Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2467 E. Wash-

.ington Btreet, Indianapolis, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at

the post office at Indianapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 25
cents. Subecription, $2.60 a year in the United States; $3.00 & year in Canada. English
office: Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeant’s Inn, Fleet Strcet, E. C. 4, London. The publishers
are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts, although every care will be
taken of such material while in their possession. The contents of this magazine are
fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part without
permissfon from the publishers.

NOTE—AIl manuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’
Chiocago office at 450 East Ohlo Btreet, Chicago, Ill. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT Editor.

. Copyright, 1928, by the Popular Fiction Publishlng Company

Contents for January, 1928

Cover Design_____________________ __. wer.n___C. C. Senf
Niustrating a scene in “The Gods of Eaat a/nd West”

The Byrie____ e 6
A chat with the readers

Haunted Island___________________ Wilfred Blanch Talman 8
Verse

The Gods of East and West_____________._.__ Seabury Quinn 11

A tale of Jules de Grandin—the Gods of Enast and West wage
terrific battle over the soul of Idoline Cheiwynde

The Feathered Serpent_________________ Walter Carrington 29
The Gray Death slithered through the ruins of the Temple of
Xupa, where Cyrene Cortelyou fought against the Thing

Folk of the Daxk___________________________ N. L. Brewer 38
Verse

(Continued on Next Page)

——
COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN




(Continued from Preceding Page)

While the Lamps Hissed. ____________ Arthur W. Davenport

Adallah the Arab covcted the immense diamonds that werc the
tecth of the idol of Dooryla, but thcy were guarded well

The Garret of Madame Lemoyne_______ W. K. Mashburn, Jr.

The black: slave of Madame Lemoync nursed a hatred that not
even death could kill—a ghost-tale of New Orleans

The Giant World (Part 1)_________________ Ray Cummings
A three-part weird-scientifio serial—e distant world—giants
growing into largeness unfathomable—eery adventures

In Amundsen’s Tent. . . _ . _____ John Martin Leahy

A horror lurked in Roald Amundsen’s tent at the South Pole—an
utterly abominable and terrifying monstrosity

The Riders of Babylon_________._______ Robert E. Howard
Verse
The Golden Whistle_________________________-. Eli Colter

Suelivor came from a far planet, scarching the worlds for a soul
that he could draw to him by atomic vibration

The Chant of the Grave-Digger. _.________._ Robert 8. Carr
Verse
The Time-Raider (Conclusion).__________ Edmond Hamilton

A four-part serial about an entity that sweeps back through time
to seize its victims

The Bone-Grinder _________________________ Wilford Allen
A weird story of the frightful thing that orushed the life out of
those who came within its toils

Weird Story Reprint

Metzengerstein_______________________ Edgar Allan Poe
The great horse of the Counts Berlifitzing galloped, full-tilt, into

the flames, bearing Metzengerstein to his doom
Folks Used to Believe

Conceptions of Deity_ ... _______Alvin F, Harlow
Curious concepts of God held by our ancestors

For Advertising Rates in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to

WEIRD TALES
Western Advertising office: Eastern Advertising Office:
YOUNG & WARD, Mgrs. . GEORGE W, STEARNS, Mgr.
360 N. Michigan Ave. Flatiron DBullding
Chicago, 11l New York, N. Y.
Phone, Central 6269 Phone, Ashland 7320

39

49

104

106

134 ||




§
3.
kN

“Inside the tent, in a little bag, I left a
letter, addressed to H. M. the King, giving
information of what he [sic] had accom-
plished. . . . Besides this letter, I wrote a
short epistle to Captain Scott, who, I
assumed, would be the first to find the
tent.”

Captain Amundsen: The South Pole.

“We have just arrived at this tent, 2
miles from our camp, therefore about 1%
miles from the pole. In the tent we find
e record of five Norwegians having been
here, as follows:

Ronld Amundsen
Olav Olavson Bjaaland
Hilmer Hanssen
Sverre H. Hassel
Oscar Wisting
16 Dec. 1911.

* * * * L
“Left a note to say I had visited the tent
with companions.”
Captain Scott: His Last Journal.

23
—— re— s

” uSutherland flung himself at me with such
violence that I was sent over into the snow.”

{

5 RAVELERS,” says Rich-
~ard A. Proctor, ‘‘are some-
times said to tell marvelous
stories; but it is a noteworthy fact
that, in nine cases out of ten, the
marvelous stories of travelers have
been confirmed.’’
Certainly no traveler ever set down
a more marvelous story than that of
Robert Drumgold. This record I am
at last giving to the world, with my
bhumble apologies to the spirit of the:
hapless explorer for withholding it
so leng. But the truth is that
Eastman, Dahlstrom and I thought
it the work of a mind deranged;
little wonder, forsooth, if his mind
had given way, what with the fear-
ful sufferings which he had gone
through and the horror of that fate
which was closing in upon him.
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What was it, that thing (if thing
it was) which came to him, the sole
survivor of the party which had
reached the Southern Pole, thrust it-
self into the tent and, issuing, left but
the severed head of Drumgold there?

Our explanation at the time,
and until recently, was that Drum-
gold had been set upon by his dogs
and devoured. Why, though, the
flesh had not been stripped from the
head was to us an utter mystery.
But that was only one of many things
that were utter mysteries.

But now we know—or feel certain
—that this explanation wag as far
from the truth as that desolate, ice-
mantled spot where he met his end
is from the smiling, flower-spangled
regions of the tropies.

Yes, we thought that the mind of
poor Robert Drumgold had given
way, that the horror in Amundsen’s
tent and that thing which came to
Drumgold there in his own—we
thought all was madness only. Hence
our suppression of this part of the
Drumgold manuseript. We feared
that the publication of so extraor-
dinary a record might cast a cloud
of doubt upon the real achievements
of the Sutherland expedition.

But of late our. ideas and beliefs
have undergone a change that is
nothing less than a metamorphosis.
This metamorphosis, it is scarcely
necessary to say, was due to the start-
ling discoveries made in the region
of the Southern Pole by the late Cap-
tain Stanley Livingstone, as con-
firmed and extended by the expedi-
tion conducted-by Darwin Frontenaec.
Captain Livingstone, we now learn,
kept his real discovery, what with the
doubts and derision which meét him on
his return to the world, a secret from
every living soul but two—Darwin
Frontenac and Bond MeQuestion. It
is but now, on the return of Fronte-
nac, that we learn how truly wonder-
ful and amazing were those discover-
ies made by the ill-starred ecaptain.
And yet, despite the success of the

Frontenac expedition, it must be ad-
mitted that the mystery down there
in the Antarctic is enhanced rather
than dissipated. Darwin Frontenac
and his companions saw much; but
we know that there are things and
beings down there that they did not
see. The Antarctic—or, rather, part
of it—has thus suddenly become the
most interesting and certainly the
most fearful place upon this interest-
ing and fearful globe of ours.

So another marvelous story told—
or, rather, only partly told—by a
traveler has been confirmed. And
here are Eastman and I preparing to
go once more to the Antaretic to eon-
firm, as we hope, another story—onc
eery and fearful as any ever con-
ceived by any romantiecist.

And to think that it was ourselves,
Eastman, Dahlstrom and I, who made
the discovery! Yes, it was we who
entered the tent, found there the
head of Robert Drumgold and the
pages whereon he had scrawled hix
story of mystery and horror. To
think that we stood there, in the very
spot where ¢t had been, and thought
the story but as the baseless fabric of
some madman’s vision!

How vividly it all rises before me
again—the white expanse, glar-
ing, blinding in the untemperead light
of the Antarctic sun; the dogs strain-
ing in the harmess, the cases on the
sleds long and blaek like coffins; our
sudden halt as Eastman fetched up
in his tracks, pointed and said,
‘““Hello! What’s that?’’

A half-mile or so off to the left,
some object broke the blinding white
of the plain.

‘‘ Nunratak, I suppose,’”’ was my an-
SWer.

“Looks to me like a cairn or a
tent,”” Dahlstrom said.

‘“‘How on earth,’’ I queried, *‘could
a tent have got down here in 87° 30

south? We are far from the route of
either Amundsen or Scott.”’
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““H’'m,’’ said Eastman, shoving his
amber-colored glasses up onto his
forehead that he might get a better
look, ‘‘I wonder. Jupiter Ammon,
Nels,”” he added, glancing at Dahl-
strom, ‘I believe that you are right.’’

‘It certainly,’’ Dahlstrom nodded,
‘“‘looks like a cairn or a tent to me.
I don’t think it’s a nunatak.’’

“Well,”” said I, “‘it would not be
difficult to put it to the proof.”’

‘““And that, my hearties,”’ ex-
claimed Eastman, ‘‘is just what
we’ll do! We’ll soon see what it is
—whether it is a cairn, a tent, or only
a nunalak.”’

The next moment we were in mo-
tion, heading straight for that myste-
rious object there in the midst of the
eternal desolation of snow and ice.

“‘Look there!’’ Eastman, who was
leading the way, suddenly shouted.
‘“See that? It is a tent!”’

A few moments, and I saw that it
was indeed so. But who had pitched
it there? What were we to find
within it?

I could never describe those
thoughts and feelings which were
ours as we approached that spot. The
snow lay piled about the tent to a
depth of four feet or more. Near by
a splintered ski protruded from the
surface—and that was all.

And the stillness! The air, at the
moment, was without the slightest
movement. No sound but those made
by our movements, and those of the
dogs, and our own breathing, broke
that awful silence of death.

““Poor devils!”’ said Eastman at
last. ‘“One thing, they -certainly
pitched their tent well.”’

The tent was supported by a single
pole, set in the middle. To this pole
three guy-lines were fastened, one of
them as taut as the day its stake
had been driven into the surface. But
this was not all, a half-dozen lines, or
more, were attached to the sides of
the tent. There it stood, and had
stood for we lmew not how long, bid-

ding defiance to the fierce winds of
that terrible region.

Dahlstrom and I got each & spade
and began to remove the snow. The
entrance we found unfastened but
completely blocked by a couple of
provision-cases (empty) and a piece
of canvas..

‘‘How on earth,’’ I exclaimed, ‘‘did
those things get into that position?’’

“The wind,”” said Dahlstrom.
‘“And, if the entrance had not been
blocked, there wouldn’t have been
any tent here now; the wind would
have split and destroyed it long ago.”’

“H’m,”” mused Eastman. ‘‘The
wind did it, Nels—blocked the place
like that? I wonder.”

The next moment we had cleared
the entrance. I thrust my head
through the opening. Strangely
enough, very little snow had drifted
in. The tent was of a dark green
color, a circumstance which rendered
the light within somewhat weird and
ghastly—or perhaps my imagination
contributed not a little to that effect.

‘“What do you see, Bill?’’ asked
Eastman. ‘“What’s inside?”’

My answer was a cry, and the next
instant I had sprung back from the
entrance.

‘““What is it, Bill?”’ Eastman ex-
claimed. ‘‘Great heaven, what is it,
man?”’

““A head!”’ I told him.

‘“A head?”’

‘“A human head!”’ .

He and Dahlstrom stooped and
peered in.

‘“What is the meaning of this?’’
Eastman cried. ‘‘A severed human
head!”’

Dahlstrom dashed a mittened hand
across his eyes.

‘“Are we dreaming?’’ he exclaimed.

““ "Tis no dream, Nels,”’ returned
our leader. “‘I wish to heaven it was.
A head! A human head!”’

“‘Is there nothing more?’’ I asked.

‘‘Nothing. No body, not even a
stripped bone—only that severed
head. Could the dogs——1%"’
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“Yes?”’ queried Dahlstrom.

““Could the dogs have done this?”’

““Dogs!’’ Dahlstrom said. ‘‘This
is not the work of dogs.”’

We entered and stood looking down
upon that grisly remnant of mor-
tality.

““It wasn’t dogs,”’ said Dahlstrom.

‘““Not dogs?’”’ Eastman queried.
‘‘“What other explanation is there?
Except this—cannibalism.’’

Cannibalism! A shudder went
through my heart. I may as well say
at once, however, that our discovery
of a good supply of pemmican and
biseuit on the sled, at that moment
completely hidden by the snow, was
to show us that that fearful explana-
tion was not the true one. The dogs!
That was if, that was the explana-
tion—even though what the vietim
himself had set down told us a very
different story. Yes, the explorer
had been set upon by his dogs and
devoured. But there were things
that militated against that theory.
Why had the animals left that head—
in the frozen eyes (they were blue
eyes) and upon the frozen features
of which was a look of horror that
sends a shudder through my very
soul even now? Why, the head did
not have even the mark of a single
fang, though it appeared to have
been chewed from the trunk. Dahl-
strom, however, was of the opinion
that it had been hacked off.

And there, in the man’s story, in
the story of Robert Drumgold, we
found another mystery—a mystery
as insoluble (if it was true) as the
presence here of his severed head.
There the story was, scrawled in lead-
pencil across the pages of his journal.
But what were we to make of a record
—the concluding pages of it, that is—
so strange and so dreadful?

But enough of this, of what we
thought and of what we wondered.
The journal itself lies before me, and
I now proceed to set down the story
of Robert Drumgold in his own
words. Not a word, not a comma

shall be deleted, inserted or changed.
Let it begin with his entry for

January the 3rd, at the end of which

day the little party was only fifteen

miles (geographical) from the Pole.
Here it is:

AN. 3.—Lat. of our camp 89°

45’ 10”. Only fifteen miles more,
and the Pole is ours—unless Amund-
sen or Scott has beaten us to it, or
both. But it will be ours just the
same, even though the glory of dis-
covery is found to be another’s.
What shall we find there?

All are in fine spirits. Even the
dogs seem to know that this is the
consummation of some great achieve-
ment, And a thing that is a mystery
to us is the interest they have shown
this day in the region before us. Did
we halt, there they were gazing and
gazing straight south and sometimes
sniffing and snifing. What does it
mean ?

Yes, in fine spirits all—dogs as
well as we three men. Everything
is auspicious. The weather for the
last three days has been simply glori-
ous. Not once, in this time, has the
temperature been below minus 5. As
I write this, the thermometer shows
one degree above. The blue of the
sky is like that of which painters
dream, and, in that blue, tower cloud-
formations, violet-tinged in the shad-
ows, that are beautiful beyond all de-
seription. If it were possible to for-
get the faet that nothing stands be-
tween ourselves and a horrible death
save the meager supply of food on the
sleds, one could think he was in some
fairyland—a glorious fairyland of
white and blue and violet.

A fairyland? Why has that
thought so often occurred to me?
Why have I so often likened this des-
olate, terrible region to fairyland?
Terrible? Yes, to human beings it
is terrible—frightful beyond all
words. But, though so unutterably
terrible to men, it may not be so in
reality. After all, are all things,
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even of this earth of ours, to say
nothing of the universe, made for
man—this being (a godlike spirit in
the body of a quasi-ape) who, set in
the midst of wonders, leers and slav-
ers in madness and hate and wallows
in the muck of a thousand lusts?
May there not be other beings—yes,
even on this very earth of ours—
more wonderful—yes, and more ter-
rible too—than he? :

Heaven knows, more than onece, in
this desolation of snow and ice, have
I seemed to feel their presence in the
air about us—nameless entities, dis-
embodied, watching things.

Little wonder, forsooth, that I have
again and again thought of these
strange words of one of America’s
greatest scientists, Alexander Win-
chell :

““Nor is incorporated rational ex-
istence conditioned on warm blood,
nor 6n any temperature which does
not change the forms of matter of
which the organism may be composed.
There may be intelligences corpore-
alized after some coneept not involv-
ing the processes of ingestion, assimi-
lation and reproduction. Such bod-
ies would not require daily food and
warmth. They might be lost in the
abysses of the ocean, or laid up on a
stormy ecliff through the tempests of
an arectic winter, or plunged in a vol-
cano for a hundred years, and yet re-
tain consciousness and thought.”’

All this Winchell tells us is eon
ceivable, and he adds:

‘““Bodies are merely the local fit-
ting of intelligence to particular mod-
ifications of wuniversal matter and
force.”’

And these entities, nameless things
whose presence I seem to feel at
;imes—are they benignant beings or
hings more fearful than even the
nadness of the human brain ever has
‘ashioned ?

But, then, I must stop this. If
Sutherland or Travers were to read
vhat I have set down here, he, they
would think that I was losing my
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senses or would declare me already
insane. And yet, as there is a heaven
above us, it seems that I do actually
believe that this frightful place
knows the presence of beings other
than ourselves and our dogs—things
which we can not see but which are
watching us.

Enough of this.

Only fifteen miles from the Pole.
Now for a sleep and on to our goal in
the morning. Morning! There is no
morning here, but day unending. The
sun now rides as high at midnight as
he does at midday. Of course, there
is a change in his altitude, but it is
so slight as to be imperceptible with-
out an instrument.

But the Pole! Tomorrow the Pole!
What will we find there? Only an
unbroken expanse of white, or——?

AN. 4—The mystery and horror

of this day—oh, how could I ever
set that down? Sometimes, so fear-
ful were those hours through which
we have just passed, I even find my-
self wondering if it wasn’t all only a
dream. A dream! I would to heaven
that it had been but a dream! As
for the end—there, there, I must keep
such thoughts out of my head.

Got under way at an early hour.
Weather more wondrous than ever.
Sky an azure that would have sent a
painter mto ecstasies. Cloud-forma-
tions indeseribably beautiful and
grand. The going, however, was
pretty difficult. The place a great
plain stretching away with a monot-
onous uniformity of surface as far as
the eye could reach. A plain never
trod by human foot before? At
length, when our dead reckoning
showed that we were drawing near to
the Pole, we had the answer to that.
Then it was that the keen eyes of
Travers detected some object rising
above the blinding white of the snow.

On the instant Sutherland had
thrust his amber glasses up onto his
forehead and had his binoculars to
his eyes.



IN AMUNDSEN’S TENT Y

““Cairmm!”’ he exclaimed, and his
voice sounded hollow and very
strange. ‘‘A cairn or a—tent. Boys,
they have beaten us to the Pole!”’

He handed the glasses to Travers
and leaned, as though a sudden weari-
ness had settled upon him, against
the provision-cases on his sled.

‘“‘Forestalled!’’ said he.
stalled!’’

I felt very sorry for our brave
leader in those, his moments of ter-
rible disappointment, but for the life
of me I did not know what to say.
And so I said nothing.

At that moment a cloud concealed
the sun, and the place where we stood
was suddenly involved in a gloom
that was deep and awful. So sudden
and pronounced, indeed, was the
change that we gazed about us with
curious and wondering looks. Far
off to the right and to the left, the
plain blazed white and blinding.
Soon, however, the last gleam of sun-
shine had vanished from off it. I
raised my look up to the heavens.
Here and there edges of cloud were
touched as though with the light of
wrathful golden fire. Even then,
however, that light was fading. A
few minutes, and the last angry gleam
of the sun had vanished. The gloom
seemed to deepen about us every mo-
ment. A curious haze was concealing
the blue expanse of the sky overhead.
There was not the slightest movement
in the gloomy and weird atmosphere.
The silence was heavy, awful, the si-
lence of the abode of utter desolation
and of death.

‘““What on earth are we in for
now ?’’ said Travers.

Sutherland moved from his sled
and stood gazing about into the eery
gloom.

““Queer change, this!’’ said he. ‘It
would have delighted the heart of
Doré.”

‘It means a blizzard, most likely,”’
I observed. ‘‘Hadn’t we better make
camp before it strikes us? No tell-

‘““Fore-

ing what a blizzard may be like in this
awful spot.”’

““Blizzard ?’’ said Sutherland. “‘I
don’t think it means a blizzard, Boh.
No telling, though. Mighty cqueer
change, certainly. And how different
the place looks now, in this strange
gloom! It is surely weird and ter-
rible—that is, it certainly looks weird
and terrible.”’

He turned his look to Travers.

““Well, Bill,”” he asked, ‘‘what did
you make of 1t?"’

He waved a hand in the direction
of that mysterious object the sight of
which had so suddenly brought us to
a halt. I say in the direction of the
object, for the thing itself was no
longer to be seen.

“I believe it is a tent,”’ Travers
told him.

““Well,”’ said our leader, ‘‘wé can
soon find out what it is—ecairn or
tent, for one or the other it must cer-
tainly be.”’

The next instant the heavy, awful
silence was broken by the sharp erack
of his whip.

‘“Mush on, you poor brutes!’ he
cried. ‘*On we go to see what is over
there. Ilere we are at the South Pole.
Let us see who has beaten us to it.”’

But the dogs didn’t want to go on,
which did not surprize me at all, be-
cause, for some time now, they had
been showing signs of some strange,
inexplicable uneasiness. What had
got into the creatures, anyway? Tor
a time we puzzled over it; then we
knew, though the explanation was
still an utter mystery to us. They
were afraid. Afraid? An inadequate
word, indeed. 1t was fear, stark, ter-
rible, that had entered the poor
brutes. But whence had come this
inexplicable fear? That also we soon
knew. The thing they feared, whot-
ever it was, was in that very diree-
tion in which we were headed !

A cairn, a tent? What did thi:
thing mean?
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**What on earth is the matter with
the ecritters?’’ exclaimed Travers.
**Can it be that——?%”’

“It’s for us to find out what it
means,”’ said Sutherland.

Again we got in motion. The place
was still involved in that strange,
weird gloom. The silence was still
that awful silence of desolation and
of death.

Slowly but steadily we moved for-
ward, urging on the reluctant, fearful
animals with our whips.

At last Sutherland, who was lead-
ing, cried out that he saw it. He
halted, peering forward into the
gloom, and we urged our teams up
alongside his.

**It must be a tent,’”’ he said.

And a tent we found it to be—a
small one supported by a single bam-
boo and well guyed in all directions.
Made of drab-colored gabardine. To
the top of the tent-pole another had
been lashed. From this, motionless
in the still air, hung the remains of a
small Norwegian flag and, under-
neath it, a pennant with the word
““Fram’’ upon it. Amundsen’s tent!

What should we find inside it?
And what was the meaning of that—
the strange way it bulged out on one
side?

The entrance was securely laced.
The tent, it was eertain, had been here
for a year, all through the long Ant-
arctic night; and yet, to our aston-
ishment, but little snow was piled up
about it, and most of this was drift.
The explanation of this must, I sup-
pose, be that, before the air currents
have reached the Pole, almost all the
snow has been deposited from them.

For some minutes we just stood
there, and many, and some of them
dreadful enough, were the thoughts
that came and went. Through the
long Antaretic night! What strange
things this tent could tell us had it
been vouchsafed the power of words!
But strange things it might tell us,
nevertheless. For what was that in-
side, making the tent bulge out in so

unaccountable a manner? I moved
forward to feel of it there with my
mittened hand, but, for some reason
that I can not explain, I of a sudden
drew back. At that instant one of
the dogs whined—the sound &0
strange and the terror of the animal
so unmistakable that I shuddered and
felt a chill pass through my heart.
Others of the dogs began to whine in
that mysterious manner, and all
shrank back cowering from the tent.

‘“What does it mean?’’ said Trav-
ers, his voice sunk almost to a whis-
per. ‘‘Look at them, It is as though
they are imploring us to—keep
away.”’

““To keep away,’’ echoed Suther-
land, his look leaving the dogs and
fixing itself once more on the tent.

‘“‘Their senses,’’ said Travers, ‘‘are
keener than ours. They already know
what we can’t know until we see it.”’

““See it!’”’ Sutherland exclaimed.
““I wonder. Boys, what are we going
to see when we look into that tent?
Poor fellows! They reached the Pole.
But did they ever leave it? Are we
going to find them in there dead?’’

*‘Dead?’’ said Travers with a sud-
den start. ‘‘The dogs would never
act that way if ’twas only a corpse
inside. And, besides, if that theory
was true, wouldn’t the sleds be here
to tell the story? Yet look around.
The level uniformity of the place
shows that no sled lies buried here.”’

**That is true,”’ said our leader.
‘““What can it mean? What could
make the tent bulge out like that?
Well, here is the mystery before us,
and all we have to do is unlace the
entrance and look inside to solve it.”’

HE STEPPED t0 the entrance, fol-
lowed by Travers and me, and
began to unlace it. At that instant
an icy current of air struck the place
and the pennant above our heads
flapped with a dull and ominous
sound. One of the dogs, too, thrust his
muzzle skyward, and a deep and long-
drawn howl, sad, terrible as that of a
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lost soul, arose. And whilst the
mournful, savage sound yet filled the
air, a strange thing happened:
Through a sudden rent in that
gloomy curtain of cloud, the sun sent
a golden, awful light down upon the
spot where we stood. It was but a
shaft of light, only three or four hun-
dred feet wide, though miles in
length, and there we stood in the very
middle of it, the plain on each side
involved in that weird gloom, now
denser and more eery than ever in

contrast to that sword of golden fire .

which thus so suddenly had been
flung down across the snow. °

‘‘Queer place this!’’ said Travers.
““Just like a beam lying across a
stage in a theater.’’

Travers’ simile was a most apposite
one, more so than he perhaps ever
dreamed himself. That place was a
stage, our light the wrathful fire of
the Antarctic sun, ourselves the ac-
tors in a scene stranger than any ever
beheld in the mimie world.

For some moments, so strange was
it all, we stood there looking about us
in wonder and perhaps each one of
us in not a little secret awe.

““Queer place, all right!”’ said

Sutherland. ‘‘But—-"’
He laughed a hollow, sardonie
laugh. Up above, the pennant

flapped and flapped again, the sound
of it hollow and ghostly. Again rose
the long-drawn, mournful, fiercely
sad howl of the wolf-dog.

‘‘But,”” added our leader, ‘‘we
don’t want to be imagining things,
you know.”’

““Of course not,”’ said Travers.

““Of course not,”’ T echoed.

A little space, and the entrance was
open and Sutherland had thrust head
and shoulders through it.

I don’t know how long it was that
he stood there like that. Perhaps it
was only a few seconds, but to Trav-
ers and me it seemed rather long.

‘““What is it?’’ Travers exclaimed
at last. ‘“What do you see?”’

The answer was a scream—oh, the

horror of that sonnd I ean never for-
get!'—and Sutherland came stagger-
ing back and, I believe, would have
fallen had we not sprung and caught
him.

““What is it?’’ eried Travers. ‘‘In
God’s name, Sutherland, what did
¥ou see?”’

Sutherland beat the side of his
head with his hand, and his look was
wild and horrible.

““What is it?”’ I exclaimed. *““What
did you see in there?”’

“I can't tell you—I can’t! Oh, oh,
I wish that I had never seen it!
Don’t look! Boys, don’t look into
that tent—unless you are prepared to
welcome madness, or worse.”’

““What gibberish is this?’’ Travers
demanded, gazing at our leader in ut-
ter astomishment. ‘‘Come, come, man!
Buck up. Get a grip on yourself.
Let’s have an end to this nonsense.

"Why should the sight of a dead man,

or dead men, affect you in this mad
fashion?”’

‘“Dead men?”’

Sutherland laughed, the
wild, maniacal.

“Dead men? If ’twas only that!
Is this the South Pole? Is this the
earth, or are we in a nightmare on
some other planet?’’

“For heaven’s sake,’”’ eried Trav-
ers, ‘‘come out of it! What’s got into
you? Don’t let your nerves go like
this.”’

““A dead man?’’ queried our
leader, peering into the face of Trav-
ers. ‘‘You think I saw a dead man?
I wish it was only a dead man.
Thank God, you two didn’t look!”’

On the instant Travers had turned.

““Well,”’ said he, ‘I am going to
look!”’

But

sound

Sutherland ecried out,

. sereamed, sprang after him and tried

to drag him back.

“It would mean horror and per-
haps madness!’’ eried Sutherland.
““Look at me. Do you want to be
like me?”’
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““No!”’ Travers returned. ‘‘But I
am going to see what is in that tent.”’

He struggled to break free, but
Sutherland elung to him in a frenzy
of madness.

“Ielp me, Bob!”’ Sutherland
cried. ““Hold him back, or we’ll all
go insane.’’

But I did not help him to hold
Travers back, for, of course, ’twas
my belief that Sutherland himself
was insane. Nor did Sutherland hold
Travers. With a sudden wrench,
Travers was free. The next instant
he had thrust head and shoulders
through the entrance of the tent.

Sutherland groaned and watched
him with eyes full of unutterable
horror.

I moved toward the entrance, but
Sutherland flung himself at me with
such violence that I was sent over
into the snow. I sprang to my feet
full of anger and amazement.

““What the hell,”’ T cried, ‘‘is the
matter with you, anyway? Have
you gone crazy?’’

The answer was a groan, horrible
beyond all words of man, but that
sound did not ecome from Sutherland.
I turned. Travers was staggering
away from the entrance, a hand
pressed over his face, sounds that I
could never describe breaking from
deep in his throat. Sutherland, as
the man came staggering up to him,
thrust forth an arm and touched
Travers lightly on the shoulder. The
effect was instantaneous and fright-
ful. Travers sprang aside as though
a serpent had struck at him, screamed
and screamed yet again.

““There, there!”’ ,said Sutherland
gently. “‘I told you not to do it. I
tried to make you understand, but—
but you thought that I was mad.”’

“It can’t belong to this earth!”’
moaned Travers.

““No,”” said Sutherland. ‘‘That
horror was never born on this planct
of ours. And the inhabitants of
earth, though they do not know it,
can thank God Almighty for that.”’
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“But it is lere!’’ Travers ex-
claimed. ‘‘How did it come to this
awful place? And where did it come
from?’’

“Well,”’ consoled Sutherland, ‘it
is dead—it must be dead.”’

“Dead? How do we know that it
is dead? And don’t forget this: it
didn’t eome here alone!”’

Sutherland started. At that mo-
ment the sunlight vanished, and
everything was once more involved
in gloom.

‘“What do you mean ?’’ Sutherland
asked. ‘‘Not alone? How do you
know that it did not come alone?’’

““Why, it is there inside the tent;
but the entrance was laced—from
the outside!’’

“Fool, fool that I am!”
Sutherland a little fiercely. ‘‘Why
didn’t I think of that? Not alone!
Of course it was not alone!”’

He gazed about into the gloom, and
I knew the nameless fear and horror
that chilled him to the very heart, for
they chilled me to my own.

Of a sudden arose again thdt
mournful, savage howl of the wolf-
dog. We three men started as though
'twas the voice of some ghoul from
hell’s most dreadful corner.

““Shut up, you brute!’”’ gritted
Travers. ‘‘Shut up, or I’ll brain
y0u|n

Whether it was Travers threat or
not, I do not know; but that howl
sank, ceased almost on the instant.
Again the silence of desolation and of
death lay upon the spot. But above
the tent the pennant stirred and
rustled, the sound of it, I thought,
like the slithering of some repulsive
serpent. '

““What did you see in there?’’ I
asked them.

‘‘Bob—Bob,”” said Sutherland,
‘““don’t ask us that.”’

““The thing itself,”’ said I, turn-
ing, ‘““can’t be any worse than this
mystery and nightmare of imagina-
tion.”’

cried
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But the two of them threw them-
selves before me and barred my way.
““No!’”’ said Sutherland firmly. ““Yon
must not look into that tent, Bob.
You must-not see that—that—T don’t
kmow what to call it. Trust us; be-
lieve us, Bob! ’Tis for your sake
that we say that you must not do it.
We, Travers and I, can never be the
same men again—the brains, the
souls of us can never be what they
were before we saw that!’’

“Very well,”” I acquiesced. “‘I
can’t help saying, though, that the
whole thing seems to me like the
dream of a madman.’’

‘“That,”’ said Sutherland, ‘‘is a
small matter indeed. Insane?! Be-
lieve that it is the dream of a mad-
man. Believe that we are insane.
Believe that you are insane yourself.
Believe anything that you like. Only
don’t look!’’

“Very well,”” I told them. “I
won’t look. I give in. You two have
made a coward of me.”’

““A coward?’’ said Sutherland.
“Don’t talk nonsense, Bob. There
are some things that a man should
never know; there are some things
that a man should never see; that
horror there in Amundsen’s tent is
—both!”’ ,

“But you said that it is dead.”’

Travers groaned. Sutherland
laughed a little wildly.

“Trust us,”’ said the latter; ‘‘be-
lieve us, Bob. ’'Tis for your sake,
not for our own. For that is too late
now. We have seen it, and you have
not.”’

OR some minutes we stood there

by that tent, in that weird gloom,
then turned to leave the eursed spot.
I said that undoubtedly Amundsen
had left some records inside, that
possibly Seott too had reached the
Pole, and visited the tent, and that

we ought to secure any such memen-’

tos. Sutherland and Travers nodded,
but each declared that he would not
put his head through that entrance

again for all the wealth of Ormus
and of Ind—or words to that effect.
We must, they said, get away from
the awful place—get back to the
world of men with our fearful mes-
sage.

“You won’t tell me what you
saw,”’ I said, ““‘and yet you want to
get back so that you can tell it to the
world.”’

““We aren’t going to tell the world
what we saw,’’ answered Sutherland.
“In the first place, we couldn’t, and,
in the second place, if we could, not
a living soul would believe us. But
we can warn people, for that thing in
there did not come alone. Where is
the other one—or the others?”’

““Dead, too, let us hope!” I ex-
elaimed.

““Amen!’’ said Sutherland. ‘‘But
maybe, as Bill says, it isn’t dead.
Probably——"’

Sutherland paused, and a wild, in-
deseribable look came into his eyes.

‘“‘Maybe it—can’t die!”’

‘‘Probably,’’ said I nonchalantly,
yet with secret disgust and with
poignant sorrow.

What was the use?! What good
would it do to try to reason with a
couple of madmen? Yes, we must get
away from this spot, or they would
have me insane, too. And the long
road back? Could we ever make it
now? And what had they seen?
What unimaginable horror was there
behind that thin wall of gabardine?
Well, whatever it was, it was real. Or
that I could not entertain the slight-
est doubt. Real? Real enough to
wreck, virtually instantaneously, the
strong brains of two strong men. But
—but were my poor companions
really mad, after all?

““Or maybe,”’ Sutherland was say-
ing, ‘‘the other one, or the others,
went back to Venus or Mars or Sirius
or Algol, or hell itself, or wherever
they came from, to get more of their
kind. If that is so, heaven have pity
on poor humanity! And, if it or they
are still here on this earth, then
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sooner or later—it may be a dozen
years, it may be a century—but
sooner or later the world will know
it, know it to its wo and to its horror.
For they, if living, or if gone for
‘others, will come again.”’

“I was thinking——"’ began
Travers, his eyes fixed on the tent.

““Yes?’’ Sutherland queried.

““That,”” Travers told him, ‘it
might be a good plan to empty the
rifle into that thing. Maybe it isn’t
dead; maybe it can’t die—maybe it
only changes. Probably it is just
hibernating, so to speak.’’

. ““If so,”’ I laughed, ‘it w111 prob-
ably h1bernate till doomsday.’’

But ncither one of my companions
laughed.

““Or,”’ said Travers, ‘‘it may be a
demon, a ghost materialized. I can’t
say inearnated.’’

““A ghost materialized!’’ I ex-
claimed. ‘‘Well, may not every man
or woman be just that? Heaven
knows, many a one acts like a demon
or a fiend incarnate.”’

““They may be,”” nodded Suther-
land. ‘‘But that hypothesis doesn’t
help us any here.”’

‘I may help things some,
Travers, starting toward his sled.

A moment or two, and he had got
out the rifie.

““I thought,”’ said he, ‘‘that noth-
ing could ever take me back to that
entrance. But the hope that I
may——’

Sutherland groaned.

“‘It isn’t earthly, Bill,”’ he said
hoarsely. ‘‘It’s a mnightmare. I
think we had better go now.”’

Travers was going—straight to-
ward the tent.

‘“Come back, Bill!’’ groaned Suth-
erland. ‘‘Come back! Let us go while
we can.”’

But Travers did not come back.
Slowly he moved forward, rifle thrust
out before him, finger on the trigger.
He reached the tent, hesitated a mo-
ment, then thrust the rifle-barrel

bR

said

?
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through. As fast as he could work
trigger and lever, he emptied the
weapon into the tent—into that hor-
ror inside it.

He whirled and came back as
though in fear the tent was about to
spew forth behind him all the legions
of foulest hell.

What was that? The blood seemed
to freeze in my veins and heart as
there arose from out the tent a sound
—a sound low and throbbing—a
sound that no man ever had heard on
this earth—one that I hope no man
will ever hear again.

- A panie, a madness seized upon us,
upon men and-dogs alike, and away
we fled from that cursed place.

The sound ceased. But again we

heard it. It was more fearful, more
unearthly, soul-maddening, hellish
than before.

“Look!’’ eried Sutherland. ‘‘Oh,

my God, look at that!’”’

The tent was barely visible now. A
moment or two, and the curtain of
gloom would conceal it. At first I
could not imagine what had made
Southerland cry out like that. Then I
saw it, in that very moment before
the gloom hid it from view. The tent
was moving! It swayed, jerked like
some shapeless monster in the throes
of death, like some nameless thing
seen in the horror of mnightmare or
limned on the brain of utter madness
itself.

AND that is what happened there;
that is what we saw. I have set
it down at some length and to the
best of my ability under the truly
awful circumstances in which I am
placed. In these hastily scrawled
pages is recorded an experience that,
I believe, is not surpassed by the
wildest to be found in the pages of
the most imaginative romanticist.
‘Whether the record is destined ever
to reach the world, ever to be scanned
by the eye of another—only the fu-
ture can answer that.
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I will try to hope for the best. I
can not blink the fact, however, that
things are pretty bad for us. It is
not only this sinister, nameless mys-
tery from which we are fleeing—
though heaven knows that is horrible
enough—but it is the minds of my
companions. And, added to that, is
the fear for my own. But there, I
must get myself in hand. After all,
as Sutherland said, I didn’t see it. I
must not give way. We must some-
how get our story to the world,
though we may have for our reward
only the mockery of the world’s un-
belief, its scoffing—the world, against
which is now moving, gathering, a
menace more dreadful than any that
ever moved in the fevered brain of
any prophet of wo and blood and dis-
aster.

We are 2 dozen miles or so from
the Pole now. In that mad dash
away from that tent of horror, lost
our bearings and for a time, I fear,
went panicky. The strange, eery
gloom denser than ever. Then came
a fall of fine snow-crystals, which
rendered things worse than ever.
Just when about to give up in de-
spair, chanced upon one of our bea-
cons. This gave us our bearings, and
we préssed on to this spot.

Travers has just thrust his head
into the tent to tell us that he is sure
he saw something moving off in the
gloom. Something moving! This
must be looked into.

[If Robert Drumgold could only
have left as full a record of those
days which followed as he had of that
fearful 4th of January! No man can
ever know what the three explorers
went through in their struggle to es-
cape that doom from which there was
no escape—a doom the mystery and
horror of which perhaps surpass in
gruesomeness what the most dreadful
Gothic imagination ever conceived in
its utterest abandonment to delirium
and madness.]

AN. 5.—Travers had seen some-
thing, for we, the three of us, saw
it again today. Was it that horror,
that thing not of this earth, which
they saw in Amundsen’s tent? We
don’t know what it is. All we know
is that it is something that moves.
God have pity on us all—and on
every man and woman and child on
this earth of ours if this thing is what
we fear!
6th.—Made 25 mi. today—20 yes-
terday. Did not see it today. Bul
heard it! Seemed near—once, in fact,
as though right over our heads. But
that must have been imagination.
Effect on dogs most terrible. Poor
brutes! It is as horrible to them as
it is to us. Sometimes I think even
more. Why is it following us?
7th.—Two of dogs gone this morn-
ing. One or another of us on guard
all ‘“‘night.”’ Nothing seen, not a
sound heard, yet the animals have
vanished. Did they desert us? We
say that is what happened, but each
man of us knows that none of us be-

lieves it. Made 18 mi. Fear that
Travers s going mad.
8th.—Travers gone! He took the

watch last night at 12, relieving
Sutherland. That was the last seen
of Travers—the last that we shall
ever see. No tracks—not a sign in
the snow. Travers, poor Travers,
gone! Who will be the next?

Jan. 9.—Saw it again! Why does
it let us see it like this—sometimes?
Is it that horror in Amundsen’s tent?
Sutherland declares that it is not—
that it is something even more hell-
ish. But then S. is mad now—mad—
mad—mad. If I wasn’t sane, I counld
think that it all was only imagination.
But I saw it!

Jan. 11.—Think it is the 11th but
not sure. I can no longer be sure of
anything—save that I am alone and
that it is watching me. Don’t know
how I know, for I can not see it. But
I do know—it is watching me. Tt is
always watching. And sometime it
will come and get me—as it got
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Travers and Sutherland and half of
the dogs.

Yes, today must be the 11th. For
it was yesterday—surely it was only
vesterday—that it took Sutherland.
I didn’t see it take him, for a fog had
come up, and Sutherland—he would
go on in the fog—was so slow in fol-
lowing that the vapor hid him from
view, At last when he didn’t come, I
went back. But S. was gone—man,
dogs, sled, everything was gone. Poor
Sutheriand! But then he was mad.
Probably that was why it took him.
Has it spared me because I am yet
sane? 8. had the rifle. Always he
clung to that rifle—as though a bul-
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let could save him from what we saw!
My only weapon is an ax. But what
good is an ax?

Jan. 13.—~Maybe it is the 14th, I
don’t know. What does it matter?
Saw it three times today. Each time
it was closer. Dogs still whining
about tent. There—that horrible,
hellish sound again. Dogs still now.
That sound again. But I dare not
look out. The ax.

Hours later.
more.

Silence. Voices—I seem to hear
voices. But that sound again.

Coming nearer. At entrance now
—NoW—ro

Can’t write any



