An Episode in a Madhouse

CARVED IN THE FLESH

By TOM RAWSON HILBOURN

wWLY ws though devoured by
the wun disappeared

b the datant hill, puining
the sky until it was as a shield that had
caught the stain of blood from the dying
orb.The white-washed walla of a cell in
the State Asylum for the Criminal In-
reflected

sane were encrimsoned by
light.
o Blod"” dricked 8 exou]
rom the corner of the cell.
i o o trembling hands
covered his gleaming, staring eyes.
"d better look st Number 47,
advised a corridorkeeper to a

guerd.
The gund nodded, valked dovly
down the py between the

grated cells, his )dlppend feet soundless
upon the coucrete floorv. The red glint
of the setting sun invaded even the
gloom of the dismal corridor.
“*Ho's alwayx worse when
thing red,” grumbled Bill
the rest of the night, I suppose.”

From within the cell occupied by
Number 47 came low moans, then o jum-
ble of wordsw—words uttered iu a plead-
ing, halting voice: a whort silence, und
the piteh of the voice rose to u shrick.

“Blood! Blood an white flesh! The
blood of my name!"" screamed the mau
who crouched in the farthest comer of
the cell.

Bill Waterman, though he had been
guard In the asylum for many years,
shivered lightly. Ho peered into the

me, always would he pause, as if
l-mmn_-d Well did be know the story

listen to ita repeating. He leaned against
the wall out of sight of the man in the
eell.

““I-foved her. Oh, God, how
her!"” the voloe of Number 47 hd lun.k
Smost t0 & whieee, dad be lovsd
Bhe was mine~mine. 1 thrilled
it the Tight of lovo that shone i her
eyes when we were together. T trembled
o her beautiful, soft arms erept lov-

ingly about me. T flamed when her lips

““For vears I had loved her, waiting
for the wonderful day when she would
kneel at my side before the priest. And
when' that day came, the happiness was
even greater than I had dreamed. She
was my sweetheart, my mistress, my

wife, all three in one. She wes my all.

1 was called away. My firm sent
me far swey into the swamps of South
America. The ‘was terrible, but
w both knew that it meant my advance-
ment, my chance to make the fortune
for us that would ensble me to provide
her with all the luzuries that she craved
and that Tlonged to place st her feet

'mom fever-drenched “swamps,
atling the dangers of the ]nn‘la.
fighting m un  tlt day afer duy, T
made my 1 had before me always
the piture of ber when we pariod—s0h
shaken, trembling with grief. ‘God speed
you and bring you back to me, she had
prayed as T sailed away.

*“There is no mail in the rubber coun-
try. My party was far beyond the com-
g blessings of messages from loved
ones, Each day T wrote love-messages
to her in my diary. I would show them
to ber upon my return. She would
treasare the words that [ had written
during the lonelr ights in the camps
of the fever cou

“Endless were m dm betore my
work had finished. piled uren
delays. 1burned mt.h m atience
s 10 my Vove o, bt fo ber e
fare T stuck to my post. I sent love-
thoughts hurtling through space. T felt
that they must resch her and tell her
of my great love.

““Came the day of my departure for
our home. Ours was & slow sailing.
ancient eraft that seemed to creep
through the waves. Day followed d-y
of censless yearning for the oman
Toved. I paced the deck, hulrhybanr,
longing for the journey’s ending.

““At last the ship slipped into dock. . T
hastened through the customs, burning
vmmdummrmmmylmm

the slowness of the taxi that
bo re me homeward, Would it never ar-
rive!  Finally the machine drew up be-

fore my door. 1 leaped to
Hung u bill to the driver and mrxy P
up the pathway.

T notioed that the grounds seemed
unkempt, the patiiway was weed-grown.
These were but fleeting impressions
which lashed upon me as T leaped for-
ward %0 that I might the sooner clasp
my adored one to my pounding heart.

It came to mé suddenly. The house
was deserted. What could have hap-
penedt Was she illf Could she-
But no! it could ot be that. She could

have been taken from me. God
not be a0 cruel. Frantieally 1
g e e vl N anewer came 1 pees

st the windown, The house s 4o
st

““Then began my search. Friends at
first sought to conceal the troth from me,
but I forced it from them. My wite had
proven fuithless. Another had robbed
me of my dearest prize. From
moment T learned the truth the world
took on_a orimeon tinge. Always was
there u red blur before my eyes.

““I saerificed everything—my position
—my worldly goods.

pair from place to place. They were
always ahead of me, but my searching
was aa relentless as death itwlf,

“At lut T found them, They had tled
to & cabin in the western mountains.
Unknown to thom.  watebed them—
watehed them and planned.

1 am 8 trony mas—my buized made
1ue the stro T came upon him one
dAyllaneunnmwkinmemm
tains. T crept upon him slowly, eau-
tiously. He did not hear my approach
—and then I had him in my arms. He
was ax helplew oy u child. Tu spite of
e sirsegles T bar L (o m«kn
a cliff and lowered him nntil
iuthed t, o coud ot draw himas?
to safety, wnd I laughed as T saw
fingers cling to the rock. They lipped
—slipped. On his face was written
agony, but there was also agony en-
graved upon my heart,

“*As his hands loosened, T brought the
heel of my shoe down upon his finger
tips. 1 did not stamp, but pressed firm-

E]




%

Iy nd laughed at the pain I kuew I was
bringing to him. He bad brought pain
He begged, pleaded, en-

tehed
watched him until be fell with 8 shriek-
ing carse flung from hislips. 1 watched
him fall—fall and then crash upon the
Jagged rocks below.

“I bad far to go before I could reach
the cabinwhere he had left ber. I kmew
she would be avating his return asshe
bag once awaited mine. Night had fal.
len before T reached the cabin.

“A Jight gleamed from the tiny win-
dow of the log-built esbin. I saw this
light gleaming through the openings
among the massive trees long before T
reached their lovenest. It wes ber
beacon light, the light that would guide
him fo.her.  Did she long for his com-
ing as T had thought she longed for
mine in the days of my happinesst

“Approaching in silence, I crept close
to the cabin wall. I peered through
window. She was thepe, nervously pac-

ing back and forth across the tiny room.
The light of the fe boring 1 the open
fireplace painted her—painted her scar-

let

““Noisclessly, T opened the door, but
she saw me almost as I entered the room.
She did not scream, but her face grew
white and she trembled and swayed as
2 slender tree sways before the rush of

rm.

“My eyes drank in all her splendid
beauty, but my heart did not quicken
as it had in those days when 1 had
possessed her. It beat with the slow,
dull throb of the heart of & wounded
beast. I was strangely calm.

CARVED IN THE FLESH

““Her lips parted as though she would
speak, but there was 1o sound issuing
from them. 1 saw her tongue make the
effort 1o moisten_them, but they re-
mmaa.-yp.n.

““Slowly T approached her. She shrank
from me until she was backed against
the wall of the eabin. I reached forth
and grasped her arm. It was eold; T
eould feel the tremor of fear at my
touch.

““I have come,’ was all that T said.

“I did not auswer. My other band
sought her free arm, and as I grasped it,
T could feel her flesh quiver under my
clasp. T drew her to me and looked at
the stark naked fear in her eyes.

““There was a erude bunk builded in
one corner of the cabin; an upright post
ran from its comer from the floor to
roof.  Clasping both of her arms within
the grip of ane of my hands, T loosened

1y bah foring the fessridden woman
sy tovard the bork. T bound ber
with the lesthern belt tightly to the post.

“When she was securely bound, T
reached forth and pulled the elothing

shrinking
from my touch. 1 could hear the rattle
in her throat as she made an effort to

ery out.

““T had planned all that T woold do.
My hand sought the sheathknife that
I wore in my belt. Slowly T drew it
from its sheath. I tested its point with

my finger. The steel felt cool beneath
my touch.

“*Again my eyes sought those of the
woman, sanding, heiplealy belore e
She flinched under my glance and then
there broke from her lips s torrent of
prayers—of entreaties— and finally she
was silent. She had fainted.

*“T set to work rapidly. There upon
her tender flesh T began carefully to
carve my name. She was mine, and up-
ou her T would place my mark of owner-
ship. None otber could have her with-
out the knowledge that she belonged to

man.
*“As my knife bit into her flesh, she
recovered from her swoon, but under the
:ungnl‘ ‘pain sho again eollapsed. Dur-
ing her conscious moment, I told her
of what L intended to do
ol ly, , taking
that my knife dn‘l ot bite too deq:l.v,
earved my name upon the fair flesh be-
neath her firm, rounded breasts The
erimson blood flowed steadily downward
‘making branching paths upon the white
skin.
*“JACKSON KERREY
HIS WOMAN

““These are the words I left engraved

‘man. *“We'll have to put a colored glass
in the window. He's always worse when
he sees red.””
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