-I.I- ..I.I.I. .- l..- I...l.-.l- I.I.I-I.I. ...-I.I...l.l-..l

I.I.-.l-.-.l.l.I.'.I'I.I.I-l.l...l.l...l...l-..I-I-C.I.I...I%.I...I-..l.- .I-.I.. .-l-%.I.

|
[
2

WEIRD TALES

THE UNIQUE MAGAZINE
EDWIN BAIRD, Editor

Pedilshed memthily *y the Rrmat Prvisnixa Coarnsatiow., 334 Nerth Clack 3treet. Chlesge, 111
Applicatica made for -2y 3t the pasteflice at Chicago. 1ll.. 30 sreond claes matter. 3ilagle eopies. 23 cemis:
wb-cription. $3 8 year in the Colled states, $3.50 ia Canzda. The Libers are not respensidble for the
fves 2 uaseticited maruscripte (n tTaniit, by fire, or otherwise. alt rtery Drecawtion &5 taken with sueh
astirial. Al manuscipts casuld 00 typewritten and muit be strempPaniet DY amped and self-addreseed

cavelopes. The comterts cf (his magasing are felly proteciod ™y copsrigrt. anvi Dudlishers are castiomsd
eguinst using the same. either wnolly or la pert.

Ceprright. 1923, by the Rursl Pubtishing Carverstion.

VOLUME 1 25 Cents NUMBER 1

Contents for March, 1923

TWENTY-TWO REMARKABLE SHORT STORIES

The Mystery of Black Jean................ Juriaxy Kinyax 41
A4 atory of blood-curdling realism, with a smashing
surprisc at the end.

The Grave. . .....c it i it ienennns OrvirLLe R. Estersoy 47
A soul-gripping story of terror.
Hark! The Rattle!. . ............. ToeL Towxstey RoGers 353

An uncommon tale that will cling to your memory
for many a day.

The Ghost Guard.......................... Bryax IRVINE 39
d “spuoky’ tale with a grine backgronnd.
The Ghoul and the Corpse. ................. G. A. WeLs 65
An amazing yarn of weird adcenture in the frozen North.
Fear ... ... . i, Davip R. Soroyox 73
Showing hcw fear can drive a strong man to the verge
of insanity.
The Place of Madness............. MEerLIy Moore Tavror 89
IWhat tvo hours in a prison “solitary’ ‘did to a man.
The Closing Hand................. FarxsworTH WeigHT 98
A bref story powerfully written.
The Unknown Beast................ Howarp ErLriz Davis 100
An unusual tale of a terrifying monaeter.
The Basket. ... ................... Hernert J. MaxgEAM 106
A queer little atory about San Francizeo.
The \ccusing Voice.................... MerepiTR Davis 110
The singulor experience of Allen Defne.
The Sequel........................ WALTER Scorr STOoRY 119

A new conclusion to Edgar Allen Poe’s “Cadk of
Amontillado.”

-l'l'-'-.-'-'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.I.I-O.“U-I- LB

P P PP S P P P o e



THE GRAVE

A Story of Stark Terror
By Orville R. Emerson

brought to my attention when
Fromiller returned frm his trip
to Mount Kemmel.” with a very
sArnge tale indeed and one extremely

hard to believe.

But [ believed it enough to go back
to the Mount with “From” to aee if we
could discover anything more. And
slter digging for awhile at the place
where “From's” atorv began. we made
our way into an old dugout that had
heen caved in. or at least where all the
eutrances had been filled with dirt, and
there we found. written on German cor-
m{mndence paper. a terrible story.

Ve found the story on Christmas day,
1915. while making the trip in the
enlonel’s machine from Watouw, in Flan-
der-, where our regziment was stationed.
Of courre. you have heard of Mount
Keumel in Flanders: more than once
it figured in newspaper reports as it
clunged hands during some of the fere-
et fighting of the war. .\nd when the
Geomans were finnlly driven from this
point of vantage. in October, 1918, a re-
treat was started which did net end un-
til it became a race to zee who eould get
into (fermany frst. :

The advance was 20 fast that the vie-
torious British and French forees had
no time to bury their dead. amd, ter-
rible a2 it may zeem to those who have
not -een it, in December of that vear
one could ~ee the mtting corpeey of the
unburied dead scattered here amd there
over the top of Mount Kemmel. It was
a place of gha:tly sights and sickening

ndors. And it was there that we found
this tale.

THE EXD of thi: atorr was first

With the chaplain’s help, we trane-
lated the story, which follows:

JFOR two weeks I have been buried

alive! . For two weeks I have not
seen daylight, nor heard the sound of
another pervon’s voice. Unless I can
find something to do, besides this ever-
lasting digging, I shall go mad. 8o I
shall write. As lona‘:l my candles last,
I will pass part of the time each day in
setting down on paper my experiences.

“XNot that I need to do this in, order
to remember them. God knowi that
when I get out the first thing I shall
do will be to try to forget them! But if
I should not get out! . . .

“I am an Ober-licutenant in the Im-
perial German Army. Two weeks ago
my regiment was holding Mount Kem-
mel in Flanders. We were surrounded
on three sides and subjected to a terrific
artillery fire, but on account of the com-
manding porition we were drdered to
hold the Mount to the last man. Our
engineers, however, had made things
very comfortable. Numerous deep dug-
outs had been constructed, and in them
we were comparatively gpfe from shell-

bv“lhu_\' of these tllll:(: t‘l)::r: connected
Pasageways 20 Te was a reg-
ular little underground city, and the
majority of the garrison never left the
protection of the dugouts. But even
under these conditions our casualties
were heary. Lookouts had to be main-
tained above nd, and once in a
while a direct ﬁ't by one of the huge
railvay guns would even
of the dugouts.

o
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ORVILLE R. EMERSON

felt sleepy and, although wmy left arm
pained me considerably, I =oon dropped
of W <leep.

“The time I bhave nllowed myself for
writing is up, 0 I will stop for today.
After | have perforined my daily wek
of diarine tomorrow, I shall acain
write. \lreadv my mind feels ensier.
Surcly help will eome <0on. At any
rate. within two more weeks [ shall have
liberated mveelf. Alrendy I am half
wayr up the stairs.  Aud my rtiong will

last that long. I have divided them =0
ther will.”

“YESTERDAY I did not feel like
" writing after I finiched my dig-
ging. Mv arm pained me considerably.
[ juew ] need it too much.

“But today 1 was more, careful with
it, and it feelx better. .\nd I am wor-
ried agnin. Twice today big piles of
earth caved in, where the titnbers above
were loose, and each time es much dirt
fell into the paswmgeway as I can re-
move in & day. Two days more hefore
I can count on getting out by myself.

“The rations will have to be stretched
out some more. The dailv amount is
alreadv protty small. But I shall go on
with my account.

“From the time 1 became conscious
I started my watch. and since then I
have kept track of the dava On the
second day 1 tonk atock of the food, wa-
ter, wond. matches, candles, ete., and
found a plentiful supply for two weeks
at least. .\t that time I did not look
forward to a stay of more than n few
day: in my pricon.

“Either the enemivy ar ourselves will
occupy the hill T told myaelf. becauss
it is such an important pesition.  And
whaever now hald: the hill will be com-
Ln{lé'd to dig in deeply in order to
old it.

“Sa tn myv mind it was opnly a matter

of & few davs until either the entmnce
or the passagewayr wanld he cleared,
and mv anly donhits wire a- to whether
it wanld be friends or enemies that
wonld discover me. Ny ann felt hetter,
although T conld not wee it much. and
o ] spent the day in reading an old
newspaper which T found among the
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food :uppiies, and in waiting for help
to come. \Whut a fool I wasl If I had
only worked from the start, I would be

just that many davs nearer deliverance.

“On the third day I was annoyed by
water, which began dripping from the
roof and =ecping in at the sides of the
dugou:.. I cursed that mnddy water.
then, as I have often cur~i«d such dug-
out nuisances before, but it inuy be that
I shall vet bless that water and it chall
suve my life.

“But it certainly made things uncom-
fortable; o I :pent the day in moving
my bunk, food and water supplies, can-
dles, etc., up into the pawrageway. For
n space of about ten feet it was unob-
structed. and, being slightly higher
than the dugout, was drver and more
comfortable. Besides, the air was much
better here. as I had found that prac-
ticallv all my supply of fresh air came
in through the crack between the tim-
bers, and I thought maybe the rats
wouldn’t bother me 20 much at night.
Again I spent the balance of the day
simply in waiting for help.

“It was not until well into the fourth
day that I really begnn to feel uneasy.
It suddenly became impressed on my
consciousness that I had not heard the
sound of a gun, or felt the earth shake
from the force of a concussion, since the
fatal zhell that had filled the entrance.
What was the meaning of the silence?
Why did I hear no =ounds of fighting?
Tt was as still as the grave.

“What a horrible death to die!
Buried Alivel A panic of fear swept
over me. But my will and reason re-
asverted itzelf. In time, I should be able
to dig myzelf out by my own efforts.
It would take time hut it could be done.

“So, although I could not nze my left
arm as vet, I spent the rest of that dav
and all of the two following days in
digging dirt from the entrance and car-
rving it back into the far corner of the
dugont.

“On the seventh day after remaininyg
consciousness I was tired and stiff from
my unwanted exertions of the three pre-
vious dayz. T could see hy this time
that it was a matter of weeke—two or
three. at least—hefore I could hone :o
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i self. I might Le rescued at writing, but some impulse urges me to
ln‘nbe;n:ﬁ: sm,lgub:.blwi ut outside :& write each day.

it would take v three more w

::f Tabor before I could dig my way out. ‘[ HREE wceks have pused since I

“ dirt had caved in from the was buried in this living tomb.
top, where the timbers had sprung  “Today I drauk the last drop of wa.
apart, and I could repair the danmage to ter iu the keg. Tbemuumlofs.hgu
the roof of the stairway ouly in a crude nant water on the dugout Hoor—dirty,
way with one arm. But my left arm alimy and alive with vermin—always
was much better. With a day’s rest. I standing there, fed by drippings from
wonld}na:’l:tomitprettywell. , mor::{.it.-\:,\ﬂlmnot ng myself

ides. conserve my € : . .
T spent ‘the seventh dar ia “Today I divided up my food supply

raver for my speedy release fro for another week. God knows the m
ﬁ\-ihg grave. tions were already small enough!

“I also reapportioned my food on t there have béen 20 many cave-ing re-
basis of three more weeks.” It made the cently that I can never finish clearing,
daily portions pretty small, especially the entrauce in another week.
ne the digging was etrenuous work.  “Sometimes I feel that I shall never
There was a large supply of candles, 20 clearit. Dut T must’ I can never bear
that I had plenty of t for my work. to die here. T must will myself to es-
But the ly of water bothered cape, and I sRall eacape’
Almoub:rpolthemdlkegm ne _ “Did not the eaptain often say that
in the firt week. I decided to drink the will to win was half the victory? I
only once a day. shall rest no more. Everv. waking hour

“The following six days were all days must be spent in removing the tresch-
of feverish labor, t eating and even erous dirt. .

i rtt? dr‘inking. |:)tf. ttlln ite all ;nt “Even my writing must cease.”

ort:. only a quarter was .
at the end of two weeks. And the hor “(QH, GOD! T am afraid, efrei
ror of the situation grew on me. My “I must write to my
mmﬁonwonldmtboquia.lmmd. Last night I went to aleep at

1 picture to m lltlunﬂuto nine by my wateh. At twelve I to
n less food find mysel! in the dark, frantically h%
ind ging with my bare hands at the

by sides of the dugout. After some trouble
starvation—to the finding of my ems- I found a candle and lit it. '

by even- “The whole dugout was upest. M
tually open up the dugout—even to food supplies were I in the mni
their attempts to reconstruct the story The box of candles hmﬁiol:d.
of my end. My finger nails were broken and y

“And. odding to my physical discom- from clawing at the nd.
fort, were the swarming vermin infest:  “The realization dawned u me
ing the dugout and my person. A that T had heen out of mv And
month had gone by since I'had had a then came the fear—dark, raging fesr
bath. and I could not now spare a drop —fear of insanity. T have been drink-
of water even to wash my face. The ing the stagnant water from the floor
rat: had become #0 bold that T had to for days. ‘l."f'l‘n not know how many.
lenve a candle burning all night in or “T have only nbout one meal left, but
der to protect invself in iy alcep. T must save it.” '

“Partly to relieve my mind.t?p atarted
to write this tale of inv experiences. Tt “] HAD a menl toduy. For three
did nct o a relief at Arst. but now, as I das2 T have heen without food.
read it over. the growing terror of this “But today T canght one of the rats
awful place grips me. T would cease that infest the place. Tle. war a big

i3
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one, 0. Gsve me & bad bite, but I
killed him. I feel lots better today.
Have had some bad dreams lately, but
don’t bother me now.
rat was tough, though. Think
I'll finish this digging and go back to
my regiment in s dsy or two.”

“HEAVEN have mercy! I must be
out of my head half the time

Dow.

“T have absolutely no recollection of
having written that last entry. And I
feel feverish and weak.

“If T had my strength, I think I
could finish clearing the entrance in a
day or two. But I can only work a
short time at a stretch. .

“I am beginning to give up hope.”

“W ILD spells come on me oftener

. bow. I awake tired out from ex-
ertions, which I eannot remember.

“Bones of rats, picked clean, are-scat-
{ered abou ycti do not remember eat-
ing them. In my lucid moments I don’t
sem (0 bo able to catch them, for they
are {00 wary and I am too weak.

“I get some relief by chewing the can-
dles, but I dare not eat them all. I am
afraid of the dark, I am afraid of the
:;h, but worst of all is the hideous fear

m

y mind is breaking down. I must
escspe soon, or I will be little better
than & wild animal. Ob, God, send

I am going madl”

error, desperation, despair—is this

the end?”

“JOR a long time I have been resting.

“T have had a brilliant idea
Rest brings back strength. The longer
& person resis the stronger they should
get. I have been resting a long time
now. Weeks or months, I don’t know
which. So I must be very strong. I
feel strong. My fever has left me. So
listen] There is only a little dirt left
in the entrance way. I am going out
and craw! through it. Just Lke a mole.
Rigat out into the sunlight. I feel
much stronger than & mole. So this is
the end of my little tale. A sad tale,
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but one with a y- endin Sun-
light! A very hag;l;l-,ending."&

AND that was the end of the manu-
script. There only remains to tell

Fromwiller’s tale.
At I didn’t believe it. But now
Ido I put it down, though, just

as Fromwiller told it to me, and you
can take it or leave it as you choose.
“Soon after we were billeted at
Watou,” said Fromwiller, I decided to
out and see Mount Kemmel. I had
eard that things were rather gruesome
out there, but I was really not prepared
for the conditions that I found. I had
sesn unburied dead around Roulers and
in the nne, but it had been almost
two months since the fighting on Mount
Kemmel and there were still many un-
buried dead. But there was another
thing that I had never seen, and that
was the busied living/ .
“As ] came up to the highest point
of the Mount, I was attracted by a move-
montollomdiﬂqnmofahu
shell hole. The dirt to be fall-
ing in to 8 common center, as if the
dirt below was being removed. As I
watched, suddenly I was horrified to see
a long, ahnny human arm emerge from
o

ground.
“It di drawing back some
ofthto fdi“witbit.lThmwuuso‘v;-
ment o over a larger ares, and the
arm res together with a. man’s
hoad and shoulders, He pulled him-
self out of the very ground, as it
seemed, shock -the dirt from his body
like a huge, gaunt dog, and stood erect.
I ne'ver want to see such another crea-
tore
. ‘Hardly a strip of clothing was vis-
ible, and, what little there was, was so
torn and dirty that it was impossible to
tell what kind it had been. The skin
was drawn tightly over the bones, and
there was a vacant stare in the protrud-
iné eyes. It looked like a corpse that
had Inin in the grave a long time.
‘“This apparition looked directly at
me, and vet did not appear to see me.
He looked as if the light bothered him.
1 spoke. and a look of fear came over his
face. He seemed filled with terror.
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“I ltop toward him, shuking loowe
of barbed wire which had cuught
pnmes. Quick as a tlash, he
turnoimdetutedtomn{rommo.

“For a second I was too astonished to
move. Then I started to follow him.
In a straight line he ran. looking
neither to the right or left. Du'ectl\'
ahead of him was a deep and wi
trench. He was running straight to-
ward it. Suddenly it damed on me
that he did not eee it.

“T called out, but it 2eemed to terrify
him all the moh and with one last
lunge he stepped into- the trench and

THE GRAVE

fell. I heard his body strike the
sideolthetrenchmdfellwuhc

into the water at the
“] followed md looked down
the trench. 'l’herehehy with his
bent back in such a position that I
sure his neck was broken. He was
in and half out of the water, and
looked at him I could scarcely beli
what I had ~ecn. Surely he ﬂok.d
Uhchndbendeadulong-m‘nme
he

the other corpres. scattered

side. I turned and left him as
“Buried while living, I left him

buried when dead.”
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