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“The headless stump bled a white bl
that shone on the floor of the cave.

LU HY come to me with your
worries?’’ I asked the old
people, rather petulantly.

“‘Any man could find your daughter

for you, and there are many good men

in your own land.”

T was irritated.

Ever since the time I slew the drag-
on of Thorp’s Woods, the pegple of
Cornwall thought that all they had to
do in time of trouble was to come to

Other- Man---

Ravid-B-Beller

me. For a while I tried to be consid-
erate; I really thought at one time
that perhaps it was part of my duties
as Overlord of the land to kill ser-
pents, destroy giants, and in every
way make the country a pleasant and
kindly place to live in. To live up to
these high ideals gave me little leisure
to devote to my special studies, and,
often, I was no sooner back from one
adventure and comfortably clad sgsl my,



velvets, with my nose between the
pages of a book, than & fresh demand
made it necessary to put on my armor
again and sally out to rout-a few more
robbers or cut the head off another
alith enake. It was hard to be
so distu from the reading of a
good book, and in wintertime the har-
ness and armor were 8o cold that only
after some hours of wearing did my
goose-flesh subside md enable 11 to
ride my charger with any comfort.

Now, for some weeks, evernhingm
Com all hud been q\uot.
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fill up and dry up first and then I
would listen to what they came tohl:ly

Latin, I was much cheered and almost
tempted to be civil to the old folks.

from them ; they believed that she was
bemgheldaprimermoneoftlu

H

ere any t.h
thought it best to hide in secret roek
caves, while all the robbers had fled
to Wales and Brittany, and the giants
were all rotting in their gore. As far
as my sway cxtended, all was quiet,
and I felt that I had well earned a
rest. -It was cold, the roads were deep
in mire, the sky overcast;

my good
steed was comfortablo, hme-doep in

straw and munching the best grain
my pemnta could raise; I had large
logs in the fireplace, new oushions to
sit on, a woolen shawl for my knees
and another for my shoulders, old
wine in the glass, a joint of meat on
:{::‘:ﬁ)llenndabwkmm'hm&i;wlgy
worry about wrongs done in
‘Wales or ]mrg of the Seot or Irish?
Then, after but a few days of com-
fort, tfmse old folks came. They
brought with them a long parchment,
beanng the scrawl and seal of the
ng of Wales, That did not mean
much to me, for they were changi
thci:el:noss every month, but it had so
imp! my men that they
brought the old folks to_the door of
my library, and when I refused to
sco them and ordered them fed and
put out of the castle, they raised sueh
a lamanubh ery that, from sheer ne-
cessity, I gave way to then' moans and
ordered them in to tell their story.
They were wet and cold; so I gave
them a place by the fire. ’And they
seemed hi ; 50 I ordered meat and
wine t them, and I told t.hem,
for the sake of good Saint Jerome, to

caves a dozen miles
their hut, Whntmmerofm
beast had done this foul deed the
knew- not; there were st

womt_hethmgsdmhved
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concorning the wrong done
folks and asking me to right it.
they became more excited, they raised
their hands and swore that never was
genr:hmch a lovely girl udt:;i;
iter, nor so pure a one, an
had the saints permitted this
to come to her?

" Wales ought to attend to their own

giants and dragons; so, when they
finally came to the cnd of their tale, I
grufily said:

‘“Why come to me with your wor-
ricst Any man could find your
doughter for you, and there are many

men in your own land.”’

At that they crudout'.hntlwu

over
mant NO OTHER MAN!” which
was all silly nonsense, foolish
an%inﬁ'omthﬁtmdt:d

owever, it all ended in my telling
them to go to bed and rest-and that
on the morrow I would return with



NO OTHER MAN
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to attend to this matter. Itwnsndly
an awkward situation.
Yet they were all mightily ‘cheered
my being therc and said re-
{:lltedl} that lf any human man could
1 this monster, the Giant-killer of
Cornwall could, nnd Itold them I was
sure I could find the maiden and rid
the land of this foul animal, be it
man, beast or demon. And at that,
a very old Jew bent before me and
llm:ll:lly thanked a“f:y and Icslud that I;;
would give me gold crowns
I did so, as he was betmthpd dus
ey i v wedd‘ing
father, at the
would

have been econsummated by
mhadﬂwﬁmdofthemwnmns

Iloohdatt.heoldmm,h!swiﬂl
and shrunken frame and

thought to mynelf that perhaps the
girl was ‘better off in the moumtain
than in his honse. In fact,
mekofthwhole adventure and
ded that I be taken to my room
and left to sleep till the morrow. And
iotheydldtome, mdug’]ﬂ.;smo
missing sorely my er-
aslunedonlwuhofwm-hmsh.

repeating,
“No‘odmrm:n would do it. No other
man
““Would be such a fool,”” I added
in a whisper. ‘‘No other man. Why,
a thousand men[hdmdofwuuld
have been glad to do such a deed—
only, I, who had eleared my own
country of such monsters, was a fool

‘WEIRD TALES

to do such dirty work for the men of
‘Wales.”
And the old man and the priest and
theJewmk\lphordlmt,“Nooﬂmr
man wonld do it—no mclt‘.” "
ﬂmlly we came to the edge o
thewoodandanﬁletmmthendooi
the mountain, and used and
said they would gono with me
but would go back and wait in prayer
for my safe return.

TEE trees were so close together
4hat T could not ride my charger;
solgotoﬂandtledhlmtoatree,
and then I looked into the wood. It
was dark and feyish, yet through the
trees eamc glittering, glimmering

gems of sunshine, and far away I

weather. Itbemgwm,lmk:new
of the situation and saw that I counld
not fight well with all the steel

onme;

60, back to my horse, and there I made
myself 01 and when I next
wended. I had on my wool-
ens, and my sword hung on my
my shield on one arm, a dagger

in my right
Thus,ontothzme)rs,andmrmc
them I heard the sound of singing,
and the song was about love and roses
and ladies’ tresses, and T marveled at
this, and knew that it was magic, and
further on I wandered, and finally
came to the singer, and at that T was
great For I knew that
nwlwudm the;xdstofag?:t
mystery and a mighty magic. r
thmenlbeastwhohndmhnthopwr
girl from her parents had, in
aration for my arrival, ch:
his cunning, his so ugly body into that
of a lovely damsel, and was waiting
thsnwdnetveme,nnd,whenlm
unr;s?, kill me with his poisons
and pwem

I knew that mnuluwut
such & being with sword or pieree



NO OTHER MAN

‘““Who are you?’’ demanded tho
creature, ‘‘and why are you here?’’
T could tell from the way he ulked
that he was m& ng
rerlord of ormnll

the of

David, the son of John, and back even
to Saint Christopher, who loved be-
forehebeenmlmnt. Foryea.rsl
have ruled in Cornwall. You may be
interested in knowing that I am the
one who hlled the dragon of Thorp’s
‘Woods. T destroyed seven slithering,
snakes in Ireland. Alone

erimes,””

I paused to watch the effect of all
this, There was no doubt that the mis-
creant was impressed. So I continued:

““So it was tlmt when this poor girl,
who, by the way, was to marry a very
rich man, was stolen from her parents,
these simple folk a] fpuled to the King
of Wales, and he pled with his knights
to rescue her, but they all refused, be-
ing too busy. Sohesentas];ceml
letter to me, and for five days I rode
over the worst roads possible to effect

great deed. I think that you had
better submit quietly and let me re-
store the girl to her parents and to
her future husband, because, if you

refuse, I will have to fight and over-
come you, no matter what shape you
may assume.’’

At that the monster started to ery,
“‘She will never go back and marry
that miserable old man. It would be
better for her to die.”

I realized at once that this

m to suddenly spring forward, take
by the '.hmt, md squeeze him to
death before he had a chance to
change his form from that of a lovely
\\omn;tohunnulmofndnm
or Six-]

Thomonsurlookedltme. The eyes
he had assumed were blue, the face
feir and smooth asarosepehl huthis
. wu a lovelzw m The

e had a was
fair, and, under the silken
swayed mtb the seductive curves of
a Grecian Aphrodite. Suddenly he

started to cry.

‘“No man,” he _sobbed,
“‘would make me go back and marry
that old Jew. No other man—""

But by then I had jumped forward
and crushed him in my arms.

Sonm days later I came out of the dark
forest. My poor charger had eaten
all the grass within his reach, had
broken loose, but, true to his master,
had remained mnear the armor. I
slowly put the heavy pieces back on,
being minded to thus return to the
town. Then I mounted and drew the
damsel up in front of me and thus
we slowly rode back to the town.

'l‘o my surprize I wu met there by

t coneourse of armed men, It

seems that the King of Wales and his
Imights, hearing that I had gone into
the mountains on such a grim adven-
ture, had gathered to my remu, an
had I not appeared that day, we

%



8y

have searched for my bones to give
them Christian burial

indoor sports.
‘Wales told how proud they were to
have the Overlord of Cornwall take

father of the toldofh’-joy‘md
thanksgiving for her safe return; the
aged Jew handed me a silk bag with

““I can not let this Jew die!”
_‘“What do you mean?” asked the

“‘To explain,” I replied, ‘‘will be a
pleasure to me, though I can not do
so without telling of my overcoming
of this great Welsh monster in the
mountain cave. If, in the telling, I

seem at tiines to be boast: will
pardon my pride; for, really, the deed
'Was & great ane one. I do

‘WEIRD TALES
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eyes. Also
stump bled a white blood that shone
on the floor of the cave.

“The fighting now was hard, be-
cause I was constantly bling over
the bones of maidens
viously




NO OTHER MAN

air and vanished down the maiden’s
throat.

“I have brought her back. The
monster is still within her, waiti

I
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ow it was late in the afternoon,

yet, ag the day was warm, I'in-
sisted that I depart for Cornwall; so
up I got me on my charger, and I put
the maiden up in front of me, and in
‘back was a bundle of presents of jew-
elsmdﬁnesilkonstuﬂ‘nfmtheéng
and his knights, and I wore all my
armor, save my helmet, which I had
tied to my saddle and wore instead a
little velvet cap.

"‘Art sure, dear sibling,” he asked,
as he prepared to leave me, ‘‘art sure
the damsel hath the devil in her?”’

_ ““Certainly,” I replied, very se-
riously.

“’l'h;nabebe-truewomm,"hp
answered ; ‘‘ for all women I have ever



