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Stranger Than the Fact of the Spatial Voyage Itsclf
is the Horrible Doom of Lycanthropy!

Flowers from
the Moon

By TARLETON FISKE

Author of “The Seal of the Satyr,” “The Unheavenly Twin,” etc.

NE minute there was nothing
in the clear blue depths of
the sky. The next, streaking

across the far horizon like a silver
comet, the great ship appeared, roar-
ing down to earth.

With anxious eyes I watched it fall
as the roaring intensified. With a
sense of relief I heard the sound
diminish, even as the speed of the
dropping space-ship diminished. They
had shut off the propulsicn success-
fully. The last danger had passed!

Now the vessel seemed to drift to-

7

ward earth. I ran back to my car,
raced the motor, then shot down the
road toward the west. The ship would
land in the plain abcut three miles
distant, I calculated. As I sped to-
ward the spot my eyes scanned the
silver hull, and I sighed with relief as
I noted that it seemed undented, un-
blemished.

Cars behind me hcoted horns, for
the reporters were here, too. I pressed
my foot down hard and shot up to
eighty, then ninety. Ahead of me the
ship was purring to rest, easing gently
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down upon the smooth turf of a
meadow, It landed.

I put on the brakes and the car
screeched to a halt; then with my
heart thumping and thundering in my
chest, I ran across the grass toward
the ship—toward the silver dcor.

“Edna,” I murmured. “Edna!”

Of course my voice could not be
heard through the insulated duralu-
minum walls of the space-ship—but it
was almost magic to see the door
slowly open in response to my cry,
and it was magic when she stepped
into the doorway, lovelier than the
images of my dreams during the past
two months, She hesitated, blinking
in the sun that flamed through her
auburn hair; gazed at the ground six
feet beneath the base of the doorway.

Then I held out my arms, and she
leaped, and we were locked together
in an embrace that freed me of all the
anxious longing and heart-sick worry
of the past eight weeks.

“Edna, you're safe—alive,” T whis-
pered tenderly.

“Oh, Terry, I knew you’d find us.”

“Your father—Charles—the cap-
tain—are they all right?”

Her blue eyes clouded in momen-
tary confusicn. “Yes,” she whispered.
“But—"

The sentence was never finished.
The reporters were on us; literally on
us from all sides. The cars straggled
in. Cameras clicked.

“Story, Miss Jackson? . .. Picture.
. .. Hold it, please. . .. Your father
safe? ... Get to the moon, Miss Jack-
son? . . . Gonna marry this young
man?”

Edra’s white hands tugged at my
shoulder.

“Terry, do something, Let Father
and the others get away from these
men. They’re—they're too tired to
talk now. And, besides, Charles isn’t
well.”

4OR answer I fought my way
through the struggling swarm of
reporters and climbed into my car.
Deliberately I wheeled around and
drove straight at the babbling horde.
The reporters scattered as I skidded
to a stop directly under the ship’s
doorway. By this time a rope ladder
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had been let down from this ship, and
now Professor Jackson appeared.

His tired eyes blinked nervously,
and one hand went to his white head
as he took in the scene. He descended
the ladder and seated himself in the
car. Then the captain appeared; not
the fat Captain Zurrit I remembered,
but a thinner, haggard looking man.
He carried a great satchel in one
hand. He paused in the doorway to
shout into the depths of the ship. He
scowled, then slowly descended. Half-
way down he paused again and reached
up to shut the door. But the door
opened.

A figure appeared then.

It was Charles DeVeaux, my rival;
Charles the suave, Charles the laugh-
ing, the debonair, the black-haired,
sleek, handsome scientist. So I re-
membered Charles.

But this man was different—hor-
ribly different.

His face was dead white, and his
black hair bristled down almost to his
eyebrows. His features seemed oddly
altered—the shadows of the sun
seemed to have lengthened his nose
and chin. His hands went to his face,
and they seemed thin as claws, and
when the hands came away I saw his
red eyes. They glared. And his mouth
grinned.

That mouth! It hung open, work-
ing, a crimson maw of drooling im-
becility. Charles DeVeaux was mad!

The captain looked up.

“Go back!” he shouted. “Charles—
go back!”

Charles opened his mouth and
snarled. I have never heard such a
sound from a human throat. The yell-
ing reporters quieted about the car,
and then Charles came down.

He didn’t climb down. He leaped.

“What’s wrong with him?” shouted
an excited little man, who climbed on
the running-board as the captain took
his seat. “Hey, buddy, what’s the mat-
ter?”

Charles leaped and landed—not on
the running-board, but on the shoul-
ders of the little man.

With a sound I can only describe
as a growl, Charles bore the small re-
porter screaming to the ground. His
hands clawed at the little man’s throat,
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and his mouth gaped open, and then
he enarled and put his mouth to the
reporter’s throat and bit.

Edna was shuddering at my side,
and the professor was screaming scme-
thing in a high, hysterical voice.

The reporters were tugging at
Charles, pulling kim away. I tried to
free myself, but Edna clung to me,
sobbing. The captain acted. With a
single gesture he pulled out a revol-
ver and fired. There was a moan, and
Charles fell backward, hands clawing
the air; fell backward from the bleed-
ing horror of the little man’s torn
neck.

And then the captain heaved the
crumpled figure of Charles into the
car and snapped, “Drive, Terry—drive
like hell!”

I did.

E WERE safe at last in the
laboratory. Safe from the
screaming headlines:

JACKSON RETURNS FROM MOON

JACKSON’S DAUGHTER RETURNS
FROM MOON VOYAGE TO WED

MADMAN IN JACKSON’S LUNAR
PARTY ATTACKS REPORTER

We were safe in the laboratory, and
Captain Zurrit had gone back to re-
move the party’s effects from the
space-ship. The professor and Edna
sat beside me in the room, while up-
stairs Charles DeVeaux tossed and
moaned with a bullet through his
shoulder.

“Tell me,” Professor Jackson began,
“have you kept the charts?”

I nodded, a bit ruefully, I must con-
fess. It was something of a sore point
with me—those charts and records of
the voyage I had astronomically re-
corded while they were away. It
dated back five years ago to my col-
lege days, when I worked with the
professor in his laboratory; became
his intimate and then his assistant.

During those years I mszt and
learned to love his daughter Edna,
and during those years my life, like
his own, was centered about his plans
for a voyage to the moon. We had

gone over the construction of the ves-
sel together.

Then Dr. Charles DeVeaux had
come as assistant. He designed the
actual space-ship while I plotted the
course by astroncmy. Bdna had
helped me, and we had all worked
with but a single goal for years—that
voyage to the moon and return.

When the trial ships we sent up
exploded, or disappeared forever, we
had suffered the keen pangs of dis-
appointed drezams. Then Captain Zur-
rit had come from Mcscow to perfect
our plans and finance the venture. The
voyage was about to begin.

But when it came to selecting the
passengers, the professor omitted me.
The captain, Charles DeVeaux, Edna,
and himself had gone. I was forced to
stay behind and keep the records—a
bookkeeper of astronomy, I reflected
bitterly. Up there in the solar blue
my future bride rode with my nearest
rival, while I could not share her
perils,

It had been a bitter pill for me to
swallow! To wait, to gaze each night
in agony at the cold moon; wondering,
wondering where she was, whether
I'd ever hold her in my arms again.
It was hell on earth those eight anx-
ious weeks.

The papers had scoffed, called usall
mad for our scheme, despite the valid-
ity of our plans we gave them. That
had added to my worries, Was it,
after all, an impossible scheme? I
wondered, wondered through sleep-
less nights.

But now they had returned. There
were a thousand questions I must ask.
What had they found? Was there life
on the moon, as the professor had al-
ways staunchly maintained? What
was the temperature, the nature of the
soil, the effect of gravity?

And what had made a drooling mad-
man of Charles DeVeaux?

I asked those questions now, And
the professor answered, while Edna
sat at my side, her eyes alight with
a strange, unspoken fear.

HE voyage had been calm enough
as planned. Captain Zurrit han-
dled the ship nicely, the propulsion
devices had worked smoothly, the in-
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sulation had been perfect and the air-
conditioning sound. Food capsule
supplies had held out. The speed had
been calculated properly, the auto-
matic direction steering had proved
practical.

The actual voyage took a little over
three weeks each way. They had spent
four days actually on the surface of
the moon. The figures, exact detailed
reports, were all here, The instru-
ments were to be unlocked and their
findings checked and recorded. The
voyage had proved a brilliant success.

But why was Professor Jackson so
haggard? Why did his hands tremble
so when he spoke of the voyage home?
Why didn’t he begin, with his old-
time enthusiasm, to recount the story
of his days on the moon? Why did
Edna draw closer to me as though in
fear?

These questions flashed through my
brain.

“But your actual experiences on the
moon, Professor?” I asked. “What did
you bring back with you?”

“Terry, I’d rather not go into that
just yet. I'm tired, my boy.” The pro-
fessor's words came too hastily.

“Don’t ask about that, dear. It’s
—it’s something you’'d better not
know,” Edna whispered.

“But I've a right to know,” I
snapped angrily. “You made me sit
here and eat my heart out, my heart
that belonged to you and to the plan
for years. Now I've a right to know
what happened on that voyage—to
know what made a lunatic out of
Charles DeVeaux!”

“Lunatic!” The professor breathed
the words. “Lunacy—madness caused
by the moon. The old definition was
right. Yes—and that other definition.”

“Father—please—" Edna begged.

The professor looked at me.

“No, Edna. He has a right to know,
as he said. He must know about what
we found—and about Charles. Be-
cause we’ll have to do something right
away.”

He rose to his feet as I watched
him, and went over to a table on which
rested the big satchel the captain had
brought with him,

Without a word he opened it and
motioned me over. I went to his side
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and looked down at what he drew
forth,

His hands were filled with flowers
—white, orchidlike flowers, waxen as
the face of Death, and lovely as
pearls. The ivory petals hung open
on scarlet depths unblossomed, and as
the professor stroked the thick, white
cups they seemed to tremble, rising
and falling like the flesh of a woman’s
throat as she breathes. And they were
lovely, lovely past all imagining.

“We brought these back to earth,”
the professor said. “We found them
on the second day when we descended
into the crater. We had seen no life
in the barren soil, but we descended
into this deep crater and found them
growing at the bottom, near the
mouths of the caves.”

I listened, but scarcely heard, so in-
tently was I studying the white and
scarlet blossoms.

“We plucked them. Charles carried
them back with him, and he put them
away.” His voice sounded from a great
distance. “We didn’t know, then. But
that night, as they lay on a shelf in
the ship, we had the dreams. And we
heard the howling. Waking, I realized
for the first time that these flowers
had a scent.”

SCENT! Abruptly I jerked my-

self into awareness. That was it
—that was why I couldn’t hear,
couldn’t see. These flowers had a
scent!

It was a scent so subtle, so delicate,
I had not known that I was inhaling
it. And it was a scent so powerful
that I could scarcely stand. It was a
scent so strong that my olfactory
nerves blotted out consciousness of
other faculties; I could only smell,
could no longer hear or see or feel,

It was an indescribable scent—but
terribly sweet; so sweet it hurt my
eyes and throat and burned in my
brain with lovely white fire.

I fought to awaken as I stood there,
reeling before the strange white flow-
ers from the moon, and then I saw
once more—saw that my breath was
coming in rhythm to the pulsing of
the flowers.

“Terry!” Edna’s voice called from
far away. “Wake up, Terry!”
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But I didn’t want to awaken. I
wanted to drown in that sweetuess, let
that scent flood my veins and surge up
in white fire. My closed eyes saw wav-
ing blossoms; and I was suddenly in a
deep, black pit on the surface of the
moon where flowers nodded in the
darkness and bent toward me blossom-
ing, their hungry red mouths like the
avid ruby lips of vampires. I was
bending toward them—

“Terry!”

Edna’s arms, her voice, brought me
to my senses.

“What are these accursed things?”
I gasped.

The professor shook his head
gravely. “I do not know. The odor
affects one strongly at first. I'm used
to it now, I think. But that first night
we all had queer dreams, and I re-
member waking from my slumber to
stare at the glass door of the ship—
the glass temporary door we affixed
after landing. I cculd see eyes in the
doorway—great red eyes, like the eyes
of a woli.

“And then we all awoke and heard
the howling, the dreadfyl, wolfish
howling. God, I'll never forget the
wa _”

“What's that?” I shouted the inter-
ruption.

The ghastly sound rose on wings of
nightmare dread, sweeping down from
the rooms upstairs. It was a sound
that made the short hairs rise on my
neck, that caused my throat to go dry
with sudden, unnamable fear. It wus
the sound all men instinctively dread
—the horrible, deep-throated baying
of a wolf,

And it came from within the house!

“Charles!” shouted the professor.
“Come on!”

He raced from the room and plunged
up the stairs, while I pounded at his
heels, Edna tried to hold me back,
but I brushed her arm away.

The professor, his face frantic with
alarm, ran down the hall and jerked
open the door of a bedroom where
Charles had been placed. I followed
swiftly, entered behind him. Too late.

For as the door opened, the herror
sprang.

The professor went down, and then
the thing was at his throat, tearing
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and tearing, with that meonstrous
growl rising from a fanged maw as it
kit and snapped.

I staggered back, my eyes blurring
at the enormity of the dread I saw be-
fore me. It was not Charles DeVeaux
attacking Professor Jackson. DeVeaux
had disappeared; he was not in the
room.

There was no Charles DeVeaux any
more, There was a wolf. . ..

HE face I thought lengthened in

the sunlight’s shadows was now
completely gene. It was a snout, a
furry-rimmmed, gleaming muzzle with
wicked red jaws from which the long
yellow fangs protrudsd. The clawlike
hands were claws, and the naked body
was furry and shaggy as a gigantic
wolf’s bedy is shaggy.

That nightmare metamorphesis had
occurred—and now this thing tore at
the professor’s helpless throat, and
then it looked up at me and snarled,
and sprang. I flung up my arms to
shield myself from the ripping taloms.
Cne hand struck against the coarse
hair of the beast’s shoulder, and the
lupine creature yelped with pain.

My hand had touched the wolf’s
shoulder where it bled from a bullet
wound which Charles DeVeaux had
sustained. Whining with pain, the
animal swerved aside and sprang past
me, out the door. It scufiled down the
stairs and I raced after it. Edna was
in the laboratory.

I sighed with relief as the thing
continued on out the open dcor. In
my daze I didn’t realize that the hor-
ror was escaping, loosing itself on the
world. My only thought was for
Edna’s safety.

I turned back up the stairs, but it
was too late. One glimpse of the fallen
prefessor and I knew that it was all
over. Mercifully I covered the torn
features and hurried down the stairs.
Edna, sobbing, fell into my arms. I
tried to speak.

“Qh, Terry—I1 know, I know,” she
murmured. “Father’s—gone. And it
was Charles. Did he get away?”

I nodded. And then Edna showed
the stuff that she was made of. Her
eyes cleared, her voice became firm.

“We must act at once,” she said.
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“Terry, you're the only one who can
save us from it.”

I held her close.

“It was my fault, I should have
made Father tell you everything at
the first. I will tell you now.”

She spoke swiftly, urgently.

“Those flowers—I have a theory
about them, Terry. Have you ever
read those old books in Father’s
library? Those ones on witchcraft
and demonology he collected?”

I looked up, comprehending. “Yes.”

“He was a serious student of occult-
ism, remember? You used to argue
with him as to whether there weren’t
actually distorted scientific truths in
old superstitions and legends that
strangely persisted in every age and
every country. He said that perhaps
these legends had a basis in truth, and
a scientific meaning men just hadn’t
learned to interpret yet. And I think
he was right. Because of this.”

She paused for breath, then hur-
ried on.

“Those books speak of werewolves.
Remember? The legend that men
sometimes alter their shape to that of
beasts? Under the influence of some
drugs, the books say, the minds of
men change. That's true—it's regu-
larly accepted science. Opium, vari-
ous narcotics do that to your mind.
They are made from flowers, remem-
ber.

“And the old books say that there
are other drugs, rarer ones, that alter
not the mind but the body. They say
that in certain valleys of the Orient,
where the moon shines always, there
grows a curious white flower which
blossoms under the full moon. The
books say that those who breathe the
scent of this flower change their
bodies and become wolves. Were-
wolves. N

“Only a silver bullet slays them,
once they breathe the scent of these
strange, rare flowers that legends say
grow from seeds that drift in space—
seeds that come from the moon.”

HEN she paused for breath, I
R spoke hesitantly.
“You mean that—"
“Yes, Terry. Don’t you see? And
those other medical theories of olden

days about lunatics, people who go
mad when the moon is full. The moon
influenced their minds, those ancient
savants believed. The moon is a
strange thing, Terry. It’s a weird
world, that controls much on earth. It
affects our tides, influences our sea-
sons—why not our minds? The old
faiths that worshiped the moon were
aware of long-forgotten truths. These
white flowers that grow on the moon;
you smelled them and you know what
happened to your own mind. It's
true.”

“But Charles DeVeaux? What did
he do?”

“We were asleep that first night
after plucking the flowers. Their scent
filled the ship, although we didn’t
know it then. And the howling awoke
Father. He saw the wolf outside. It
howled. And Charles began to howl
in return!

“It was horrible. Father and Cap-
tain Zurrit knew at once that he had
gone mad, somehow. We strapped
him to the bed, but he was raving
about flowers, about how he had sat
there poring over them all evening.
We didn't listen to him, then, think-
ing that he babbled in delirium
brought on by some strangeness in the
lunar air, or by the rigors of the trip.
But the wolf howled outside, and
Charles raved about the white flowers
and a change within his blood, and
how he felt his body going wrong.
That was the worst, Terry—Charles
guessed what the truth was. And we
dido’t heed,

“The wolf vanished. Father went
back to the craters again, though I
begged him to leave at once. But he
was so excited by the possibility of
life on this dead planet—particularly
such a high form as canine life. He
theorized as to how this particular
form managed to maintain its exist-
ence.

“He searched for hours. When he
came back he was pale; stricken and
aged. Charles was worse, straining at
his bonds, and- howling continuously.
We put the flowers away, still not be-
lieving in their potency. And we
started back.

“The return voyage was terrible.
Charles began to change visibly. And
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Father and the captain argued, until
they hit on the truth. The wolves on
the moon must have once been men,
but the flowers of lycanthropism had
changed them into wolves who howled
in pits, just as poor Charles howled
for blood.

“We landed, hoping to keep Charles
confined until we could move him
secretly. Father wanted to study his
lycanthropy as a disease—cure him,
"if possible. But Charles knew. Even
thcugh he could no longer speak, he
knew. And he gnawed through his
bonds and tried to escape. When he
bit the reporter, Captain Zurrit shot
him. But ordinary bullets won’t kill a
werewolf. And now he has killed
Father—"

Edna laid her head on my shoulder
and shuddered.

“We must find him, Terry! He's
loose on the world now, and he’ll seek
blood wherever he goes. Those things
live on and on, and the flowers will
change others, too. We must destroy
those flowers first of all. All the blos-
soms must be burned until that evil
scent is gone forever.”

“No, you don’t!” a deep voice barked
through the room.

OTH of us turned to see the set

face of Captain Zurrit. I looked
at that face, then into the staring muz-
zle of a revolver.

“Lucky I arrived in time,” the cap-
tain said. “Just listen to what I say,
and keep your hands at your side. I
don’t want trouble.”

Edna looked curiously at the cap-
tain.

“But the professor is dead,” she fal-
tered. “Charles escaped.”

“That’s no concern of mine,”
snapped the captain. “I'm interested
in the flowers—not saving a few
worthless lives. This flower cluster
came from the moon. Don’t be fools.
It has incalculable scientific value. It
is a form of lunar life and must be
studied. Science can learn much from
it that should be known. You must not
destroy it in childish, superstitious
dread.”

“But DeVeaux is out, and he’ll kill,”
I argued.

The gun waved to silence me.

“Stop talking like a schoolboy.
What if he is? He'll be captured in
due time, and captured alive, too. He
must be studied now, as well.”

“You're mad,” I shouted. ““Crazy, a
fanatic! Science or no science, there’s
a horror in these blossoms that must
be destroyed to save humanity. His
bite will kill many, but it will merely
infect others—like rabies from a dog,
it will work in their blood until they
too become living-dead animals that
raven to kill. The world will be filled
with snarling horrors, werewolves.
They'll destroy all men. You saw what
happened on the moon; it can happen
here. Whole cities of baying wolves,
howling at the moon. You can’t want
that!”

“I don’t care. I'm taking these flow-
ers, now.”

I glanced at the windows. It was
dark outside, and the moon was al-
ready rising. Night was falling, and
somewhere in the blackness that lop-
ing thing waited to kill, red tongue
lolling, gleaming jaws agape.

“The papers from the ship, the in-
struments?” I asked, stalling for time
to think.

“I brought them here,” said Captain
Zurrit. “They are safe in the house,
all your precious secrets. The vessel
has been checked over, too—you will
find it in readiness for a return voy-
age, if you like. That doesn’t interest
me. I stalled off the reporters and the
police about the shooting this after-
noon. They won’t be around till
morning. I didn’t want anything to
hinder my plans. These plants leave
with me tonight for Moscow. I shall
study them at my leisure, with my
own staff.”

Edna moved away, but the captain
saw her.

“Don’t try anything foolish, girl.
I’ll shoot without hesitating, I assure
you. Now—TI'll take the flowers and
go'i)

He scooped them up from the table
and for a moment one great hand
clutched the mass of white, evil blos-
soms, His nostrils flared as he in-
haled the cloying scent. His eyes nar-
rowed.

“Exquisite,” he murmured, half to
himself, “They bring me dreams. I
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dreamed on the voyage back, dreamed
of them. Now they shall be mine, their
perfume mine to breathe. I shall in-
hale all beauty and all strangeness—"

“He's mad!” Edna whispered to me.
“He’s mad! His story is insane; he
doesn’t want the flowers for scientific
reasons, but because they’'ve begun to
bewitch him. The scent is starting to
change him, as it did poor Charles.
He’ll become a—"

“He is!” 1 hissed,

ND he was. In the wan twilight

I could see it. The evil fingers of
moonlight clawed at the windows,
then entered in long, bony webs of
luminance. They seemed to strike at
the blossoms in the captain’s hand, and
a white fire blazed forth. The odor,
that unhallowed effluvium, seemed to
strengthen in the lunar rays. I could
not shut my nostrils to the increasing
scent, the sorcerous scent that rose
from my breath to my brain.

The captain held the flowers and I
could see him change, now. His nose
was a snout, and his eyes were red.
Faint hair bristled on his face, coars-
ened in his beard and on the shadowed
neck. His arms were long.

He inhaled deeply, holding the gun
steadily enough. Yes, it was true! He
must have succumbed later than
Charles, his stronger will had resisted
longer, but now the flowers were win-
ning; the wolf-taint was in his blood,
his lungs, his flesh.

His shoulders slumped as he turned
away. “I’m going now,” he mumbled
—and it was dreadful to hear his deep-
ened voice, his growling, slurring
tones. “You can go out and catch
your werewolf whenever you pleass.
I shan’t care. My plane leaves at
once.,”

He left the room, stooping in a
monstrous way. I wondered how long
it would take for the change to be
completed; how soon he would howl
like a thing of darkness in the night.
And how soon the world would howl
with him, a nightimare world of
shaggy wolves that tore away at the
threats of all humanity and plunged
earth into a barren horror akin to the
shining moon above.

“Edna, we have to stop him!”

She nodded. Together we ran out
into the hall, toward the open door.
And there in the garden twilight we
saw him running across the lawn. The
night was still, but a faint breeze
stirred, and on it was the strong, al-
most overpowering scent of the lycan-
thropic moon-flowers. The vine trailed
from the hands of the mad captain as
he sped away. It filled the garden as
the moonlight filled it; under a full
moon the full scent rose in a world of
white light, white perfume, white
horror.

Even as he crossed the lawn the cap-
tain’s body seemed to change. His
coat sloughed off, his form bent closer
to the ground. His hands, holding the
blossoms, were dark and hairy. Mcon-
light performed a dreadful accelera-
tion of his condition. The scent was
so strong that Edna reeled in faint-
ness beside me. I smelled that dam-
nable odor everywhere.

Another smelled it.

A long howl sounded from the bor-
dering bushes near the walk,

It was Charles. He had waited there,
drawn back to the house by the scent
of those maddening evil-scented moon-
blossoms.

The captain turned halfway. Charles
saw him, crept from the bushes,
shaggy body crouching close to the
ground. The captain held up cne hand
as though to shield himself, and the
blossoms glistened slickly in the pale
moonlight.

Then Charles leaned forward. The
wclf-head dipped, raking talons
hurled the captain to the ground.
With a triumphant baying, the wolf
was at his throat.

And—the captain bayed back!

“Terry,” Edna moaned, clinging to
me,

HERE before our eyes two
wolves fought and snarled in the.
moonlight, fighting with fang and
claw, leaping and slashing with bloody
muzzles. Back across the lawn they
raced, the captain still clutching the
ragged flowers in one paw—one paw
that should not, could not be real; yet
was.
The yelping rose in our ears.
Champing jaws grated on bone. Two
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wolves fought to the death, and
through the growling came an abom-
inable, throaty voice.

“I must— have
Charles.”

And then it happened. The flowers
slipped from wolf-paws as the two
rolled in a rending embrace. I raced
silently across tke lawn, caught up
the scented moon-flowers, and sped
back to Edna’ “Come on,” I whis-
pered. “Let's get out of here.”

She turned and ran at my heels as
I made for the car, clutching the hand-
ful of demonic blossoms. Behind us
the baying rose to the cold moon.

“What—where?” gasped the girl.

“To the ship,” I panted. “Put these
things aboard. Zurrit said it was
ready. Going to send them up in the
ship, let them plunge back into space,
back to the moon, perhaps—anything.
Must get them off the earth,”

I suppose I was a little delirious.
But the notion fastened to me. It was
the only way to cleanse the world of
the terror, the scented terror. I raced
the car.

“Terry—look!”

Down the silvery white road that
gleamed in the moonlight behind us,
two figures loped. Two fully formed
wolves! Charles and the captain had
discovered the theft of the blossoms,
and now they pursued.

It was a mad race through midnight
with two creatures of myth howling
at our heels, the scent of doom welling
in our nostrils as I shot the speed up,
up. We turned. The running forms
vanished from behind us. Yet they
were coming, coming.

And I was in a garden, a coocl, sweet
garden, and the air was a white wine
that I breathed richly, intoxicating
myself with the deep fire of strange
new life. I was in a garden, and
Edna was beside me, eyes closed, lips
opened to inhale the magic perfume of
rapture. . ..

No. I wasn't in a garden. I was in
a car, doing seventy miles an hour
down a moon-blazed road, while be-
tween my face and Edna’s rested the
damnable cluster of vampiric blos-
soms, their scent sucking our souls
out with every breath. The cursed
things were getting at us!

the Dlcssoms —

I dared not throw them away. Those
things behind would catch up, find
them, I dared not. I had to fight,
fight to keep awake, to keep speeding
down the road toward the ship.

Yet I didn’t want to fight. I wanted
to sleep, to rest, to forget everything
except the beauty of perfumed dreams.
Now I understood the enslavement of
opium eaters, of hasheesh addicts,
who sought strange worlds of the
mind at the expense of their bodies.

Edna must not be exposed to this
scent any longer! I shot up to a hun-
dred, screaming down the road to-
ward the plain where the ship rested.
Edna lay white and still, her besom
rising and falling, rising and falling
in rhythm with the weaving blossoms
that coiled out as though to touch her
milky, moon-white skin. Edna!

We jarred to a halt before the great
gleaming bulk of the ship. I wanted
to rest. I could smell the scent, and
I wanted to rest. The moonlight hurt
my eyes. So easy to close them, to for-
get....

LINKING painfully, I threw the

door open and jumped to my
feet. I shook Edna into wakefulness.
She moaned.

“Come on—come on,” I panted.
“Hurry!”

The ladder still hung, although the
door was closed. I forced Edna to
mount before me, placing the blos-
soms in her hands. It was awful to see
her fingers close lovingly about the
stems of the leprous growths, awful to
see the cataleptic stare in her eyes, the
way those eyes slanted in the moon-
light. But I had to have my hands
free to support her, to urge her up-
wards. We scrambled up the ladder,
and I prayed that the door was un-
locked. It was. The captain had left
in haste. We pulled ourselves into the
darkened cabin of the ship. I fumbled
for lights.

Edna crouched on the floor, clasp-
ing the flowers to her face. I kad to
tear them away from her. In the little
cabin the scent rose strongly, com-
pellingly. We had to get out of here.
I fumbled with the panel controls.
Impossible, of course, to chart a
course; to plan. Just throw the switch
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with a half-minute’s delay, catch hold
of Edna, and hurry out in time to be
clear of the ship as it left—taking
with it in its plunge those damnable
blossoms. That was the only way. Get
those things cff earth before it was
too late!

I studied the panel for a moment.
There must be no hesitation. We were
in danger from the scent oursslves; or
was it a danger? It was so pleasant,
that odor, so peaceful. Why not sur-
render?

And then, frem without the door,
from the ground helow, a long dread-
ful howling from two thrcats. They
had found us and they were waiting!

That was the end. We couldn’t es-
cape, I knew it then, knew that the
things that waited would rend and
tear if we ventured outside, And here,
within the cabin, the flowers still
rustled as though filled with alien,
moon-given life. The scent rose
stronger on the air. Edna lay still, be-
side the blossoms, breathing, breath-
ing. ...

OWLS rose from the outside.
I found pen and paper then.
Had to, to kecep from going mad. Had
to concentrate on something, anything.
Anything but the howling outside and
the quiet horror of scent within.

So I scribbled this. I don’t know
how long I've been sitting here. There
is no howling any longer, but low
whining sounds proclaim that the
waiters arc patient. My task is fin-
ished, but I cannot step outside to
face those ravening fangs, those fangs
set in what were once human throeats.

Nor can I stay inside. The air is
close. No, there is no air any longer.
There is merely the scent. For a while
it weakened me while writing, but
now it seems to be easier to breathe.
I can hear myself breathing, quite
hoarsely, but easily enough, I feel a
little better, a little stronger. Perhaps
I'm immune. Edna is still asleep, but
she’s stirring. Maybe she, too, is im-
mune. I pray that this is so. She is
waking, now. The flowers still move,
her breathing is attuned—and so is
mine. Perhaps there’s nothing to
worry about. But what shall we do?

It is difficult to write these last

STCRIES

words, for some reason. The labor
makes me glance dewn at my hands.
And I read the answer there.

My hands are growing darker. There
are hairs sprouting on them. The fin-
gers are curling. The dark hairs are
sprouting.

I know what I must do, now.

I thought we’d throw the switchand
leap out, and send the flowers back to
the moon, or back into space. But we
cannot leave, That was the problem,
but it has been solved, dreadfully
solved. We shall have to go with the
fiowers, now, out into space. My hands
are hairy.

Sitting here in the clese confines of
the cabin has dene it. I have breathed
too many fumes. No wonder I don’t
mind it any longer, don’t try to resist
that cursed scent. I’'m—changing.

How soon, I wonder? Better start
the ship, now.

Edna mustn’t know. I pray to Ged
she doesn’t know. The knowledge
would kill her. Just start the ship and
pray she doesn’t suspect at first. Good
idea. If she doesn’t know, then she’ll
trust me. She is smiling at me now,
bravely. Her blue eyes, so frank, so
trusting! And still she breathes in
rhythm with the white blossoms.

I won’t tell her. Because then, when
I get hungry enough—why do I get
hungry whea I look at her now?—I
can approach her. She trusts me. She
doesn’t know what the flowers have
done to me. And the pulse-beat in her
white neck moves up and down, and
I'm hungry. When we're plunging out
there in the spatial darkness all alone
it will be too late to think of my hairy
hands when I do tell her, When I tell
her, and take her.

I will throw the switch now, and
throw this manuscript out of the ship.
I'm hungry. That perfume from the
white Aowers is making me hungry.
Well, there will soon be a feast.

Yes, very soon. And yet, I wonder.
Edna is standing at my side now, try-
ing to read what I write. She still
isn’t afraid, and has just laid one hand
cn mine. And I see something else.

There will be a feast soon out in
space, but perhaps I will not be the
feacter. ;

Edna’s hand is growing hairy, too.



