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@/paawn of the Green Abyss

BY C. HALL THOMPSON

I

AM not writing this to save my life.
When I have set down, in the sanity
of plain English, the strange story of

Heath House, this manuscript will be sealed

in an envelope, to be opened only after my °

execution. Perhaps then the¢ accounts that
have filled the papers during my imprison-
ment and "trial- will be more easily under-
stood. Today, in his effective baritone, the
attorney-for-the-State told. a mixed jufy:
“This man, Doctor James Arkwright, is the
cold-blooded murderer of his wife, Cassan-
dra, and her unborn child. You have seen
the evidence, ladies and gentlemen; you
have seen the murder gun. The State and
the voice of the dead woman demand that
this killer pay the extreme penalty.” It was
a very forceful plez; I could not have asked
better. You see, I want to die. That is
why this will not be read until the prison
medico has pronounced me dead of a
broken.neck. If it were read while 1 lived,
I might never be granted the release; the
nothingness of immediate death; instead, I
should spend endless, remembering years
in the State Asylum for the Criminally In-
sane.

Do not misunderstand me. No feeling
of remorse prompts me to seek forgetful-
ness. Should all this happen again—God
forbid!—I know [ should do the same. 1
destroyed Cassandra because it was the only
thing left to do. Undoubtedly that sounds
callous, but when I have told the entire,
horrible story, it will seem -the inevitible
concluston -of a sane man. For, I am sane.
There were timesswhen I doubted my senses
during those ghastly months on Kalesmouth

Strand, but, now, I can only say I am con-
vinced. I know what I saw and heard, and
I pray God no other mortal will ever be
cursed with such a revelation. There are
things beyond the veil of human under-
standing, strange, antedeluvian monsttosi-
ties-that stalk the shadows, pteying on dark,
lost minds, waiting at the rim of the Green
Abyss to claim their own. These are the
things I must escape. Aad, for the mind
that has come to realize their existence, the
only avenuc of retrcat lies through the quiet
labyrinths of death.

Haunting, half-facctious dribblings of
truth have sceped into the feature stoties
which various local newspapers ran on the
trial. The Kenicott Examiner mentions
briefly the strange manner in which Lazanis
Heath died; a precocious ycung reporter
who visited ancient Heath House in Kales-
mouth makes note of the nauseous .efluvia
that hung like a caul over the staircasc, lead-
ing to the chamber where I shot my wife;
he mentions, too, a trail of dried sea brine
which streaked the floor of the entrance-
hall, and the carpeting of that same stair-
way. Those were only thoughtless ripples
on the loathsome, scummed surface of
abominable truth. They did not touch upon
the fluting, hypnotic music that echoed in
those ‘decadent halls; they did not date to
dream of the slobbering, gelatinous horror
that seethed by night from sightless, watecry
depths to reclaim its own. These are the
things of which -only I ‘may speak; the
others: who witnessed them are mercifully
dead.

IN THE night, lying on the hard sticki-
ness of my prison cot, stating into

Heading by BORIS DOLGOYV

An accursed bouse, a soul that is no longer one's own—and a

boundless doom that comes from the sea. .




soundless dark, I sometimes wonder
whether T would havé gone to Kalesmouth
last fall, had I guessed at the horror that
awaited me. All and all, I think I would.
For, at that time, I should -have scoffed at

such lcgends as haunted the antiquated vil-
lage sprawled on_a forlorn peninsula off
New Jersey's Northeastern coast. As a medi-
cal man, and a mildly successful brain
surgeon, 1 would have set them down to
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antique folk-lore whispered by wintry fire-
sides, told in the ghostly tongue of supersti-
tious nonagenarians. 'Then, too, there were
brief moments with Cassandra that were
worth any price 1 had to pay; and, had I
not goné to Kalesmouth, I should never
have found her.

As things were, I suspected nothing. Dur-
ing that summer, I had been exceptionally
active, and, my profession being as exact-
ing as it is, toward the cnd of September
I began to feel the effects. The only answet
to the problem of a surgeon’s trembling

Ningers is a complete rest. I do not know
what prompted my selection of Kales-
mouth; it was not a resort. But, then, I did
not want amuscment. When I saw that

advertisement of a cottage to let in the-

seclusion of a rocky-coasted seaboard
town, it seemed ideal. From childhood I
had loved the salt-freshness of the Atlantic.
Today, when I think of the greenish- waves
smashing at the beach, clutching it with
watery fingers, I can never repress a shud-
dering chill. s

Kalesmouth is little more than a sprin-
kling of cottages with a single general-store
and 2 population in the low ffties. The

small white houses are scattered along. a

narrow finger of sand-and-rock laad that
juts defiantly eastward into the sea. Thete
is water on three sides and a single high-
way to the mainland. The people talk little
to strangers, and one senses an aura of great
antiquity in the solitary sun- and sea-swept
life they Jead. 1 will not say 1 noticed any
sign of evil in the secluded settlement, but
there was an air of trémendous, brooding
age and loneliness about the homes and the
people alike; the land. itself seemed. dry
and barren, a forgotten relic of eirlier, more
fruitful days.

But quiet and rest were what I needed
after the strenuous turmoil of antiseptic-
choked  corridors' -and  operating  amphi-
theaters, Certainly, no town could offer
better chance for these than did Kales-
mouth, redolent as it was of a Victorian era
when life moved through leisurely, hidden
channels. My cottage was small but com-
fortable, and Eb Linder, taciturn, wind-
dried prpp:ic.tor of the general-store, helped
me lay in a2 good supply of staple foods.
Long, salt-aired days were spent wandering

the bleached stretch of a rocky shorelige,
and in the evenings I turned to my collec
tion of books. 1 saw few people and talked
with fewer. Once or twice, when we
chanced to meet at Linder’s store, T spoke
to Doctor Henry Joycé Ambler, Kales-
mouth’s only general practitioner. Hc was
a florid, white-haited individual, full of
shop-talk of the sort I was trying to escape.
I'm afraid I may have been rather rude to
him, for in those first ‘days, 1 was still
ovei-wrought and in need of relaxation.
Gradually, however, I d. fted into a soft,
thoughtful mood; I became more interested
in my surroundings.

CANNOT be certain when it was that
I first noticed the house. Looking back,
I should say that, somehow, I must have
been vaguely aware of it from the start.
The main window of my small sitting-room
looked eastward to the aqua-marine cxpanse
of the.Atlantic. Situated as it was,_at the
approximate center of the narrow peninsula
of Kalesmouth, my cottage commanded 2
view of the long earth-finger that -pointed
so boldly into the sea. Between me and the
extreme point of land, a few stray cottages
sprawled haphazardly, but there was no sign
of habitation within a' good half-mile of
the land-edge on which the house stood.
The fact that it was a house, set it apart
in-Kalesmouth., All the others were clap-
board bungalows of only one story. In the
sea-misted cvenings, 1 was wont to sit for
hours by my eastward casement, staring at
the vast, gray bulk of it. It was like some-
thing from another acon, a tottering, de-
cayed .remnant of the nighted past. Massive
and -rambling, with countless gables aad
cupolas, its small-paned, murky windows
winking balefully at the setting sun, set as
it was on the extreme lip of the land, it
seemed somchow more of the cloying sca
than of solid soil. An ectoplasmic nimbus
clung thickly to battered. towers whose
boarded embrasures argued desertion. I
noticed that the Sea-gulls circled the ancient
monument warily; birds did oot nest in
the crumbling age-webbed eaves. Over the
whole dream-like vision hung an atmos-
phere of remoteneéss that was vaguely tinged
with fear and repulsion; it was a thing that
whispered of forgotten -evils, of lost and
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buried blasphemies. The ficst time I caught
myself thinking thus, I laughed away the
sensation and decided that my solitary so-
journ was beginning to work on my im-
agination. But, the feeling persisted, and
in the end, my curiosity-won. I began to
ask questions during my infrequent visits
to the store.

Silent as Eb Linder habitually was, I
sensed an abrupt withdrawal in him when
I mentioned the house at land’s end. He
continued weighing out my rough-cut to-
bacco, and spoke without looking at me.

“You don’t wanta know about Heath
House, Doc. Folks hercabouts ain’t got
nothin’ to do with it. ., .”

Sullen warning chatged his level tone. I
smiled but a small shiver, trickled along
my ncck. I looked across the store to where
Doc Ambler stood, his white mane bent in-
tently over one of the latest magazines, His
head came up; the usual smile had gone out
of opaque eyes.

“Lazarus Heath lives there, Doctot,” he
mucmured. “Very much the recluse.”

“Which is jest as well fer us,” Linder
put in cryptically. Ambler nodded and went
back to his rcading.

It was at that point that I became aware
of ithe disheveled, weather-beaten creature
in the doorway. I had seen Soily-Jo befote,
wandering the sand-and-stone wastelands of
the beach, You will find one such outcast
in every small town, I suppose. A slow-
witted, distorted brute, with matted blond-
gray hair, he combed the shores night and
day, ambling aimlessly from spot to spot,
sleeping in the lea of some jutting rock.
He ate where and as he found food. Al-
ways before, the sad, baby-B5lue eycs turned
on me had held a vacant starc, but, now, as
Linder gave him his daily free bottle of
milk, Solly-Jo was gazing at me with some-
thing like sharp understanding in his
phlegmatic face. We did not speak further
of Heath House, but when I left the store,
Solly-Jo slowly followed. He caught up
with me and shuffled at my side, smiling
vaguely for a time before he spoke.

“You was talkin' about Heath House,
wasa’t you, Doc?”

I nodded; Solly-Jo chuckled softly.

. "I know why you was askin’ abou¢ it,”
he said with a knowing lecr. “Only you

hadn’t ought to. Ol' Laz Heath ain’t no
friend to nobody. Stay clear o' that house.
They's things there that ain't right. They's
bad things. . . .”

“Just who is Lazarus Heath?"” I asked.

“OF man ... realol'. ... He got a funny

sméll about him . . ., a2 dead smell, like
dead fish washed up on the beach,
Used to be a sailot, but, now, he's too ol'.
+ « . They's stories about o’ Laz. Him an’
that daughter o’ his’n. . . .” The lecherous
grin returned. "You better fergit about
Miss Cassandra, Doc. . . . I know you seen
her; that's why you bin askin’ about the
house. . But fergit it. . . . She ain’t fer
the likes o' you an” me. . . ."

Solly-Jo shook his head slowly, and
clucked, sadly.

“No, sir. . . . She’s too much like ‘er ol
man. Stays away from folks, like him. They
live out there alonc . . . an', like I say,
they's things in Heath House. . . . They’s
a bad stink, like OI' Laz has. . . . Nigh onto
twenty year ago, Laz was in a shipwreck.
Lost fer most two year, then a tramp-

‘steamer found him on a island. . . . He

had this little baby gicl with him; said she
was his daughter; said his wife died in the
wrecs. . . . Only nobody was ever able to
find-no passenger listin’ fer a Missus Laz
Hcath. . . . Then, Laz come back here and
bought that there ol’ place. Even 'fore he
come they was talk about bad things in that
house. . . . People still talk, only now they
whisper, 'case Laz might hear. . . Take
my word, Doc... . . You steer clear o' pretty
Cassandra, . . . She warn't meant fer men
like us. . . ."”

I can still remember Solly-Jo's simian
shadow shuttling off along the craggy,
moon-washed strand, voracious tongues of
nighted tide lapping at his battered white'
sneakers. If I had not heard of Cassandra
Heath bcfore, now that I had my interest
was made the more intense by the drone of
the beach-comber’s eerie warning still hum-
ming in-my carts. I chuckled, telling myself
it was probably utter nonsense, the mauan-

.dering phantasms of Solly-Jo's lonely,

warped mind. But, my laughter echoed
back from a brooding watery wasteland. [
recalled the solemn reticence: of intelligent,
educated Doctor Ambler, the wotdless
warning of Eb Linder.
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i
) Despite such memories I could not get
Cassandra Heath off my mind; I promised

myself that T would meet her and this

legendary father of hers. It seemed easy
enough on the face of it;"I could pay them
a visit, saying I ‘was a new neighbor. Yet,
more than once during“the enswing days, I
tried to do-just that and failed. Roving
the dessicated peninsula on 2 sunny fore-
noon, I would set out resolutely toward the
misty hulk of Heath House, but 1 could
never bring -myself to go all the. way. The
straggling, mossy cmbattlements scemed
too much a part of another world; looking
at the house, you got the notion ‘that you
could keep walking toward it, yet never
reach the crumbling patio, never pass
through the ‘ancient, carven door, It is prob-
able that I should never have met Cassan-
.dra Heath, hadn’t she come to me,

II

TOARLY in October, an Indian-Summer

i sworm washed in from the Atlantic.
The day had been long and dreary, over-
bung with humid-fog, and, in the late eve-
ning, vicious torrents swept inland under -2
fanfare of thunder. Through -streaming
casements I could barely discern the gigantic
shell of Heath House, looming defantly
above the lashing fury of a hungry sea. 1
made a log fire 'and settled into an easy-
chair; the subdued soughing of the storm
combined with a rather dull analysis of Sig-
mund Frend must have lulled me into a
doze. There was a sensation of spinning

lostness; my mind richocheted through the

dark well of the rain-whipped night. There
was a ‘coldness Brushing my face; a nauscous
damp clung to my ankles, quelling the rose-
ate warmth of the fireside. Something

clicked sharply, and I opened my eyes. I

thought 1 was still dreaming.

The gir]l stood leaning against the door
she ‘had just clesed. Dying -embers cast a
phantasmagoria of lights and shazdows on
her facc and hair, She was slim and well-
made; ebony hair flowing to her shoulders
gave one a feeling of rich warmth. It
matrhed the steady blackness of extraordi-
naty -eyes that protruded ever so slightly. He:
skin was deeply tanned. A faint flush in
her' cheeks. and breath coming in quick

whispets through full lips seemed to indi-
cate a rather hurcied trip. 1 wondered
vaguely at her being quite dry until 1
tealized that the storm-had died with the
evening. A moment passed, silent, save for
the faint dripping of ‘water from the eaves,
as the dark eyes met mioe.

“Doctor Arkwright?”

The voice, cultured and controlled, like
the ‘throaty melody of a cello well played,
heightened .my itlesion of a dream. T rose
awkwardly and my book slid to the floor.
The girl smiled.

" “I'm afraid I must have dozed. .. ."

“My name js Cassandra Heath,” the girl
said gently. “My father is very ill, Doctor.
Could you come with me at once?”

“Well . . it might be better to get Doc-
tor Ambler, Miss Heath. You sce, I'm not
a general ‘practitioner. . . . T

“1 know; 1've tead of your work. You're
a brain surgeon. . That’s what my father.
needs. ' The voice trembled slightly;
shadowed lids covered the ebony -eyes for
an instant. Cassandra Heath had admirable
control. When she spoke again it was in a
tone tinged with defant pride; "You
needr't come if if you «don’t care
to...."”

“No. . It isn't thatiat all. Of
course, I'll come, Miss Heath, ..,

My mind sliding backward -over the
beach-comber’s whispered tale, I arranged a
small kit with strangely unsteady hands.
Cassandra Heath stoog silently by the door.
I wondetéd if Solly-Jo's story had been
something more than the weird fiction ‘of
an overwotked imagination. The defiance
in the girl's voice argued that the legend
of Heath House was known and feared by
more ‘than this one insignificant ‘wanderer;.
so' much feared that it might ‘frighten a
stranger away. - F

Even without such a wveil of mystery,
swathing her life, Cassandra Heath would"

‘have been a striking person, As it was, I

was fascinated.

We had walked some distance before
the girl spoke again. "The moon had risen
and phantom rocks glistened in its watery
glow. The ocean pounded choppily on 2
rain-sodden beach and our feet left moist
rubbery piints that disappeared as’ quickly
as they ‘were made. Moving with long,
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graceful strides, Cassandra Heéath talked in

a level monotone.

“I suppose you've heard tales about my
father. You can’t live in Kalesmouth any
length of time without hearing about old
Lazarus Heath. . . .” Grim humor touched
the warm Jips.

“Solly-Jo did a bit of talking,” I admitted.

“You musin't believe cverything you
hear, Doctor. My father is ill. He has been
for some years. We prefer to keep to our-
selves at Heath House. When pcople can't

talk to you, they talk about you. They
tell stories about father. .:. .”

“Miss Heath,” I ventuted. “Do you think
that your father . .” )

“Is insane?” the girl supplied. “Twoyears

"“ago . . . last year, even, I should have said
‘no’. ... Now, I can't be certain, My father
has led a strange life, Doctor . . . a strenuous
one. . . . Here of late, hé's been given to
brooding. He was always moody and quiet,
but this is something different. He'. . he's
afraid of something, I think..  Then, too,
there are the disappearances. . . .”

“Disappearances?”’

“He's taken to wandering off at night.
Four times in the last couplc of months I
scarched the wholc length of the Strand and
couldn’t find him. ..”

“Maybe, he’d gone to the mainland.

I think not; someone would have scen
him. No . .", he went somewhere . . . some-
where much farther away. . . .” For the first,
a notc of puzzled fear crept into Cassandra
Heath's voice. “. . . Much farther. . . ."” She
seemed to come back with an effort. “'He did
that tonight, Doctor. Just befote the storm
broke. . .1 . I found him later
hours later . . . wandering in a small cove
beyond the house. He was talking strangely
. . . and singing. . . A funny little tunc.
He's in his room, now . . . still talking .
still singing that song. .."

Onyx _eyes flashed up to mect mine; in
that brief moonlit instant, I saw all the
doubtful terror, the puzzled anxiety that
Cassandra Heath would not admit, cven to
herself, I had no time to qucstion her fur-
ther, to attempt to link together her last
broken phrases so that I could guess at the
real meaning that lay hidden in them. Kales-
mouth Sttand had suddenly. narrowed, and
now, on ‘¢ither side of us, midnight ocgan

licked possessively at the land. A torturous
path, tangled with sea brambles and rocks,
snaked to the shadow-choked veranda of
Heath House. Weather-wasted planks
groaned in protest under unaccustomed foot-
steps.

AT a gentle pressure of Cassandra’s hand
the ponderous mahogany door swung
back soundlessly. Even before I stepped inte
the candle-lit, gloom-encrusted hallway, I
could. smell it—that loathsome, clinging
effluviam of rotting marine flesh of which
Solly-Jo had muttered. It swirled sickeninigly
in the clammy atmosphere of a foyer that
was like the dusty nave of some forgoticn
cathedral, rising along lushly paneled walls
to the sightless dark far abdve. A wide,
twisting staircase wound upward to some

‘higher labyrinth, and as I followed Cassan-

dra Heath up stairs whose ancient gray car-
pet was worn thin by the tread of forgotten
fect, the fetor became cver mote powerful,
more noisome.

Through dream-like corridors, I followed
the fitful glow of the candelabium the gir!
carried, Another door opencd, then closed
behind me, I stood in a chamber that seemed
drawn from the dark maw of lost aeons.
Tremendous oz2ken furniture dwarfed the
figure sprawled limply on a dias-raised bed,
and, though the small-paned casements stood
wide, chilling sea-fog swirling through them
into the room, the stench was overpowering.
Cassandra set the candelabrum on an an-
tique cabinet-de-nuit; an eerie luster flick-
ered across Lazarus Heath's wasted visage.

During his professional lifetime, a brain
specialist is called upon to diagnose count-
less horrible cascs, yet they are the hotrors
of the nighted mind, or of blindness caused
by a tumor. They are medical things, and can
be understood. You cannot diagnose a fetid
malignancy that goes beyond medical knowl-

‘edge, rooting itself in the black soil of an-

cient bells. There was nothing medical
knowledge could do for Lazarus Heath.
Pushing back revulsion, I made a thor-
ough examination. The massive body, little
more than skin and bones, now, gave off a
reeling anra of putrefaction, and yet there
were no sores. Sopping clothes that hong in
tatters, were tangled with, dull-green sea-
weed, stained with ocean salt. But, it was the
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face that caught and held my attention..The
skin, taut and dry, was the color of aged
jade, covered with minute, glistening scales.
Staring into the candlelight, Lazarus Heath's
pale eyes bulged horribly, and as the great,
bony head lolled spasmodically from side to
side, I made out two faint bluish streaks,
about four inches in length, running along
cach side of the scaly neck, just below the
jawline. The lines pulsed thickly with the
air-sucking -motions of his salt-parched lips.
Watery incantations bubbled upward into
the dank stillness.

“They call, . . . They call for Lazarus
Heath. .  Zoth Syra bewails her lost one;
she bids me come home. You hear? The
Great Ones of The Green Abyss hail me! I
come, O, beanteous Zoth Syra! Your lost one
returneth, O, Weeping Goddess of the
Green Nothingness. . !”

Sudden power energized the lax skeleton,
so-that T had no easy time in holding him to
the bed. Pallid eyes stared beyond this
world, and Lazarus Heath's cracked lips
warped in a hideous smile. Then, as sud-
denly, he was calm; the ponderous cranium
cocked pathetically to one side, in a gro-
tesque listening attitude,

“You hear?”" the hollow voice gurgled.
“She sings to me! The Seng of Zoth Syra!”
Inane laughter tittered weakly. Heath's rasp-
ing voice dribbled into a.strangely haunting
threnedy, a song that at once attracted and
repelled with its subtly evil intonations.

“Zoth Syra calleth him who knows the
Green Abyss;

Men of salt and weed are lovers all

To the Goddess of thé Green and Swirling

Void— ?
Come away to Zoth Syra!-Come away!”
“Father!™

Cassandra’s voice was scarcely mote thaa
a distraught gasp, but at the sound of it, the
odious, hypnotic smilé froze on Heath's
pzu:chment-pale face, then, slowly, decom-
posed into a twisted .mask of sick horror.
For the first time something like terrified
reason seeped into those oddly protuberant
eyes. h

“Cassie! Cassandra!’ Heath stared about
him frantically like a child lost in the dark;
once again he. tried to raise himsclf, but, be-

~
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fore ¥ could restrain him, crumpled back-
ward into a voiceless coma.

ALF an hour later, standing in the shad-
ows of the decaying patio, looking
eastward to the moon-scorched desert of the
Atlantic, I told Cassandra that’there was
nothing wrong with her 'fat-h_e;’s mind, " Per-
haps 1 should have phrased it more coldly
and added: “Nothing that medical science
can cure.” But, sensing the free, vibrant
life that flowed in the gitl's body and brain,
I could not bring dmyself to tell her that I
thought Lazarus Heath-was going mad. Too,
I was notat all sure of my own diagnosis.

I told Cassandra that I wanted time to ob-
serve her father more closely, and she
seemed greatly relieved to know that I
would consider the old man’s case, For my-
self, I confess I could not have done other-
wise. Despite the malignant shadow that
shrouded Heath House in ageless mystery, 1
knew that I wonld come back again and
again, not only because I was curious about

the singular aspects that -accomplished

Heath's apparent twilight madness, but be-

cause, as .1 left her that night, Cassandra

held out her hand, and I took it in mine. It
was a simple, friendly gesture, and we both
smiled. From that moment on, I was com-
pletely, irrevocably in love with Cassandra
Heath.

Looking backward, it scems to me that our
brief moment of happiness was like some
minor miracle, rising as it did through a
choking miasma of brooding evil, to touch,
if only for an instant, 2 clean, sunlit world
known only to, lovers. Somehow, we man-
aged to transcend the haunting omnipresent
ghost of Lazarus Heath’s illness. It is true
that the old man returned to normalcy dur-
ing that final fortnight of his troubled ex-
istence, and for a time Cassandra could
forget the strange enigma of her father’s in-
<ane babblings, and those sudden, inex-
plicable disappearances. Being a medical
man, however, I never really forgot. Often,
during those last two weeks, I talked with
Lazarus Heath; he submitted to questioning
and examination quite calmly. As to the pe-
culiar condition of his skin, and the odd
lines on his throat, he professed ignorance,
and the once of twice I mentioned Zoth
Syra, he went gloomily reticent on me. He
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said the name meant nothing to him, yet,
never before or since have I seen a man so
patently weighted down by some blasphe-
mous, heart-gnawing secret, as was Lazarus
Heath. He ate little and spent his days and
nights slumped in a crotchety chair, staring
into the bluish mist of the small cove beyond
- Heath House. ‘ '
Cassandra needed forgetfulness; as much
as I could, I got her away from the sullen
loneliness of the antedeluvian manse at
land’s end. With the passage of days, she
relaxed and became her own charming self,
a side of her nature to which, I think, even
she might have been a stranger. For the foul
legends that trailed after Lazarus Heath had
cut his daughter-off from companionship
and the clear, untarnished joys of the extro-
vert.
E SPENT the long sunny days together
¥V on the beach; Cassarnidra was like an
imptisoned nymph suddenly set free. She
swam with the grace of one born to the
water, and ran the length of arid sand with
the lightness of a child, her wonderful hair
flowing wildly in the sca breeze. A man
cannot see sich youth and beauty and remain
untouched. My Cassandra had not -only
these; too, there was an air of quiet wisdom
about her, that was somehow wistful and
sad. She was prodigiously well-read, and
told me her father had educated her. Some-
times she spoke of long, lonely childhood
years, when she lived only in the pages of
the countless books in Lazarus Heath's
library. -
I had. seen that small, book-cluttered room
with ils musty, rich bindings; the old man
spent much time there. It is strange how so
comfortable and common-place a nook could
shelter such a vile, inhuman sectet through
the years. Had I learned that secret sooner,
Cassandra would be alive today.

I

AZARUS HEATH died the night I pro-
posed to his daughter. Up to that time

he had improved fairly well, until, at mo-
ments, watching the new vivacity that had
touched Cassandra, he seemed almost por-
mally pleased. I believe the old-man con-
ceived a liking for me, because I had given
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Cassie something; I had given her my
friendship and my love, and his awful leg-
end had not frightened them away.

The night I asked Cassandra to marry me,
it was balmy and quiet, and we had been
walking along Kalesmouth Strand, watching
the silver ribbons of the moon on the Atlan-
tic. I remember, I halted rather abruptly,
mumbling that -I had something “to ask
her,” and then Cassandra smiléd and kissed
me. Her lips were warm and full of prom-
ise.

“The answer is ‘yes', darling,” she mur-
mured.

We laughed, then, a soft, rich.laughter
whose gentle, love-haunted echoes I shall
never forget. Clinging together we ran 2long
the moonlit sand. That day, a last leaf of
Indian’ Summer had fluttered across the
peninsula, and a wintry sea was already lap-
ping hungrily at the land. Cassie chattered
brightly about how happy her father would
be for us, but somehow, as we neared the
sepulchral tenebrosity .of Heath House, a
hollowness crept into her laughter. It was as
though she already sensed the horrible dis-
covery that lay before us.

There was no answer when Cassandra
called out in the hollow well of the foyer.
We began our scarch for” Lazarus Heath
calmly enough, but, now, the laughter had
gone altogether, He was not in the dusty
sanctuaty of his library; the linen of his tre-
mendous oaken bed flapped in the wind that
brushed through casements thrown wide to
the rapidly chilling night, The look of utter
terror in Cassandra’s eyes told me we were
reasoning along the same lines.

It did.not take long to reach the strange
little cove in the shadow of Heath House.
A cold, dream-like quality saturated ecvery.
corner of that miniature beach, hid from
sight on all sides save the East, where the
predatory mutter of the sea secemed danger-
ously near. But you can awaken from the
insanity of "a dream; there. was no such es-
cape from the terrible reality of that night.

At the center of the cove, edging tnto
the water, stood four weirdly hewn pillars,
placed so that each made the cotner of a
crude square; in the moonglow they had the
aspect of sinister’ mediaeval altars of sacri-
fice, reared to noxious, unnameable gods.
Sprawled at the center of the evil square,
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face-down in a foot of lapping sea-water,
Jay the lifeless body.of Lazarus Heath.

T cannot rightly remember how I got the
brine-tangled cotpse into the house. There
)s. 2 searing picture of Cassandra’s face,
frozen with sick grief; and another, of my-
self, 'alone in that fetid bed-chamber, per-
forming an autopsy, listening to Cassie's
distant, pitiful sobs the whole time. 'That
night, I got down on my knees and prayed
to God “that the things I had discovered
could not be so. Yet, I had seen with my
own eyes the increased scaliness of Heath's
face, the horrible enlargement of his eyes.
I knew that my first guess had been wrong;
Lazarus Heath had not drowned. For those
hellish lines on his.throat had become long,
oozing slits; like nothing but the slobbering
gills of a tremendous fish! I had a sick feel-
ing that Heath’s weird mumblings might not
have been the gibberish of. 2 madman, but
the delirium of one who had Jearned things
no mortal was ever meant to know..

We buried him in a scaled pine casket,
If the morticians from the mainland noted
the strange condition of the corpse, they—
gave no sign. With them it was a business;
Death had myriad forms, each as. cold and
unquestionable as the last, With Cassandra,
however, I had to be mote careful.. 1 knew-
the terrible effect that nauseous, bloated vis-
age would have upon her. I told her thé au-
topsy had been rather disfiguring, that it
would be better if she did not sce her father.
She obeyed with the simple acquiescence of
a child who is lost and lonely, and in need
of guid.ance. Once, she roused from a cold,
apathetic state of shock to tcll me that Heath
had always wanted to be buried in the cove.
It rained on the day of interment; icy needles
pelted forlornly on the unpainted wood, as
two uneasy negroes lowered Lazarus Heath
to his final rest. A timid mainland pastor
intoned the Lord’s Prayer in a.sad, squeaky,
voice. That night, there was nothing but
the rain, and the horrible stillness of for-
saken Heath House. Sparse flowers wilted
on the fresh clay mound in the cove; a.
clammy tide fingered slowly in, lapping at

the edge of Lazarus Heath's grave.

I HAD to get Cassandra away; watching
pent-up doubt and fear turn her lovely

face into an expressionless mask, .1 knew
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she must be freed of the cloak of black un-
certainty that enveloped Heath House. We
talked through most of that rain-washed
lonely night, and for the first time in my
medical career, I told a lie. Could T have
seen the sick terror in her eyes,'and spoken
words that might turn that fear into mad-
ness?

When I performed that autopsy, I found
no cause for Lazarus Heath's death. Thete
was na water in his lungs; every organ was
in excellent condition. But, I told’ Cassie
that the old man died of a heart attack. 1
told her I was certain that her father had
been perfectly sane. Even as I spoke, new
color flushed her cheeks; an expression of
indescribable relief lit ebony eyes. Cassandra
could not know that the old man's sanity
was more to be feared than his insanity, An
unstable brain could answer for wild bab-
blings, for-ungodly melodies, but what
could account .for the terrible, concreteness
of that scaly,- fish-like corpse? Wrack my
brain as I did, I could find no explanation
in the accepted medical sense; 2nd, I dared
not go beyond that, into the -malevolent lore
of forgottén ages, to discover- what blas-
phemous -horror had destroyed Lazarus
Heath. T preferred bo try to forget—to go
on with Cassandra, covering. this nightmare
with endless moments of normal, happy liv-
ing.

%via'ny times during the next few months,
I thought I had succeeded. A weck after
the solitary funeral on Kalesmouth Strand,
Cassie and I were married by -a pleasant,
apoplectic justice-of-the-peace. We had our
wedding supper in the quiet luxury of one
of the better hotels, and for the first time
since her father's death, Cassandra ‘smiled.
The city proved to be good for her. Delib-
erately, I made those eacly days a scintil-
lating round of gaiety. 1 introduced Cassie
to the bright lights and the brassy, arrogant
joys of city life. We were exquisitely happy.
Her laughter was a wonderful, warm pool of
summer sun, swirling briefly in that winter
city, and then, suddenly, freezing over.

I cannot recall just when I first noticed
the difference in Cassandra. Perhaps I had
been too happy myself to redlize what was
happening to her. The breczy tinsel of the
city. had sparkled very brightly for Cassic,
but, it had burned itself out in the ‘effort.
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After a time, it lost its fascination. In the
beginning, I tried to tell inyself that I was
imagining things, but, gradually, I felt the
happy frecdom slipping away from us. Cas-
sandra's smiles grew scacser by -the day;
there was an infinitely sad far-away look
that kept stealing into her eyes at the most
unexpected moments. I began to imagine

that she had grown pale. I watched her’

more closely than ever. An end of it came
one evening late in August.

I found Cassandra alone on the night-
cooled terface of our apartment, staring
Eastward -across the summer-choked city.
When 1 touched her shoulders she gave a
little start, then smiled sadly.

“"Can you smell it, darling?” she mur-
mured wistfully, after 2 moment.

“What?"

“The sea, . :."”

In that moment, I think T had a sudden
vision of the scabrous puffed face I had
fought desperatcly to- forget, and, floating
evilly in ‘the night air, I sensed a whisp of
the' decayed effluvia of Heath House. I
struggled to keep my voice steady.

“What're you getting at, Cassie?”

Cassandra smiled again,

“Can't fool my doctor, can I?” Her voice
was-soft. “Datling. Would you mind
terribly if we went back . . to Kalesmouth

. the Heath House?”

Strangely enough, all I felt for an instant
was a sensation of relief, I had been waiting
for that question all along; I was almost
glad the waiting was over. I took Cassandra
into'my arms and kissed the tip of her nose.
I wanted to sound careless and bright, I
told her, if she really wanted to go back,
there was nothing I would like better, Cas-
ste smiled, nestling her head against my
shoulder. As we stood there, looking into
the darkness above the winking lights of the
buildings, a cold shudder ran through me.
I wanted to say it was wrong; we couldn't
go back. I said nothing. Quietly, hypnotic
and shrill, 2 familiar, odious threnody
chortled inland from the distant Atlantic.
" .. lovers all to the Goddess of the Green
and Swirling Void. . . . Come away, to Zoth
Syra! Come away!”" I wondered if Cassandra
could hear it. T prayed that she couldn’t.

I-am not certain of what I exjiett¥d tipon
our return to Heath House. I could not

forget the puling, nauseous, horrors we had’
left behind; the stench of 2 scaly corpse
seemcd never to leave my nostrils. 1 remem-
ber my hands sweating on the wheel as I
tooled our car across the long bridge that
connected Kalesmouth Strand with the main-
land; early-morning fog seémed to close in
behind us, shutting us off from reality. The
baleful finger of the solitary macadam road
that Jed to Heath House pointed with ter-
rible certainty to the steely expanse of the
sea.

However, the change in Cassandta heart-
ened me, dispelling somewhat my uncasy
premonitions. Already, her complexion had
returned to its former warmth and beauty;
her laughter rippled softly at somc weak
joke I had made, and the ebony cloak of
her hair was rich and alive in the sea bteeze.
Our homecoming was much more pleasant
and prosaic than I had dared hope it would
be; it gave no trembling portent of the icy,
sea-brined evil that was to stalk our (uiure
hours in the malevolent house. Only the sea
chuckled expectantly in the Jonely cove ncar
Lazarus Heath's tomb.

It is impossible to trace the stages by
which I became jealous of Heath House;
there was something subtle and cruel about
the change that overtook me after the first

days and nights on the barren point of Jand

that meant so much to Cassandra. At the
start, I managed to convince myself that I
was happy—halip'y because Cassie seemed
to be so, for the first time in months. I even
felt something like an uneasy affection for
the old placc, because it made Cassandra
what I wanted her to be—full of a rich,
wild life, touched with the mystcrious charm
that had first attracted me.

We began to refurnish and remodel the
housc; the mundane clang of workmen’s
saws and hammers, the earthly smell of tur-
pentine and white lead, seemed to breathe
a freshness into the foul, antiquated halls
and chambers. I told myself it was. just
another charming old house where people.
could be happy if only they tried hard
enough; but, all the time, a new whispering
voice within me, clamored for attention. 1
knew I was. losing Cassandra to a past of
which I had not been a part; Heath House
was reclaiming her.

Cassandra herself scemed to notice no
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change in cur relationship; she was gentle

and full of.a soft tenderness toward me, and ™~

still, T had the terrible feeling that a bar-
rier -was rising between us, day by day,
second by second, Cassie' took to a habit
that ronsed uneasy memories in me; any hour
of the day or night, she would be seized by
an urge to walk quickly, unseeing, along the
lashing edge of the se2. They were not the
Jeisurely wanderings we had known in the
past; it was as though Cassandra were ttying
to get, somewhere, trying, unconsciously, to
reach something. _
Once or twice I mentioned the habit, but
she only smiled remotely and said there was
no harm in a stroll by the seaside, was
there? I had no answer. I could not tell her
of the cold unprofessional, unreasoning fear
.that had begun to haunt me, We went on
with our repairs of Heath House, and gradu-
ally, brightened by chintzes and restored
tapestraes, filled with usable period furniture,
it became livable, We had finished all of
it, save the library; it was our plan to make
this into a study; 1n which I might work on
the book I planned to do on brain, surgery.
We never remodeled the library. I'saw the
inside of that.abhorred chamber only once
after the night Cassandra locked the panelled
door- and made me promise not to ask for
the key. I wish I had never seen it at all.

THAT evening a bulwark of-leaden clouds
swung ponderously inland from the sea;
a chilled late-October wind sifted beneath
the imminent storm, swirling the sand. in
tiny puffs along Kalesmouth beach. By the
tang of salt in the aijr, and the reticent anger
of the surf, the Northeast was going to blow
us 2 big one. I quickened my pace, walking
home from the store; a dirth of incident had
fulled me into uncertain forgetfulniess, and,
at that moment, 1 was almost pleased with
the ptospect of the evening ahead of me.

Early in the afternoon, I had told Cassie to-.

night might be as good a time as any to go
over the libraty, gleaning the useless chaff
from the ‘hit-and-miss collection that had
been her father’s, Now, with a storm Brew-
ing, the idea of going through the books and
cffects of my mysterious father-in-law fas-
cinated me. ‘The biting wind and glowering
ceiling of sky seemed to me a final atmos-
pheric touch. I wondered if the spell of

Heath House had Bcgun to ¢laim me as well,
‘The moment I saw her, I knew that some-

thing had gone wrong. There was a strange,

jade-like pallor under Cassandra’s skin, and
her eyes wouldn’t meet mine, Once.of twice
during our quiet dinner, she laughed; but
the laughter echoed hollowly. Thunder had
begun to shudder malignantly far out-at sea.
A finger of lightning shattered the datkness
and our = storage-battery lights pulsed
anxiously, I saw Cassandra start and tip
over her wine glass; the port spread like an
oozing bloodstain on the Madeira linen. 1
looked at my plate, pretending not to notice
her extraordinary nervousness.

“T've been looking forward to tonight,”
I said.

"I ooking forward, dasling?” ‘That false-
brittle smile was in Cassandra’s voice:

“Yes . .. I've always wanted to go.through
those fabulous books, .. ."

The clatter of metal against china brought
me about with a.start. Cassie had dropped
her fork from fingers that 5eemed suddenly
paralyzed. She stared at me with unseeing
eyes and one slim hand raised in a futile
gesture-of protest. Her colotless lips trem-
bied.

“No! You mustn't....,”™ A gnhawing fear
sprang into the emptiness of her gaze; she
made as if to rise, and, in an instant, all
life -seemed t¢ flood from her-body. -She
slid soundlessly to the floor. .

What I did then was-done with the un-
conscious habit of a medical man; training
overshadowed the sick, watery weakness of
my Jegs. Somechow, I got Cassandra to our

-bed chamber on the second floor. Her ex-

quisite face had a whiteness that whispered.
of death, but breath came in uneasy, whimp-
ering shudders. I chafed her wrists, an
agony of doubt whirling in my brain.
Thunder slithered across the sky, crashing
insancly over Heath House; the storm broke.
Dark eyes were suddenly wide in Cassie’s
pale face. Hetr hand clutched mine so
violently that her nails bit into the flesh.

“You can’t go in there, . .Nobody can
go in there, ever again. You heat? Nobody

. . ever again. . 7

“It's all right, darling, Try to relax.
Tell me what's frightened you. .. ."”

Her head shook dully.

“Iéifi't.”. . . I can never tell you. You've
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got to ceust me. You can't ever go into that
room; don’t ever try...I've locked the ‘door.
You mustn't ask me for the key. Please!
Promisec me you won't! ., . Please!”

v

PROMISED.

I heard mysclf saying the words over
and over in a thick monotone. They seemed
not to reach her. Hér lips hung loosely, fear
twisting the beauty from her face, leaving
nothing but unreasoning hysteria. She went
on pleading, unable to hear my reassurances.
The sedative I gave her was not a weak onc.
My hands shook as I prepared it. T had to
wotk in the dark. Our storage batteries had
given out. ‘There was nothing but pitch-
blackness and the babbling fury of the
elements, chewing at Heath House merci-
lessly. Perhaps it was only my nerves; once
I could have sworn that there, in the puls-
ing gloom, an overpowering stench, an ef-
fluvium that was almost tangible, brushed
against me.

At length, Cassandra’s whimpering died
away; she sank into, a deep fitful sleep.
Lightning crashed maniacal brightness into
the room; for an instant it washed Cassic’s
face and throat. There was a delicate, gold-
dipped chain around her neck; on it she had
strung the ‘key to the library.

_ You cannot always give reason to your ag-
tions. That night I could have stolen the
key. I could have gone down the hall
through the darkness, and into the damnable
chamber that held a secret ungodly enough
to press my wife to the brink of madness.
[f I had, things might have worked out dif-
ferently. Maybe 1 was a coward, afraid of
the antedeluvian horror that awaited me be-
.yond the massive carven door. Maybe I did
not want to know the truth, I told myself I
had made a promise to Cassandra. I left the
key where it was, and stumbled- downstairs
in the stygian blackness. Screeching banshees
of rain begged entrance at the streaming
casements; a fire burned fitfully. in the sit-
ting room grate. I found a decanter of-rum
in the cabinét by the window. I do not re-
member how long I paced the floor, tortur-
.ing myself with doubt and fear, trying ‘o
believe that Cassie was sane;+wondering
what puling monstrosity lay hidden in Laz-

arus Heath's book-room. I sanxk into an arm-
chair and swallowed another mouthful of
rum; the storm seemed to have drawn far
away from me. 'The rum bottle tinkled
against the glass as I poured; I drank. I lay
my head back. Lightning pulsed through
my optic nerves, but sound was only a
blurred pungent, rum=soaked whirlpool.
Then, there was only darkness. T slept.

It was the dull angry thumping that woke
me; consciousness seeped through the ragged
slit it made in the forgetfulness of sleep. I
got unsteadily to my feet and stood in the
center of the room until the whirling dark-
ness righted itself. Something new had
sifted into the room; the fire still sputtered
doggedly, and yet, there was 2 dampness it
could not dispell. A chilled whisper of sea-
air sighed along the floor. I went into the
foyer; coldness washed over me in a tidal
wave, The front door Happed back and
forth on its heavy hinges; rain pelted in a
drooling puddle in the hallway. I swore
and slammed the door, throwing. the dead-
latch. Then, I stood very still. Cassie! The
name blazed like a neon sign in my brain.
I think I 'knew in that moment that she was
gone.

HE search was somcthing careening from

a dream gone mad, a terrifyirig night-
mare in which the geometry has gone ail
wrong., I wanted to scream or cry, but dry
fear clamped my throat. Everything twisted
crazily in my head; Cassie’s empty bed, the
heart-like drumming of the open front door;
mysclf, stumbling through the brutal on-
slaught of ‘2 northeaster, calling her name
again and again, finally reaching Eb Linder’s
ace and getting half the people of the
trand out of sane beds to wander the hellish
night in search of Cassandra. It must have
gone on for hours; I cannot remember except
in vague snatches, There was 2 stolid, gray-
faced fisherman who muttered something
about the sea claiming its own. At dream-
like intervals Solly-Jo wandered in and out
of the rain. Eb Linder’s sister made coffee
for me, and got me to change my drenched
clothes, She kept telling me it would be-all
right. The men, with Doctot Ambler lead-
ing them, had been over every inch of the
Strand and found nothing. Miss Linder
kept.right on saying it would work out all
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right. At 3:30 a kid came in, dripping with
rain. He said they’'d found Cassandra io
the cove behind Heath House..

She wasn't dead. When 1 reached the
house, Ambler had her in bed, ¢covered with
numberless blankets. Her clothes lay in a
sopping lump on the floor. Ambler poured
me a drink, and I think I cried. He waited
until I had got it out of ‘my system. I kept
watching to see if Cassie was breathing; she
looked pale and dead.

"I can't figure it,” Ambler said quietly,
after 2 while. ™We went over that cove so
many times, I'd swear it was impossible for
anything or anyone to be there. Then,
Linder came across her, lying at the water's
edge, on her father’s grave, She was all . . .
all matted with seaweed ., . 1 ." He

stared at me. The numbing horror that-

froze .my insides must have shown in my
eyes. “What's the matter, man!”

“Seaweed!” I choked.

I didn't hear any more of what he said.
I went to the bed and looked at Cassandra
closely for the first time. Her skin shone
faintly in the uncertain substitute-ef candle-
iight—as though it were covered with flaky,
gossamer scales! On either side of her throat,
I made ot two pale, bluish streaks., My

head spun; I felt as if I wete going to be-

sick. Rising insidiously from the mucky pile
of clothing on the floor, a vile, decadent
stench flooded the chamber. From a tre-
mendous distance, a'voice whispered gently:
“I come, O, Yoth Kala! Your bride has
heard your call! Through night 2nd storm,
I come!” The voice was Cassandra’s.

“It's nothing to worry about, man,”
Ambler was saying kindly. “Just a case of
exposure. . . . She’ll be-all right. . . .”

“Yes,” I nodded dully, “She’ll be all
nght. . ..”

HE last hope of happiness drzined from

me; [ felt weak and lostin a lummeting
void of unspeakable horror.
tumes, in the days that followed, when I had
the sensation of living in an alien, frighten-
ing world, a world in which lay hidden the
blasphemous secrets of death and the grave,
a world that sang with the strange, blood-
craving incantations of lost and murderous
cults. There was nothing human in the
terror that held me prisoner. You can fight

ere’ were’

evil if it is concrete, This was something
that could not be touched or seen, yet, some-
thing always at my heels, its stinking, flesh-
rotting breath burning against my neck.

I hid my doubts from Cassandra, try-
ing to be cheerful. She convalesced slowly,
under Ambler's care. For days at a time,
she would seem to be herself; she would
smile and talk of how it would be when she
was well again. -And, then, abruptly, het
mood would swerve into one of black secrecy
that made her eyes blank and hostile, She
whimpered in her sleep, and took to hum-
ming the weird threnody that had been
Lazarus Heath's swan song,

More and mote the feeling that I had lost
her possessed me.~ )

Gradually, her body grew strong again.
She was able to be up and about, to wander
the Strand on suany days, her face silent
and secretive, her eyes shutting me out when
I tried to reach her. A sick, uncasy spell
pervaded Heath House. Cassandra began
to be nervous whenever I-was near her; she
resented my intrusion on het solitary walks.
It was as though she looked upon me as a
jailer, and on Heath House as a prison from
which' she must somehow escape. She spoke
coldly” and shuttered when I touched her.
But, at rare moments,.some of her old gentle-
ness would return; you could see puzzie-
ment and fear in her face. She would touch
my hand and kiss me. She would tell me 1
was wonderfully kind. For an instant we
were together again, and then, without waro-
ing, the barrier chilled between us. Cas-
sandra drew away; the fear and bewilder-
ment_froze to what could only be suspicion
and loathing.

Winter crept inland on icy cat's paws;
brittle tendrils of frosted air swung sharply
along the peninsula. Even the aftetnoon
sun had withdrawn behind a caul of De-
cember chill. The Atlantic whipped with
predatory regularity at the deserted sands,
scant yards from Hecath House. I tried to
work on my book, but it was no good. The
severe cold had made it necessary for Cas-
sandra to remain indoors; she paced the
endless, labyrinthian halls with the cold
patience of a caged jaguar. She talked kittle
and spent most of her time seated before
the ceiling:high casement that looked east-
ward to the undulating iron casket of the
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ocean. At times, she made a feeble pretense
of reading, but, always, her eyes sought that
melancholy wasteland, as if she expected to
see something, or someone. My head ached
constantly, the tempestuous, evil problem of
Cassie throbbing at my temples with hellish
persistence.

Once I spoke to Ambler about her moods;
he talked of complexes and Freud; it was
reassuring to listen to his calm, reasoning
approach to the subject, but even as he
spoke, I knew there was something torturing
Cassie that no psychozndlyst could hope to
explain. She was possessed by an entity
whose subtle, odious influence was stronger
than any fantastic twist of the mind, Time
and again, I paced before the forbidding
oaken library door, trying to find the courage
to break my promise to Cassandra. Once, she
caught me there. She did not spcak, but
only stared at me with a hatred so intense
that it was frightening. After that, is séemed
to me, she was doubly watchful of the brass
key tifit hung on the fragile web of her
necklace.

Her silent hostility spread itself like an
undulant pool through the brittle newness
of Heath House; it wiped away everything
we had tried to make of the place, and left
it as it had been before, a clammy, sickening
shell of the past, a past that wanted no part
of the present, that would brook no intru-
sion of light or hope. Cassandra was a
creature of that past.

OCTOR Ambler continued to make rou-
tine monthly calls. To all outward ap-
pearances, Cassandra was no longer ill, yet,
a certain, unhealthy pallor of skin persisted;
at moments, when she was without make-up,

the faintly luminous prominence of the’

delicate scales terrorized me. If she noticed
them, Cassandra said nothing. The long,

discolored streaks on her throat had become.

barely discernible, but I could not keep my.
eyes from them. Ambler made no comment
on these noxious oddities; he went ' his
earthy, country-doctor’s way. I think he
never had the slightest inkling of the true
horror that engulfed the house he visited so
regularly. Certainly, he had no notion of
the evil that lay hiddea in the news he told
me that evening late in Decembigp.,n.....
The day hadn't been at all good; mid-

23

winter sleet lanced across 2 dense fog that
came slithering and. crying against the win-
dows of Heath House, I had spent most of
the time alone, making a sham at reading,
wandering restlessly from room to room,
staring blindly from one fog-curtained case-
ment after another, During those last days,

I had grown to anticipate a.storm with a

terrible, choking fear, for Cassandra’s moods
seemed more sullen and morbid as the
easterly wind lashed angry rain or’ snow
about the tiny cove behind the house. She
would stand for hours gazing at the water-
eaten mound that housed a thing that 1
could recall only with 2 tremor of disgust,
a wave of nausea that balled itself like lead
in the pit of my stomach. I had scco her
doing that all that morning; she muttered
something about how lonely he must be out
there, and then walked slowly down the
hall. T heard her door-lock click behind
her. T had given up trying to understand
her oblique remarks, bricf whispers that
seemed not meant for me, but rather, vague
thoughts, personal and awesome, spoken
aloud only by aceident.

When Ambler had completed his exami-
nation in the privacy of Cassandra’s chamber.
he plodded heavily down the twisting stair-
case. I offered him a drink, muttering
something about its being 2 raw night. It
was only a pretense of civility with me,
until, in the firelight of the sitting room, I
saw the new expression that had crept into
Ambler’s ¢yes. I had seen many expressions
there, after such sesstons with Cassandra;
expressions of doubt or bewilderment, or. of
professional satisfaction at her apparent re-
covery, but, now; there was something al-

* most like pleasure in those soft gray eyes. I

poured him a glass of sherry. He gulped
it and winked. _

“You've been wise people, you and your
wife, Doctor,” he said, after a pause. The
eyes *were actually twinkling.

“Wise?” His good humor had begun to.
irritate me. )

“Of course! Nothing could have-beea
more -intelligent. . [ don't like to seem
personal, but after all, it's been fairly ob-
vious that you and Cassandra . .. well, some-
thing’s come between you. . . . But, now,
this. . Certainly, a child is just the thing
to bring you together again. . . . It'll' make
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all the difference in the.world 1n this gloomy
old place.

I suppose 1 hadn’t really been listcning
to him. I remember packing my pipe, ab-
sently, and scratching a match on the box.
It made a tiny, lost noise in the shadowy
bleakness of the room, Then, he made that
crack about a child, and 1 just Stood there,
staring at him, the match flickering in my
hand. ‘There was nothing but a hollow
nwnbness in me; afterward, I found .2
scorched scar on the skin of my thumb and
fotefinger.

I recalized dully that Ambler was
chuckling; his hand was on my shoulder.

“Well, don’t look so confused, old man,
he said heartily. "I guess Cassandra wanted
to surprise you herself, and now I've gone
and spoiled it for her by blurting it out. .. ."”

“She never said a word. . ..” .

‘Ambler laughed and I think I managed
a watery grin; he gave me that line about
the husband always being the last to know.
We had another glass of sherry. I tried to
act natural.. The wine spread hazily through
my puzzlement; a warmth switled in my
head, as I saw Ambler to the door, 2 vague,
unfeasonable anger. I was hurt 2t the silent
wall Cassandra had crected between us; it
seemed impossible, almost inhuman, that
she could have known such a thing, and de-
liberately kept it hidden from me.

When Ambler had disappeared into the
maw of-the storm, I bolted the door. Our
lights had given out again, and I walked
unsteadily. ‘The anger throbbed in my
temples now; it kept time with the flicker-
ing of the candelabra light as 1 slowly
climbed the winding staircase to Cassandra’s
room,

\'4

TH‘E door was locked. My shadow cast
a dark blot against its panels, a ghost
that wavered drunkenly into the half-light.
My hand was perspiring; the candelabrum

kept slipping in'my grasp. Iknocked, listen-

ing to the leaden echo it made in the sub-
terranean catacombs of the house: There
was no answer. I called:

"Cassie!” My tongue felt thick and-dry.
I waited. '

“I'm lying down, darling. I've a head-

‘Her small even tceth

your child!

ache. . . . Cassie’s voice_was brittly light,
controlled with an effort.

“I want to talk to you.” Anger cut through
my tone.

For a long moment, there was nothing
but the spectral whisper of the waxed
candlewicks as they sputtered “anxiously,
then, a murinur of footsteps beyond, and the
key turned in its socket. I let myself in;
closing the door behind me.

Cassandra was standing by the fireplace;
the instant I saw her, anger ebbed from my
miand. There was something terribly small
and frightened about her lovely, small body
in the gossamer softness of a negligee. I
set the candelabrum on a table and went to
her;. my hands trembled at the warmth of
her shoulders. She did not draw away; she
did not move at all.

“Ambler told me about the baby,” I said
gently.. _

It was then that she tutned; she was smil-
ing. and in that momeant,. all the falseness
had gone out of her face. A quiet warmth
touched it. She traced my lips with -her

*hngertips.

“1 wanted to tell you myself. . .
I did not realize, then, that the taut sham
was still in her voice. 1 kissed her. I told

‘her it was wonderful. 1 said all the foolish

things a man has a right to say "at such a
time. And, then, suddenly as I had begun,
1 stopped. Her mask had slipped; the warm
tenderncss was gone. A wall of nothing-
ness blotted out the walls of her eyes. Cas-
sandra twisted violently from me.

“It's no good,” she whispered hoarsely.
“It's no.good!”

“Cassie. . .. [ don’t understand. . .. T...”

She spun to face me; blurred stains of
tears streaked the sallowness of her checks.

In the jaundiced candleglow, her eyes wefe

abnormally bright.

“Can't you see? Do you have to be tojd?”
Trembling Mps twisted in a coarse sneet.
secmed somehow
vicious. . "You’'re not wanted here! Just go
away and let me be! I never want to see you
again!” The hard grin widencd and un-
stable Jaughter bubbled hysterically in her
theoat. “Your child! Do you think I'd-bear
Can’t you see I've changed?
Don’t you -know you've lost me . . that |
belong to Rim now . . , ever since that night
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I went to the cove . . . to the Abyss. ... I'll
always belong to him. . .. Always! Always!
The bride of Yoth Kala. !"

The maniacal laughter cracked off as I
gripped her shoulders; my fingers chewed
into her flesh. I could feel her breath against
my face, hot and sobbing.

“Cat it out!” I snapped. “Stop it, Cassie!”

She stood there for an eternity, staring at
me; the mood whirled and twisted and
childlike, bewildered fear was in her eyes
again. She began to cry, her slight frame
shuddering pitifully.

“It's true,-I tell you,” she gasped. “It's
not your child. You don’t believe me . . .
you think I'm crazy. . .. You needn't believe
me, . .. Just go away . before he comes
for me. He said he would come. . . .1
don’t want him to hurt you. I don't
want them to make you like me : . . like my
father. . .” She was babbling senselessly,
the words tumbling from her lips. . .. Yoth
Kala will come. . .. I hear his voice . . . he
sings. . .. You hear? . .. Calling me . . . his
bride . . . the mother of his child. I

come, O, husband of the Green Void. ... T

(1]

come.

IT wasn't easy to hold her. I still have
four parallel scars on my right check
where her nmails bit in frantically. She
twisted with a strength that was nothing
human, her lips muttering, her high, cracked
voice shrilling .that loathsome melody that
meant death and horror and .endless unrest
to any who heard it. Finally, I won. Quite
suddenly, she stopped struggling, she peered
childishly into the darkness beyond us, het
"head cocked pathetically to one side, listen-
ing. She took an uncertain step toward the
window before she fell. There was no sound
save the rustle of her negligee as she
crumpled at my feet. A thread of crawling
spidery fog snaked in through the half-open
casement, lingering like a shroud over her
body. The stench was something from the
bottomless watery depths of the sepulchre,
a vile efluvium that was somehow the em-
bodiment of every malevolent terror that
stalked Heath House.

Cassandra and I were shadows playing a
past against a papier-mache background in a
scene from the opiate-deep nightmares of
Poe. I did things without stopping to wonder
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why. I can recall carrying her to the bed,
and touching her pulsc with fingers so
numbed by horror that they could scarcely
detect the futtering heatt-beat bencath them.

That was the night I came to an end of
it. You can take just so much; you can go
on hoping things will change, that you will
awaken from this monstrous dream of fall-
ing through 2 void of unutterable terror.
Then, you hit bottom. Staring at the chalky
stillness of my wife’s face, lost in the white-
ness of the pillows, I knew I would have to
break throngh. If I was to save her at all, 1
had to get to the bottom, I had to take this
noisome fear in my hands and tear it out
by the roots. I had to open the cancerous
sote of the secret that ate at Cassandra’s
mind, the secret that lay buried in Lazarus
Heath’s book-room. '

I was quite calm about it. When her

breathing had become safe, I took the key

gently from the necklace. With something
that was more instinct than purpose, I got
my tevolver from the night-table drawer; it
was fully Joaded." I locked Cassandra in and
went down the hall to the library. Th¢ gun
made me feel better. It was somcthing solid
and sane to hold onto. A month later, the
prosccution used the gun as exhibit “A”;
they called.it the murder weapon!

What 1 found beyond the massive,
chiscled portal was a thing that laughed at
the puny, human bravery of guns; 2 malig-
mant, flowering evil that spawned itself in
the pen-scrawled words of 2 man long-since
food for the gnawing maggots of an un-
speakable hell. As I pushed open the' door,
staring blindly into the pit of darkness be-
yond, I almaost wished for a stinking, flesh-
botn tetror with which I could clash; an
evil that lived and breathed, and could-bleed
and die. I found nothing but a dusty, dry-
rot smelling chamber, that had been too
long without air and sunlight. A mouldet-
ing, haif-burned candle stood-at the edge
of what Lazarus Heath  had used as a writ-
ing-table; I held a match to it. _

A butterfly of flame sputtered to life,
throwing mammoth shadows along the
crumbling plaster walls, casting an unwanted
eye of light on the endless shelves of books
long used to the privacy of night, untouched
by .curious hands. 1 wandered aimlessly
about the high, barren room, gazing upon
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tiles so antiquated, so much a part of a
past beyond remembrance, beyond life and
death, that I should have sworn it was.a
library straight from the flaming abyss of
Hell. They were books not, meant for mortal
eyes,. tales told by cults that sank into ob-
lItvion before time was measured, cast out
from earth, trailing the ruins of their hid-
eous, blood-thirsting rites behind them.
Here and there, more sane, undcrstandable
volumes came to view. - There was a priceless
collection of sea lore, and in one spider-
webbed corner, I found 2 yellowed, thumbed
copy of “The Odyssey”; onc section had
been underscored, its battered pages mute
testimony of endless reading and rercading.
It was the passage describing the escape of
Odysius from e sprens. God knows, Laz-
arus Heath had reason to be fascinated by it.

HE shrill tumult of Cassandra’s wild

babbling still thundered softly in my
btain. I stood very still, thinking, "“This is
the room.” The root of it had to be tangled
in the tomb-like dust of this- shadowy
chamber. But, "where? my mind echoed.
Where? My wanderings had brought me to
the worm-eaten throne-chair behind- Heath's
writing-table. The light of the ‘candlé did
a danse macabre as I sank heavy into the

seat; it washed the black marble table-top

with a. flood of icy yellowness. Thep, I saw
the diary. T gave.it a casual, irritated glance,
and then, as the frenzied scrawl impressed
itself upon my consciousness, I lcanxe% claset.
Famt gold-washed letters glittered brassily
in the semi-darkness. “Lazarus Heath—His
Book.”

It may have been only the figment of a
sick, overwrought imagination; I don't

know. I know that I felt it there within me,

the instant I touched the book, 1 felt the
evil that sighed through Heath House, sud-
denly come to life, as I thumbed nervously
through the water-stained pages of Lazarus
Heath's diary. The demented tittering of the
storm rose from 2 whisper to the howl of -2
rabid dog baying at the moon. Sleet lashed
at high casement windows and the silken
pottieres rustled anxiously. Even before I
began to read that incredible, unholy recoed,
I knew 1 held the root in my hands. ,
There was nothing sinister in the first
entry. It was made in the steady, squatish

-~
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script of a self-educated seaman, and dared
February 21st, 192—. The words wete
sute and sane, with no hint -of the hell-
penned: horror that lay in the final pages of
the book.

Lazarus Heath had shipped out ss First
Mate aboard the freighter Macedonia, bound
Southeast for Africa. It was as simple and
prosaic-as that. For pages there was nothing
but the easy, satisfied chatting of 2 sea-faring
man sctting down, for his own amusement,
the record of an interesting but mundane
voyage. Thé first leg of the journey had
gone well; even the weather had been with
the Macedonia. The crew was competent
and not too quarrelsome, and already look-
ing forward to a “time’”* in the African coast-
towns. Then, somewhete in the Southern
Atlantic, they ran into the fog.

At first, Lazarus Heath made only passing
mention of it; although it had come upon
them unexpectedly and was intensely thick
and disconcerting, it was judged that they
would sail 6n through it on instruments
without too much difficulty. There was a
controlled, sensible attitude in Heath's script
at this point; he was writing for himself
the things he had told his men. At the close
of the entry he wrote, as. though loathe to
admit it, even to himself: “There is a certain
uneasiness among the men; it.is not good
fot the nerves, this endless, blinding fog.
. . ." The writing trailed off with the first
whispet of the uncertainty that was laying
siege-to Lazaras Heath's mind.

The next entry was made four days later
in 2. dashing, cold hand. It was short and
bewildered. “Still this damnable fog, and
that is not the worst of it. The insttuments
have begun to act queerly. We must 2o on
as best we can and trust in the Almighty.
Men very jumpy. . . ~ And, on the night,
of the same day, the controlled hand had
wavered perceptibly as it scribbled: "Instro-
ments gone dead. What in God’s name dces
it mean?” The story continued.

The coming of the voices was not suddén.
It began with Dyke. Lazarus Heath knew
little about the gangling, blond-bearded kid_
called Alan Dyke. He had signed on in
New Yotk as a2 fireman. A qui€t, uneasy
individual, he spent most of his leisure with
books. He effected the bilge-water lingo
of the sea, but underneath, he was only a
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kid, and he was scared. It began, according
to Heath, when the engines went dead: They
had expected that for what seemed a century.
The Macedinia couldn’t go on plowing in
blind circles forever; the fuel gave out. The
hell-fire in the bowels of Heath's ship gut-
tered and died; there was only an echoing
ghost of the roar that had choked the-engine
room,

IT WAS too quiet. An unholy, nerve-rend-

ing silence enveloped the becalmed Ma-
cedonia. After a time, the men even gave up
talking, as if the very echo of their voices,
holiow and dead in the smothering fog,
terrified them.

Dyke was on the foredeck when he heard
the voices. Heath, standing beside him, had
sensed an abrupt new tautness in the bony,
coltish frame. Dyke’s adolescent face
strained to one side, marble-blue eyes gazing
blindly into the mist; he listened. His words
came to Lazarus Heath as though they had
been separated by some yawning, fog-
choked abyss.

“You hear them? The voices? ¥ can hear
then; they’re calling us. . . . The syrens are
chanting the melodies of watety death. . . .
Zoth Syra calleth. . .” The voice was no
longer Dyke's. It was light and cloying,
possessed of a malignant beauty. Men froze
and stared; they seemed not to hear Heath's
shatp commands. "I heard nothing,” Heath
wrote that night. “Still, the sounds must
have been there. Dyke must have been listen-
ing to something; he and the others.

But, I mustn't believe these whispered
legends of sea-syrens. Someéone must hold
this God-fotsaken crew together . . . if only
I 'have the strength . . . if only I can keep
from hearing the voices. . .” That was
the prayer of Lazarus Heath, the night.the
Macedonia ran aground and sank off the
ghostly shores of. a lost, unchartered island.

Little space separated the next entry from
those last frantic wotds, scribbled unevenly
across a water-streaked, foul-smelling page
of the diary, yet, reading on, I had-the sen-
sation of an endless spinning through some
datk, watery nothingness. I lived the night-
mare of which Lazarus Heath wrote with
the calm sadness of a completely sane man.

The end of the Macedonia had beea sud-
den and strange. By the hour, they had
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known it must be noon in that outer world.
with which they had lost all hope of con-
tact. Their own existence had become a
perpetual fog-swarming night; the mon-
strous ticking of the ship’s clocks only
taunted them. The bells of the Macedonia
ticocheted mockingly into the boundless
darkness of the mist. They had been chim-
ing when the end came,

Lazarus Heath had spent most of his life
on ‘the water; he had survived more than
one shipwreck. Panic and the smashing fury
of the sea were nothing new to him. It was
the quiet that terrified the Macedonia's Figst
Mate, The crew seemed not to understand;
his lashing, bitter orders fell on deafened
ears. The swirling Atlantic sucked thirstily
at their feet and they did not move. Officers
and men alike, they stood or sat in a speech-
less, apathetic stupor, unmindful of the
death that swirled and lapped on every side.
Each face held the same wrapt, hypnotized
expression. One would have said they were
listening. . . .

Heath steeled himself. He musto't listen.
He mustn’t let himself hear what they could
hear. He wanted to live. He stalked the
Jength of the bridge angrily, bawling harsh
commands. Only the fog and the sea listened
and echoed. The Macedonia groaned mourn-
fully and listed. to port; water, thick and

_brine-tangled, flooded her hold. No one

moved. She was. going fast. He had to do.
something, make them hear him, bring them
back to life. . ...

Inky wetness washed against him, whirl-

ing him blindly in a stinking bottomless pit.
His lungs would burst . . . they must.
Air! And, then, he was on the surface. In
the near-distance of the fog, the gray mass
of his ship loomed balefully. It foundered
and up-ended; there were no cries of terror
or pain . .. only cold, death-spawned silence.
The Macedonia went down. There was noth-
ing but a dull phosphorescence on the sut-
face, and the frozen, black expanse of sea
and fog.

V1

HEATH was never quite certain about
the island. "It seemed probable that the
Maceédonia had run agronnd on the pin-
point of land that.rose like 2 monstrous
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medusa from the mauve-green depths of the

sca, yet Heath had never been aware of the

existence of such an island; it was marked
on none of the charts drawn by human

hands. Ata moment’s notice, it had seemed

to rear itself into the cotton-wool fog off
the: port bow~of the ship. The water lap-
ping at its fungus-clotted shores gurgled
insanely” as it swallowed the last of the
Macedonia.

Oil-stained brine tangled Lazarus Heath’s
limbs; swimming was next to impossible.
He never knew how long he was lost in
the whirling eddies ‘that ‘licked about the
island. It seemed an cternity. In the limit-
less, time-killing darkness of the fog, he
struggled hopelessly, until finally, his feet
touched bottom. He slithered ashore, lashed
on by the incoming tide. Salt burnced his
Jips -and cyes; he was between choking and
.crying.  In the lea of a gigantic finger of
rock, he toppled to his knecs, and sank for-
ward, face-down, into a thoughtless stu-

oo

The fog never lifted. When Heath’s
mind crawled upward from the soundless
depths of unconsciousaess, he hiad no way
of knowing how long he had lain, sense-
less, with the mossy, damp soil of the island
clinging to him as if it had some power of
physical possessiveness. He rolled over on
his back, his head throbbing and-dazed. He

was breathing more easily, now; some of"

the weary tautness had gone out of his
Limbs. Wincing al the effort, he dragged
himself to a standing position. He leaned
against that shadowy hardness of the rock.
His hand camc away coated with. 2 malo-
dorous, verdant slime. Heath wiped the
hand clean, feeling suddenly il at thé cold
dampness that ¢rushed in on him. He
couldn’t be sick; do something . some-
thing to keep his mind busy. Dragging one
foot hedvily after the other, he began to
explore the island,

When he tried to set down the incom-

mmunicable, batren loneliness of that lost out-
post, Lazarus Heath failed. His pen stam-
mered, scarching for the right words, and
finally admitted that the tone of the place
was indescribable. He wandered endlessly
through the cloying blueness of the mist,
and found nothing that offered hope of any
soct. The entire, cammy surface of the

donia and claim its only survivor-
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island seemed to be covered with the same
nauseous green slime his hand had encoun-
tered on the coastal rock. It sucked hun-
grily at his feet with each step he took, It
oozed from the trunks and gnarled, lifeless
limbs of the barren trees that were scat-
tered sparsely inland. The smooth, mu-
cous-like- scum coated the jutting rock for-
mations' wherever they sprang into spectral
being, making them gleam with a malevo-
lent phosphotescence.. Lazarus Heath wrotc
onc fearful sentence, the ghastly import of
which he was not to guess until an age of
horror had passed. “One gets the singular,

frightening impression that this island ‘has

becn a part of the ocean depths for more
years’ than man. can count, and, somechow,
has risen to’cause the tragedy of the Mare-
my-

self. This was written just before

-‘he began to-hear the voices.

PERHA-PS, before, even up to the last

nightmarish moment, when he saw the

ctew of the Macedonia drawn, hypno-

tized and unresisting, into the slavering

maw of the sei, Lazarus Heath had not be-

lieved in the voices. A great many ex-

planations of that frozen, listening attitude

which held the men to their death, may have.
flashed like a wild pbantasmagoria through

his mind. Most of all, I think, he believed

the officers and men alike seized by some

loathsome mass madness. The sounds to

which. they “listened” so intently must be

the. figment of some malady of the mind.

But, there, in the clammy mists ol the lost,

slime-ccated island, he suddenly knew that
the voices were very real.

They were not ordinary sounds. They
were soft, cloying cadences that caught and
held ‘consciousness in a spider-web of evil
beauty. They seemed uttered by countless
alicn tongues echoing across a vast and fear-
ful chasm, and yet, as Heath stumbled on in
search of them, he would bhave sworn thai
their soutce must be, there, just .the. othet
side of that next slimy knoll. He did not
think of why he must find them; he only
knew that this vile harmony had suddenly
become very clear and understandable in bis
mind. "Come away!” the voices chanted,
with the sound of myriad Gehennan lutes.
“Come away to your bride, Zoth Syra! Come
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away . . to the Queen of the
Grecn Abyss. .

1 staggered blindly onward,” Heath
wrote in his diary. (The words themselveés
staggered crazily across the water-ruined
pages, 2 mute reflection of the precipitous,
hellish compulsion of his quest for the
voices.} ‘'l knew not whete I was going,
nor why, I fell time and again; my hands
and knees bled with scrambling among the
slippery, treacherous rocks. I came to the
beach. Somehow the fog there seemed to
lift, growing: less dense, and I found my-
sclf ‘on the brink of the ocean. I knew. I
must stop, or drown, but my legs continued
to pump with plston-hke persistence.  The
voices were nearer, now; they held a malevo-
lent beauty mote compellmg than the sounds
that echo through narcotic dreams. Panic-
stricken, I felt the icy water rising about my
body, and still 1 kept moving out to sea.
Brine swelled about my chest. ‘The voices
chanted mad cacophonies in my ears; wild,
discordant, irresistible. The water reached
my neck, my mouth ahd then, my head
was covered. .

“And, now the maddest thing of all.
Submergcd I continued to walk, to breathe,
slowly, easily, not through nos¢ ot mouth,
but through a pair of gills in my throat!
I strode onward through the swirling, opal-
escent depths, ever toward the howling,
evilly-joyful singing toward my bride,
Zoth Syra!”

Between these frenzied, stagg ering words
and the next and final entry, there is 2 gap
of several blank, brine-yellowed pages. But
for this, one mlgh't have guessed through
dcsperate wishful thinking, that the final
episodes of that hideous record were
dreamed. of whole cloth—the fanatical rav-

. away .

)

ings of a mind lost beyond rescue. No such”

gitess can be hazarded when you hatve seen
that last entry. It is -dated almost twenty
years later, in Kalesmouth, The writing is
spidery and precise; the words have the cold,
terrifying ring of unquestionable, biasphe-
mous truth. Lazarus Heath set down those
final sentences with a calm, almost grim
determination. The véry bareness of the
clipped emotionless style he used bhas a
numbing quality. God knows I wounld
rather have died than believe this unholy
tale, but there was no choice.
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EVE‘\I after twenty years, Heath could
only hint at the monstrous dream which
followed his descent into what he called
“The Empire of the Green Abyss.” His
tight, controlled words whisper of a-world
unknown to mortals, a submarine, slime-
choked empire of strange geomctr‘ical di-
mensions, a city Whose architecture was
somehow “'all wrong.”” Entering it, Lazarus
Heath was seized withan unutterable nausea,
a repulsion that made him wint to return,
‘to go back somehow, and die as normal men
would in such circumstances. But, he went
on. In some inexplicable manner, he had
become a part of this world of loathsome
watery putrescence. He became one with
the creatures who wete the subjects of Zoth
Syra, Empress of the Abyss.

OBV TQUSLY, the pen faltered, the words
would not come, but lay stagnant, and
unspeakable, in Heath’s mind when he tried
to “describe’’ thesc ‘creatures, He could no
more draw 2 picture of them than he could
explain the evil charm they held for him—
a charm embodicd in the chanting, ungodly
thing they called Zoth Syra. Lazarus Hea.th
was. at once repe[[ed and terribly, irresistibly
drawn to this Queen who had chosen him
for ber lover. In trembling half-scrawls,
he hints at the monstrous, primitive rites
that were part of their betrothal ceremony.
And of himself he writes with frightening
simplicity: "I was helpless. I was part of
those decadent blasphemies and knew it, yet
“had not the will to resist. 1 wanted only to
go on listening to that hellish, sweet voice
which belonged to my Queen. . . ."

There was no time; there was nothing
but an endless, blttet'swce" madness, from
which he had not the will to escape. He
became to the creatures of the Abyss, Yoth
Zara, the Chosen One. And reigning be-
side the indescribably evil beauty, Zoth
Syra, he became conscious of a ceaseless
murmuring of restless voices that echoed
sibilantly in the song of his Queen. Perhaps
it was then that Heath pieced together his
explanation of that hideocusly magnificent
underworld. I.do not know. But it was
the whispering of the voices that made him
uneasy, that sent his mind struggliog up-
ward from the Abyss, groping blindly to-
ward the light of normalcy. It was the
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murmured legends that made possible his
final escape. The horror of them gave him
a strength he needed; they dcafened his
eats to the song of Zoth Syra, And, when
the Empress of the Abyss bore Lazarus
Heath a child in his image, he fled with the
baby, wildly, insanely, rising. through the
undulant shadows of a mad dream.

More than 2 yeas and a half after the
disappearance of the Macedonia, Lazarus
Heath was found, more dead than alive,
on an uncharted island. in the Atlantic. Some
:aboard the rescue ship wondered about the
strange blue marks on Heath's throat; they

asked each other how a man could survive

for nearly twenty months when there was
no sign of sheltcr or vegetation on the
island. They questioned him about the baby
gitl who was rescued along with him.
Heath said her name was Cassandra.

Y
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“I Lazarus John Heath, being .of sound
, and sane body and mind, and under
the influence of no thing of man, natural
or otherwise, do this day set my hand in
protestation of the truth of what T have
writtea above. My story is not a dream; it
happened, and 1 pray to the .Almighty it
may never happen again. At first glance, it
will have, for the reader, all the earmarks
‘of drunken. fantasy, but upon cleser con-
sideration of the facts, upon a study of the
lore- of the sea, I feel certain that another
decision will be reached.

“In the ancient books, men have written
of a race of Syrens, monstrous beauties of
the seas, who lured men to death and wotse
with their strange, irresistible chanting.
This race, say the recorders, was banished
from the earth for its evil practice-of black
magic; the Syrens were turned into the
rocky,. treacherous shoals of the ocean;
turned into stone. . . .

“The whispered legends of the Abyss
have another tale to tell. Yes, they mur-
muf. ‘Their race was cast out as men re-
corded, but only condemned to the deep
they once controlled; so that, sullen and
alone, they begat the Pcople of the Abyss,
a race of creatures that lurks on the edge
of time, safe in thc maw of the green occan,
uniil the: moment comcs whén they shall
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again proclaim themselves and. retake the
world ~from which they were banished
countless ages ago. I have-bcen ome of
them; through- me they hoped to strike, I
think. I was to be their contact with this
world we know. I have heard their un:
satisfied whimperings; they chafe at the bit
for release. And I say beware. They have
claimed me, True, 1 escaped, but even yét,
I am of them. In the end, they shall
teclaim me .. but, not alive, if I can help
it. All these haunted years since my escape
from the Abyss, I have heard their songs,
their endless pagan chanting. So far, 1
have resisted, but I grow ever weaker. Some
day, they will win. But, it is not this t'.hat,
terrifies me; I know I must die as a traitot
to their cause. My only fear is that some-
how, some day, they will realize that with
me in my {light, I took the daughter of Zoth

Syra. I pray God they will never reclaim
her for Cassandra is onc of them, just
as I "

HE last words of Lazarus Heath's hotri-
_ ble testament wavered. frailly across the
page, as if the controlled hand of the
writer had grown too weak to go on. The
ink was blurred in spots by vague, circular
stains that might have ‘been made by rain-
drops, or the impotent teats of a lost,
frightened old man. .
With numbed fingers I closed that book
of the damned. I sank back against the
cold unfriendliness of the throne dlglir, and
shut my cyes. I could feel beads of icy per-
spiration forming at the base of my skull
and trickling down the back of my neck.
Not only my hands were numb, my brain
was ‘working with the dreamy sluggishness .
of a somnambulist. Curiously evil visions
danced across the shadowy, decaying bina-
ings of books on_the far wall. T do not
know how long I sat thete. The candle
gutlered and died. I sat on, hemmed in by
the writhing ghosts that complete darkness
set loose again in the chamber where Heath
had written his hateful confession.
Outside, the storm raged maniacally,
seething through the forgotlen, rat-pirated
tunpels undec Heath House. Vaguely, I
thought that somchow with each passing in-
stant, the sea and the wind had become
more ferocious, more predatory, as though
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lashed on to devastating fury by some in-
ternal, supernatural distutbance.  Then,
slowly, through the screaming lunacy of the
storm, I became aware of another sound. It
was a high, soft threnody that was of the
wind and lightning, yet a song in itself, a
chorus of mytiad voices that echoed from
beyond life and dcath, that whispered
hauntingly, evilly, of the sccrets of the un-
known. The song of the Syrens, my mind
muttered.  Yes, their song. But, for
whom? They had Lazarus Heath, now;
they must be calling another. .

Even before I heard Cassindra’s voice, 1
was out of the chair, stumbling toward the
door. Then, the first anguished wail of her
ghastly litany froze my senses. For an in-
calculable moment, I could only stand and
listen. That unbearable throbbing was not
my heart; it was Cassandra’s frail hands
pounding madly on her chamber door for
release. ‘

And always, steadily, her cry rose, shrill-
ing through the shadow-crawling halls of
Heath House, an obsccne, awesome chant, at
once wheedling, beguiling, and command-
ing. Slowly, painfully, I made out the
words.

“I have heard you call, O, Yoth Kala, my
betrothed! I have seen the spirits of the
Abyss grown wild as presage of your com-
ing; their rejoicing has set loose the sea that
is their empire; 1t echoes in the thunder,
the black wind and lightning! Come then,
my husband and father of my child! Claim
your bride! Come to me through the cove
of Yoth Zara, my father! I wait! Come

. . Come!”

THE silence in which that last unholy plea
died away was an eternity of horror for
me, yet it must have endured only an instant.
It was a strange, pregnant silence, fraught
with impending terror. I realized dully, that
those countless voices that had risen a mo-
ment before above the howling wind, had
just as suddenly been quieted. Now, in their
stead, another voice; single and terrifying
in the very loneliness of its sound, rosc from
a murmus to a sharp nasal chant that sliced
thtough the violence of the storm as if it
were a mere unruly zephyr. Someone, some-
thing, very near, yet outside, was calling
Cassandra’s name. The cove, my mind re-
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peated mechanically. Come to me through
the cove of Yoth Zara, my father. . . .

I staggered through the blinding darkness
toward the single tall window of Heath's
study. I felt the skin of my ankle torn as'1
stumbled over some vague, edged object. I
swore and righted myself. My hand caught
at the drape, and its dusty velvet strength
supported mc. I peered through the smeary,
leaded panes, into the streaming maw of the
storm.

“Cassandra!” that hell-spawned voice
echoed. “I' come, O, Cassandra my
bride. . .

I do not know how I looked standing
there, that night, in the evil-sodden gloom,
but, I know what I saw. Perhaps, in the end,
I shall be no more successful at putting the
essential, blasphemous horror of that vision
into wortds, than was Lazatus Heath. But, 1
must tey. If I can transcribe only one grain
of the actual loathsomeness of the Abyss-
born. creature called Yoth Kala, perhaps,
then, men will know why I destroyed Cas-
sandra. . .. ’

The flash of lightning that rent the mad-
dened heavens in that moment, was nothing
ordinaty. It was like a sudden noon-day sun
at midnight, throwing into relief the hide-
ous, turtbulent cove where Lazarus- Heath
died. The cold stone of the sacrificial pillars
cast gargoylesque shadows on the slimy
sand; a torrent of cackling sea crashed in-
land, and drowned them for an instant,
then, suddenly, receded, and the Thing was
there. 1 do not remember what wild conjec-
tures twisted through my fear-tortured brain
in the moment. Perhaps I thought I had
gone mady perhaps I told myself T was let-
ting my imagination run away with me. But,
I knew | wasn't.

I cannot say the Thing in the cove
walked; it moved inland rapidly, but-with a’
seemingly gradual, amoebic motion. It ex-
panded and ebbed, gelatinous tendrils creep-
ing over the sand of the cove, spreading like
a stain of ink, or black, poisonous blood. 1
saw no distinct form. I was conscious only
of 2 monstrous, jelly-like mound, black and
glistening with a slime-coated, nauseons
putrescence. The Thing slobbered onward
to Heath House, covering ground with
feightening speed. And from this hellish
creature, through the whip-Jash of the storm,
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shrilled the high, hypnotic voice of Yoth
Kala, calling his bride. .. .

The period- of befogged waiting came to
an abrupt end. T knew, quite suddenly, that
the time. for thinking and rational disbelief
had run out. It was no longer a matter of
guessing and wondering at the mad writings
of Lazarus Heath. T, myself, had seen them
come to foul, soulless life. I had witnessed
the evil of the Abyss incarnate, creeping re-
lentlessly toward its goal—coming to claim
Cassandra!

EV-EN as I watched, the foetid Thing dis-
appeared around the dim corner of
H?at-h House. I moved more sutely, now,
with a strange, icy calm. For, now, [ had at
least one thing for which to be grateful. The
evil that 1 fought had taken on concrete
form; I was no longer fighting shadows.
Clutching the cool butt of the revolver in my
pocket, T went out into the murky. shadows
of the hallway. I moved quietly,: scarcely
daring to breathe. I must reach Cassandra

before It did. I must keep.her from this

creature of lost and carrion ages. And, al-
ways, as I walked, the discordant, shrill
threnody of Yoth Kala sliced into my con-
sciousness. The pounding on Cassandra’s
door became more frantic by the second. Her
voice rosc wildly, calling to the Thing risen
from thic briny tomb of the sea.

I had -almost reached her door, when I
stopped. A sudden, whirling vertigo seized
my brain; I clutched at the balustrade for
support. Rising from the well of the foyer,
a reeking cffluvia reached out to évery corner
of the shadow-ridden house. I will not sayI
actually heard movement; it was simply a
soft, hissing sound, as of oily water eating
at the rotton pilings of a river dock. I stared
down the long staircase, trying to focus my
eyes, and then, abruptly, the Thing was
there, moving quickly up the stairs. I saw
it clearly for the first time.

No one whose mind is cramped by cut-

and-~dried conceptions of form and the three~

known dimensions, can possibly sense the
vague, hidcous shapelessness of that creature
of the Abyss. The form it possessed cannot
be drawn in units of height or thickness ot
density. It seemed to undulate, varying by
the second, rising gelatinously to a height of
pethaps ten feet, and then, subsiding, swell-

ing, spreading slimy tentacles forward.. The
whole of the rubbery outer skin was coated
with a foul ichor, a tatry stickiness that
seemed secreted from monstrous, leathery -
pores. I think it was this bluish slime that
set loose the rancid stench that grew more
overpowering with each moment, with-each
slithering inch of its progress up the stair:
case. .

At the approximate center of this putrid,
blue-black mass, a raw, slobbering hole,
which seemed to be a rudimentary r_nouth,
sucked in and out with obscene thythm. It
was from this opening in the reticulated,
reptilian hide that the cloying, mucous-
choked chant of Yoth Kala emanated. Actu-*
ally, thete. was no face, but, nearly a foot
above the wound-like mouth, there was 2
single, serpentine tentacle that writhed from
side to.side, sensing, rather than secing,
looking like some flesh-made periscope shot
up from hell. At the end of the tentacle, 1
made out what might have been an eye—
the squamous, dusty, expressionless orb of 2
snake. And, now, as the Thing crawled up-
ward, the eye-tentacle suddenly grew rigid,
turning toward me. For a second, the huge
gelatinous form hesitated, then moved for-
ward again, this time directly for me.

Mechanically, sick with the putzid vileness
of the odor the Thing cast off, I staggered
backwasd, away from on-coming horror. The
eye-tentacle’ wavered and followed me. The
forerunning cilia of black, tarry stickiness
flowed zcross the hall, only a few feet from
me. The stench. was unbearable. It seemed
to me that the pagan song of Yoth Kala had
taken on 2 high, evilly-humorous ncte. The
slobbering mouth-holé spread in what could
only be a. hideous, anticipatory grin.

NOW, my back was against the wall; I
could still hear Cassandra thumping
on the panels of her door, crying her invita-
tion to this loathsome lover of hers, but I

-was no [anger thinking of her. I could think

only of the long, jelly-like feeler, sent ‘out
from the black, viscid mass, curling slowly
about my -waist, crushing. Perhaps, [
screamed or swore; I do not know. I remem-
ber plunging my hand into pocket and
squeezing the trigger of that revolver. There
was a smell of seared cloth as-the bullet
burnt thtough my coat, and then, sharply, a
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cry, almost lhuman, of furious pain. A
slitted, ugly wound opened in the feeler,
and bluish, stinking slime spewed over my
hand and waist; this was the foul, putrid
blood of the ¢reature of the Abyss! A thick,
nauseous ichor that spurted like oil from
the bullet wound. The fecler uncoiled in a
tremendous reflex of agony, and 1 stumbled
away, down the hall, fumbling in 'my pocket
for the key to Cassandra’s door. I slammed
the heavy portal behind me, and leaned
against it, sobbing hysterically.

The first thing I became conscious of was
the sudden silence; it fell like a spidery caul
over Heath House.' I realized dully that, for
a moment, Yoth Kala’s song had been
stopped.

Beyond the door, there was a vague, liquid
rustling, then.a tense, waiting fioiselessness
<—as thoughi the Thing were being very still,
listening,

And, here, in Cassandra’s room, there was
another silence. Before me in the shadows,
the pallid oval of Cassandra’s face wavered
Rhan-torn_-.iikc, staring at me; the darkly bril-
liant eyes were tortured with a surprisingly

sane fear. Abruptly, as though the silencing.

of that blasphemous incantation had mo-
mentarily released her to sanity, Cassie was
in my arms, crying softly.

“Don't let him get me, darding! You
musta’t let him get me! Promise you won't!
Please! . . . I'm all right, now; it’s only when
f hear his voice that I can’t refuse him,. .”

“It’s all right,” I said thickly. “We'll get
out of here somechow.". . We'll go away
where he can never touch you. .. ."

“No
way. . .

“We can, Cassie! We must. ..."

"No. .. Believe me! I know! There’s
only one escape. ,
me. ... .”"

“Cassie!”

"It's true! It's the only way out. If you
don’t care about' me, think about the.child
. . . my child by him. ..”

“Stop' talking crazy. I -tell you we'll get
away. ...” '

“Think of the child,” Cassandra- insisted .

hoarsely. “I am the daughter of Zoth Syra.
My father was a human; I was born in-the
image of that father. But, think of the child
I'mist beac. , . . Suppose ... . suppose be is

no, I can't escape him that.

You've got to kill-
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born in the image of his father .. of that

. » . that Thing out there!”
VIII

I WAS no longer seeing that frail, ag«’
. guished visage, gray as dcath, with its
ghastly, bluish throat-scars; I was no longer
aware of the horror that shone through Cas-
sandra’s eyes—the terror of a2 mind caught
in a web from which there was no escape:
All' T could see was that slavering, heinous
monstrosity beyond the chamber door. A
child! Its child, born in its own hidéous-
image! It couldn’t be! It must néver hap-
pen! This lost decadent race of evil en-
crouching upon the earth, getting its hellish
fruit upon humans—and in the end, over-
whelming, conquering, reclaiming, as Laza-~
rus Heath had prophesied! .

“Cassandra! O, my bride! Princess of
the Abyss, I call. Yoth Kala calis!”

Beneath my hands, I felt Cassandra’s:
fragile body turn rigid; her flesh suddenly
burned against mine. Those dark eyes
glazed and protruded horribly, and at her
throat, the bluish lines pulsed.obscenely, like
the gills of a fish, like the nauseous mouth
of th¢ Thing in the hall... I tried to hold ber,
but as the chant of Yoth Kala rose wildly,
her'clawed hands beat insanely at my face;
their pails bit into the flesh. With a species
of supernatural strength, Cassandra tore her-
self loose:.:She thrust me to ore side, and
was- at the. door, tearing fraatically at-the
latch, shrilling-a nasal, hypnotic teply to her’
mate. ; .

" Now, staring at the door itself, I saw the
massive panels sag and warp, as if from
tremendous pressure from without. A foetid-
black fecler-oozed through the crevice at the
bottom of the door. It circled, obscenely
possessive, about Cassandra’s ankles, evil,
caressing. The storm throbbed at the black-
ened casements. There was no lightning,
now; only endless, abysmal blackness and
rising through it, all the myriad hateful
voices of the Green Abyss, howling in
chorus to the incantations of Yoth Kala and
his bride.

What I did then was done with the sure,
unthinking calm of a man who has reached
his final decision. I walked slowly to Cas-
sandra’s side; she was no longer conscious
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of my existence. She tore so maniacally at
the door to freedom that her frail ‘fingess
bled. The revolver felt cool in my sweat-
soaked grip. 1 brought the neat, business-
like muzzle within a few inches of Cas-
sandra’s- temple. 1 knew, now, that she was
right. There was only one escape. 1 pulled
the trigger.

I waited for death.

You must understand that. I fully ex-
pected to die. T had no idea of running. 1
saw Cassandra slump forward against the
door. As she slid to the floor, her fingers
clutched convalsively at the dark wood; the
nails dug four parallel streaks the length of
the panels. She lay very still. In that in-
stant; as the crashing echo of the shot with-
ered to silence through the catacombs of
Heath House, a great terrified wail soared
ansancly zbove the onslaught of the storm; a
scream- of pain and unanswerable anger. The
huge door bent beneath superhuman pres-
sure. Then, slowly, as I waited for loath-
some, foul-smelling déith in the-grip of.
Yoth Xala, a dedth I did not intend to fight,
the weird chanting from without died away.
There was silence.” A strange, utterly peace-
ful silence such as Heath House had.not
known for countless ycars. I saw the black,
stinking tentacle withdrawn from the room.
Outside, in the- hallway, a sickly hissing
sound echoed mournfully. It moved down
the staircase that creaked beneath its retreat-
ing weight. ‘

I walked unsteadily to the casement win-
dow and gazed- out through a strangely
abated storm. A sudden; peaccful moon had
crept from behind dull clouds. And across
the cold moonlitstrand, into the cove, once”
again to -be swallowed -by thé sightless
depths of the Green Abyss, slithered the
hideous, hell-spawned Thing no other living
man has ever seen. Yoth Kala was gone,

I know, now, why it happened that way.
I have thought about it a great deal in these,
fast lonely hours, and.1 believe I have found
the-answer. I had waited for the vengeance
of Yoth Kala; I had expected to die as the
destroyer of his bride. But, Yoth Kala could’
not reach me. As Lazarus Heath had been
before her, Cassandra was. an instrument.
She was the key in the grip of the people ot
the Abyss, their only contact with this world
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that had cast_them out ages since, the only
one through whom they could regain a foot-
hold in that world, on whom they could
beget the race that.would ‘one day reclaim-
all that they had lost. When I killed Cas-
sandra, I cut off that contact. Yoth Kala and
his hideous breed ‘were once more consigned
to the bonded anonymity of the Abyss. This
time, at least, the world had escaped’their
vengeance.

I walked back to where Cassandra lay,
calm, and at peace. 1 sat down béside het,
and stnoothed her soft, warm hair gently. 1
think 1 cried. The stofm whispered a lost

rotest and died. I sat there with Cassandra
until late the next evening, when Dt
Ambler came to call, and found us.

Only another half-hour until dawn. The
cell block has been very quiet most of
the night. Outside, in the grayish half-
light, there is a sound of distant business
that seems ghostly coming.in through the
bars on the cold early morning air. There
is a creaking of wood, and then a sudden
thud. This is repeated several times. They
are testing the spring-trap of my gallows.

They say that prayers help. If you have
comie this far, if you think you understand
the story of Cassandra Heath, you might try

it. Make it a very special sort of prayer:. Not

for Cassandra and me. All our prayers were
said a long time since. We are at peace.

This prayer must be for you—for you and
all the others who must be left behind, who
cannot walk with me, up that final flight of
wooden stairs, to peace and cscape, who
must go on living in the shadow of a moan-
strous evil of which they are not even awate,
and so, can never destroy. You may need
those prayers,

Somewhere beyond the edge of the last
lone lip of land, beyond the rim of reality,
sunken beneath the slime and weed of in-
numerable centuries, the creatures of the
Abyss Jive on. Zoth Syra still reigns, and the
syren songs are still sung. Entombed in their
foul, watery empire, they writhé; restless,
waiting, . . . This time they have lost their
foothold. This time their link with the
world of normalcy has been broken, their
contact destroyed. This time they have
failed. ' .

" But, they will try again ... . and again. ..,




