ““What was ‘the
uproar’? If it was out in the streets
I might have heard it, but if it hap-
pened inside the hotel, my house is so
detached that I should probably have
heard nothing of it and gone right on
sleeping.’’

‘It was inside,’’ said Reynolds, ‘‘so
you probably wouldn’t have noticed
it. The servants are all chattering
about it this morning, though. They
believe it is another manifestation of
the Jumbee in Number 4. By the
way, Mr. Canevin, your eousins were
in that room. Did they ever mention
any disturbance to you?’’

““Why, yes, now that vou speak of
it. My eousin Suzanne spoke of some-
body knocking on their door; about 4
in the morning I helieve it happened.
1 think it happened more than once.
They imagined it was somehody being
‘called’ very carly, and the servant
knocking on the wroug door or some-
thing of that kind. They didn’t say
much about it to me. What is ‘the
Jumbee in Number 4?7 That in-
trigues me. 1 never happened to hear
that one!™’

Now a ““Jumbhee’ is, of conrse, a
West Indian ghost.  In the JFrench
islands the word is ““Zombi”’. Jum-
bhees have various characteristies,
whieh T will not pause to enumerate,
but one ol these is thiat a Jumbee is
afways black, White persons, appar-
ently, do not “*waik’” after death, al-
though I have personally knowa three
white gcentlemen planters who were
believed to be werewolves!  Among
the West Indian black population oe-
curs every belief, every imaginable
practise of the occult, which is inter-
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woven closely into their lives and
thoughts; everything from mere
‘‘charms’ to active necromancy;
from the use of the deadly Vaudoux
to the ‘‘toor from a decad,’’ which last
renders a gambler lucky! Jumbee is
a generic word. It means virtually
any kind of a ghost, apparition, or
revenant. 1 was not in the least sur-
prized to learn that Number 4, Grand
Hotel, had its other-worldly attend-
ant. My sole ground for wonder was
that T had not heard of it before now!
Now that I recalled the matter, some-
thing hed disturbed Marie and Su-
zanne in that room,

“Tell me about it, please, Mr. Rey-
nolds,”’ I requested.

Mr. Reynolds smiled. He is a man
of education and he, too, knows his
West Indies.

““In this case it is only a general
belief,”” he answered. ‘‘The only spe-
cific information about ‘the Jumbee in
Number 4’ is that it wakes occupants
up early in the morning. There has,
it secems, ‘always been a Jumbee’ con-
nected with that room. I daresay the
very frying-pans in the kitchen have
tieir particular Jumbees, if they hap-
pen to be old enough! That rumpus
this morning was only that we had a
tourist, a Mr. Ledwith, staying over-
night—came over tyom. Porto Rico in
the Catherine and left this morning
Tor *down the islands’ on the Domin-
ict. He came in pretty late last
night from a party with friends in the
town. e explained later that he
couldn’t sleep beeause of somebody
knoekine on his door. e called out
several times, got no answer; the
kueeking went on, and then he lost his
temper. He reached out of bed and
picked up the carthenware water-jug.
His aim was excellent, even thoueh he
mayx have had a drop too mueh at
his party. He hit the door-handle,
smashed the jug into fragments. and
then, really avoused, got up, flung
open the door, found unohody there,
and took it into his head that some-
body was having a joke on him.
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Absurd! The man was a total stran-
ger to everybody in the hotel.

““He raged around the ballroom
and woke up the Gilbertsons and Mrs.
Peck—jyou know they have rooms on
that side—and at last he awakened
me and I got up and persuaded him
to go back to bed. He said there were
no more knocks after that. I was
afraid it might have disturbed you
and Stephen. I’'m glad it didn’t. Of
course such a rumpus is very unusual
in the hotel at any time.’’

““Hm,’’ said I, ‘“well, well!”’ 1 had
been thinking while Mr. Reynolds
made this long speech about the noe-
turnal activities of the unknown Mr.
Ledwith. T could not talk with him.
He had already sailed that morning,

I was really intrigued by now—that
occurrence coupled with the expe-
rience of my cousins! Of course I
knew very little ahout that, for they
had said almost nothing. But it was
enough to arouse my interest in ‘‘the
Jumbee in Number 4.’

That was the only time Mr. Reyn-
olds and I spoke of the matter, and
for some time, although I kept my
ears open, I heard nothing tfurther
about Number 4. When the ‘‘trouble’’
did start up again, I was in Number
4 myself. That eame about in this
manner.

An American family named Barnes,
permanent residents of St. Thomas—
I believe Barnes was a minor official
of the public works or the agricul-
tural department of the Virgin Island
government—Iet their housec-lease ex-
pire and decided to move into the ho-
tel at family-rates-hy-the-month for
the eonvenience. Mrs. Barnes had two
voung children, and was tired of
household cares. She had employed,
I think, some rather inferior servants,
whieh always means a heavy burden
in the West Indies. Omne ot the two
Lotel houses would suit them exactly.
The other was oceupied, by the year,
by the director of education and his
family, delightful Amerieans.

It was the first of May, and as Ste-
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phen and I were booked to sail on the
twelfth for New York, I proposed to
Mr. Reynolds that we give up our
house to Mr. and Mrs. Barnes, and he
could put us into one of the huge
double rooms for the remainder of our
stay. Mr. Reynolds put us into Num-
ber 4, probably the bhest of all the
rooms, and which was, fortunately,
vacant at the moment.

It happened that on our first night
in our new quarters, I was out very
late. I had gone, with the colonel in
command of the naval station marines
and his wife, to meet an incoming
ship on which a eertain Major Upton
was returning to St. Thomas from a
month’s leave. Two days before the
arrival of the ship, a cable had in-
formed the colomel of Mrs. Upton’s
sudden death in Virginia. We did
not know whether or not Upton had
learned of his unexpected bereave-
ment by wireless aboard ship, and we
rather thought he had not. The ship
was reported due at 1 a. m. She eame
in a little after 2, and after meeting
Upton— who had, fortunately, re-
ceived a wireless—and making his
arrival as pleasant as we could for
him under the circumstances, I got
back to the hotel about 3:30 in the
morning.

I CAME in at the side door, which is
always open, walked softly along
the great length of the ballroom, and
very quietly opened the door of Num-
ber 4. By the streaming moonlight
which was pouring in through the
open jalousies of the great room, I
could sce Stephen’s outlines, dimly,
through the cloud of mosquito-netting
which covered his enormous four-
poster. I undressed silently, so that
1 should not disturb my young cousin.
I was just ready to turn in, my soiled
drill clothes in the washbag, my white
buckskin shoes neatly treed, my other
things laid away where they belonged
—Tfor I am a rather fussy fellow ahout
such matters—and it was within a
minute or two to 4 o’clock in the
morning; I know I was beastly tired;
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when, just beside me, on the door
leading in from the ballroom, came an
abrupt, unmistakable rap-rap-rap!

There could be no possible doubt
about it. I was standing within three
feet of the door at the moment the
raps were delivered. I, Gerald Can-
evin, am a teller of the truth. I admit
that I felt the cold chills which are
characteristic of sudden, almost un-
controllable, paralyzing {fear, run
swiftly up and down my spine; that
acute prickling at the hair roots
which is called one’s ‘‘hair standing
on end.”’

But, if Gerald Canevin is a trifle
old-maidish about the arrangement of
his personal belongings, and, even
damagingly, truthful, he may boast,
and justly, that no man living can
call him a poltroon.

I took one firm step to that door
and flung it open, and—so help me
God!-—as I turned the small, old-
fashioned brass knob, the last of the
raps—for the summons was repeated,
just as the convivial Ledwith had al-
leged—sounded within three inches of
my hand, on the other side of the
door.

The great, ghostly still ballroom
stood silent and empty. Not a sound,
not a movement disturbed its early-
morning, dead, serene emptiness. I
raked the room with my serutiny.
Everything was visible because the
vivid moonlight—the moon had been
full two nights before—came flooding
in from the gallery with its nine
ll:’loorish arches, overlooking the har-

or.

There was nothing—absolutely, lit-
erally, nothing—to be seen or heard.
I glanced back over my shoulder
along the wall through which the
door of Number 4 opens. What was
that? I could feel my heart skip a
beat, then start pounding. A dim
something, the merest shadowy out-
line, it seemed, in the form of a gigan-
tic negro was moving along the wall
toward the passageway, curtained
from the ballroom, which leads to the
main entrance of the hotel below.
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Iiven as I looked, the strange form
seemed to melt and vanish, and there
came a hard, dull thud from the di-
rection where I imagined I had seen it
slipping {urtively along the wall.

I looked narrowly, my heart still
pounding, and there, on the floor mov-
ing rapidly from me in the same
direction I had imagined that sinister
figure following, and with a queer,
awkward movement suggestive of a
erab’s sidelong gait, but moving in
utter silenee, there ran along the bare
floor something about the size of a
baseball.

I was Dbarefooted and in thin,
China-silk pajamas, but I started,
weaponless, after the thing. It was, I
surmised, the biggest tarantula I had
ever seen in or out of the West Indies.
Certainly it was no crab, although its
sizc and even its gait would suggest
one of our boxlike, compact land-
crabs. But a crab, running away like
that, would make a distinective, iden-
tifying, hard rattle with its shell-cov-
ered feet on that hard, wooden floor,
and this thing ran silently, like velvet.

‘What I should do with, or to, the
tarantula if I eaught it, I did not stop
to consider. I suppose it was a kind
of instinct that sent me in pursuit. I
gained on it, but it slipped past the
curtains ahead 6f me and was lost to
sight in the broad passageway on the
other side at the stairs’ head. As
soon as I had passed the curtain I
saw that any attempt to catch the
thing would be an impossibility.
There would be innumerable hiding-
places; the main entrance doors were
closed tight down below there, and the
stair-well was as dark as the inside of
Jonah’s whale,

I turned back, perforce, and re-en-
tered Number 4, shut the door quietly
behind me, and turned in upon my
own gigantic four-poster and tucked
the mosquito-netting under the edge
of the mattress. I slept at once and
did not awaken until five and one-half
hours later, at 9:30 in the morning.
The excellent Stephen, realizing the
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situation, had repaid my pussyfooting

in his interest of the earlier morning

by getting dressed in silence and or-

gering my breakfast sent in at this
our,

That was Saturday morning, and
there were no lessons for Stephen. I
took advantage of that fact to put in
a very much occupied day at my type-
writer, and I got such a start on what
I was then engaged in writing that I
determined, if possible, to finish it
the next day in time for the New York
mail which goes out through Porto
Rico every week. A brief, unaccus-
tomed siesta Saturday afternoon
helped make up for some lack of
sleep. I decided to get up and go to
that horribly ‘‘early’’ service at 5 on
Sunday morning. That would give
me a reason for early rising—which
I have always secretly abominated!
—and a good day’s start. Stephen
and I retired that cvening as soon as
he returned from his moving-pictures
gt3tgle naval station; that was, about

I MUST have grown wearier than I
had realized, sitting up for Major
Upton’s ship, and accompanying him
to the colonel’s quarters afterward;
for I slept like the dead, and had my
usual fight with myself to get up and
shut off an insistent alarm-clock at
4:15. I got to church in time, and
was back again a few minutes before
6. It was barely dawn when I came
in at the side entrance and up the
stairs.

As T walked along the still dim
ballroom toward Number 4, the taran-
tula, or land-crab, or whatever the
thing might prove to bhe, came sidling
in that same awkward fashion which I
had noted along the edge of the side-
wall, toward me this time. It was as
though the creature were returning
from the hiding-place whither I had
chased him Saturday morning.

I was carrying a tough, resilient
walking-stick, of native black wattle,
cut by myself on Estate Ham’s Bay,
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over on Santa Cruz, two years before.
I stepped faster toward the oncom-
ing thing, with this stick poised in
my hand. I saw now in the rapidly
brightening dawn what was wrong
with the spider—it was obvious now
that it was no land-crab. The thing
was maimed. It had, apparently,
lost several of its legs, and so pro-
cceded in that odd, erablike fashion
which T had noted before. A spider
should have cight legs, as most pco-
ple know. This one ecame hunching
and sidling along on five or six.

The thing, moving rapidly despite
its pauecity of legs, was almost at the
door to Number 4. I ran toward it,
for the door stood slightly open, and
I did not want that horrible ereature
to go into my room on account of
Stephen. T struek at it, vieiously,
but it cluded my black wattle and
slipped in under the conch-shell
which served as a door-chock.

Conchs have many uses in the
West Indies. Tn the Bahamas their
contents serve as a food-staple. They
occasionally yield ‘‘pearls,”’ which
have some valuc to jewelers. One
sees the shells everywhere—border-
ing garden paths, outlining cemetery
plots, built, with ecement, into orna-
mental courses like shining pink
bricks. In the Grand Hotel cvery
door has a conch for a chock.
one at my door was a very old one,
painted, in a dark brown ecolor, to
preserve it from disintegration due
to the strong, salt air.

I approached the shell, now cover-
ing the huge tarantula, with some
caution. The bite of our native
tarantulas in St. Thomas is rarely or
never fatal, but it ean put the human
vietim into the hospital for several
days, and this fellow, as T have said,
was the largest T had cver seen, in or
out of St. Thomas. I poked the end
of my stick under the lip-edge of the
shell, and turned it suddenly over.
The spider had disappeared. Ob-
viously it had ecrawled inside the
shell. There is a lot of room inside
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a good-sized conch. I decided to
take a chanee. I did not want that
thing about the place, certainly.

Keeping my eye on the upturned
shell, T stepped over to the center of
the ballroom and picked up a week-
old Sunday supplement rotogravure
seetion of one of the New York news-
papers, erumpled it, folded it into
a kind of wad, and with this, very
gingerly—for the tarantula is a
fighter and no timid heast—effectually
stopped up the long {riangular en-
trance to the shell’s inside. Then,
picking it up, I carried it outside cnto
the stone-flagged gallery.

Here things were appreciably
lighter. The dawn was brightening
into the tropie day cvery instant,
and I could now sce cverything
clearly.

I raised the eonch-shell and
brought it down crashing on the tes-
sellated floor.

As I had ecxpeeted, the old shell
smashed into many fragments, and [
stood by, my black wattle raised and
ready to strike at the tarantula as
it attempted to run away. I had fig-
ured, not unnaturally, that the ex-
perience of having its rocklilke refuge
suddenly picked up, carried away,
and then crashing to picces ahout
itself, would, from the tarantula’s
viewpoint, prove at lcast mo-
mentarily disconcerting, and I
should have a chance to slay the
loathsome thing at my leisure. Dud,
to my surprize, nothing ran out of
the shattered shell.

I bent and looked closer. The
fragments were relatively both large
and small, from powdery dust all the
way to a few chunks as big as my
two fists. T poked at one of these,
of an extraordinary and arresiing
shape, a strangely suggestive shape,
though colored a dirty pink like ihe
rest of the coneli’s lining. T turned
it over with the end of my stiek.

It was the hand of a negro. which,
lying palm upward, had at first
secmed pink. The palm of the hand
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of the blackest of black Africans is
pink. So is the sole of the foot. But
there was no mistaking the back of
that sooty, clawlike thing. It was
a severed hand, and it had originally
grown uponh an owner who had no
admixture of any blood other than
that of Africa. The name ‘Tan-
créde’’ leapt to my mind. Had he
not, even among his fellow slaves,
been called ‘‘Black Taneréde?’’ He
had, and my knowledge of that
ancient tale and the sooty duskiness
of this ancient relic conspired forth-
with to cause me to leap to that out-
rageous, that ineredible conclusion.
The hand of Black Tancréde—this
was a right hand, and so, said tra-
dition, was the one which had first
been severed and then disappeared—
or, at least, the veritable hand of
some intensely dark negro, lay there
beforec me on the gallery floor,
among the debris of an ancient
conch-shell.

I drew a deep breath, for it was
an unsettling experience, stooped,
and picked the thing up. It was as
dry and hard as so much conch-shell,
and surprizingly heavy. I looked at
it carefully, turning it about and
examining it thoroughly; for I was
alone on the gallery. Nobody was
stirring in the hotgl; even the kitch-
en was silent.

I slipped the hand into the pocket
of my drill jacket, and returned to
Number 4. T laid the hand down on
the marble-topped table which
stands in the room’s center, and
looked at it. Stephen, I had noted
at once, was absent. He had got up.
and was now, doubtless, in his
shower-bath.

I had not been looking at it very
long, before an explanation, too far-
fetched to be dwelt upon or even to
be scriously entertained, was in-
vading my dazed mind. Something
on five or six ‘‘legs’ had run under
that conch-shell. Nothing, save this,
had been there when T smashed the
shell. There were the surface faets,
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and I was my own witness. There
was no hearsay about it. This was
no black Quashee tale of marvels
and wondcrment.

I heard a pad-pad outside, like
slippered feet, and I had the thing
in my pocket again when Stephen
came in, glowing from his shower, I
did not want to explain that hand to
the boy.

‘“Good morning, Cousin Gerald,”
said Stephen. ““You got off carly,
didn’t you? I heard your alarm-
clock but I turned over and went to
sleep again.”’

““Yes,”” T answered. ““You sce, I
have a lot of work to get through
with today.”’

“I’d have gone with you,”’ con-
tinued Stephen, half-way into his
fresh eclothes by now, ‘‘if you’d
waked me up! I’'m going to 6 o’clock
church if I can make it.”’

He dressed rapidly, and with an-
other pleasant, hasty word or two,
the boy was off, running. The ‘“En-
glish Church’’ is quite near by.

I got up, left Number 4 empty,
crossed the ballroom diagonally, and
entered Mr. Reynolds’ sanctum at its
western cxtremity. I had thought of
something. I must do what I could
to clear up, or put away forever, if
possible, that explanation, the details
of which were invading my excited
mind, pressing into it remorsclessly.

I went to the lowest shelf of one of
his bookeases, and took out the three
heavy, calf-bound, ancient registers
of the Hotel du Commerce. I must
find out, on the off-chance that the
room numbers had not been changed
since then, who had occupied Room 4
at the time ot Black Tancréde’s exe-
cution and ecursings. That, for the
moment, seemed to me absolutely the
salient fact, the key to the whole
situation. . . .

I could hardly believe my eyes
when the faded entry, the ink brown,
the handwriting oddly, curleycued,
jumped out at me,
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Tor all of the year 1832, 1833, and
most of 1834 hesides, Room 4, Hotel
du Commerce, Raoul Patit, propri-
etor, had been oceupied by onc Hans
de (iroot. Hans de Groot had heen
Governor Gardelin’s judge of the
Danish Colonial high eourt. Hans
de Groot had condemned Black Tan-
créde to death, by amputation of
hands, pinching, and breaking on the
rack.

I had my explanation. . . .

F ONLY this were a romance, I
should proceed to tell how there-
after I had applied, in the traditional
method for the laying of this kind of
ghost—a ghost with an unfulfilled de-
sire, promise, or curse—how I had ap-
plied for permission to restore the
hand to the resting-place of Black
Tanecréde. I should recite the exam-
ination of old records, the location of
the lime-pit in the Fort yard; I might
even have the horrible thing which
lay in my jacket pocket ‘‘escape’’ to
wreak devastation upon me after un-
availing efforts on my part to avoid
destruetion ; a final twist of luck, the
destruction of the hand. . . .

But this is not romance, and I am
not attempting to make ‘‘quite a
iale’” of these sober facts.

‘What I did was to proceed straight
to the hotel kitchen, where fat Lu-
cinda the cook was eutting hreakfast
bacon at a table, and 1wo dusky as-
sistants preparing grapefruit and
orange-juice against the hour for
brealkfast.

““Good morning, T.ueinda,”” T be-
gan; ‘‘is your fire going?”’

““Marnin’, Mars’ Cancevin, sar,”’ re-
turned Lucinda, ‘‘hof, good’n hot,
sar. Is yo’ desirous to cook some-
ting?”’

Both haindmaidens giggled at this,
and 1 smiled with them.

“I only have something I wish to
burn,’” said T, explaining my carly-
morning visit.

. I approached the glowing stove,
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anlicipating Lucinda, and waving
her back to her bacon-cutting, lifted
a lid, and dropped the horrible,
mummified thing into the very heart
of a bed of cherry-colored coals.

It twisted in the heat, as though
alive and protesting. It gave off a
faint, strange odor of hurning, like
very old leather. But within a few
moments the dry and brittle skin and
the caleined bhones were only seraps
of shapeless, glowing embers.

I replaced the stovelid. I was

satisfied. I would now satisfy Lu-
cinda, if mnot her very mnatural
curiosity. I handed her with an en-

gaging smile one of the small, brown,
five-frane currency bills which are
still issued by the Dansk Vestindiske
Nationalbank, and are legal tender
in our Uncle Sam’s Virgin Islands.

“Many t’anks, sar; Gahd bless vo’,
Mars’ Canevin, sar,”” muttered the de-
lighted lLucinda.

I nodded to them and walked out
of the kitchen rcasonably certain that
the Jumhee of Number 4 would
trouble guests no more at 4 o’clock
in the morning, nor at any other
hour; that ecternity had now swal-
lowed Black Tancrdde, who, tradition
alleged, was a very persevering man
and always kept his word. . . .

It is true, as I remarked at the be-
ginning of this narrative, that Black
Tancréde did not curse Hans de
Groot, but that Governor Gardelin
went home to Denmark and so es-
caped—whatever it was that hap-
pened to Achilles Mendoza and
Julins  Mohrs.  Perhaps the per-
severing shade of Black Taueréde was
limited, in.the scope ol its revenge-
Tful  *projection’’  through  that
severed hand, {o the island on whieh
he died. T do not know, although
there are almost fixed rules for these
things; rules in which Quashee be-
lieves religiously.

But, since that morning, I, truth-
ful Gerald Canevin, confess, I have
never seen any lavge spider without
at least an internal shudder. I can
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understand, I think, what that along the floor of the Grand Hotel

strange mental aberration called ballroom like a maimed spider—I saw

“‘spider fear’’ is like. . . . it go under that conch-shell. And it
For I sew that thing which ran did not come out as it went in. .



