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Here’s An Extraordinary Yarn—

The GhOlll and
the GOTPSE

By G. A.

mine. Please remember
I positively will not stand
sponsor for it. I used to have
My but that Jo & thing of the past. Hs
acaty, but is a thing of the (.
'-oiinr; a liar without conscience. I
e good as told him s0 to his face. I
nu;dcwhukindoffoolhethinksl
am
Attend, now, and you shall hear that
remarkable tale he told me. It was,
and is, a lie. 1 ahall always think so.
He came marching into my igloo up
theroat Aurora Bay. Thatisin Alas
know, on the Arctic sea. I
in the back-country trading for
pelts for a New York concern, and due
t0 bed luck I didn’t reach the cnast until
the third day after the last steamer out
bad gone. And there ] was marooned
for the winter, without chance of get-
ing out until spring, with a few dozen
) Indians for companions.
Thank heaven I had plenty of white
man’s grub in tinz!
As 1 said, here came Chris Bonaer
marching in on me the same as vou

THIS is Chris Bonner’s tale, not

WELLS

would go down the block a few doors
to call on a nei r.

“And where devil did you d.r:g
in from?” I demanded, helping him
with his stiff

“Down there,” he answered, jerking
an elbow toward the south. ‘‘Let’s bave
something to eat, MacNeal. I'm hun-
gry'uhell. Look at the pack, will
you ”

I bad already looked at the pack he
bad cast off his shoulders to the fur
covered floor of the i It was as
lean as a starved hound. I heated a can
of heef bouillon and some and
made a pot of coffee over the blubber-
fat fire that zerved for both heat and
light. and put these and some orackers
before my guest. He tore into his meal
wolfi-hly.

“Now a pipe and some tobac, Mac-
Neal,” he ardered, pushing the empty
dirhex aside.

I gave him one of my pipes and my
tobacco-pouch. He filled and lighted
up. He seemed to relish the smoke;
I imagined he hadn’t had one for some

Y



r the past thirty years.
“N than ymhubl b ¢
m:u':l’o'?qnug::. ‘ .vohnl’!iol

“No human beings, MacNeal? At:z
ahle?t#nn or fossila of those up
way

“Never beard of it. _ Prehistoric
mle are bang.f’onnd in England and

Ho pondered; pufing at his pipe, his
o
.aormq:; H looked perplaxed

t
“Look_here, " he said sud-
denly. *Bay a m’dli;l. He's dead,
ain’t he?

in“Nodmbtoﬂt,”Ilmghed,mdep
K.

“Couldn’t come to life again. eh?”

“Hardly. Notifhowo::::ﬁydnd.
g'obnvsmolc-uo!%m
on. heart, apparently, beat
ing orono,twoor.ppo-ibl umin

f utes.
It doesn’t in fact, 5 it's simply

THE GHOUL AND THE CORPSE

that its beating can’t be detocted. When
e man’s ha.rtg beating he’s dead.”
&Smpondcd imati he
ani on,’ ” .
tered, more to himeelf than to me. “"1"11‘::;
must be it. That’stheonlythin thatll
explain it; nothing elee will, Ilft
. of ten minutes, why not
:hm d,Of m.llsyorc.nnshnndred
“n ; [ 4

u'd like to turn in and get some
M‘%ﬂﬂ,x’wpnp,”lbmhin.
He can t the significance of my tone

and ?rumed.
ou think I'm crazv, eh?” he said.
“Im not. Its & wonder, th con-

sidering what I've seen md% I—
here, let me show you something|”

HE THRUST a baod into his lean
that “p.&k“md mﬁ?&" bob‘i:ct
tetebers el ace | thoug] .

117
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seriously. He apparently
rate.
'h“‘f‘lieoh. ﬁ‘o? Glrhm’ " T commented,
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handing the thing back to him. “Heir-

loom, no doubt. Picked it up in one
of the Indian \'illaﬁea, eh?”
He {did not speak at nnce. He sat

pufling. looking at the rre. Once he
ruekend his brows in a deep frown.

';md.been al,” h

“I've prospecting, as usual,” he
snid at lengdf. “Down there around
the headquarters of the Tukuvuk. It's
an swful place; nobody ever goes there.
The Indians tell me the spirits of the
dead live there. I can believe it; it's an
ideal place for imps and devils. And
I was right through the heart of it. 1
believe I'm the first. No matter how I

there; I came up from the south
summer. You see, I had an idea
there was gold in that country.

“The place where I finally settled
down was in a little valley on one of
the branches of the Tukuvuk between
two ranges of hills running from five
bun to maybe three thousand feet
high. Messy-looking place, it was; all
littered up, as if the Lord had a few
sizable chunks of stuff left over and just
threw ‘em down there to be out of the
way.

“But the gold was there; I could al-
mp;th emell it. lI'd been getting t?mo
mighty nice color in my pan; that's
what made me decide to stay there. I

there about the middle of July, and
1t the rest of the summer sinking
o8 in the edge of the creek and along
the benches above. What I found indi-
cated that there was a mighty rich vein
of the yellow metal the ts, with
one end of it laying in a pocket of the
stuff. If I could locate that pocket, I
thought, I'd have the United States
treasury backed off the map. But I
wasn’t able to run the pocket down by
taking bearings from my holes, because
the holes didn’t line up in any partic-
ular direction.

“What with my interest in trying to

t line on that pocket, T didn’t notice
that the season was getting late. But
I'd brought in enough grub to last the
winter through. =0 that didn’t matter.
Just the same it was up to ne to get
-some sort of shelter over my head, so 1
hustled up a ane-room shack about

twelve by twelve I cut from the timber
on the slopes with my hand-ax. Nathing
fancy, but tight enough. I put in a
firepiace and cut and stacked a lot of
wood outside.

“That done, winter was on me; I
simply couldn’t resist the temptation
to have one more try at finding the
pocket that spewed the yellow metal
all around there. As I said, I no
information from the holes sunk, and
it was pure guesswork. I guessed I'd
find my pocket on the side of a certain
hill, about two hundred feet above creek
level. A ier flowed down the side
of that hill through a little gullgy, and
my idea was that the ice ground away
at the pocket and brought the metal
down to the creek, and the creek scat-
tered it. This theory was borne out
to some extent by the fact that my best
showings of color dw:g: came from
a point a little below conjunction
of the creek and glacier.

“It was snowing the morning I took
mX pan and shovel and started up the
side of the hill, keeping to the ed&of
the glacier. It wasnt much of a glacier
for size; say, about fifteen feet wide.
I could see it winding up the side o}
the hill until it went out of sight
through a cleft about a thousand feet
up. Fed by a lake up there, probably.

“I had climbed the hill maybe a hun-
dred feet, following the edge of the

lacier, when I caught sight of a dark

lotch in the edge of the ice. It was,
about two feet under the surface. I
brushed away the film of snow to have
R look. The ice was as clear as a crystal,
of a blue color. And what d’you think,
MacNeal? It was a man’s body!”

He and gave me & quick
glance. He wanted to see how I took
that, I presume.

“The body of a man,” he went on.
“And the queerest-looking man I ever
saw in my life. He was lyinﬁlon his
belly and I didn’t get a look at the front
of him just then, but I knew it was
a man all right. He was covered all
over with long hair like a—well, like
a bear, say. Not a stitch of clothes.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“Why. T was that surprised I let my
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G. A. WELLS

the key to the mystery of the origin
mankind. It might possibly settle
Darwinian theory forever, one way
the other. It was a pretty serious
business for me, don’t you see .
“Well, I decided to preserve the thing
til I could get out and make a report
the ind. But how to preserve it?
course if I had left it in the glacier
would have kept indefinitely, like
ide of beef in cold e. I was
afraid to put iv back in the hole in the
ier and freeze it in again with water
carried from the creek; the creek
vater might exert some chemical action
that d ruin the thing. And if I
let it lay where it was the snow would
oover i, form a warm blanket, and
y cause it to decompose,
d bave nothing left but the skeleton.
I wanted to save the thing just as I'd
; the scientists would

R ERY

» xQRg

‘hit on the f)lan of keeping
That would turn the

stayed moderate for a couple
. 'lthan, suddenly, the mercury
| my iittle thermometer went down
with s rush mditg‘:t:ﬁn ing cold. I
the thing to the and stood
it up against the wall outside where it
1 covered with snow, and
lbed it there.
you imagine me
in my bunk in the every night
. with that thing standing
against the wall outside not two feet
way? Of course you can’t. It fras-
gled my nerves,.and more than onoe
I was tempted to cut a hole in the ice
on the creek and chuck the damn thing
io where I'd never see it agin. But no,
I had to save it for the scientists and
my pame in history; that idea got to
an obsession with me. I knew well
enough that if ever I told people the tale
) now, without some proof
of it, I'd get laughed at.”
“No doubt of it.” I sneered.
“The days went by,” he continued,

ing to sleep

69

mﬁng my sneer, ‘‘and more and more
thing outside kept getlting on my
nerves. e sun went south, and from
one day to another I never saw it. The
never-ending night was bad enough, but
when you add the northern lights and
the howling of the wolves you've got
a condition that breaks a man if he's
not careful. Furthermore, there was
:hi: ugly-looking devil outside to think
ut.

“I was thinking about that thing con-
stantly, and got s0 I couldn’t sleep. If
I shut my eyes I'd see it, anyhow, and
if I went to sleep I'd have a nightmare
over it. Now and then I'd go out and
stand there in the starlight or the aurora
looking at it. It fascinated me, yet the
sight of the thinmo me the
Finall Ibeg:z ing a club or my
rifle along w I went to look at it;
got afraid the thing would come alive
and try to murder me with that knife.

“And that’s the way of things for
maybe three months and more. My
thoughts all the time on that thing out-

side.
“Well, that couldn’t go on, you know.
One morning I woke up with the worst
hed?.mnld evlcis: 7) 1 thought
my would split wide open. My
blood was like molten iron flowing
through my veins. I knew what it was.
Fever. 1 had thought and worried
ebout that thing outside until it got me,
and I was in for & brainstorm. I was
as weak as a cat, but managed to build
:lr a good fire and my bunk with
the blankets and furs I had and crawl
in. I only hoped I wouldn’t freezs to
death when the fire went out.

“I no sooner got all set in the bunk
than things let go; I went completely
off. I can’t say positively what hap-

ned for a few days after that. Seems
Eeko I remember, though, periods when
I was semi-rational. I think once I &t
up to put more wood on the .
Another time I saw that thing standing
in the doorway grinning at mo like the
devil it was. I shot at it with my rifle
and later found a bullet in the door.
My shooting couldn’t have been a de-
lusion, at any rate. But the door was
still fastened against the wolves and
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G. A. WELLS

Bonner made an expressive gesture
with one band. .

“Remarkable, but the thing hadn't
seck me yet. It was looking at the fire;
it was turned toward me so I could

o0 that. Suddenly it screamed in an
nﬂmdnhsnbbe and leaped to the
fireplace and tried to gather in an arm-

ful of flames. I take itthothinihad
never seen fire before; didn’t know
what it was; probably imagined it some
kind of wild animal. Naturally the
only thing it got out of that play was
d arms and bands, and the lonE
bair sizzled and curled. It leaped
with a snarl, tfiuing that funny gib-
berish, Talk, I guess it was; it came
from way down in the belly and sounded

p‘ﬁ grunting.
“I tell you, MacNeal, I was fair dazed.
Bntlhulthonmelentotrywlgelp
My rifle was leaning against
the bunk and I made a quick dive for
it tly, the thing saw me
for the first time. The way it glared
o me with thoae'gl.ittering eyes was a
I didn't stop to argue; I
the rifle, cocked it and
8 snap shot. The ballet cangz
°

7
§

i
75 e
:
:

the breast of a'thing that had been
!

]

in a glacier for thousands of

_“Well, here it came like a cyclone. I

't have time to shoot again. Smell?
That thing smelled like carrion; almost
strangled me. Maybe you know how
the c:re of a wild animal stinks if it
sin't cleaned out for a week or two. This
thing smelled like that, only worse. I
can smell it yet. Lord!”

Bonner wrinkled his nose and shiv-

£ 48

“But there we were at grips, the thing
making those belly noises and emelling
like a thousand garbage piles. It had
the strength of ten men; I sensed that.
It jerked the rifle from me and bent the
barrel of it double with a twist of the
wrists. The barrel of a thirty-eight cali-
ber Winchester rifle—bent it as easy

as you or I would hend a piece of copper
wire,

71

“Then we were at it, fighting like a
couple of wild cats all over the shack.
I'm no slouch of a man myself, Mao-
Neal, when it comes to a rougix-a.nd-
tumble; but that thing handled me like
& baby. I could see my finish. We
threshed about the floor, me fighting
like a devil, it fighting like forty devils.
We kicked into the and out again
and scattered live coals. all over the
place, and the shack took fire.

“I was just about gone when my hand
accidentally fell on' the handle of the
knife the thing had dropped on the
floor. I hung on to it and poked away
at that thing for all I was worth, driv-
ing the blcho”clenn up to the hilt with

every punch.

?gh;t knife?” I broke in.

“This knife,”” answered Bonner.
‘“There’s the dried blood on it yet. But
1 think it was really the bullet that did
the work. It must have cut an artery.
Anyhow, the blood kept gushing out of
the thing’s breast; it got on my hands
and e 'em slippery. I knew the
thing couldn’t pour out blood like that
and keep going; that’s what put the
heart in me to keep on fighting. And,
as I say, I think it was the bullet that
did the work in the long run. A lucky

?etll:er&in&:ouldn’t be he;e now.

t the thing ing and going

limp in m{ hands, a.ng its gn(f» began
to relax. 1 saw my chance an K:ltn
8 knee and broke the grip and kick

it away. It staggered around a moment

or two, clutching its breast with its

bloody paws, gnashing its fangs and

sla.ring murder at me; then it crashed

own to the floor and fell smack into

the flames.

“I saw plain enough there was no
chance of saving the shack, so I
snatched up what I could lay my hands
on in the way of food and clothing and
blankets., and tore out. I don’t re-
member putting the knife in my pocket,
but that’s where I found it later. The
shack burned down to nothinr, and
that thing burned with it; probanly not
& bone of it left. The scientists were
out of luck and the mystery of mankind
would remain unsolved.
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