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A ‘Spooky’’ Tale With a

Grim Background

The

GHOST

GUARD

By BRYAN IRVINE

F EVERY one of the sixty guards
ond officials at Granite River
Prison had been asked for the
name of the most popular guard
on the force, there would have been

answers—“Asa Shores.” If each
of the fifteen hundred convicts in the
priton had heen asked which guard was
most disliked by-the convicts, fifteen
hundred answers would have been the
mme—"“\sa Shores!”

If some curious person had asked of
each convict and each guard, “Who is
considered the most desperate, the
bardest, the shrewdest criminal in the
prion?”’ the answer would have been
%u}wlmou:-. “Malcolm Hulsey, the

er.’ ” d

True. it does not seem reasonable that
Asa Shore: zhould be liked by every
guard and official and dieliked by every
convict. To those not familiar with the
duties of prison guards it would reem
that Asa Shores’ method of handlin
the convicts. if disapproved of by ﬂE
teen hundred conviets, would surely be
disapproved of by at least one of the
axty guard:. But the explanation is
simple.

A:a Shore:’ great great-grandfather
bad followed the prisous as mariners
follow the ~¢us. Then A«'s grandfather
took up the work and followed it. with
an iron haud and an inflexible will.
until one day a cell-innde knife in the

hand~ of a long-time “con’” entered hix
back at a point where his suspenders
crosted, deviating enough to the left to
ierce his heart. e next Asa Shores’
ather, «who went down in attemptin
tc; 1ugeél the famous Stromberg rea.E
o .

Asa, therefore, his prison methods
impelled perhaps by heredity, looked
upon every wearer of gray behind the
walls as a convict, nothing more, noth-
ing less. He neither abused or favored
any convict. A one-Year man was to
Asa a convict and no better than the
man who was eervin%g life sentence.

The crime for which any convict
was sent up was of little moment to
Asa; neither did he bother about who
among the inmates were considered
desperate. The fact that a man twore

rison gray was sufficient, whether be

a six-months sneak-thief or a nine-
ty-nine-vear murderer. ] ,

When Aza shot and killed Richard
(“Mutt”) Allison, when the latter at-
tempted to e«cape, the warden had raid:

“There was really no need of killing
that half-witted short-termer, Asa. He
wne doing only a year and wns perfect-
Iv harmless. .\ ahot in the leg or foot
would have been hetter.”

And Asa’s r:s'ly had ‘heen:

“I had no idea who the man was,
though T have seen him dozens of

time=. and [ did not know how long he
n
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wis doing. But I would bave made no
difference if I had kunown. He wa+ a
convict, sir. and he was attewpting to
excujxe. If he was only half-witted, as
you =1y, he should have been in the
insane asyvium, not in the penitentiary.”
So that was that. . oL
I \xa ever guve a convict a :mile it
had never been recorded. It is a known
fact that he waz never =cen to frown
upon a conviet. He was, in short, the
sniileless. unyieding per-onification of
“duty,” and every counvict hated him
for what he was~ When .\su shot he
shot to kill—and he never missed. Four
little white croszes on the bleak hill-
aide near the prison proclajmed his
flawless mark:manship. .
Why was this big zandy-haired,
steel-blue-ezed, middle-aged Asa Shores
liked by his brother guards? There
were many reasons why. It was as if
Asa’s unnatural, cold, vigilant, unfeel-
ing attitude toward the convicts was
oﬂgset ench day when he came off duty
by a healthy, wholesome desire to drop
duty as a work-horse sheds an irriutmg
harness. He was the life of the
?uarters; & big good-natured, playful

ellox, who thoroughly enjoyed ajprac-’

tical ioke, whether he be the victim of
the joke or the instigator. If he had a
temper he had never allowed it to come
to the surface. He excelled in all sports
in the gvminasium, and somew ere,
somehow, he found more funny stories
than any other man on the force. The
trite_old saying that “he would give
a friend the shirt off his back” fitted
him like a new kid glove. He gave
freelv to his friends, and, in giving,
seemed to find real j Y-

After twelve years’ service on the
guardline, A:a was still an ordinary
wall guard. Thiz would seem discourag-
ing to many: but not so to \sa. It was
not gcnernlly known that he drew a
larger salarv than did the other wall
guanl:. He was an excellent wall guard.
Henee. he wae kept on the wall, while
newer men on the foree were promoted
to better psitions. But \sn drew the
salary of o -hift captain and was there-
fore comtent.

He did not even seem to mind when
he wa: taken from comfortable Tower
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Nuwber One, morning shift, and d-
tailed pernmnently to Tower Number
Three on the “grave-vard” shift at
nizht from eight P. M. to four A. M.
This change was decmed necessary for
~everal rcusns.  First, because Asu
peeitively refused to discrimminate be-
tween shertderniers and long-termers,
or dezperate men and harmless “nuts,”
when using bi: ritle to stop a *break”
or thoe alterapt of a single convict to

c«-c}a{e.

The men being locked in their cells
at niﬁl}t. ¥, a: a night guard, would
have little rtunity to prastice rifle
<hooting with a running convict as the
target. .\nother reaon for detailing
him to Tower Number Three was be
canse trouble was expected some night
at that poiot in the yard, and with
sure-fire .\sa on the job the officials felt
that any attempt of the convicts to
excape would be promptly frustrated.
One of Ass’s wholesome habits, when
No convicts were near him, was singing.
It was not singing, ruily, but Ass
thought it was and he shortened the
long, lonesome hours at night on Tower
number three with songs—song, rather,
because he kmew and sang but one. It
was not a late or popular song, and, u
Asu sang jt, it sounded like the frog
that croak in the marshes at night:

“When I die and am buried
deep,
“I'll retern at night to take a

“At lphco?c who hated me.
“I'll ha'at their homes and
d their aleep,

“Chill their blood: the skin
will eree )
“On those u[n hated me.”

Not a pretty =ong; nor did it make
cheerful thawe guards who passed near
Tower Number Three while making

the night roundz. But Asa loved that
song.

IT WAS while the wall was heing ex-
tended anather two hundred. feet to
make mom within the inclosure for a

new ccll honswe that Asa shot the “lifer,”
M:leolin Huber.
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The end wall, extending fxom Tower
Number Three to Tower Number Four,
had been torn down and the stones
moved two hundred feet farther south
(o be u~ed on the new wall. A temporary
barbed-wire fence had been erected
sbout the ureu in which the couvicts
vorked on the new wail. Estru armed
g!!mds were ~tationed ut imtervals of

ty feet outside the inclosure to guard
the working convicte.

Maleolm  Hulsey bLad soccessfully
feigned iline=: one day and wes allowed
to remain in his cell. Cell homee guards
had seen him lying in his bank, only
the top or his he
blankets. .\t lock-up time the eell house
guards making the count, mw a foot
gvfrudln from under the blankets in

ultey’s bunk and what ‘they believed
to be the top of his head showing at the
bead of the bed.

At ten-fiftéen that night the eagle-
eved Asa Shores, on Tower Number
' , saw a dark elip ender the
lower wire of the temporary fence and
zlll:. Asa fired once and saw the man

Then Asa, to comply with the prison
rules. velled “halt l"pThe co:magd, of
course, wos- necdlese, Hulsey having
balted abruptly when a thwty-thirty
rifle ball plowed through his shoulder.

After the convict had beea carried
l&' the hoepital, his ceAl ;lras :ned by

curious guards. everly carved
wooden foot truded from wnder the
blankets at the foot of the bed, several
bagz of old clothing reposed wmder the
blankets nand a thatch of black horse-
hair showed at the head of the bed.

Before Hulsey left the hospital the
new wall was completed. Tower Num-
ber Four. across from Tower Number
Three, hi:l been torn down and a new
tower Number Four built on the new
corner of the wall, two hundred feet
farther south. On the other corner,
m'from New Tower Number Four
was New Tower Number Three. old
Tower Number Three was left standing
until further orders. Asa Sheres re-
mained on the graveyard shift en Old
Tom.l.\mgl-:ir Three.

. While off duty one dav . row-
ling about inside the wnll-s.\:tpnnl-

showing above the:
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colm Hulsey. The “lifer”” was still a bit
pale and weak from the gunshot wound.

“One thing I'd like to have you ex-
plain, Mr. Shores,” said Hulsey. “You
rlugﬁ me in the shoulder, then yel-
ed ‘halt” \Why didu’t vou command
me to stop before (.iring?"

“Well, it was this way, Hulsey,” Aza
replied, unsmiling and looking the con-
vict equarely in the eyve. “I aimed at
the spot where I calculated your heart
ought to be, but the light was poor
and I bad to shoot ;mdk. t} nainmlly
supposed you twere when I com-
tm‘:nded ygg to balt, and, believing you
dead, I could see no reason for heing in
a h with the command. Sorry I
bungled the job that way, but my in-
tentions were S

“But,” the scowling “lifer’” persisted,
“vou haven’t told me yet why you shot
before commanding me to halt.”

“Oh, that?” Asa drawled with a de-
precatorv shrug of his massive should-
ers. “That is mereli a matter of form
with me. .I very often, after shooting
a convict, yell ‘hait’ some time the next
day—or week. Besides, if you had a
nice chance to bmng me off, vou
wouln’t sny, ‘Beware, Mr. Shores, I'm
about to kill you.””

For a half minute convict and keeper
guzed into each others eyes. .

“I get yuh,” Hulsey finally said.
“ guess 're right. I have an
idear though that my turn comes next,
Mr. Shores; and 1l be no pre-
liminary command or ent.”

“Fair enough, Hulsey,” Asa replied
a8 he turned away,

AT LAST the big new cell house was
completed.

Asa wondered whether he would be
left on Old Tower Number Three. It
had been decided, he knerr, that the old
tower would be left on the wall Lut per-
lmg not used. .

o celechrate the completion of the
new huilding, the warden declared n
holiday und isned orders that all the
inmates he given the privileze of the
vard that dov. There was to he wrest-
ling. boxingz. foot-recing and ather

sports.
Asa Shores’ sleeping quarters was u
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Now the old tower was cold. even us
old Asa was cold: the doors were
med and barred. XNever again,
thought Dunlap, would be heard Aea
Shores’ familiar song on the quiet night
air. What were the words to that song?

“When I am dead and buried
deep,
“I'll return at night to take a

[ {4
“At fhofc who hated—"

Captain Dunlap suddenlr sat erect
in his chair. The pipe fell from his
lips and clattered on the tioor, as his
lower jaw dropped and his eves opened
'vido to stare at the indicator board;
or—

The indicator for Old Tower Number
Three was moving—moving, not with
s quick turn to the left, but in a hesi-
tant, jerky way that caused the root of
every hair on Captain Dunlap’s head
to tingle. Never before had the captain

and constructed in such a way that,
being controlled by electric contacts.
the various indicators would snap into

position when a push buttom in each
lower was prested by the guard on duty
in that tower.

In short, an indicator, in ascordance
th all the rules of electricity as ap-
plied to the system, must remain
stationary or jerk to the left when the
button in the tower was presed. But
bere was indicator for Old Tower Num-
ber Three wavering, trembling to the
left, e:lnly to_fall %k y lt::l a
vertical position. en again, jerkily,
besitantly to the left, as if a vagrant
soul strove to brush aside the that
banished it from the living.

Captain Dunlap sat rigid .and
watched the uncanny movementa of
the bright brns: indicator. Vague.
feeting, chaotic thoughts of crozed
wires, practical jokers, wandering souls
%Ned one after another threugh hi«

n.

If only the bell would not tinkle® If
it did ring? Well. death then. thouch
it had taken away what was wortal of
Asa Shore:. had not conquered his eter-
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nal vigilance and strict attention to

duty.

E}atther to the left wavered the in-
dicator, hesitatingly, uncertainly, then
—the bell rang!

A weak, zlow ring, it was. that
sounded ztrange and unnatural in the
deathlike silence of the dimly lighted
lookout.

C APTAIN DUNLAP was a brave

man. He had emilingly faced
death a dozen times in Granite River
Prison.

But always his danger was known to
be froma living, breathing men. Abject
terror grip him now; a nameless
terror that seemed to freeze the blood
in his veins, contract every muscle and
nerve of his body, smother his heart.

But even then reasoning struggled
for recognition in his mind. What if
it were a part of Asa Shores, a part of
him that remained on earth to def
death and carry on? Hasm't Asa al-
wars been Captain Dunlap’s friend?
Why should be fear the spirit of o
friend?

Dunlap reached forth a tnmbling
hnsd.l tul)k thr rem:l'er lrl:zd the hog
and slowly, reluctantly, it to his
ear. How he wished, ioped, prayed
that no voice would come over the wirel|

But it did come, preceeded by a faint

whignrin} sound:

“Old t-t-t-tow—" a long pause, then
weakly, almost inaudibly, as if the
message came from a million miles
awvar—"“0Old t-t-tower n-n-n— three.
S-8-Sho—"

Another , @ jumble of mean-
ingless words, then a.chuckle. Godl
Asa’s familiar chuckle!

“On duty. All 0-O—ell 0—"

A light laugh, a sharp buzzing sound,
a sigh, the faint tinkle of a bell, then
silence!

Dunlap heard no click of a receiver
heing replaced on a hook. The line
was apparently etill open.

Still holding the receiver to his ear,
the captain moistened his dry lip: with
the tip of his tongue. His frce hand
went involuntarily to his forehead in
a vague uncertain gesture and cume
away damp with perspiration. Must
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The Ghost Guard
(Continued from pege 64)
great hands grarped the bars and his
two-hundred-and-fifty bulk. clad
iu oniv a ion undershirt,
twitched, sturted aud trembled from
bead to foot. A horriblc fear distended
his eves. his teeth clicked and
:lhewﬁmscla of his face worked spasmo-
1 Y.

“Sick. Huley?" the guard  de
mended, hardened to snch nerveshat-
tering outbursts in a building full of
tortured eoule.

“T sav—] saw—""_ Huleey began. hic
teeth chattering and rendering speech
well-nigh impossible.  “T suw—Oh. Mr.
Hill. plense give me a cellmate—norc,
tonight! I—I'm @ sick man, Mr. Hill.
Nervee all shot to pieces. T guess. Can’t
I have a cellmate to talk to, Mr. Hill ¥

“What did you see?” the guard asked.

“He wax standing right where you are
now,” Hulsor whispered hoarvely.
“Pointing his fiuger at mc, he was, when
1 opened my eves and saw hini.  Smil-
ing, too. J—I' —d violent ahudder—*J
conld see through hiw, Mr, Hill; could
asee the barz on that window beyond him.

| g

“Who? See who?!” the guard inter-
rupted.

Hulsey seemed to realize, then. that
he wat talking to much: that he was not

enducting himself a= the hardest con-
vict in the prison shonld.

‘“SWhy.” he stammered. “T saw—1]
thought T saw—an old pal o’ mine. He's
teen dead a long time. Nerves, T guers.
Thinking too much aborut my old pal

and the gond nld days. Nightmare. 1
guaess.’

“Yeah—nightmare ir right' the un-
-sympathic guard growled. “But don’t
let another blat like that out of vou. or
we'll throw you into a padded cell. Got

the whole wing stirred up. Get to hed
now tgxd forget that good old pel o
vours, -

“If I only could!” Husleyr whispered

huskily to himeelf, as he got back into
the bunk.

THE GHOST GUARD

TWO WEEKRS passed.
* There were nc more outbursts from
cell twenty-one. The “ghost tower” on
the wall was zilent, cold.

Then, at two o'clock one morniung,
Captain Dunlap saw the indicator move.
It sickened him, made him wi-h ardent-
Iv that he wa: a thousand miles from
Granite River Prison.

The indicator mioved alowly. hesi-
tantly, to the left and the bell tinkled
weakly. The capain placed the receiver
to his ear, but no sound came: the line
wa.sgge:ld. The mdncl:etor fell back lto it
ori tion as the captain replaced
the demj\":sr‘on the crotch!.-, "

A few minutes later the vard guard
eutered the lookout. Bill Wilton. the
regular yard guard on the gruveyard
shift, was away on leave and the sul-
stitute guard wus new at the prison.

“Didn’t I anderstand vou to say. Mr
Dunlap.” the new wuard said. *“‘that
there was no one on Old Tower Number
Three?” .

‘You sure did.” Dunlap answered.

The guard pulled his left ear and
looked puzzled.

“Funny.” be finally remarked. “Was«
sure ] heard :omebody in' that tower.
:inging soft and low like. when I passed
under it a fex minutes ago.”

‘What wa: he ¢inging?” the captain
asked, bending forward and fixing a
penetrating maze on the recent arnval
at the prison.

“Let me see now,” said the guard
meditatively. “Couldn’t maake vut much
of the song. . Somethiug ubout ‘when I
die in the ocean deep,’—;\o. that-wasn't
it. ‘Wheu J die and am buried deep'—
that’s it. Then there was zomething i
it about thi: dead guy coming back to
ha'nt people. and a lot of bunk like
that.”

“T see.” 3aid Dunlap. as he eazed him-
«lf out of fhe chair. ‘“I'm going up
and have a loock around in that tower.
You stay in here until I return.”

Dunlap went outride the walls and up
throngll:p New Tower Number Three,

(Continued on page 186)
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(Continued fenm page 184)
where be uved Guord Jim Hum-
m. umphrer had not eeen or

anything unusual in or about Old
Tower Number Three.

Captain Dunlap, as he walked over
the wall toward the ghost tower, admit-
ted frankiv to himcelf that he was
“scared etif.” Pausing at the door, be
glanced nervously through the window.

The yand lighte lit up the interior of
the tower eufficiently to assure him that
no one—or “thing ‘—was inside. He
unlocked the door and entered.

With a flashlight. he thoroughly ex-
amined the telephone. Dust set-
ted on the instrument. The receiver and
the transmitter had apparently not been
touched since A=a Shores left the tower.
Dust bod sertled on the doorknobs in-
side. That the knobs had not been
touched since Shores’ death was abvious.
The one chair. the window-zille, the
~mall worhstand and wazh basin, all
were covered with a thin, undisturbed
flm of fine dust.

There on the telephone battery box
reposed A4a’z ol corncob pipe and, near
it. 1 small box of matches. e window
latches twere just us Dunlap had left
hem when he closed and securely locked
the tower a month bLefore,

It was a led and nervou: prizon
official that left the tower. relocked the
doors and returned to the inzide lookout.

Next day Maleolm Hulsey, the “lifer”
was admitted to the hoepital. The doc-

tor’s diagmosis ' was ‘“nervous break-
down.”

BCT HCLSEY, though his nerves
were all shot to pieces, was still cap-
able nf shrewd plotting. ]

Hiz admittance to the hospital had
been hastened by a diet of «oap. Hulzey
was 20 anxious to get far away from
Granite River Prison. and was %0 cer-
tain of his ability to do 20 if he could
only be admitted to the haspital. that
he had &s:fﬂed to the old but effective
expedient of so0ap eating.

Sosp, taken inl:emnllg in small doses,
will produce varieus baffling artd appar
ently serious phyriological changes in
the body. . Hulsev lonked zick and felt
sick, but he wo: not dangerously ill.
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For many months Malcolm Hulsey
had been watching closely the move-
ments of the night During his
stay in the hospital, while recovering
from the ot wound in his shoulder
he had “doped out” a possible means of

eacape, and he was on the point of mak--

ing the attempt when the doctor pro-
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turned. minutes later the unsus-
?ecdng nurse had been neatly laid out
rom b: wsll-djgcted blow behind the
ear, bound wi
bed of bir white it e wnnarly
tucked in the bed recently occupied by
Mr. Malcolm Hulsey.

The other patient, a feeble old con-
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viet, wa: gugged and tied down in his
bed with sheets. H then donned
the nurse’s white suit and, after arrang-
ing the nume und the old convict in
their beds 8o that they IF to be
tleeping peucefully, the “[ifer” lay face
down on the loor and awaited develop-
ments.

At twelve o’clock the new ap-
peared at the hoepital window and
switched on the lights. Having counted
the men in the hoapital every hour since
:‘i,gh.t o’tcll:ck, t..he“gnnrd intended noz

give ents a hasty glance an
proceed to t&:ate. There were his two
Bauenh, apparently sleeping peacefully.

nﬁ where was the nur:la«?l ik
ulsey’s heart poun o a rivet-
ing hammer as hopol:y gprawled on the
floor. Would the ruse work? Would
the guard enter the hoepital to investi-
» or would he report to Captain Dun-
when he saw the white-clad figure on
the floor?

The guard’s eyes then rested on the
man on the_floor.

“Huh!” be ejaculated. “Funny place
for nursie 40 be sleeping!”

But the nuree’s sprawled form did not
indicate slumber. The was puz-
zled. Perhaps the nurse fainted, or
fallen and hurt himself. The guard
tapped on the window with a key. No
answer, no movement of nurse or pa-
tients.

Then the unsuspecting “screw”
locked the door and ente!ef An older

guard would have rted to the
tain. He was in thong of bondingg::-

to turn the psuedo-nurse upon his back
when his ankles were denly seized

and his feet perked from under him.

The guard’s head struck an iron bed-
stead as he fell, thus relieving Hulsey
of the unpleasant job of beating him
into unconscicusness. :

Several minutes later the “‘lifer,”
wearing the guard’s uniform, boldly ap-
proached the gate.

“What’s on the menun tonight,
Frank?” Hulsey casually asked, pulling
his hat further down over his eyes.

” tge gate

“Same old thing—hnb,
guard answered, as he lowered the keys.
(Continued on page 190)
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Though the si-peuve, anxicty and
uncertaiuty were terrible, Huleey whis-
tled calmly as he unlocked the first gate.
The large bull lock on the outside gate
was not so easily unlocked. Hu
fumbled, his hands shook, his whis-
:ling, inh?ei::d. of all :wscoulcik do h:: k
tup, w went o ) t i
in u discordant wail. v

“Say!” the gate guard suddenly
blurted. “Look up here!" By cracky,
your actions don’t look good to me.”

H ULSEY did not look up. "He gave
the key another frantic twist, and
the lock opened.

In _that short space of time the wall
guard had raced into the lookout and
seized o ahotﬂ:on. As he to the
door of the lookout, a dark re dis-
appeared around the corner of a build-
ing twenty feet from the gate.

A moment later the alarm in the

quarters rang frantically, and a

sleepy-eyed men tumbled from

their beds, slipped on shoes and trous-
ers and ran out into the yard.

The gate guard could only tell where
he last saw the escaping convict. To
capture the man on su adnknitﬁ:
seemed hopeless, considering, too,
the fleeing man had -a seven-minute
start. However, the half: guards
scattered and made for a heavy willow
thicket several hundred yards beyond
the spot where the convict was last seen.

For five minutes after the i

g
rds disap reucd the dar , 81
E::eenign overtl‘x:prison. 'tl“‘l:n:-

From a distant point in the dark
thicket a hair-raising, half-animal, half-
human shriek of mortal terror shat-
lered the stiiness of the night and
echoed and. re-echoed about the high
pﬁ:&x:‘ “;h ced guards, t rarily

ite faced guards, tempo un-
nerved by that fearful wail, crashed
through the breh, theirofduhh&;hu
lavin ut like the eves of = ing
semon’s!. Then they found gnlcolm
Huleey the “lifer.”

Groveling face down in the mud of a
little creek bank, hands clutching at
empty air, great spasms of maniacal
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terror pasting through his body, the
one time terror of the prison muttered
insane, incoherent things.

Two guards pulled him to his knces.
Others turned tlashlights on his face—
u face such as i« =cen in horrible night-
mares; A ghastly fr. .. nartly covered
with black mud; a . -id face where it
shown throuch the grime. The evcs
were wide, protruding, glassy _

“See! Nee!” the convict rasped
hoarzely. peinting u mud-=meancd hand
ut a denze black nook in the thicket.
“See! He ztands there and points
me—and laughs! [/'x fea Shores!

He's been in my cell every night for

weeke—laughing at me! 'He zang a

death song to me—alwavs sang—ul-

wayvs laughed! Wouldn’t-let me zleep!

He's coming toward me! Stop him!

Please—" .

'deThm unotlu:;- h:rrible r;?r&:b‘ ;:(}ml(‘l-
r, a gasp. and the gna the

life:’ea forn: of Malcolm Hulseg' in the

mud.

By some .queer whim of fate. the

speechie2s guards involuntarily switch.
ed off their flashlights. (“tter durkners,
utter silence enveloped them. Theun a
faint zound was heard.

“Listen” came the hourse voive «f
Guard Jerry Clark. “Do yom hear it?”

Very little of it could’ be heard. It
was a faint sound und growing fainter.

“When I die and am buried
deep,
rul retnrn at wight to . . "

Then il was gone. and all wa» still

again,
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