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“He fought cholnndy for breath
inclet ‘h tightena

death
thmt."

UTHOR’S Foreword:—In pre-
senting to the public for the
first time the following ex-

tracts from the diary of Joseph
Worth, the present writer does not
venture any expression of opindon
upon that unusual document, or upon
its still more unusual scquel

If the diary is-acccpted as genuine,
its implications, in the light of what
ensued, are almost incredible {0 Twen-
tieth Gnntury minds. But, on the
other hand, if it is dismissed as a hoaz,
or as the product of a deranged
imaqtaatim, the sequel mmust appear

7

in the light of an even more incredible
and inexplicable coincidence.

The only known facts concerning
the case appear in the extract from
The Bodmin Chronicle, which is ap-
pended at the close of Worth’s own
narrative.

OLGARTH, APRIL 6, 1929:—What

strange spell binds me to this pre-
posterous place called Polgarth, which
is scarcely 2 dot on the hinterland of
Cornwall, I do not know, save that the
six days which I have spent here have
wrought in me a sensation of content-
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mt and tranquillity such as I have
not known in yun of wandering over
the surface of the globe.

There unobeautylnthespot itis
almost repellently bleak; and yet, for
theﬂm.lmpmthmmymomory,tha
‘wanderlust wh::\ has Imni)ed rhv;lthlil:

.'me appears to be at rest. Perhaps it
is the bleakness i

very
‘which attracts me, forindlmyrzsyl-
sey, scenic splendor has never been
my quest.
Psrhapl,mtmth,thnrohubeenno
quest nmb].m@ for I have
songhttoﬁnd 3

sought to lose

something, mysel
Ihveﬂedmd:myfromthemost
cosmopolitan centers of the new and
old worlds alike, yearning for seclu-
the deoertl,

Inve cried alond fo? distraction m«{
lmaly Carmag nook‘_whh:;’u nelrtl?ei:
feel, mﬂnubly, as though I had

There may be some atavistic expla-

nutmnoht,tquhowthtmyfom-
fathers were three

T DS Bt
savor; T ons
%V has been rte wgmmg)m

rth,

And perhaps, if atavism enters into
it, that, too, may account for the fas-
cination which that tree holds for me;
for farther back in the mists of time,
not three, but eighteen, centuries

who knows what homage my
mo-womhlpmg ancestors may have
oﬂered before some such woodland

Ihdnothoughtoithummind
'hmfmzmhdud,?w ot sy
ner o can not say
‘what impulse or whim of chance led
my vagrant !oomaps hither, unless it
'was the craving for a new and strange
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environment. And my present peaco-
fulmoodmprol\nb but transient;
another week will find me racked once
more with the old agony of unrest
which has tortured my soul for more
years than I can remember.
Bat at least, for the moment, I am
hm—inatmymﬂunmt,
m*:mm & Tihage; s ram:
ar ; 8 Tam-
chackle old inn where I am dwelling;
a dozen scattered cottages, and for the
Test, a region of m].l.mimmrlmd, the
mmownyofwhlchu

llluded, mdwhldl ‘within

mind as though I spent a life-

time beneath its boughs, as th 5]!

xryeud]olmibm suspended from
em.

Heavens, what a tree is that gigan-
tic oak, which stands alone upon the
mr,ltmybenmi!emdahlf
from this spot! A monstrous, tower-

ing growth, gnarled with the age, not
otyurs.bntofeentnms,itmwhn
been old whn Smhnupm. o was
young; it may have in its prime
when John signed the Charter at
Runnymede.

It stands alone, towering high above
the stunted landseape, like a Brob-
dimgnagian in Lilliput. It would be

giants of its

I first chanced upon it three nights
Ago,vhcnnmllmgmthehmthgm
ofa ba
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wise I might almost see the tree from .
my window.

PRIL 8:—It is unaccountable, the
atmosphere of isolation which sur-
rounds that tree. I strolled put it
again last night, and as I paused be-
Deanches e onornanty T seemen ot
bran: over seem¢ -
most to step from the world of every-
day into another realm—a realm of

the unkmown, at once pen]ous and al-

luring. I could almost have believed
{hatﬂugrmdwhemnlstoodm

TALES

If the superstitionsof the dark ages
still survived today, one mght well
eonceive of such a living pillar, rooted
in the depths of the nether world,
and extended upward, half-way to
heaven.

A fantastic fancy, of course; w]
my thoughts should flow l.long sa
channels, I do not know; but tonight,
s I sat beneath that monxtrous

-some
ypirit of the past. In such an aura,
before such a tree, I could easily con-
jure up a vision of ancient Druidical
rites and le ces.
tricks the human mind can play upon
ltself onee given scope!

'onight, the moon is still pallid;
but lt seems that I can faintly dis:
cern that gigantic bulk on the distant
moorland. Perhaps, if the light grows
stronger later, I shall see it more
clearly.

1

PRIL 10:—I was not

can distinguish the outline of the tree
—as dim as though it were a phantom
figure upon a phantom moor. I can
almost hear the whispering of its
leaves—but that, of course, is stark
imagination.

PRIL 11:—I should not have be-
lieved it possible, a week ago,
that an obsession could so grip a hu-
m-n mmd My thoughts seem to twine
around The Tree—

my earlier tumes there isa deﬁ-
nite, almost

for it has become that to me—as does
1.h around another of its

about that tree. For the last forty-
eight hours I seem to have lain under
its spell, my thoughts permeated by
its overpowering presence. I seemed
to feel it beekom:g to me; yet I de-
liberately refrained from revmtmg it
until tonight, in order to taste to the
full the piquant sensation of antici-

pation.

And tonight I sat for almost an
hour beneath its fantastically sprawl-
ing limbs. Strange, that an inani-
mate object | should have power to cast
such a spell over one! Although a
tree, in a sense, is not inanimate; par-
ticularly such a tree. Indeed, con-
tnnudmthn,mmh:mnl seems &

; not alone in stature,
but in the hsht of the countless human
generations that such a titan of na-
mu seen run out their brief span

I dxeamed of it, last night; ar rath-
er, it formed the und of my
dream, just as it doea for almost every,
thought of my waking moments,
Strangely enough, I have seldom
known a dream of such intensity, and
yet already its details are fading from
my mmd, and only the grim outline

-I folmd myself garbed in quaint,
fantastic garments, which must, I be-
lieve, have been those of the Restora~
tion or of the early Georgian period.
Mounted on horseback, with a piswl
in each hand, I was in hiding, it
seemed, in a thicket; and as I listened
for sounds of my pursuers, a welter
of foul and furious emotions raged
within my breast

came; 1 fled, but was over-
taken, and torn from my mount by a
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score of dream hands. And then The
Tree li

andauehapallofhomrummy
waking moments I can scarcely con-
eelg, fell ovehrgl:e oflnlmdder:;en now,
in the sane it , at the vague
Tecollection of the dar{ and blasphe-
mous thoughts which coursed madly
thron the channels of my brain and
to sear my very soul.

Tha Tree was drawing nearer, and
every second the shroud of bhek ter-
ror enveloped mo more closely, and the
unholy frenzy set me quiv-
ering as from the palsy, in my un-
seen captors’ grasp. And then, sud-
denly, I awoke—

Abed,m ‘nog lamoonhghm tt'h:ell athwart

1l opm win-
dow, in the remote distance I beheld
the abndowy silhouette of The Tree, its
branches stirring tortuously in the

night breeze—whispering, still whis-
pering, it scemed.

Curious, what tricks the light of
day can play! As I sit writing this,
shortly before moon, I can not dis-
tlnglus]\ The Tree upon the moor. It
1s probably beenusa the daz-
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crossroad one encountered to the east
—half an hour’s walk; but the roul
80 rambles and twists The Tree
nnhkolytobemblcunhloneuelm
upon it; although, as I have said, it
ean be seen in a line from my
window on a cloudless night.

T covered the distance leisurely,
grappling in my mind with the in-
credible spell which the thing appears
to have cast over me. And then, as
1 reached the crossroads, a chill of in-
credulous amazement, almost of con-
sternation, gripped me.

For The Tree was not there!

The moor rolled east and west and
south, broken only by a few patches of
serubby brush. The Tree had van-
ished as though obliterated by a giant
hand. Itmmnmanlyth t it had
‘been ed by ax or saw, or up-
rooted by some cataclysm of nature;
the earth whereon it had stood was as
smooth, and level, and unbroken, as
though for eencuries; The Tree itself
had simply been wiped out of exist-
ence, if indeed it had cver existed.

Then indeed, for a moment, my
brain reeled and tottcred on the brink
of chaotuc mndnes& Such a thing was

veneveryetbe—
held Tho'l‘reebydnyldx 1 shall,
this afternoon, to test whether its
spell is as potent as by night.

Amu.. 12:—Merciful heavens, are
thodayloiw:tcheraftmyetu-

I am so shaken by my experience
of yesurdny afternoon that I can
searcely yet marshal my fevered
thoughts to place them upon paper.
Either I am the vietim of a delusion
more incredible than ever eonceived
in the pages of fiction, or some ac-
cursed black magic the moors of
Cornwall in the Twentieth Century.

Yesterday afternoon I set out from
the inn to survey The Tree by day-
light. It stood, I recalled, about a

mile and a half distant, at the first

hin d - yet, it was the
truth!

As I stood, numbed with bewilder-
ment, a possible explanation suggested
itself. Could I have mistaken the
spot? But a moment’s reflection con-
vinced me of the futility of that
theory. I knew the spot all too well.
Four times before had I visited it, the
first by chance, the other three by de-
sign. Here, in the angle formed by
the roadway which I had followed,
and a transverse path across the moor,
The Tree had stood; and now the spot
was 23 smooth and level as the turl be-
neath a tennis roller.

No, there could be no mistaking the
location, for there was not another
transverse path within a mile; and,
moreover, from this point T ew.ld dm-
cern in the distanee the inn, and
own window, through which I hui
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more than once gazed upon the
blurred outline of The Tree.
As _the ineredible, inexplicable re-
seeped slowly through my
brain, I observed

“Can you tell me,” T asked, ‘‘what
has become of- the great oak which
once grew here?’’

He surveyed me with ineurious, yet
non-understanding eyes.

““There don’t belong to be no oak
tree, nor no other tree there, sir, nor
ever was, as I remember,”” he an-
swered.

“Sn:elylemnotbemmtaken"l

ressed him. ‘I visited this place
ence, in the past, and I seem to re-
call a large trec growing here.””

“‘Not in the seventy years that I be-
long to live in these parts, sir,” he

‘With a word of apology, and a mut-
tered explanation that I must have
mistaken my direction, I left him, and
for hours the moor in a'vain
attempt to fathom the riddle.

Vain, indeed, for to one of two con-
clusions I must come: eif I had
suffered a delusion when I saw The

or I suffered one now, when I
could not see it. But the peasant’s
asgurance dispelled the latter possibil-
ity, and drove me inevitably to a re-
alization that for the last week I must
have labored under some ineredible
hypnotie

1 have looked from my window to-
night, half expecting to see once more
the nebulous blur of The Tree that is
not, and can never have been, a tree.
But the sky is overcast with an omi-
nous cloud-pall, and naught is visible
on the distant moor. And yet—merei-
ful heaven, am I indeed on the verge
of madness? I seem even now to hear
the phentom rustling of those leaves
that can have no

‘WEIRD TALES

Amu. 13:—Beyond all question,
there is some deviltry afm upon
Cornish moo;

ese accursed
mungble, fiendish force, wlneh woth
its malevolent purpose that
Tree of hell, spawned up from the
very mfem tself.

And yet, after what I passed
through last night, after that ordeal
which has left me racked, not alene
with physical , but with incredi-
ble and terror of mind and
soul, should I ecall it an intangible
forco? I do not know; I only kmow
that at this moment I stand at the
border of a land of unseen, unthink-
able homrs, from which phantom
bands stretch forth to clutch me, and
drag me into their unhallowed depths.

Tonight I shall sleep—if indeed I
slees at all- bolted doors and
‘wing ; though I doubt whether
such puny artifices can avail against
the forces of evil which have appar-
enﬂybesetm And tomorow I shall
flee from Cornwall forever. I have
had enough of wandering for one life-
time; henceforth, any spot which is

ciently far removed from this
fiend’s pest-hole is a weleome home to
me.

Even in this diary, which no other
eye than mine shall ever sean, I
scarcely dare to set down the thing
that befell me last night; for even
now it almost drives me to question

my own sanity. Have I, who ever
seoﬁed at the supemamd, fallen be-
neaﬂ: the thrall of sorcery as black as
ever flourished in ancient Thebes or
in the medieval eraf

Or will mental obsession, auto-hyp-
nosis and somnambulism explain away
my ordeal? No—a lhonsnnd times
as I still feel that
dugimth e el shape of that hell-

tie shape of 't -tree, rear-
ing itself from the very pit of perdi-

I dreamed ngdn last night—and
yet, I dare say what 1
d, and what ‘was soul-

disorder of my brain,

-chilling
reality, so heeueally are the two ine
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terwoven in a dread pattern of oceult
rTOT.

At least, however, my dream began
as did that of three nights ago. Again,
attived in the garb of bygone cen-
turies, armed and mounted, I fled
from I know not what pursuit. AgainI
was overpowered by that horde of
dream figures, and again borne across
the moor, toward that appalling Tree,
whose sinister secret I had not fully
grasped before. Again my brain
seemed to quail beneath the storm of

madly against the hor-

Nwlstoodbenuthl'he'l‘m and
my welter of voleanic madness gave
way to a cold stark despair, lnd toa
hell-born hatred, as I felt my hands
being bound belu'nd my baek, and a
noose twining snakelike about my

Another moment and the earth re-

ceded from my feet, I dan-
gled in midair, and fought chokingly
for breath as that cirelet of death
tlghtened ruthlessly upon my throat.
A lmze of black oblivion reeled before
snnng eyes, and then——
It must, I think, Im'e been at that
point that my dream broke off, and
gnmred:tysneeeedsdlt,forotlsud-
den the mnoose had vanished from
about my throat, and in the reaction,
T lay in a sobbing, gasping frenzy.

And then came the crowning hor-
ror of reality, to climax and eclipse
the horror of my dream. -As the chill
mght wind slowly fanned the fever

from my w, I raised my head,
and—

Mereciful heavens! X

I lay, not in my bed in the inn, but
upon the very moor, at that very spot,
at the erossroads, and—what diaboli-
cal enchantment lay at the bottom of
it, I know not—beside me that ac-
cursed Tree of hell once more had
reared itself, and in the moonless murk
of night it seemed to spread until it
enveloped the earth with a miasma of
dreadful omen.
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At the realization of where I was
and what I saw, I screamed aloud,
and then I must have swooned; for-
whenlnextopenndmyeves,sun
light was streaming over the moors,
and that appalling, towering shape had
vanished like a noxious mist of night.

Somehow—I do not recall how—I
must have reeled or staggered, like a
sobbing, gibbering madman, home to
the inn; for I remember gaining the
shelter of my room, and then collaps-
ing once more, a quivering, soul-shak-
cn, human shell.

Not all the gold of the Indies could
tempt me to mther twenty-
four hours in

is region of devildom.

Had I the strength, I should flee from
the spot ere nightfall, but in my shak-
en condition I can not start until
morning. But tonight I shall sleep
with doors and windows bolted, and
with a loaded revolver within reach
of mivf hand. b:dnd more, I shall tie
mygelf to my

That may be u vain precaution ; for,
glad]y though I would believe it,
know in my heart of hearts that it was
not mere somnambulism that led me
to the moor last night.

Sometimes, in my calmer moments,
1 have tried to reason that it was, and
that all I experienced until daybreak
was a dream. But such self-deception
is futile. I am still uncertain of the
exact point at which my dream broke
off and grim reality took up the ordeal
of horror; but this I know, as a final
and inexorable proof—my throat still
throbs with agonizing pain, and it is
el;eirelod by a livid weal—the imprint
ol
W[Here ends the journal of Joseph

orth

(Ez'tract /rmn The Bodmin Chron-
icle, April 17

II\STBRY OF THE MOOR

Tr of Tourist
ing Unsolved
Nomdnutendingtocleun ﬂiemyb-
8 adduced at the inqunp

(Contumed on page 859)
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