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ARWICK put down his drink,

lighted a cigarette, looked

round the eclub smoking-

room to discover that, in our corner
at least, we were alone. Then, lean-
ing toward me, he asked in that
abrupt disturbing manner of his,
‘“What happened to Mendingham?”’
I was startled, the more so as at
that moment the threatening storm
broke with a streak of forked light-
ning and a clap of thunder that
seemed right overhead. Then the del-

nge eame.
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. Piecemeal
' by OSCAR 660K

ot “He slipped in a pool of blood that had
JUREE dripped from the severed head.”

1 looked at Warwick with a fecl-
ing of dismay, for I knew the cxpres-
sion on his face, the set of his lips
and jaw and the curious rigidity that
somehow seemed to stiffen even his
cars. There was no gainsaying him:
if he meant to learn Mendingham’s
fate, nothing I could say would put
him off ; also, as it happened, we both
had time hanging on our hands.

And yet——

It was on just such a night as this,
stormy, wild, ‘‘filthy’’ in sailor par-
lanee, that I found him. The memory
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of that discovery would uever die,
but a storm always accentuated it.

‘“What happened?’” Warwick re-
peated. ‘“‘Out with the story, for I
mean to know. I'm hard up for copy,
and the stream of ideas is low.
They're bread and butter to me in
the writing trade, so——"" The ges-
turc of his hands was more eloquent
than words.

1 signed to him to draw his chair
closer, and called a waiter to replen-
ish our glasses. Then, and not till
then, I began the story.

“I'm going to tell you, Warwick,”’
I began, ‘‘one of the most gruesome
stories the world has ever known.”’

He rubbed his hands together and
looked pleased.

“So gruesome,’”” I went on, ‘“that
I won’t even extract from you a
promise not to make use of it, for I
feel eertain you’ll never want to
write it up. You remember Greg-
oryt”’

“Yes,”” Warwick nodded, “‘Met
him quite a lot at one time. Then he
too seemed to fade away. He'd a
most wonderfully and gorgeously
heautiful wife.”’

*‘Exactly. She was the cause of
the mystery.’’

Warwick chuckled. ‘‘Then there
was a mystery! I thought so.”’

“Yes, but not in the way you
imagine. You went abroad a good
while before their divorce case.”’

““Cherchez la femme! 1 always
thought Gregory too careless and too
cold-blooded to have such an attrae-
tive piece of goods about., He was
asking for trouble.”’

‘‘Perhaps. But Mendingham was
after all his greatest friend,’’

‘¢ And thundering good-looking, with
ahtﬁ?lfing air and an eye for the ladies,
eh?’

‘“As you say, but that’s no excuse.
Mendingham was a friend of mine,
but I can’t hold him guiltless in this
gmtter. Some things just aren’t

one,”’

. and soda.
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*‘Such as?”’
*‘Making love to and ruuning off
with your best friend’s wife, even if

she weren’t happy with her hus-
band.’”’

Warwick gave vent to a low whistle,

‘“That was at the bottom of the
trouble, was it?’’ he stated, rather
than asked.

I nodded, and he went on: ‘““Well,
I’m not surprized. What did and still
does surprize me is how on earth Moy-
ra married Gregory. He was a queer
fish always: a great brain full of med-
icine and surgical ideas, but the cold-
est, most calculating human being
I've ever met—and I’ve traveled a
lot and met some. Ever seen him in
the operating-theater?’’

I started. He put the question with
that sudden disconcerting manner of
his. It almost made me think he knew
more than he admitted, while it
brought back with redoubled inten-
sity that awful final scene when—but
I’'m rattling on too fast.

Y took a long pull at my whisky
Warwick saw my agita-
tion and smiled.

“Don’t worry,’’ he said. ‘‘Tell me
the story in your own way. From
now on I’ll try and not interrupt.
but for heaven’s sake, man, keep the
tension strong and hot: at present
you’re about as exciting as Tenny-
son’s Brook.’’

T made no comment; the desire for
super-horrors among the present-day
host of sensation-mongers masquer-
ading as journalists—once members
of an honorable profession—is beyond
my power of speech.

Instead I settled down as comfort-
ably as my own prickly memories and
the raging storm would let me to tell
the story in my own way. And I must
admit that it was a relief to get the
gruesome tragedy off my chest; for
up to now I’d shared a solitary se-
cret, as the affair was somehow kept
out of the press.
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”GREGORY had planned a great
tour,’’ I began, ‘‘into the heart
of Dutch Borneo, one of the few
places of the earth today still really
unkmown. He was intrigued with the
idea of finding the race of natives, the
most backward in the world, which is
reputed to be possessed of tails not
less than three inches long, who live
in trees, and who still practise can-
nibalism. He was going alone; that
is, Moyra was not to acecompany him.
It was no journey for her.”’

Warwick smiled his eynical grin.
‘‘Mendingham’s opportunity.’’

I paid no heed. ‘‘Gregory was away
a little over a year. On his return he
wirelessed Moyra two days out of
Liverpool to meet him. She was not
at the qguayside when the steamer
berthed. Arrived in London, he went
straight to his house in Harley Street.
It was shut up and showed no sign
of life. He got in with his own key.
Most of the furniture was gone; only
his bedréom, econsulting-room and
smoking-room were furnished. The
house was otherwise completely
empty; more, it was thick with dust.
That night he slept at his elub and
early the next morning went round
to the house agents. They knew noth-
ing, save that the rent had been reg-
ularly paid by a check from the bank.
The bank and solicitors could be no
more explanatory or communicative.’’

I paused to light a cigarette and in
doing so took a long look at Warwick.
He was thrilled. There was no mis-
taking the expression of beatific glee
on his face as he listened to the sensa-
tional tragedy of his one-time friend.

‘“When did you learn all this?’’ he
asked.

“From Gregory himself,”” I an-
swered, having blown out the match.
‘I saw a lot of him in the time that
followed, when he was hunting for his
wife.”’

““And Mendingham?”’
pointedly asked.

» ‘‘That’s what gave him the clue.
Mendingham was absent quite a lot

Warwick

WEIRD TALES

trom his tavorite haunts, and when
they met he seemed distrait. What
gave Gregory an inkling was the fact
that Mendingham never once men-
tioned Moyra’s name, whereas pre-
viondly he had always asked after her
and joked zbout her being Beauty
and Gregory the Beast. Gregory put
a detective on to him. The rest was
easy. They were living together in a
min’ur.e lov.ely cottage in the New For-
est,”’

Warwick took a long gulp at his
drink.

“Cut the caekle and get to the
‘osses,”’ he mmapped, as he put the
glass down. ‘‘You ean skip the inter-
vening bit—I ecan find it any day in
the back files of any newspaper eater-
mg for the public that likes spice.
Like the little girl with her new story
book, I want to hear the end.”’

At that moment the little liking I
ever had for Warwick nearly died.
He was positively reveling in antiei-
patory horrors. It revolted me. Tt
was, however, my turn to smile.

**Yon’d search the papers in vain,"’
1 <aid, rather acidly. ‘‘The suit was
undefended, so there was nothing to
repmt, It was from that time on-
ward, though, that things began to
happen. In due time the decree was
made absolute and Mendingham and
Moyrze married and even talked of
coming back to town.”’

““And Gregory?’’ Warwick interpo-
lated witk: that almost fiendish quick-
ness of his for seizing upon the heart
of a stery.

“Gregory,”” 1 continued slowly,
‘‘was gradually becoming a recluse.
He gave up ecoming to the club, sold
the lezse of his house and acquired a
dilapidaied houseboat on a little-
known and unfrequented backwater
on the Thames. Here he ‘did’ for
himself, once a week brought his
stores from the village and in this se-
clusion wrote the magnum opus—an
account of hik Dutch Borneo trip.
From the point of view of ethnology,
it is woeurpessed,’’
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“You’ve read it?’’ Warwick shot
the question at me.

““Of course. Then for some time I
practically lost all touch with him,
though I occasionally saw the other
two, who were tremendously happy.
Moyra absolutely adored Mending-
ham. Then one day I heard from
Gregory that he was going abroad. I
asked him to dine with me on his last
night in England, but he refused and
I never saw him again, until——"’

Just then a terrific clap of thunder
made me start, and I spilt a lot of my
drink. Warwick was frankly impa-
tient.

““It is certain,”’ I continued, ‘‘that
he bought tickets for the Congo, but
whether he went is another matter.
All T know 1is that as far as I am con-
cerned, and others interested in him
also, he completely disappeared into
the blue.”

‘‘A monomaniae, nursing his griev-
ance,”’ Warwick sneered. ‘‘What an
end to a great brain! But where does
Mendingham fit in with all this?”’

His devilish persistence annoyed
me.

“I’'m coming to that now,’”’ I an-
swered, ‘‘only for God’s sake, don’t
interrupt. It was nearly three months
after Gregory supposedly went abroad
that Mendingham became missing.”’

‘“You mean dead?’’ Warwick
asked.

I turned on him in fury. “No!’’ I
snapped. ‘“I don’t. I mean missing.
He went out one morming as usual
and was never seen again.’’

‘““Never?”’” Warwick’s eves were
bulging out of his head and he was
breathing hard in his excitement.

““Not till T found him,”’ T answered
slowly, ‘‘or, to be accurate, his re-
mains—the little that was left of
him.”’

‘““A rotten mass of decomposing
flesh, or just dried bones?’’ Warwick
asked, almost licking his lips in ec-
stasy.

‘‘Neither,”” I rephied, and then
lapsed into silence as the poignant
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memory coupled with a nausea for
the human ghoul alongside me nearly
proved more than I could bear. At
length, however, I was able to con-
tinue, strengthened by the desire to
share, at last, my terrible secret.

‘““Moyra, as you may imagine, was
frantic, and the strain and suspense
nearly killed her. But she survived,
chiefly, I think, on account of an in-
domitable desire to get to the bottom
of the mystery. There was no ques-
tion, you must understand, of deser-
tion for another woman. Mending-
ham was this time really and truly in
love. I saw a lot of Moyra during
this time and helped all I could, but
all in vain. The police, the wireless,
the motor asseciations, all were roped
in: all did their utmost, but Mending-
ham was not to be found.”’

‘“Not a trace?’” Warwick’s tone was
a mixture of skepticism and glee.

‘““Not a trace, but rumors by the
score. He had been seen in every part
of England; every report and identi-
fication tallied, yet it was never he.
There must be hundreds of doubles in
the country, were it known.

€ HE next item of interest, at the

time seeming quite irrelevant,
was Gregory’s return. This was about
a month—a little less perhaps—after
Mendingham's disappearance. Though
not really sociable as of old, he was
not so hermit-like as before he went
abroad. He took a room at his club
and was seen mow and again about
town — a theater, an exhibition and
such like—but he still owned the
househoat, where he admitted to
spending a lot of time.

‘¢ About three days after his return,
Moyra telephoned me. She was hys-
terical; that was clear over the wire.
She wanted me to go round to her at
once, she had a—I never heard what,
for her voice died away in a choking
groan. I hurried round. She was be-
side herself. She couldn’t speak, but
with white frozen face, with wide
open eyes and bloodless lips, she
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pointed to a parcel that lay open on
the divan in her drawing-room. I
crossed over and picked it up; then,
although braced up for something un-
canny or dangerous like a bomb or a
snake, I dropped it with a startled
cry, for it contained—a hand.”’

‘““Just one?’’ There was actually
disappointed interest in Warwick’s
tone.

““God, man!’’ I burst out. ‘‘Wasn’t
that enough to send by post? A dried,
fleshless, skinless hand. Imagine
Moyra opening it! The shock, and
then—and this is the awful part of
it—finding it to be Mendingham’s
hand, with his signet ring, one she
had given him, on the little finger.”’

For the fraction of a second I no-
ticed Warwick wilt; then he was him-
self again.

“‘Nothing else inside?’’ he asked.
‘“Not even the usual printed note or
mystic sign?’’

‘‘Not a line—just the hand and the
ring. I got someone to come and stay
with Moyra, collected the parcel and
its gruesome contents and took them
to Scotland Yard. That’s all there
was to be done: all they could do.
There wasn’t a fingerprint or clue,
though the postmark was Balham.’’

‘““What next?’’ Warwick inquired,
and I was glad to notice even he was
a little subdued.

“‘A week later,”’ I continued, after
following his example and emptying
my glass, ‘‘Moyra received another
parcel. This one contained the other
hand, and Mendingham’s fountain
pen — his initials were on the gold
band and Moyra had no doubts in
identifying it. Tt had been posted in
a W. C. distriet and bore the label of
a shop at which she had the day be-
fore bought some wool. So when she
opened it she was not suspicious.”’

““‘She sent for you?”’

I nodded.

“And you? What did you do?”’
Warwick asked, with hardly sup-
pressed excitement,
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‘*Same a9 before,”’ I replied. ‘‘ And
the result was the same: no clues.’’

‘“‘But she was being watched?”’
Warwick’s tone was vibrant. ‘ The
rest was easy.”’

‘“‘That’s what the police thought,
but they made a mistake. How could
they watch everybody who came into
contact with Moyra or passed her in
a shop, in a train, on a bus? There
were a hundred people a day to watch.
They had to give it up. Moyra went
away to the country, and for a month
nothing happened. I had to stay in
town and, as it chanced, twice met
Gregory, but we never mentioned the
subject. When Mendingham first dis-
appeared, he had made some quite
appropriate remarks, but naturally it
wasn’t for me to refer to the subject.”’

‘“‘Hardly!”’ Warwick offered me a
cigarette, and threw away an un-
lighted one that he had chewn to hits.

““Then,’’ I continued, ‘‘Moyra re-
ceived a foot by post—the other foot
by special messenger. She was nearly
mad, and I don’t wonder. Then the
right forearm and later the left leg
to above the knee, and in each case a
little personal belonging of Mending-
ham’s was included, though there was
no need for such refinement of
cruelty.”’

‘““Pointing the moral with a ven-
geance, what ’’ Warwick said a little
unsteadily.

‘““Exactly. But the last parcel
proved too much. Moyra collapsed

-and was taken to a nursing-home and

from there to a lunatie asylum, where
her one idea is that she is the farm-
er’s wife, her one cry and plea is for
a carving-knife, and her only exercise
running after ‘three blind mice’.”’
I PAUSED and put my hand up to my
eyes—I was fond of Moyra, and
had once been more than that. For a
little while only the thunder rumbled
and the lightning eracked, while the
rain sizzled down. Then Warwick

broke the silenece.
‘“Tg that all?’’ he asked.
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1 took my band from my eyes. ““I1
wish to God it wezel’’ 1 cried. ““Do
you want the rest?’”’

“““You may as well get it off your
chest,”’ he answered quietly. “‘But
it’s the toughest, saddest story I ever

heard.”’
" I:pulled myself together. There
“#vagn’t much more to fell and 1I"d get
it over and then we eonld have another
drink.

- ““Well, from the time Moyra went
irito the nursmg—home, the parcels
sto%?ed coming. She had letters, even
asylum, but no more gruesome
_parcels. Suddenly that fact struck
me, and the one word Revenge,
blaged into my mind.”
“‘Gregory!”’ The word was a
breathless whisper from Warwick.
‘““Yes. That’s how Isaw it. He was
eold-bloeded, but in & possessive man-
ner he had loved Moyra. She and
Mendingham had, vulgarly speaking,
‘done him down.” He would be re-
venged on both—a eruel, subtle, lin-
gering revenge. Then came anether
thought. Was Mendingham by any
chance alive? Gregory was a surgeon,
one of the eleverest of his day. Men-
dingham had never been found, and
no vital part of his body had been

contained in those parcels. Another -

point in favor of this idea, mad as it
seemed, was the lapse of time between
the receipt of the parcels. It would
have given Mendingham time to get
strong enough to bear another opera-
tion.

““That very day I was dining with
Gregory, the first meal we’d had to-
gether since he had gone abroad. Cas-
ually, I noticed that he missed the
meat course, but in every other way
made a good meal. I referred to Men-
dingham, but he was merely polite. I
mentioned Moyra, but he would not
be drawn. Then we fell to discussing
his book. Ower this he became thor-
oughly enthusiastic, and commemica-
tive. He waxed emphatic on the
morality of those matives, who, he
maintained, neither lied nor stole and
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who considered adultery the deadliest
sin. Murder with them was a just
punishment, if any erime deserved it.
They were, according to him, net im-
moral but unmoral, and to emphasize
the point he referred to a particularly
nasty divorce case which was at the
time something of a couse celebre. “In
such a case——’ he began, then sud-
denly stopped, passed a hand wearily
over his head and went deadly white.
After a minute or two, he got up,
made an exense about having forgot-
ten an appeintment, and hurriedly
left the elub. I was frankly curiems
and full of my idea, se I decided to
try and follow him. It was a ghastly
night, raining hell-for-leather, thum-
dering and lightning.’’

“‘Like this?’’ Warwick was sitting
bolt upright and his hands gripped
his knees so tightly that the knuckles
shone white.

‘““Worse,”’ I answered, and went on.
“1 got to the backwater by the house-
boat an hour and a half later and
there met a check. Gregory crossed
to the far side in a dinghy. I had no
means of getting over. It took me half
an hour to find a boat and another
quarter to row upstream, but even-
tnally 1 got alongside. In one window
through the gaps of closely drawn
curtains I conld see a light. I had no
need to go quietly, for the storm’
drowned all noise. I erept on deck
and tried to peer in, but all 1 could
see was an empty corner of a room.
Yet I waited, fascinated, glued to the
spot. Then I became conscious of a
smell—a cooking, roasting smell, and
in a lull of the storm I could have
sworn that I heard a horrible laugh.

““I never quite knew how long I
waited, but suddenly I became aware
of the most severe cramp. I tried to
move, my leg refused to support me
and I fell with a crash against the
long French window. The lateh failed
to withstand the shoek and 1 was
pitehforked into the room. In an in-
stant I was on my feet, cramp or no
cramp, and was standing face to face
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with Gregory, who looked like an in-
carnate fiend.

‘‘Behind him was an old-fashioned
open grate, built in the far side of the
houseboat. The fire was burning, a
big glowing mass now, and on a huge
grid  was what I took to be a side or
half-side of beef.””

For a second I paused to moisten
my lips. Warwick’s face was ghastly
to look at and from his parched mouth
he just managed to gasp, ‘‘Goon!”’

‘““Without a word Gregory sprang
at me with a huge butcher-lmife in
his hand. Somehow I dodged him
and it, and as I sidestepped I struck
him with all my force. He fell down,
completely stunned. That he was mad,
I realized ahmost at once—almost as
quickly as I realized he had something
in the houseboat he wished to hide.
‘What?”’

““Mendingham?’’ Warwick whis-
pered through trembling lips.

For a moment I eould not answer,
All T was capable of, so acute was
memory, was to nod. Then at last 1
found my voice.

‘‘That joint roasting over the fire
was Mendingham—all that was left
of him—his trunk. Hanging from the
roof like a round ball of fly-paper was
his severed head. God! but it was
awful—utter hell. I was sick. Just as
I recovered, Gregory came to. He
staggered up, first to his knees, then
to his feet, laughing and chuckling all
the time, He came slowly toward me,

/ /ﬂflg &=
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while I waited. Nearer he came,
nearer, the long knife in his hand. 1
was frozen with fear and sheer hor-
ror. Nearer, two more paces and—
he slipped in a pool of blood on the
floor that had dripped from the newly
severed head, and fell face downward
into the fire,”’

*“Yes?”’ In his excitement War-
wick had clutched both of my wrists
and his eyes were burning into mine.
‘““What next?”’

“I had no time to think,”’ I whis-
pered hoarsely. ‘‘It was my chance.
My life or his, and he was mad, and a
cannibal. There was no doubt of this.
1 put my foot on the back of his head
and pressed and pressed.’’

Warwick let go my wrists and a
great sigh escaped him.

“Good man!”’ he said at last.
‘““You’ve got pluck! What about the
rest? You couldn’t leave it at that?”’

‘“No,’’ 1 answered, ‘‘for my own
sake as well as for his. I looked
around and found two kerosene tins,
full. T used them and put a match to
the lot. But before doing so I saw
Gregory’s book lying open on a table
in another roam. A passage was un-
derlined, the passage in which he said
the only time he found those natives
addicted to cannibalism was as a
solemn ritual. It was the tribal pun-
ishment for adultery and——"’

‘Warwicek put out a hand.

‘‘Enough,’’ he said. ‘‘For hcaven’s
sake, man, order another drink!’’
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