ALL STORIES NEW — NO REPRINTS
JANUARY, 1950 Cover by Matt Fox

LONG NOVELETTE

BLACK HARVEST OF MORAINE . . . . Arthur J. Burks 4
When the ice-age retreated, who could know the torces it lcft behind
to plague and outwit men of the scientific age?

SHORT STORIES

THE ORMOLU CLOCK . . . . o o o » o August Derleth 22
Hatcher felt nothing in his past could account for
the mystery; but could a clock have a past?

IN THAT SAME MOMENT . . . . . . Manly Wade Wellman 27
Conquered time is your doormat, your toy, your pockel piece. .
THE SMILING FACE . . . . Mary Elizabeth Counselman 33

The deep Brazilian jungle had swallowed up the woman he loved and
the man he hated—the crippled explorer could only wait.

THE URBANITE . . . . . Ewen Whyte 43
The terrible, meamngless scream aud cry of ¢he Cuy, :ts endless vibrations, at
last have brought forth upon itself this ultimate inevitable product of itself.

THE MYSTERIOUS MISS MALTA . . . . . . Stanton A. Ceblentz G50
Auction sales fascma!e a lot of folks; who can res:st the
“Going, going, gonel’—even to death?

THE LAST TRAIN . . . . Fredric Brown 59
There comes a time in every man s llfe when he deadcs 1o break with the past—
hon complete the break depends on the man and the state of the world!

THE MASK OF DON ALFREDO . .« « + « « o Dlal Bissell 62
Of the husband and wife, one had dted ffly 7ears ago,
one only last night. But which. . . . ?

OUTSIDE OF TIME . . . . . Carroll John Daly 68
Let it be said everlastingly that the “nmposs!ble" of loday .
may well be the commonplace of tomorrow. .

THE FAMILY . . . . « o o « « o & s+ « « « Margaret St. Clair 77

« « » flooded by an emouou, even more poignant because
ke could not be sure if it were anguish or bliss.

THE CACTUS . . . . . . . " . . . . Mildred Johnson 80
The police rout sometlung from another umverse, anolner straium =
of existence; the law command the supernatural?

DARK ROSALEEN . . .. e + « « « Seabury Quinn 86
Was he flesh and blood—an artist's cohcrete conceptwu
of something abstract, tenuous, allegorical?

THE EYRIE . e ® ¢ a e & & ¥ 6 2 e 2 o s & s e v o v , :: 93

VERSE
SEA KING’'S DAUGHTER . . . , « « o s &« « + s + . Dorothy Quick 49
THE VISION . . . e « ¢ « + & +« « « +« + « . Leah Bodine Drake 67

Published bi-monthly by Weird Tales, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. Reentered as second-class matter
January 26, 1940, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the act f March 3, 1879. Single copies. 25 centa.
Subscription rates: One year in the United States and possessions, $1.50. Foreign and Canadian postage extra.
The publishers are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuacripts although every care will be taken of auch
material while in thelr possession.

Copyright, 1949, by Weird Talea. Qopyright in Great PBritain. ﬂﬁ% 178

Title registered in U. S. Patent Office. o

PRINTEDR IN THE U. 8. A. L Vol. 42, No. 2

B. MCILWRAITH, Editor-




It was a present . . . but il seemed to have horns.

2SN

@e
actus

BY MILDRED JOHNSON

HE package came by first-class

mail. It was from Edith’s old

friend in Los Angleles, Abby Bur-
den. She opened it with interest, picked
out some cotton wadding, a bulky letter,
nore cotton wadding. That was apparently
all, but since nobody, not even Abby, would
package a letter so tenderly, she reinspected
the cotton and found a small prickly object.
The explanation was undoubtedly in the
letter.

It was written, as usual, on thin paper,
typewritten with band interlineations and
annotations crawling about the pages and
into the margins, and Edith had to turn it
upside down and endways and trail sen-
tences for sheets before capturing the sense.
It dealt with the Burdens’ trip to Mexico,
but not until the end did it divulge the
mystery of the enclosure.

“And now about the cutting,” Abby
wrote. "I may as well tell you Robert is
against my sending it to you. He thinks
I'm very silly. Let me tell you about it,
Heading by Vincent Napoli though:

"I picked it up in an out-of-the-way, God-
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forsaken spot about a hundred miles from
Chihuahua, where we had a flat tire. It was
desert country, ninety in the shade—al-
though there was no shade—and there was
poor Robert faced with the prospect of
changing a tire. I offered to help but he
said the best way for me to help him would
be to keep quiet for a while. You know
how cranky a man can get under those con-
ditions. The car was like an oven so I took
a little walk around to look at the vegeta-
tion, such as it was, but there seemed to be
nothing for hundreds of miles but sage
and scrub and sand, and heat rising and
shimmering all about. And then, a short
distance away, I seemed to see a kind of
fog, an overhanging mist. I thought it was
an optical illusion—because whoever heard
of a fog in the desert?>—but, since it wasn’t
far away, 1 walked over to it. And as I
approached it I smelled the sweetest, sour-
est, muskiest odor I've ever known. Sud-
denly the ground dipped and I was looking
at a strange and lovely thing. Do you re-
member the meteor crater in Arizona? What
I saw there was the same thing, much
smaller, of course. It was a scoop in the
earth, like a great dimple, and it was filled
with cactus growths, marvelous, unearthly;
beautiful—eight, nine, ten feet tall—gray-
green giants stretching their twisted arms to
the sky. There were hundreds of them, some
of them already blooming with dark red
flowers. It was the latter that gave off the
strange, sweet smell.

"Edith—actually I felt as if I were on
another planet, and what with the heavy
perfume and the heat, my head swam. But
finally T pulled myself together and rushed
back to Robert to beg him to come and see
what I had found, and ask him to cut me
a slip of one of those weird plants. But his
reaction was most peculiar. You know how
sensible Robert usually is, but for some
private reason he took a dislike to the whole
area and became very difficult about getting
a cutting for me. He said he wouldn’t want
a thing like that. He said they looked like
goats and smelled like them too. He was
positively silly. He said there was something
about the little valley and the phalanxes of
tortured shapes that gave him the creeps.
But finally he gave in and cut me a tiny
piece from the nearest plant. He scratched

himself doing so and that didn’t make him
any happicr. The spikes on the stem are
rather tricky, you'll notice.

“As soon as I got it home I planted: it.
Edith, it's the finest specimen I've ever
scen and grows like—I was going to say
like a weed but it’s faster than that. In a
week I had to transplant it to a larger plant

ot.

d “Robert is still angry about it, though,
and that’s why he thinks I'm crazy to send
you a cutting of it. But knowing your fond-
ness for cacti, I had to share my discovery
with you.”

EDITH folded up the letter and in-
spected the little cutting, holding it in
her palm. It was no more than an inch in
length, brown and shriveled, and so life-
less she doubted that it would grow at all.
However, she would give it a chance. She
found a small pot, pressed it in, watered it
and set it on the shelf with her other cactus
plants. “'If you're going to be a giant cactus,”
she said, “you've a long way to go, little
friend.”

On examination the next morning, she
was pleased to see that apparently its grip
on life was secure. Watering it on the fol-
lowing Monday with the rest of her cactus
collection she decided the infant was going
to be a prodigy, for not only had it changed
its wizened brown covering for one of
healthy green but had straightened up and
grown fully two inches. Its shape was some-
what comical: with the fat, spinous stem
and the two little horns sprouting from the
top, it resembled a rampant tomato cater-
pillar. Edith wrote to Abby that afternoon
thanking her for the little plant.

Six weeks afterward, by the end of May,
it was no longer little. In fact it had out-
stripped all the other cacti on the shelf.
Now fifteen inches tall, it had been trans-
planted to a large urn and, in Edith’s mind,
was being groomed for a star appearance
at the horticultural show in the autumn. Her
friends admired it and, at club meetings,
inquired about its health as they would
about a child's.

When Mrs. Ferguson, her next door
neighbor, viewed it, however, she asked
the question: “When's it supposed to stop
growing?”
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“Well,” laughed Edith, “my friend who
sent 1t to me said they were eight, nine and
ten feet tall—the ones she saw growing in
Mexico, but I don’t imagine it will grow so
much. I haven't a container large enough
for it, for one thing.”

“And your porch roof isn’t high enough.”
Leaning over and tentatively feeling the
two parallel spikes at the head of the plant,
she added, “Not that it couldn’t bore a hole
right through if it wanted to with these
things. They're like daggers.”

Her remark prompted Edith to ask Abby
how the parent was getting along, and she
heard, with slight dismay, that it too was
hyperexpansive, already two feet high and
showing no signs of stopping. When it out-
grew the house, wrote Abby, she had plans
for it in the yard, but Edith thought grimly:
when it outgrows my house it outgrows me.
Goodbye, cactus, in that case.

It blossomed early in June with flowers
of a peculiar liverish color. Though she
never would have admitted it publicly,
Edith thought them unattractive, almost re-

ellent. They were almost like sores, she
thought. And their odor was pungent
enough to cause comment, the baker’s de-
livery man asking if gas was escaping, the
meter reader wanting to know if she had
something burning in the oven. But her
handy man, Mr. Krakaur, who came on
Mondays to put out trash cans, mow the
lawn, etc., and who was the local philoso-
pher ‘on the side, stated frankly that it
“stank.” "'Stinks like a goat,” he said.

“Mr. Krakaur, how can you say that?”
Laughing, she recalled what Robert Burden
had said about it.

“And it looks like one too,” Mr. Kra-
kaur went on, shifting his cud reflectively.
“Got horns and everything. Looks like a
sick goat with boils.”

But in two weeks the blooms were gone.
Most of the smell went with them, although
it lingered upaccountably in various por-
tions of the house far away from the porch,
in closets, in her bedroom, and seemed to
be contained in air pockets for often, usu-
ally at night, she would smell it strong and
musky, but in the next second lose it. It
was as if the cactus itself had passed her
open door. She smiled at her fancy, but was
surprised to hear from Abby that Robert
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Burden had the same idea, although he was
carrying it to ridiculous extremes, averring,
for instance, that he had caught a glimpse
of the cactus floating along in its own ema-
nations like a jellyhgsh in an ocean current.
Abby wrote that if he thought that fright-
ening her would make her dispose of the
cactus he was mistaken. He was being very
stupid and unreasonable, she said. He was
even threatening to warn Edith about the
danger—"So if you hear a lot of nonsense
from him you'll know what it's about.”

SHE was not going to allow herself to
be influenced by such palpable friction
in the Burden household, Edith thought,
but just the same, after reading Abby's let-
ter, she went to the porch and took a good
look at her cactus. It was a grotesque thing,
she admitted, a frame on which mental
aberrations could easily be hung. Cruciform
in shape, its upraised “arms” were termin-
ated in spiked nodules, like taloned fingers;
the forward-sweeping horns were truly
formidable; and the withered flowers at the
“head” were arranged to suggest an evil
face, a demonic, leering, loathsome face.

In sudden revulsion she decided she must
destroy it but then, remembering her prom-
ise to exhibit it at the flower show and the
admiration and interest of her friends, can-
celed the impulse by laughing herself out
of it. “You're not going to pay any atten-
tion to Robert Burden's crazy notions, are
you?” she asked herself, reminding herself
in addition that she had always thought him
neurotic. He sounded positively psychotic
now.

But that night she dreamed about the
cactus. It seemed that she was in bed and,
awakened by a slipping, slithering sound
from the hall, got up to investigate. In a
shaft of moonlight there sat a tiny animal,
like a chipmunk, all agleam with silver light,
dainty and pretty, and she was about to
approach it when suddenly Ted appeared.
He looked young and slim, the way he had
been when they were married, but his face
was grave. Laying a hand on her shoulder,
he shook his head as if to restrain her, but
she paid no attention and walked towards
the little animal clucking softly. But, as she
reached it and was crouching to it, it began
to swell and grow and in a second had be-
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come the cactus, writhing with vile delight,
its malevolent face close tc hers, its long
arms pinioning hers to her sides in sickening
embrace. She screamed for Ted but he had
gone. He had left her.

Choking, heart beating wildly, she awoke
and lay shaking in terror. Oriented at last,
she looked towards the door, and it was as
if a hand clutched her heart for the area in
the hall was bathed, it seemed, in a deep,
oily fog, like a swamp miasma, behind
which something gray and green was stir-
ring. She sat up, stared hard, cautiously
reached for the bedlamp and quickly turned
it on. There was nothing.

There was nothing but moonshine and
sinister groupings of shadows and her own
heavy breathing.

IN THE sensible light of day she mar-
veled and was ashamed of the mantle of
fear she was weaving for herself out of
odds and ends of suggestions, fancied re-
semblances and nightmares — she, Edith
Porter, middle-aged, matter-of-fact, a pro-
fessed scoffer at all superstition. Was she
going to allow an odor, a shape and a bad
dream to push her into unreason? And as
for Robert Burden’s vaporings, for all she
knew he might be joking.

She would take hold of herself firmly
and, in the meantime, try to rid the house
of the meandering gamey stench.

It was nine o'clock on the following Sun-
day evening. Having spent the day riding
in the country with the Fergusons, Edith
was finishing reading the newspaper and
was beginning to yawn with delicious weari-
ness and plan early retirement when the
telephone rang.

It was a girl’s voice, blurred with crying,
sharpened by hysteria, and Edith could not
recognize it.

“Mrs. Porter? This is Nancy, Nancy
Winnick, the Burdens’ daughter.”

“Oh, yes, Nancy—how are you? Is any-
thing the matter?” Edith’s mind skipped
about frantically for an explanation.

The girl was apparently trying to control
herself. At last she said. “The most horrible
thing happened this morning. Dad’s dead!”

“Oh, no! How—how did it happen?”
She felt herself turning cold with sheck.

“I don’t know the whole story because

Mother is half out of her mind and che’s
given it to us in bits and pieces. She’s rest-
ing now under a sedative, but all afternoon
she’s kept begging me to call you and let
you know. It’s about that cactus she gave
you. She wants you to destroy it, because
she says—" Here Nancy burst into sobs and
was a few seconds recovering herself. “She
says it killed him. She'knows it killed him
deliberately, and it's all her fault. She's
afraid something will happen to you too
and she’ll have two deaths on her con-
science.”

“But how? How did it kill him?”

“This morning Mother finally agreed
that he could get rid of it. You know what
controversy there’s been about it. Mother
said she wrote you about it, how Dad hated
it so and Mother was set on keeping it.
Well, this morning they had it out it seems
and she told him to go ahead and destroy
it if he felt so strongly about it, He didn't
wait a minute. He took it out to the rubbish
can—it grew to an enormous size, you
know—and threw it on top of the rubbish,
pot and all and then—" Nancy started
whimpering again. "I don’t know what
made him do it, except that he wanted to
get rid of it quickly and couldn’t wait for
the trash collection, but he set it afire and
stood there watching it burn. Mother said
she shouted to him from the window, but
he seemed fascinated by the sight of the
flames traveling up it, and then all of a
sudden it broke in the middle and the top
half flew at him, all ablaze, and landed on
him—and it clung to him—he couldn’t teat
it off—it was all over his face and head—"

“Oh — how horrible—how terrible—"
Edith broke down then and wept with
Nancy, who at length completed the story:

“When my husband and I arrived we
found Mother in a faint, and when she
came to she just screamed and screamed:
and then my husband went out into the
yard, but he wouldn't Jet us see Dad. He
himself was sick because his face and head
were all—they took him away to be cre-
mated. We thought that was best.”

Lenitive words, condolences—what good
were they now? And Edith could not say
themn; she was too shocked.

After hanging up she sat frozen, star-
ing ahead; then she rose quickly, strode
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to the porch, lifted down the cactus from
the shelf, and, grasping the horns as one
would the ears of a rabbit, tore it up by
the roots. From the gaping hole there rose
the fetid odor so concentrated and power-
ful that she choked and coughed, but her
anger gave her courage and, without look-
ing at the plant in her hand, holding it far
off, she ran down cellar and threw it into
the trash barrel. She returned for the pot
and carried it down too, set it on top of
the barrel, took a hammer and smashed it.

She was still panting when she sat at her
desk in the living room to write to Abby
all the sympathy she had been unable to
express on the telephone and her hand
shook so much she had to rest before be-
ginning.

A hand touched her shoulder, gentle but
firm—a warning hand; it rested there; she
felt the pressure of the fingers. Slowly she
unveiled her eyes. All about her was a mist
pouring in ever thickening clouds from the
arca behind her and obscuring the light,
and a foul stink wafted to her nostrils, but
she could not move: in that growing fetor,
that dankness, that accrescence of vileness,
she sat still. The hand pressed hard, and,
coming to her senses, she half-turned her
head. On the wall, just behind her head,
was the shadow of horns.

She lurched to her feet, tore open the
casement and flung herself into the dark-
ness, landing on her hands and knees in the
soft earth of a flower bed, scrambling to her
fect and hurling herself forward across the
field separating her house from the Fergu-
sons’. She stumbled, fell, clambered up, ran
on and at last reached the back door and
pounded on it. When it was opened to her
she fell in and pressed against the wall.

Mrs. Ferguson was staring at her, plump,
red-faced, round-eyed. “What's wrong?”
Edith could not answer.

“Harry!” Mrs. Ferguson called. “Come
here!”

Ferguson appeared and together they led
Edith to a chair. “"Somebody trying to break
into your house?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” she gasped. “I don’t
know. I've just had a terrible fright.”

She sipped the glass of water they gave
her, her teeth chattering against the rim.

“Call the police, Harry!” urged Mis.

Ferguson as Edith Porter sat frightened.

Edith raised a protesting hand. The police
to rout something from another universe,
another stratum of existence; the law to
command the supernatural? “Don’t call the
police,” she said, setting the glass on the
table and sighing.

“But it there’s a prowler around—"

“There’s no prowler I'm sure. I imagined

.it.” She looked at these solid sane people

and wondered if it were true. Perhaps she
had dreamed it all. Nevertheless she could
not return to the house. It was difficult to
confess her fear of staying alone, but she
bad to do it. They said they understood,
offered their guest room, but were puzzled.
Ferguson went over and locked up and
brought her keys back as directed.

When Mr. Krakaur put in an appearance
on the street the next morning she joined
him and walked with him,

“What you doing out so early, Mrs. Por-
ter?” he asked.

“Last night I had a kind of brainstorm.
I had a notion something—someone was
breaking in, and so I ran over to the Fergu-
sons and there I stayed. You know how we
women get nervous at times.”

“At times?” cackled Mr. Krakaur who
fancied himself something of a misogynist.
“I'd say all the time.”

She was in no mood for badinage. Try-
ing to be casual, she said, “I wonder if
you'd be good enough to put out the trash
barrel right away. I want to straighten up
the cellar.”

Standing fearfully in the kitchen, not
daring to go down the cellar stairs but filled
with curiosity, she heard him open the outer
doors and come back for the barrel. She was
not too surprised, though, when he called
from the foot of the stairs: “Mrs. Porter,
what happened to your cactus?”

“I broke it,” she said from the door.

“Did it fall off the shelf?”

“Yes.” If one waited others would al-
ways provide the answers.

Without realizing it she had moved to
the head of the stairs and was peering over
the rail just as he was picking up from the
floor one of the pieces of the plant pot.
Her heart leaped. It could not be coin-
cidence this time, nor a dream. That every
piece of the pot had remained in the barrel
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and none had fallen out she was positive.
The sickness of terror rolled over her.

“It don’t look too bad,” he was saying.
“All you got to do is put it in another pot.
I think it'll grow just as good.”

“No,” she said.

“0. K. You're the boss.”

HE must go away and rest, cleanse her
brain of this viscid horror which kept
her trembling, made her afraid to go to bed,
had her staring hard at shadows, sniffing the
air, starting and glancing over her shoulder.
She was sure now that the hand on her
shoulder had been Ted’s and that only her
enormous danger had enabled him to get
through to her. But it was over; the peril
was gone; and perhaps a summer in Maine,
at the little hotel in Winter Harbor where
she and Ted had spent their honeymoon,
would eradicate its immediate effects.
When she took one of her keys over to
Mrs. Ferguson the latter expressed approval
of her decision. “To tell you the truth Harry
and I have been worried about you. It’s so
easy to go into a nervous breakdown, you
know.” She gave some instances of friends
who had slipped into them. She would step
in once’ a week and water the plants and
see that everything was all right, she prom-
ised. "That was too bad about your big cac-
tus,” she said then. “Krakaur told me it
fell off the shelf. And after you set such
store by it too. But that's the way it is:
it’s always the things we like the most that
get smashed.”

IT WAS September when Edith returned.
Riding in the taxi from the station, lis-
tening to the church clock bong eleven in
the clear air, she felt calm, able to pick up
her life where she had abandoned it on that
Sunday evening in June. It seemed far away
now. The peaceful summer, the new friends,
the fresh stimuli, they had helped her for-
get. And she was not afraid. Never again
would she be completely sure of herself and
of the order of existence, for something
strange and unearthly had touched her she
knew, but she was not afraid. There was
good to surmount evil, a tender hand to
warn her of its approach.

The driver set her trunk in the hall, tock

his money, thanked her for the tip and left,
closing the door behind him. And now she
was alone; but everything was in its place,
familiar and dear and homey: the grand-
mother’s clock tick-tocking in the corner
(Mrs. Ferguson hadn’t forgotten to wind it,
then), the Meissen figurines, a man and
woman, in their perpetual saraband on the
table, the Regency mirror reflecting a por-
tion of the living room and beyond it the
potch with its greenery of plants. She re-
leased the breath she had been holding,
smiled, walked to the mirror and took off
her hat. Then she felt it, the hand on her
shoulder.

“This is ridiculous!” she said aloud.
“Now I'm sure I dreamed the whole thing!”
The pressure was renewed and she wheeled
about and shouted, “I’s gone, don’t you
know that?” In hysterical triumph she ran
to the porch and turned on the light. “See?”
she cried, standing in the middle and sweep-
ing her arm around. “It’s gone, I tell you.
It's gone!”

But, on the wall, she saw the outline of
its horns and, simultaneously, smelled its
sickly odor. Her cry was guttural. With
hands stretched out protectively, mouth
squared in fear, she stepped backwards,
crashed into a hard object, turned, and in
the last second of consciousness saw the
cactus teetering and falling. . . .

“But I feel responsible. I feel that it’s
my fault.” Mrs. Ferguson had said it over
and over. She would never be done saying
it nor forget the sight which had met het
eyes when, seeing the light, she had gone
over to welcome Edith home. Again she
explained. "I knew she was fond of that
cactus and when I found it growing with the
rubber plant I was so pleased. I didn’t tell
her, T wanted to surprise her. And so I
planted it in a pot of its own and it grew
even faster than the other one. I should
have let her know, though—shouldn’t I?”

“It was an accident,” Harry Ferguson
said patiently. “You're not to blame. Any-
body would have done the same in the same
circumstances. It was an accident, that’s all.”

“But it would never have happened if
I hadn’t done it. Oh, God, when I walked
in and saw her lying there with those spikes
in her throat—"




