ﬂ _ May 2---Carlson, Wash.

. ™Mhat did it look like, Edward?"
Arttax L) W "I didntt see it plain,” the boy replied frank-
lys "I was playing down by the slough and one of
the other kids said he saw the grass moving. You
know how some boys are afraid of snakes. Well, I looked over in the grass and
something was wiggling away from the water,!

"est" T said pleasantly,

ell, I thought it was a snake, too--but it wasn't. I could see the ground
right through it. It looked like a piece of waber moving up through the gress,"

Strange how children notice things; that's why magicians dontt like to perfcrm
in front of thems Their minds arent't disciplined, unfortunately, Sometimec thay
see too much,

"Naturelly, you know it wasnt't water, dontt you?" I said, "Water can't run
vphili,! -

Edward nodded. My eleven-year old nephew is very mature for hls age,and does-
n't szem that young at all, Often we have long talks about nature, physics and
natural phenomena, _

Ater he left, I walked to my study and sat down before the window. I looked
out over the roofs of nearby houses, my owvn edifice being on a rounded hill a¥%
the edge of town, It is a good view—-I can see the winding Snake river, anc the
tall willow and poplar trees growing at its brink, An cariy spring nas floweraed
the povlars with bright green leawves, This time of year bliackbirds dive andwhirl
around the slough where Edward and his little friends like to play.

I'11 have to be more careful with my pet. It enjoys going to the river every
morning for a swim, How could I know it would pick the spot where the boys were
fishing?

There was enother big hubbub in the papers this morning., I have to chuckle e-
very tims I think about it, Number three, this time, The last one is gone, and
the slate is clean, damn their dirty souls] They laughed at my experiments and
called them "silly." I needed money to further advance my learning, and they re-
fuced me, 01d Creeper was the worst--as president of the bank he was in the best
position to lend me money until I perfected my theories of atomic bombardmrent.,
Just hecause I chose a small town for my work (my only sister, Edward's mother,
lives here), they call me a crackpot. . .

Creeper laughed at me, but he is not laughing now, He is lying cold and dead
%n his tomb, 2 dark welt around his scrawny necke At least, I hope it is still
here,

I'11 rever forget that interview, _ .

E, A, Creeper called me into his private office and scowled over the rims of
his thick glasses, shuffling papers on his desk.

"hat do you want, Stillson? Why all this secrecy?"




"T want to borrow some mpney," I said frankly, "I'm very near something big

right now, and if I find it, I'll be able to astound the scientific world,"

"T%ve heard TUmoY's, aturally. That'!s all this about building new forms of
life with atomic blasting, or whatever you call it?®

"Ttis not a new theory, Mr. Creeper. Cosmic:.rays have been 'bombarding! the
earth for millions of years, and some scientists believe these powerful rays ae
respon51ble for many forms of life we have on earth today, In fact, they are
quite sure of it. I!m creating artificial cosmic rays——with these at his com-
mand, man may create new forms of Iife-—giant fruits, novel beasts, super-humans,
slave organisms to do our work! I have a lot of preliminary work findshed, But
I need help, and if you cgn give me some, I1'1ll agree to let you in on some of the
profits, if any,"

Mhy do you say, 'if any!?"

"I don't want to misrepresents, I haven!'t much for security-~I might not get
what I'm after--this time. But I will, eventually."

"Young man, youlire tampéring with the laws of God and Creationi"

"Not cxactly,sa.,"

He frowned. "You sit there calmly and tell me you are going to create life?n

"T de," I said calmly,

"Where would the profit come from, if any?" he asked cynically,

"I'm not really sure, I'm a scienbist, not an industrialist,"

Creeper shook his head, "It!s fantasticl®

"Thatts what they said about the atom bomb." Venom leaked into my voice,
"Don't you keep informed on recent scientific discoveries?"

He jumped to his feet, trembling, "Why should I follow the ravings of abunch
of nit-wits, Creating lifel Balderdash..,."

I didn't stay to hear any more.

} week later I tried Thornton Wells, a prominent rancher. He refused,
b and so did Stanley Hill, big lumber tycoon.,
' Now all three are dead, blast their dirty souls{
/Z:§\ I scraped along and finished_my experiments regardless of their 1li-
mited vision and clenched hands.

I did the impossible,

No need to go into technical detai}l. My plans were patterned after
those of Dr, Robert A, Mllllkan, head of the Ca‘:fornla Institute of Technologyj
whose theory is that cosmic rays are light-rays fieced from complete destruction
of atoms in celestial spaces, With my betalron, resembllng that invented by In
Donald Kerst, I made extensive experiments o rabbits, This betatron will turn
out cosmic rays in greatver quantity than naturce.

One day, in the midst of routine worlk, (I had been unable to affect the devel-
opmcnt rate of rabbits) I noticed a commotion in a fish bowl that stood by the
window,

Startled, I ran to the bowl and watched an amazing thing happen., The goldfish
darted frantlcally about, wild with fear, Suddenly one of them stopped in the
middle of a wild dash. It was halted as if by invisible fingors, Graduallvqrna
middie of the fish began to contract, the hoaC and taill expani=d, Something was
squeezing the fish to death, and T uou_Ld.n'i see ib,

Finally the fish =mtopped ouiverTrg, 3ts eyes posped out, its entrails burst
from vehind, and it was suddenl: relegsed It arifted to the bottom of the bowl,
quite dead. Entranced and horrified, I watched the qther fish suffer the sare
fate, And all the while the water moved about strangely, of its own voliticn.

Afer the second deathy, I decided to investigate., Tzking the bowl T6 & shal-
Jew pen. I poured out the water. Some of it was reluctant to leave the wveossels
I% sqa1rmedq My eyes popped open, What I now beheld inside the bowl was a li-
ving, pulsing rope of iridiscent water{




The thing was over a foot long and about an inch thick-—its outlines rathcr
yague because it was nearlyv transvarent.

This was Tremendous. Iiving,; liquid life,

Tremblingiy, [ sank into a chair «nd watched the thing move around inside the
bowl, nuzzling the dezad fish. I had created 1ife unexpe:tedly, to say the least.
I had hoped to develop new types of monkeys or rabbiis--but my experiments had
led to life frem inanimate metter.

Then, for some reason, pcrhaps because the excitement had been overwhelming,I
sudderldy crieds:

irGev away from me, you beastly little killeri®

There had been cold inhumanity about the destruction of those two amazed, in-
nocent goldfish, and I suppcse the outhurst was a natural reaction.

Instantly the watery snake slithered up out of the bowl and moved across the
tabie, woward the laboratery door} '

It cravwlea quickly dewn the leg of the table in a sort of fluid, inch~worm
faskion, unlike any sane reptile I had ever seen; yet it seemed as vicicus as
the worst type of snake.

The door it headed for opened on the ecutside, and I leaped to my feet, ready
to grab the thing, beczuse I didn't want to lose it, No sooner had the thought
of bringing it back entered my mind thar it turned and came toward me] ~

1 £f21l back in my chair, astounded,

ﬂ reeper was egsSy—=so were the others, I enjoyed reading accounts of
/ﬁx thelr strange deaths., A1l three strangled in bed, the papers said.
&&.f// ) Smecth rope of some kind, in the opinion of the sheriff; but I  knew

better, .

One detective called on me--it seemed someéone had told him I had wvi-
sited all three men a few months Before they died, ancd had been unable to get
loans, They had talked, I suppcse, the way 'they do in:a small tow., I let the
detective cee my laborabtory; Yook at my rabbits and other specimens. He seemed
impressed, and asked quite a few intelligent questions about my work,

Just before he left we had a little talk,

"Then you never have created 1ife the way you planned, Mr. Stillson?"

"Not yet," I said easily., "Sab I will."

"Did you ever get a loan?" .

"Oh yes=~from a friend back east, One not so stupid as others I could name,"
(Burglary is easy with a helper like my little slave--but he couldn't know a-
bout that, )

"I»"ve"be:in investigating these curious murdersy" he said abseutly, "Do you
suppose-you could have accidentally built something that would have caused s0
nary deaths?® , ‘ . - . .

I shock my head, emphatically. "Maybe you'd call it divine justice, though.
A1l three prominent men laughed at my work-~and now they are dead."

"Wery odd," mised the detective. .

Yes, it is odd, end lots of people have commented on it--but they can't prove
anything, "1 was somewhere else at the time of the murde:f's, ]

May G=—-I let it out again this morning to go to the river, and it agteg very
stTargSly. Ib's been getting rather independent lately, and I wonder if I have
it yholly under my control, Tampering with such a strange entity may prove dan-
gerous, ALl it knows is death and desvruction. _ L

May 7=—that I instinctively feared has happened, Tho ’peing did not return
thT¢ TSrning after going to the river, and T presume it Yv:;ll never come back, I
Met yarn Fdward to stay away from the slough. My expem__mnts have collapsed;
t00 much meddling with the accursed water being and getting revenge on pecple
I hated, MNow my revenge seems shallew, empty,



If this crawling horror goes on the loose, vithout a guiing minds vhere is ng
telling what it will'‘do. I know- ‘

I have a positive fear of ¥iTéngulation--thoughts of it drive me crazv. I sup-
pose that's why I enjoyed those murders so muche I told the thing whal To do o
them. . . - Better put this awsy and get to work. .

Moy 10---Tt killed innocent lit%le Edward yesterday, My Godi The town 1s up
in” &7iFS-they think I'm responsible, think It%ve cursed the town w::_tf} a verrinle
branc of witchcraft., This is not supernatural, however, Itls a living, heerdd
rea’ity.,

Pour little Edward, So young and eager to learn, Itm not to blame, really, I
aceldentaily created something I cannot control, Is it my Ffaule? . )

Late last night I woke in a cold sweat, imagining I heard the thing slithering
across my bedroom floor, ,

Is it going to get me next? ] .

No, Ly Godi Itm going to kill it, I think it's after me, but I!11 kill it, I
brought it to life—~why shouldn!'t I destroy it? : ‘

1 Lave a plan.,.. ey .

far 11-~I waited for it last night, but it didn't come, I!m not 8o afraid in
the 7&7/Tight. I lmow its habits pretty well, Sheriff visited me today. Awfully
cirioas~~thinks I'm mad, I suppose. What is this . ¢ « »

% % %

The above notes were taken from the diary of Alexander Stillson, the eccentric
scientist, who kept a detailed account of each dayt!s activities, Some of the
techmicel data has been deleted, because all facts are not known, but enough
remains to piece the story together.

Stillson died the morming of June 11lth, his
screans having keen heard bty a neilghbor,vwho
reported to the police, VWhen his laboratay
dcor was broken down, investigectors  found
him lying on his back in the micile of the
room, an empty hydrochloric acid hottle
clenched in his right hand, There was a
deep purple welt around his neck (the coro-
ner said he died of strangalztion) =nd his
face was not nice to lock 2t, OSomne of tne
acid -had spilled on it, There was a terri-
tle cdor in the room, and when police
cleared his house a few days later they
found a gwmwy patch of blackness on the
laboratory floor,

The crawling thing he mentions has never
been found. '




