o

REGISTERED IN US.

j

Published monthly by the Popular Flctlon Publishing Company, 317 Baldwin
Bullding, Indlanapolls, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the
rostoffice at Indianapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879. B&ingle coples, 26
cenes. Subseription, $2.50 a year In the Unlted States: $3.00 a year In Canada. The
publisheras are not responsiblo for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts, although every
care will be taken of such material while in their possessfon. The contents of this
magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced cither wholly
or ln part without permission from the publigkers. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Edltor.

Copyright, 1926, by the Popular Fictlon Publigshlng Company

Contents for June, 1925

Cover Design __ . ______________.____ Andrew Brosnatch

Monsters of the Pit________________________ Paul S. Powers 341
A Thrilling Tdle of Gigantic Spiders

The Devil-God ___________________ Frank Belknap Long, Jr. 349
The King Read Poetry, so the State Took Measures to Protect Itself

Black HIll ____________ .. Frank Owen 357
The Golden Buddha Brought Misery and Terror to Cass Ledyard

The Third Thumb-print__________________ Mortimer Levitan 369
A Scientist Makes a Horrifying Discovery About Himself

Marble ._._.._ e e Laurence D’Orsay 375
Evil Was the Brillient and Inventive Mind of This Physician

(Continued on Next Page)

JI




(Continued from Preceding Page)

The Clock ___ e Arthur Styron 382
A Five-Minute Story of a Terrible Obsession

The Soul That Waited____________________ Louis B. Capron 385
A Passion for ¢ Mummy—a Love That Bridged the Centuries

An Arc of Direction______________________ Junius B. Smith 393
His Horoscope Said He Would Be Hanged on a Certain Day

Hurled Into the Infinite (First Part) ____._______ J. Schlossel 397
Two-Part Astronomical Story

The Witch of Kravetz___________________ Michael V. Simko 415
A Barbarous Russian Custom—and a Famous Beauty

Lips of the Dead___________________________ W. J. Stamper 422

A Gruesome Tale From the History of Haiti

The House, the Light, and the Man__Gordon Philip England 427
A Specter Rose From the Coffin—and the Man's Mind Gave Way

Invaders From the Dark (Conclusion)______ Greye La Spina 431
Serial Novel of Werewolves and Occult Powers of Evil

Loo Tunr Sin._____________________________ Everett Boston 450
The Dawn Clouded the Moon With Trouble, so Loo Marred the Dawn

Strange Tales From Santo Domingo________ Arthur J. Burks 453
No. 5. The Phantom Chibo.

The Bandit José Espinosa Lures His Victims to ¢ Quagmire

Dead Hands _______.___________________ Walter G. Detrick 458
They Stretched From the Grave, These Hands of His Grandmother

Servants of Satan_________________________ Seabury Quinn 463
No. 4. George Burroughs, Martyr.
True Tale of New England Witchcraft

The Hanging of Aspara______.________ Leavenworth Macnab 468

Sensational Newspaper Hoaxes Give Tang to an Ezecution

The Eyrie ___ e 472
A Chat With the Readers

For Advertlsing Rates in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to

WEIRD TALES
317 Baldwin Building Indlanapolls, Ind.




LOO TUN SIN

By EVERETT BOSTON

man of the West; Loo Tun Sin,

whose face has never been seen,
even by his seven wives; of him, of
Loo Tun Sin, I would tell a tale, Let
the babbling of voices and the rattle
of laughter cease while I tell of Loo
Tan Sin.

Now a house of Lioo Tun Sin had
been entered in his absence, and a
woman of Loo Tun Sin had been be-
trayed by force. And the word ran
through the silent street of the ware-
houses, out into the yellow lights of
the chop suey district, up well-lighted
stairs of marble, into gay restaurants,
down dark, odorous wooden stairs,
and into alleys. Presently it came to
the door of the Forbidden Room.

Beeause he was the master, none
dared disturb him, but they waited in
the hall by the door of the Forbidden
Room until he eame out.

‘“0, Loo Tun Sin!”’ they cried;
“‘your house has been defiled, and a
woman has known shame!

Toa Tun Sin drew himself erect,
and replied: ‘“Who has entered my
house, and which house is it$’’

‘‘The house in the street before the
wharves,’’ they answered.

‘Tt is well!’’ he said, as if to chil-
dren. ‘‘But who?”’

‘‘Oh, Loo Tun Sin, it was a man
with a terrible face, who is not of our
people. He is known as the Shark
among his people, who are gunmen.’’

“‘It is well!I’’ he said again. ‘‘Send
the youngest of the hatchetmen of the
Soo tong to me at the House of
Painted Colors.”’

‘1t shall be done, O Loo Tun Sin!”’

The front of the house was a store
that held tea and carvings and an old

Chinaman. Behind the store was the
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BO TUN SIN, wizard of the East,

abode that was known as the House
of Painted Colors., Here sat Loo Tan
Sin with his head bowed in a great
shame. His house had been defiled,
and his vengeanee must be unique,
as it would be swift.

Then a2 woman was brought before
him, wailing and praying for death,
since she had been robbed of her vir-
tue in the sight of her husband. To
her Loo Tun Sin showed a picture and
asked a question, and she answered,
““Yes! It was that man!”’

‘‘Death is a flower blooming in the
night wind,”’ said Loo Tun Sin.
‘‘Virtue departed may mnot return.
Here is a rosebud, pleasant to the
smell. ‘When life wearies you, inhale
the odor of the rosebud, and your
death will be as a sweet sleep.’’

Then the woman left him, wailing
softly that she must die, but Loo Tan
Sin only stared at the picture of the
Shark.

The face of the Shark was horrible
to contemplate. The nose was huge,
and the forehead and chin retreating.
Protruding teeth gave the face all it
needed to resemble the head of s
shark. It was said that this ngliness
gave him an advantage in his battles
with the police and other gunmen,

And he had been heard to say that
a Chinaman was lower than a dog,
and should be treated as such.

Loo Tun Sin smiled under his
mask as he thought of this last. And
he murmured, ‘“Death brings obliv-
ion. That shall not be my vengeance.’’
Then he picked up a book, and read
it with great interest.

NTo the store before the House of
Painted Colors came a young
Chineman who was dressed in tailor-



LOO TUN SIN

made clothing and who smoked ex-
pensive Egyptian cigarettes. Through
the store and to the door of the House
of Painted Colors he went, but before
ke could knock the door opened.

“It is well!’”’ said Loo Tun Sin.
‘“You are Billy Soo before the mis-
sionary, Mine is not a tong business,
nor is it of murder. But it requires
skill, therefore I shall pay whatever
it may be worth.”’

“The sun warms again,’’ said Billy
Soo politely. “‘I should not like to
kill just now. My payment shall be
to serve the master, Loo Tun Sin,”’

‘““The moon was silver, as a
maiden’s heart, but the dawn de-
stroyed the beauty of the moon. I
would cloud the dawn with trouble.
Bring him I speak of before me. The
moon is no longer of value, but I
would have the dawn. Be swift!’’

Out of the store before the House
of Painted Colors swaggered a young
Chinaman whose step was unhurried
and who paused to light a cigarette.
People passed this way and that, and
the young Chinaman mingled with
them and was gone.

In the House of Painted Colors Loo
Tun Sin turned again to his book,
but presently rang a bell. A lean,
humble Chinaman of the coolie class
answered.

*‘Is she dead 1’ asked Loo Tun Sin.

‘‘She is dead, O Loo Tun Sin!’’

‘““You will remove all food from
the cold box of the foreigners and
place her there. It is a part of my
vengeanee.’’

¢“It shall be done!’’

Again Loo Tun Sin turmed to his
book, and sometimes he pondered on
g oo?{assage. It was an interesting

The sun that had risen on morning
descended on night and a tall clock
was brought to the store of Loo Tun
Sin. Four chattering Chinamen car-
ried it. Paddy the Cop stopped to
watch for e moment, then moved on.
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Presently a large trunk came from
the store and was carried to the door
of the Forbidden Room, which was
over the chop suey restaurant of
Henry Soo.

N THE restaurant below the For-
bidden Room sat seven gunmen,
well-dressed, manicured, and cold-
eyed. They spoke of one known as
the Shark.

‘‘ —went fooling with a yaller
belly’s woman!’’

‘“Had a yaller woman, onct!"’

¢‘Shut up !”’ said the leader. ‘‘She
was 2 high class dame, see! And she
belonged to’’—he bent closer and
lowered his voice—‘‘to IL.oo Tun
Sin!”’

‘“Hell!”’

So they sat very still and drank hot
tea in cold silence, for the name of
Loo Tun Sin was known to them.

‘I hear they cut you up, bit by bit,
unless you buy the woman first,”’
whispered one, but the otbers did not
answer, only staring stonily at the
table cloth.

‘‘The Shark was of the gang,’’ said
the leader, after a time. *‘He’s got a
room upstairs. The Shark’s gone,
He’s got 'um!”’

So they looked at one another with-
out speaking, and finished their tea
and went up the stairs to the For-
bidden Room.

Beside the door of the Forbidden
Room were ten Chinamen with im-
passive faces but wary eyes. Each
wore a blouse with wide sleeves, and
each kept his hands in his sleeves.
There was no hostile move. There
was no need of one.

Seven gunmen went slowly and
carefully backward down the stairs.
1t is very foolish to try to argue with
a hatchetman whose weapon is a
Luger up each sleeve. Wide sleeves
are very useful.

So seven men entered the chop suey
rititomts again and drank tea and were
silent,
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In the Forbidden Room Loo Tun
Sin picked up a gleaming knife. The
tight mask moved as if he smiled.
There were two pictures before him in
a frame. Then he gazed down at the
two motionless bodies, and —the lmnife
descended.

Below him seven gunmen paid their
bills and left the building. They
were escorted to the door by a smiling
Chinaman who hoped they would
come again, and recommended the tea
as always hot. But he kept either
hand hidden in wide flowing sleeves.

Away from the place, the seven lit
cigarettes and the leader spoke,
moodily.

‘“The Shark was there, but the
Lord knows what they are doing to
him.”’

‘““Let’s go back and shoot it out
with those chinks,’’ suggested and in-
sisted a young and rash member of
the gang.

“Don’t be a damn fool! Any of
those chinks can carve his initials on
your face with his bullets.”’

‘‘He was of the gang!'’

‘“He's in hell now! Peace to his
black soul!”’

But the hell of the Shark was not
yet, and there was to be no peace to
his black soul.

In the Forbidden Room Loo Tun
Sin gravely surveyed his work on the
two motionless figures. One was
dead.

‘“I have elouded the dawm,’”’ he
said. ‘‘Peace to the spirit of the
moon!"’

LITTLE whispers and wondering
glances ran through the under-
world when they found the Shark. He
was naked, and his body was that of
a woman. But the face—there could
be no doubt es to the face. It was the
face of the Shark.

But—but—! But the body of a
woman!

Paddy the Cop saw a Chinaman
lying in the gutter.
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‘“Get out o' here!'’ he ordered.
““That will be the gutter yer in, ye
yellow scum!’’

‘“‘Go to Ireland, you damn Mick!"’
snarled the voice of a white man. But
the face was bland and Oriental.

¢‘Now, by Saint Patrick! Here’s
a Chineemun talks back at an officer!
Move on, ye yeller belly!”

“I'm—I—."" The eves hesitated.
‘I am the Shark!’’ he said.

‘““Go on!”” jeered Paddy. ‘‘They
found the Shark—dead. And he
turned out to be a woman. Man
naked, he were, and no one could mis-
take. A woman!”’

‘‘But—I em the Shark!"’

‘“Thin—thin—'" a brilliant idea
came to Paddy; “‘thin come to head-
quarters and we’ll look over yer
finger-prints!’’

It was eclever. It would settle
Paddy’s own doubts on that point,
and give him ample opportunity to
capture the man if he was a lunatie.

But the man snarled a curse, and
held up his hands.

They were bat-shaped pads without
fingerst

‘“It's one o’ these missionary
Chineemun ye are!’’ decided Paddy.
‘‘Get on, or I'll run ye in for imper-
sonating a white man!’’

The Chinaman with the white
man’s voice cursed shockingly, and
stumbled away,

00 TUN SIN sat in the Room of

Flowers in the House of Beauty
and smiled thoughtfully behind his
mask. He gazed on a book in his
hands as he murmured aloud, ‘‘The
theory of the grafting of features is
correct. The practise proves it!”’

He laid down the book on faeial
surgery and picked up a rose and in.
haled, delicately.

‘I have blotted out the features of
the dawn,'’ he said. ‘‘The dead body
of the moon with the face of the
dawn! There are many that wonder.
It is well.”



