§

=3

NMAGAZINE of the

NUMBER 1

VOLUME ¥V

. Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 320 N, Capitol
Ave., Indlanapolis, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post-
offipe et Indlanapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1379. Single copies, 26 cents.
gigpclrlption. $2.50 & year in the Unlted States; $3.00 a year In Canada. The pub-
Ilshefs arc not responsible for the loss of unsoliclted manuscripts, although every carc
will be taken of such material while in 6ur possession. The "contents of this maga-
zine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or In
part without permission from the publishers. TARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Edltor.

Copyright, 1924, by the Popular TIPiction Publlshing Company

Contents for January, 1925

Cover Design__________________________.._. Andrew Brosnatch

Invaders From Qutside________________________ J. Schlessel b
A Planet From Outer Space Wages War on the Twelve Worlds

The Electric Chair_________________________ George Waight 17
Death Faced Him—or Else the Grislv Horror of an Unknown Fate

As Obligated ________________________ Armstrong Livingston 26
The Baronet's Bathroom Bell Was Bewitched

The Rajah's Gift_______________________ E. Hoffmann Price 36
Oriental Tale—One Crowded Hour of Glorious Life

The Fireplace________________________ Henry 8. Whitehead 40
A Weird Murder—and a Ghostly Revenge

White Man’s Madness__.___________.____ Lenore E. Chaney 49
Last of the Incas—the Lure of Gold

Redand Black___________________________.___ Irvin Mattick 67

Yong Lo Was a Reptile with an Artist’s Soul

(Continued on Next Pagc)




(Continued from Preceding Page)

When We Killed Thompson.______________ Strickland Gillilan 73
For Thirty Years He Believed Himself a Murderer

Wings of Power (First Part) ________.____ Lady Anne Bonny 77
Three-part Pseudo-Scientific Novel

Out of the Long Ago.______ . __.._. —Seabury Quinn 95
Werewolves—a Tale of Heredity

On the Highway____________________________ Cargray Cook 106
Wild Automobile Ride, with Death at the Wheel

The Ocean Leech_________ _________ Frank Belknap Long, Jr. 109
Uncanny Monster Oozes Over the Side of a Ship

Two Crows. . ___ e Francis Hard 115
Verse

Fog <o = C. Franklin Miller 116
Prehistoric Patagonian Monsters—a Tale of Stark Terror

Luisma’s Return_____________________._____ Arthur J. Burks 123

Hdaiti—Death of Henri I. Emperor of the North

A Changeling Soul _______________________ Victor Lauriston 129
Tale of Tangled Personalities

The Specter Priestess of Wrightstone_____ Herman F. Wright 134
Ghostly Legend of an English Castle

The Valley of Teeheemen (Conclusion)_____ Arthur Thatcher 138
Two-part Novel—Strange Valley in South America

The Remorse of Professor Panebianco_______Greye La Spina 157
Scientist Tries to Find the Physical Qualities of the Human Soul

Arhl.a of the Caves________________________ C. M. Eddy, Jr. 163
Zurd the Coward—and the Love of Arhl-a for Wagh the Mighty

The Festival . _______ . _________ . ___ H. P. Lovecraft 169
Eldritch Tale of New England Witchcraft

Phantoms ______._____________________ Laurence R. D'Orsay 175
Crime—Dope—and a Haunted Conscience

The Byrie _ . __ s ———————— —————— 179

A Chat With the Readers

For Advertlsing Rates In WEIRD TALESR Apply i»

W. B. ZIFF CO.

Transportation Ballding Architects Bullding Bryant Baullding
Chlcage New York Kansas City




A Wild Ride, with Death ar the Wheel

ON THE HIGHWAY

By CARGRAY COOK

Y TWENTY-FIRST birth-
' day. Today I have reached
v B my-majority. On this date.

in aceordance with my late father's
will, I, Charles Claiborne, became the
absolute; master of six millions of
money. ... As .much more in eash, a
wreat town -house, and the magnifi-
cent estate of All-View, remained my
mother’s, to ‘be mdne at her death.
And this, too, in' accordance with my
late father’s will. But none of these
things meant half as much to me on
this wonderful September morning.
as the new twelve thousand: dollar rac-
ing car that had been presented to-me
the night before by my doting mother.

Think of it! A. real Gordon-Rennet,
the fastest model in the world, the
only car of its kind in America—and
mine.

This was Life.

Fatlrer had been very liberal, of
course, Most fathers are. But with
all my allowance he had never per-
mitted me to own a speed car. No
imagination, you see. Couldn’t un-
derstand why a young fellow should
want to tear along the highways at
ninety miles an hour. No pep to Dad.
Too busy making money, I guess.,

But mother, now, she was different.
She could understand. Anyway. she
knew T had had my eyes on this racer
for a long time, and for that reason
had decided to anticipate my purchase
hy presenting it to me for my birth-
day.

And now I was out on the highway.
¢veeping along at @ mere warming up
of sixty miles an hour. This part of

the road was a bit rouzh vet. and as 1
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slackened the pace. T found trem?to
sweat at another racy-lookingsear
ahcad .of me, as it swerved from side
to side-in.the -effort-of itk drivete to
avoid the outeropping bouldersrb A
bit farther on, the new highway'he-
gan. .however: and with a sustained

shrielk from. my .electric horygy I
.stepped.upon the aceelerator,. opened

my ~exhanst, and torer past the .other
car with a grin of derision. e
Seventw..: Seventy-five.  Eighty
miles T mades and still. I pressed wpon.
the feed for mere. A kick with my
left hecl~and the muftler--closed:;+and
the ensuing silence secmed to startle

the perfect mechanism into a. mpre

velvety swiftness, Not. a (uiver,;not
a sway, to the wonderful machingyuand.
the Dlood- econrsed through. my mpins
with an exhilaration not to be, de-
seribed. ’

Think of it! Outside of the prefes-
sipnal tracks, there was not a car in
America that could toueh me. On the
highway I was king.

Luxuriating in the perfeetion. of
this matchless ereation of the greafest.
automobile builders in the world, [
softened the pressure on the pedal,
thrilling with the conseiousness. of
personal ownership, as the great ma-
chine noiselessly reduced its momen-
tum. )

‘““Some boat!”’ T exclaimed in sheer
jov. as I shifted my back to a more
upright position. And then I was al-
most shocked out of this posture by
the appalling thunder of an opeun ex-
haust immediately behind me. Furi-
ously I pressed upon the gas feed. I
didn’t turn to look. T felt in my
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bones that it was the racy-looking
car I had passed so exultingly, away
back where the good road began. Well,
all the better! If its driver had any
sporting blood in him, I would show
him a race that would test his game-
ness to the limit.

Like a thing unchained, the Gor-
don-Rennet responded to my touch. I
smiled as I felt the rush of air and
gave the car more gas. And then I
ceased smiling and sank a bit lower
in the seat. I was not losing the
other. His open exhaust still thun-
dered at my back. I was not gaining
an inch.

Not really disturbed, yet a bit irri-
tated at the ability of the unknown
to keep pace with me, I pressed upon
the gas pedal for a maximum feed to
-the carburetor, and narrowly watched
the eclimb of the speedometer to
eighty, eighty-five, ninety.

But despite the terrific speed with
which I flew along the hishway, there
was no let-up to the thunderous roar
of my pursuer’s open muffler. I be-
came really nervous then and swore
aloud at the unbelievable possibility
that the other’s car might even pass
my new Gordon-Rennet.

I ‘WAS just turning to look behind

in an angry effort to calculate the
unknown racer’s chances, when. I
heard a cry ahead. Like a flash I
saw the situation. Two pedestrians
had emerged from a wooded path di-
rectly upon the highway. They had
no time to think. No time to move.
No time to escape. They stood par-
alyzed with fright. And yet I seemed
to have plenty of time to consider
them and to consider the highway
beside them. I realized instantly that
it would be impossible for me to pass
them on my right. I must swerve to
the left, and yet I saw distinetly that
this would be a tremendous risk, not
alone because that side of the road
was in a state of eruption, due to the
work of a gas company’s diteh dig-
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ger, but because of the imminent dan-
ger of a collision with the racer com-
ing from behind. I had not seen
him, nor had I now time to raise a
warning arm; but I knew he was
there, for the clamor of his cut-out
was at my very heels—I had not
gained an inch.
And then I swerved!

There was a ery, a erash—and in-
stinctively my right foot pressed the
footbrake, while my left threw out the
clutch.

I found myself upon the highway,
and with footsteps light as air has-
tened back to where a racing car was
overturned. Even yet one of the
front wheels continued spinning, and
curiously enough my first thought was
a mental comment of approval upon
the perfection of that wheel’s noise-
less bearings.

My foot struck a license tag upon
the roadway and I gave an exclama-
tion as I recognized it as my own.
With that peculiar human attribute
that causes us to touch a freshly
painted post, I involuntarily turned
to where I thought my own car stood,
to see if my license plate was missing.
Oddly enough, I did not sce the car,
and I kicked the license plate aside
and approached the group made up of
the two pedestrians and a silent form
on the ground.

One of the pedestrians was kneeling
beside the vietim of the wreek, and I
could not help giving vent to an ex-
clamation as I saw him place his
handkerchief over the face of the
silent figure before him,

The other pedestrian was intent on
the examination of a eard-case, evi-
dently taken from one of the pockets
of the motorist,

*‘Is he dead ?”’ T asked.

The man standing was too preoceu-
pied to hear me, evidently, for he
failed to answer me or to observe my
presence: and even when I tapped
him on the back he did not turn.
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**Well, is ho dead?’’ I inquired of
the other pedestrian, as he arose from
beside the prostrate body. But he,
too, vouchsafed no answer.

LOOKED at the form on the

ground. 'There was something
vaguely familiar about his elothing,
and one sprawlinzg hand showed a
ring I recalled havinge seen before. I
lifted the kerchief from his face. but
the features were too mangled to af-
ford reecogmifion: and the dreadful
angle of hig head showed that the
man’s neck was broken.

Then I heard the man with the
card-case speaking.

““It’s that young fool, Claiborne.
he said with an oath: and whether hix
anger was at his own narrow escape
from the speeding ecar, or at this eare-
less prodigality and waste of youth, I
could not tell; bnt T tarned to him
impatiently.

“Don’t be an ass,”” I eried. ‘I am
Claiborne. This fellow was chasing
me when he was wrecked.”’

But they didn’t seem to hear me.
and then the other one spoke.

““Yews, it’s. him, all right. It’s a
wonder he got out of our way at the
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speed he was traveling., Tearing along
like a crazy man on the highway, with
his muffler wide open, at a hundred
miles an hour! You could under-
stand it if he was racing now, but
there wasn’t another car in sight. Gee,
and lhe was twenty-one today.”’

I cried out to them again, but they
didn’t seem to hear me and turned
away. I then perceived another-of
the cards on the ground and picked
it up. It was my card.

And then I cried out in fright, far
now I knew why the dead man’s cloth-
ing and the dead man’s ring seemed
so familiar, ' ’

They were mine!

Then it was trie. There had been
no other ear. I had accidentally
opened the muffler of my own car
when shifting my seat, and I had been
ractng against myself! .

This day I had reached my majori-.
ty.
On this date I had become the abso-;
lute master of six millions of money,-

Yet this was death.

I was thie dead man.

Oh, my God, I am the dead man!



