A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL

. REGISTERED IN US. PATENT OFFICE -

Volume 27 CONTENTS FOR JANUARY, 1936 Number 1
CoverDesign . . . . . . . . . . ¢+ .+ 42 « « « . . M. Brundage

Hlustrating a scene in "A Rival from the Grave”

A Rival fromtheGrave . . . . . . . . . . . . .Seabury Quinn 2

A 1ale of creeping borror shat rises 10 a climax of sheer terror—an exploit of Jules de Grandin

TheSatnMask . . . . . . . . . . . . . . August W.Derleth 25

W bat weird doom made the wearing of that mask so deadly?—a strange and eery story

HorrorInsured . . . . . . . « + + « « « « « « . PaulEmst 34

Another amazing story abows Dactor Satan, the world’s weirdest criminal

In Davy Jones’'s Locker. . . . . . . . . . . . . Alfredl. Tooke 52

Verse

TheDarckland . . . . ... ... ...+« . .. .C.L Moore 53

A story about an eldritch woman, so gruesome, so deadly that only the pen of C. L. Moore can
describe ber

The Hour of the Dragon (part2) . . . . . . . . .Robert E. Howard 72

A vivid weird novel of a thousand thrills—a 1ale of Conan the barbarian

GrayGhosts . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clarence Edwin Flynn 105

Verse

Rendezvous. . . . « « « 4« « « « « « « « « . Richard H. Hart 106

The story of a ghostly ferry-boat on the Mississippi, and an engineer who refxsed to drink
ReturntoDeath . . . . . . . . . . . . . J Wesley Rosenquest 111

A weird tale about a man suspected of being a vampire

They . . . . . . . . . . . . . . « . RobertBarbour Johnson 115
A dreadful borror waited on the stone slab in Dead Man’s Canyon

Weird Story Reprint:
Dagon . . . . . «. « « « « .« « « HP Lovecraft 118

. L]
early issue

An eldritch tale from an of WEIRD TALE
The Eyrie . . . . . . . . ¢ . 0 e a0 e e e e e e .. 124

The veaders of this magazine express their opinions

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 East Washington Street, 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. Subjscription rates: Onec year in the United States and possessions, Cuba, Mexico, South America, Spain, $2.50;
Canada, $2.75; elsewhere, $3.00. English office: Otis A. Kline, c/o John Paradise, 86 Strand, W. C. 2, London. The pub-
lishers are not re?onsible 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 protccled by copyright and must not be rcproduced either wholly or in
part without permission from the publishers.

NOTE—AIl manuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’ Chicago office at 840 North Michigan
Avenue, Chicago, Ill. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright 1936, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company. q@“
COPYRIGHTED IN GAEAT BRITAIN

WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH
wW.T—1 1



endezvous

By RICHARD H. HART

The story of a ghostly ferry-boat on the Mississippi, and an
engineer who would not take a drink

“TELL Marcel I said to hang on—
that if he lets go I'll kick the
daylights out of him! I'll be
there as soon as possible.”

Doctor Dumont spoke earnestly, al-
though his words were light; they were
meant to encourage the sufferer, to stiff-
en the will-power which alone could
whip on the flagging heart undl his ar-
rival.

The doctor hung up the receiver with
fingers slightly trembling and snatched
his medicine case from a chair. He
opened the little bag and glanced within
it to make sure that his needle-set and a
plentiful supply of digitalis were in their
places. Then he seized his hat and
rushed from the house; a moment’s delay
might mean victory for his andent enemy,
Death.

A plan of action—the only plan that
might succeed—had popped into his head
at old Etienne’s first words. Etienne had
said: “"Mist' Favret is tak’ bad, Mist’
Doct’! T'ink probabl’ you bette’ come
quick!” Etienne was.only an unschooled
Cajun, who "cou'n’ read one w'd, if he’s
big as box-ca’"—but he loved Marcel
Favret even as Doctor Dumont loved
him, and there had been an agony of fear
in his voice. The doctor had decided in-
stantly that he must catch the westbound
train.

The difficulty was that the train had
already left New Orleans. It was at that
very moment aboard the huge iron ferry-
barge being shoved across the Mississippi
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by a pufing tug. Doctor Dumont would
have to catch it, if at all, somewhere
along the opposite bank.

As ill-luck would have it, he had
chosen that particular week to have his
car overhauled. He could telephone for a
taxi, of course, but at that evening rush-
hour too many precious minutes might
elapse before it arrived. The street-cars
were reasonably fast and dependable, and
he knew that he could afford to run no
risks. He would take one.

An up-river Magazine car rumbled to
a stop just as he reached the corner, and
he swung thankfully aboard. The decision
as to which ferry to choose had been
made for him; he would cross the river
at Walnut Street, and try to catch the
train at Westwego.

Unconsciously, he seated himself at the
extreme front of the car, as if to be that
much closer to his goal. Marcel Favret
was his life-long companion and dearest
friend, and his patient only incidentally.
Favret, suffering an unexpected rclapse,
needed the administration of digitalis
most acutely, and only Doctor Dumont
might ascertain from his symptoms the
exact dosage which would save him.

There was not the slightest use in look-
ing at his watch, but the doctor found
himself doing so constantly. At each sin-
gle tap of the conductor’s bell, demand-
ing a stop, he ground his teeth impatient-
ly. Each double tap, signaling renewed
progress, caused him a sigh of relief. He
must—he muss—arrive in time.
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Then, only five minutes’ ride from
Walnut Street, Disaster showed its ugly
face. The street-car’s bell emitted a
shower of angry clangs; the motorman
whirled back the controller and threw on
the brakes. The car ground to a stop.

Doctor Dumont was on his feet in-
stantly, trying to beat down a great surge
of despair.

There was no need to ask questions.
Squarely across the track sprawled a huge
tank-truck with one wheel missing and a
rear axle gouged into the pavement. The
street-car was effectively blocked.

H:TING without volition, the doctor
leaped down from the car and
started walking rapidly along the street.
The outraged passengers behind him
might expostulate with motorman and
truck-driver until they were tired; it
would do them no good. As for him, he
must catch the west-bound train across
the river.

He had covered nearly two blocks at 2
furious pace when he realized the futility
of his course. He couldn’t walk to Wal-
nut Street in less than twenty minutes,
and he knew that his old legs would carry
him less than half the distance if he at-
tempted to run. He must find some
other way.

At the corner, he turned abruptly to
the left and made his way toward the
Mississippi. He would have to find a
boatman to ferry him across; surely there
were motorboats in plenty along the
levee. A motorboat he must have, for the
river was high and its rushing current
would carry a skiff too far downstream in
the crossing. Even now, he could hear in
the still night air the whistle of the train
as it left Gretna. And he must carch that
train,

The thought galvanized his tired legs;
he crossed Water Street at a trot. He
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dashed between rows of mean shanties
and found himself upon a crumbling
wharf. As he paused for breath, his gaze
automatically wandered out across the
swirling water.

Abruptly, he dashed a hand across his
eyes as if to brush away an impossible
sight. He had exerted himself too much,
he thought. Otherwise how could be be
seeing a steam ferry-boat at this point?
Surely he wasn't as ignorant of New Or-
leans as all that!

But the sight remained, and to his ears
came the confirmatory pow-pow-pow of
the stern-wheeler. In eager amazement he
heard the jangling of the pilot’s bell and
watched the boat glide smoothly up to
the landing-stage. A moment more and
he had sprung aboard.

The ferry-boat remained at the land-
ing-stage for a minute or so, its huge
paddle-wheel turning over at half speed.
But no other passenger came aboard, and
presently the bell jangled again and the
boat swung out into the current. The
paddle-wheel churned with an acceler-
ating thythm as the black water swirled
past and the crumbling wharf fell far-
ther and farther back into the darkness.

As suspense and excitement subsided
within him, Doctor Dumont realized that
the air off the river was something more
than chilly. He tutned up his coat-collar
and stepped through the door of the en-
gine-room in search of warmth. He
recognized the possibility that this was
against the rules, but the fact that there
were no other passengers aboard em-
boldened him. The little infraction
would surely be overlooked.

“Pretty cool, tonight,” he remarked to
the engineer.

" The engineer nodded without speak-
ing. He was a big-framed man with an
immense red nose. One of his legs had
been cut off just below the knee and the’
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missing portion had been replaced with
an old-fashioned, hand-carved wooden
peg. It struck the deck with a dull thump
whenever he moved about.

Doctor Dumont’s feeling of relief im-
pelled him to be sociable. He drew out
his emergency flask.

“Prescription  liquor — twelve years
old,” he said. "Have a drink with me.”

He was wholly unprepared for the
change which came suddenly aver the en-
gineer. The fellow’s eyes opened wide,
his nostrils dilated, and his lips drew
back from yellow teeth in a grimace of
frightful rage. He took two steps for-
ward and raised a ham-like fist. Doctor
Dumont backed prudently through the
door without stopping to argue; he had
seen madness often enough to recognize
the gleam from those wild eyes.

At that moment came a fortunate
diversion. The bell overhead clattered
loudly, and the engineer sullenly allowed
his arm to fall, then went back to his
levers. Doctor Dumont replaced his flask
and hastened around to the opposite side
of the deck. The crossing was at an end.

NARROW lane bordered with tall
weeds diverged from the levee, and
the doctor made his way along it at a
brisk walk. A hundred yards farther
along, he found himself at the highway.
Roaring up the pavement came a west-
bound bus; frantically the doctor flagged
it down. Only when he was safely aboard
did he realize that he had not paid his
ferry-fee: in his haste he must somehow
have missed the ticket office. He made a
mental note to drop by sometime and pay
the delinquent fare; notwithstanding the
mad engineer, that had been one trip
which was certainly worth the money.
He caught the train at Westwego with
only seconds to spare. An hour later he
was descending from it at the little town

WEIRD TALES

where he had practised for so many years,
and where his patient awaited him. He
hoped fervently that he would be in time.

Etienne met him at the station with a
little automobile; it seemed to the doctor
that the wheezy motor quivered with im-
patience.

“How’s Marcel?”” he demanded as he
climbed in.

“Wo'se,” said Etienne. "I promise Je
bon Saint can’le long’s my a'm if he's
get bette’—but he’s wo’se.” He fed more
gasoline to the now roaring motor.

The little car shot forward along the
dark road and began a nerve-torturing
race. It turned unbanked curves on
slithering tires and missed trees, fence-
posts and culverts by inches. At last
Etienne threw his weight on the brakes
and racked it to a stop.

Both men were out of the car before
it had ceased to vibrate, and Etienne led
the way into the house. They found Mar-
cel Favret unconscious, and the old Cajun
went down on his knees beside the bed
as the doctor fumbled with the latch of
his medicine case.

“I'm just in time,” the doctor mut-
tered, fitting needle to syringe with prac-
tised speed. “Thirty minutes more—per-
haps even fifteen — and Marcel would
bhave been done for. That ferry-boat
came like a dispensation.”

It was a long, tense fight, and al-
though Doctor Dumont prided himself
on his freedom from superstition he more
than once seemed to feel the air about
him stirred by unseen wings as he la-
bored and watched over his patient.
There was an acrid taste in his mouth,
and it was as if restraining hands tugged
at his every muscle. Never had his
enemy appeared so loth to relinquish a
victim.

But skill and devotion triumphed at
last, and the presence of Death was no
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longer felt in the room. The patient was
breathing quietly and regularly when
Doctor Dumont signed to Etienne to ac-
company him from the bedchamber.

“He needs nothing but sleep, now,"”
said the doctor as he closed the door be-
hind them. “And, while he’s getting it,
maybe you could scrape me up a sand-
wich. I've eaten nothing since noon.”

“You bet,” Etienne said, his brown old
face aglow with gratitude and admiration.
I fix you somet’ing bette’. I fix you nice
om’lette an’ drip you pot café. Good
souper fo' good doct’.”

They went out into the kitchen, and
while he skilfully cracked eggs and
dropped them from their shells into an
earthenware bowl Etienne asked the doc-
tor how he had managed to catch the
train. Doctor Dumont settled himself
comfortably at the table, then recounted
his difficulties and told of how they had
been overcome.

ETIENNE shredded a clove of garlic and
added it to the eggs. “You say you
catch de ferie somew'ere aroun’ State
Street o' Jeffe’son Av'nue?”’ he asked,
“You certain it not Napoleon o' Wal-
nut?”

“Absolutely,” the doctor assured him.
*I didn't notice the name of the street,
but there was a box-factory alongside the
wharf where I caught the boat, and
there’s no such factory at either Walnut
Street or Napoleon Avenue. I know that
much about the city.”

“Hoh —de box-fact'ry ferie/’ ex-
claimed Etienne. He thoughtfully added
salt, pepper, tabasco and fresh basil leaves
to the mixture in the bowl. ‘You say de
enginee’ had a wooden leg?”

“Yes. And, if you ask me, the old
devil’s crazy as a bat.”

“Hmmm. Maybe. Hmmm.” Etienne
whisked the omelette to a creamy froth,
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then turned it into a skillet under which
a low fire burned. “You want I should
tell you 'bout one-leg’ enginee’ w'ich
wo'k on box-fact'ry ferie?”’

“Go ahead,” said Doctor Dumont, his
eyes on the omelette.

Etienne chuckled.
cook slow,” he said.

He put a lid on the skillet and took up
a small coffee-pot.

It all happen’ W'ile I living in Nyaw-
lins,” he began. *T living on Magazine
Street, an’ wo'king ove’ at sirop fact'ry.
I have to cross rive’ two time eve'y day
on box-fact’ry ferie. FEnginee’ on boat
name’ Leblanc. Big man wit’ red head.”

“The engineer on the boat tonight had
red hair,” put in Doctor Dumont, look-
ing up momentarily.

"Yeah?” The old Cajun poured boil-
ing water over the dark-roasted coffee
and chicory and set the pot on the badk of
the stove to drip. He resumed:

“Enginee’ Leblanc like w'isky too
much. All time he have bottle in’s pock-
et. Drink, drink, drink; all day long.
Not get so ve'y dronk, but drink too
much. One day he’s not pay 'tention to
pilot’s bell, an’ not reverse hengine quick
‘nough—bump landing float ha’'d. Ca-
bam! Leblanc’ own brothe’ is was stand-
ing on float, waiting fo' ferie; bump
make him fall off an’ drown.”

"You mean that he caused his own
brother to drown?"’ demanded the’ doctor.

“Yeah. He's brothe® is can swim, but
bump head on piling, is knock out. Neve'
come up. Dey is not find him fo' two

hou’s.

“Did that stop the engincer’s drink-
ing?"

"Non!’ snorted Etienne. *'Not'ing is
stop him drinking. Two week afte” he's
brothe' drown, he drinking some mo’ an’
put's foot unde’ connecting-rod. Bam!

“A hom'lette mus’
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Mash foot comme ¢a!” He crushed one
of the egg-shells in his brown fist.

“I see,” said the doctor. “Gangrene—
and amputation. That is how he acquired
his wooden leg. What happened then?”

“One night w'ile he's in Ihépital he's
brothe” come to him an’ tell him

“You mean another brother?”’ inter-
rupted the doctor.

Eticnne folded the omelette dexterous-
ly and transferred it to a platter. He
poured out a cup of coffee and set plat-
ter and cup before the doctor before he
spoke.

“Non. Same brothe’. Brothe’ tell him
if he's not stop drinking so much w'isky
he’s going be sorry. Going be sorry
long’s he's live—an’ lots longe’.”

"Wait a minute!” exclaimed the doc-
tor, pausing in the act of putting his fork
into the savory omelette. “You're getting
all mixed up. First you say his brother
was drowned, and then you say his broth-
er came to him while he was in the hos-
pital. I don’t understand what you
mean.

“Maybe you un’c’stan’ mo’ bette’ w'en
I'm finish’,” Etienne returned. ““Wen
Leblanc get out of /hépital, wit' he’s
wooden leg, de ferze comp’ny is not want
him to wo'k fo’ dem some mo’. But he’s
tell 'em he's going get lawye'—bigges’
lawye’ in Nyawlins—an’ sue ‘em fo' big
dommage fo' lose’s leg in accident. Den
ferie comp’ny is say he can go back to
wo'k if he's not sue ‘em,
drink much fo' one-two

“He's not
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week afte” he's go back to wo'k. Den one
day he’s got he's bottle again, an’ a big
crowd of people is going ove’ rive' to
ball-game. Mus’ be dey is hund’ed men
an’ women on ferfre-boat. Leblanc is
drink too much, an’ not watch he’s wate'-
gage. Steam-gage go all way round. Den
Leblanc is tu'n mo’ wate’ into boile’—an’
she’s blow up.  Ca-bam! People dat's
nat kill’ is drown’. Eve’y one. Leblanc
too.”

“Another kind of drunken driver,”
commented Doctor Dumont, turning
from Eticnne and attacking the omelette
with vast appetite. It was a good story,
all right, but you got mixed up about the
brother who was drowned coming to the
hospital. The way you told it, it seemed
as if he came to the hospital after he was
drowned.”

“'He did come afte’ he's drown’.”

The doctor swallowed a huge draft of
the Dblack Louisiana coffee, wiped his
mouth, and set down the cup with an air
of satisfaction. Then he said reproach-
fully:

"I'm surprized at you, Etienne: telling
me a story like that. What did I ever do
to deserve it?”’

“Do?" echoed the old Cajun, shrilly.
“W'at you do? You tell me you cross de
rive’ tonight on box-fact’ry ferie, between
Walnut an’ Napoleon—di'n’t you? It's
twenty-fi’ yea's, dis ve'y mont’, dat Engi-
nee’ Leblanc is blow up boat wit” hund’ed
people on him—an’ dey ain’ been no
stecam-ferie on dat pa't of de rive’ since!”




